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ELEANOR'S VICTORS'
CHAPTER L
GOING HOME.

THE craggy cliffs upon tbe Norman coast looted something like
the terraced walls and turreted roofs of a ruined city ia the hot
afternoon sunshine, as the Empress steamer sped swiftly onward
toward Dieppe. At least they looked thus in. the eyes of a very
young lady, who stood alone on the deck of the steam-packet,
with yearning eyes fixed upon that foreign shore.
I t was four o'clock upon a burning August afternoon in the
year 1853. The steamer was fast approaching the harbour.
Several moustachioed gentlemen, of various ages, costumes, and
manners, were busy getting together carpet-bags, railway-rugs,
camp-stools, newspapers, and umbrellas; preparatory to that
eager rush towards the shore by which marine voyagers are apt
to testify their contempt for Neptune, when they have no longer
need of his service or feeir of his vengeance. Two or three
English families were collected in groups, holding guard over
small mounds or barrows of luggage, having made all prepara.
tion for landing at first sight of the Norman shore, dim in tha
distance; and of course about two hours too soon.
Several blooming young EngHsh damsels, gathered under
maternal wings, were looking forward to sea-bathing in a foreign
watering-place. The EtabHssement des Bains had not yet been
built, and Dieppe was not so popular, perhaps, among EngHsh
pleasure-seekers as it now is. There were several comfortablelooking British families on board the steamer, but of all the
friendly matrons and pretty daughters assembled on the deck,
there seemed nf" one in any way connected with that lonely young
lady who leant against the bulwark with a cloak across her arm
•nd a rather shabby carpet-bag at her feet.
She was very young—indeed of that age which in the other
•ex is generally called the period of hobbledehoyhood. There
was more ankle to be seen below the hem of her neat muslin
frock than is quite consistent -vvith elegance of attire in a young
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lady of fifteen; b u t as the ankle so revealed was rounded and
slender, it would have been hypercritical to have objected to th«
shortness of the skirt, which had evidently been outgrov/n by its
wearer.
Then, again, this lonely traveller was not only young but
pretty. I n spite of the shortness of her frock and the shabbiness
of her straw bonnet, it was impossible for the most spiteful ot
the British misses to affinn the contrary. She was very p r e t t y ;
BO pretty t h a t it was a pleasure to look at her, in her unconscioua
innocence, and to tliink how beautiful she would be by-and-by,
when t h a t bright, budding girUsh lovehness bloomed out in its
womanly splendour.
Her skin was fair, b u t pale—not a sentimental or sickly pallor,
but a beautiful alabaster clearness of tint. Her eyes were grey,
large aud dark, or rendered dark by the shadow of long black
la.slies. I would rather not catalogue her other features too
lainutely; for though they were regular, and even beautiful,
there is something low and material in all the other features as
compared to the eyes. Her hair was of a soft golden brown,
bright and rippling hke a sunlit river.
The brightness of t h a t
luxuriant hair, the light in her grey eyes, and the vivacity of a
very beautiful smile, made her face seem almost luminous as she
looked at you. I t was difficult to imagine t h a t she could ever
look unhappy. She seemed an animated, radiant, and exuberant
creature, who made an atmosphere of brightness and hapijiness
about her. Other girls of her age would have crept to a comer
of the a^jk, perhaps to hide their loneHness, or would have clung
to the outer fringe of one of the family groups, making beheve
not to be alone; b u t this young lady had taken her stand boldly
against the bulwark, choosing the position from which she might
soonest hope to see Dieppe harbour, and apparently quite indifferent to obsei-vation, though many a furtive glance was cast
t(jwards the tall but girlish figure and the handsome profile so
sharply defined against a blue background of summer sky.
B u t there was nothing unfeminine in all t h i s ; nothing bold
or defiant; it was only the innocent unconsciousness of a fiohthearted girl, ignorant of any perils which could assail her loneliness, and fearless in her ignorance. Throughout the brief sea"oyage she had displayed no symptoms of shyness or perplexity.
She liiid sufieri;d none of the tortures common to many travellers
in their marine experiences. She had not been sea-sick; and
indeed she did not look hke a person who could be subject to any
' f the common ills this weak flesh inherits. You could almost
m easily have pictured to yourself the Goddess Hvgeia snfi'erin!'
irom a bihoiis headiiclie, or Hebe laid u p with the influenza, ae
this aubum-haired, grey-eyed young lady under any phase oi
mortal suffering. Eyes dim in the 1'l:lro^•^•^•ms o<" ^ea si,:Vne8!=
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had looked almost spitefully towards this happy, radiant creature, as she flitted hither and thither about the deck, courting
the balmy ocean breezes that made themselves merry with her
rippling hair. Lips, blue with suffering, had writhed as their
owners beheld the sandwiches which this young school-girl
devoured, the stale buns, the oval raspberry tarts, the hideous,
bilious, revolting three-cornered puffs which she produced at
different stages of the voyage from her shabby carpet-bag.
She had an odd volume of a novel, and a long, dreary desert
of crochet-work, whose white-cotton monotony was only broken
by occasional dingy oases bearing witness of the worker's dirty
hands ; they were such pretty hands, too, that it was a shame
they should ever be dirty; and she had a bunch of flabby, faded
flowers, sheltered by a great fan-like shield of newspaper; and
she had a smelling-bottle, which she sniffed at perpetually, though
she had no need of any such restorative, being as fresh and bright
from first to last as the sea breezes themselves, and as Uttle subject to any marine malady as the Lurleis whose waving locks
could scarcely have been yellower than her ovpn.
I think, if the feminine voyagers on board the Empress were
cruel to this soHtary young traveller in not making themselves
friendly with her in her lonehness, the unkindness must be put
down very much to that unchristian frame of mind in which
people who are sea-sick are apt to regard those who are not.
This bouncing, bright-faced girl seemed to have Httle need of
kindness from the miserable sufferers around her. So she was
left to wander about the deck; now reading three pages of her
novel; now doing half- a-dozen stitches of her work ; now talking
to the man at the wheel, in spite of all injunctions to the contrary ; now making herself acquainted with stray pet dogs ;
always contented, always happy ; and no one troubled himself
about her.
I t was only now, when they were nearing Dieppe, that one ol
the passengers, an elderly, grey-headed Englishman, spoke to her.
" You are very anxious to arrive," he said, smiling at her
eager face.
" Oh, yes, very anxious, sir. We are nearly there, are we not P "
" Yes, we shall enter the harbour presently. You will have
Bome one to meet you there, I suppose ? "
" Oh, no," the young lady answered, Hfting her arched brown
eyebrows, " not at Dieppe. Papa will meet me at Paris; but ho
could never come all the way to Dieppe, just to take me back to
Paris. He could never afford such an expense as that."
" No, to be sure; and you know no one at Dieppe ? "
" Oh, no; I don't know any one in all France, except papa."
Her face, bright as it was even in repose, was ht up with a riCw
brightuess as she spoke of her father.
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" You a?e very fond of yotir papa, I think," the Englishman
said.
" Oh, yes, I love him very, very much.
I have not seen him
for more t h a n a year. The journey costs so much between England and France, and I have been a t school near London, a t
Brixton; I dare say you know Brixton; b u t I am going to
France now, for good."
" I n d e e d ! You seem very young to leave school."
" B u t I ' m not going to leave school," the young lady answered,
ragerly. " I am going to a very expensive school in Paris, to
finish my education ; and then
"
She paused here, hesitating and blushing a Httle.
" A n d then what ? "
" I am going to be a governess. P a p a is not rich. H e haa no
fortune now."
" H e has had a fortune, then P "
" H e has h a d three."
The young lady's grey eyes were Ht u p with a certain look of
triumph as she said this.
" H e has been very extravagant, poor dear," she continued,
apologeticaUy; " and he has spent three fortunes, altogether.
But he has always been so courted and admired, you know, t h a t
it is not to be wondered at. H e knew the Prince Regent, and
Mr. Sheridan, and Mr. Brummel, and the Duke of York, and—
oh, all sorts of people, ever so intimately; and he was a member
of the Beefsteak Club, and wore a silver gridiron in his buttoniiole, and he is the most deHghtful m a n in. society, even now,
though he is very old."
" Very old! A n d you are so young."
The EngHshman looked almost incredulously a t his animated
tompanion.
" Y e s , I am papa's youngest chUd. H e has been married
twice. I have no real brothers and sisters. I have only halfbrothers and sisters, who don't really and truly care for me, you
know. How should they ? They were grown u p when I was
bom, and I have scarcely ever seen them. I have only papa in
ftU the world."
" You have no mother, then P "
" N o ; mamma died when I was three years old."
The Empress packet was entering the harbour by this time.
The grey-headed EngUshman went away to look after his portmanteaus and hat-boxes, b u t he returned presently to the fairhaired school-girl.
" Will you let me help j o u with your luggage ? " he said. " I
will go and look after it, if you will tell me for what to inquire."
" You are very kind. I have only one box. I t is directrd to
Vies Vane, P o n s . "
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" "V ery well. Miss Vane, I wUl go and find your box. Stay,"
he said, taking out his card-case, " this is my name, axid if you
will permit me, I will see you safely tc Paris."
'"Thank you, sir. You are very kind."
The yoimg lady accepted her new friend's service as frankly as
it was offered. He had grey hair, and in that one particular at
least resembled her father. That was almost enough to make
her Hke him.
There was the usual confusion and delay at the Custom-house
—a Httle squabbHng and a good deal of bribery; but everything
was managed, upon the whole, pretty comfortably. Most of the
passengers dropped in at the Hotel de I'Europe, or some of the
other hotels upon the stony quay; a few hurried off to the
market-place, to stare at the cathedral church of Saint Jacques,
or the great statue of Abraham Duquesne, the rugged sea-king,
with broad-brimmed hat and waving plumes, high boots and
flowing hair, and to buy peaches and apricots of the noisy
market-women. Others wandered in the slirny and sHppery fishmarket, fearfully and wonderingly contemplative of those hideous
conger-eels, dog-fish, and other piscatorial monstrosities which
seem pectdiar to Dieppe. Miss Vane and her companion strolled
into the dusky church of Saint Jacques by a Httle wooden door
in a shady nook of the edifice. A few soHtary women were
kneeHng here and there, half-hidden behind their high-backed
rush chairs. A fisherman was praying upon the steps of a
little chapel, in the solemn obscurity.
" I have never been here before," Miss Vane whispered. " I
came by Dover and Calais, the last time; but this way is so
much cheaper, and I almost think it nicer, for the journey's so
short from London to Newhaven, and I don't mind the long sea
voyage a bit. Thank you for bringing me to see this cathedral."
Half-an-hour after this the two travellers were seated in a
first-class carriage, with other railway passengers, French and
EngHsh, hurrying through the fair Norman landscape.
Miss Vane looked out at the bright hills and woods, the fruitful orchards, and white-roofed cottages, so villa-Hke, fantastical,
and beautiful; and her face brightened with the brightening of
the landscape under the hot radiance of the sun. The greyheaded gentleman felt a quiet pleasure in watching that earnest,
hopeful, candid face; the grey eyes, illumined with gladness,
the parted lips, almost tremulous with deHght, as the sunny
panorama gHded by the open vdndow.
The quiet old bachelor's heart had been won by his companion's frank acceptance of his simple service.
" Another girl of her age would have been as frightened of a
masculine stranger as of a wild beast," he thought, " and woulJ
have given Iwiself aV manner of missish airs; but this yoniie
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damsel smiles in my face, and trusts me with almost infantde
simpHcity. I hope her father is a good man. I don't riiuch Hka
t h a t talk of Sheridan and Beau Brummel and the Beefsteak
Club. No very good school for fathers that, I should fancy. _ I
wish her mother had been aUve, poor chUd. I hope she is going
to a happy home, and a happy future."
The train stopped at Rouen, and Miss Vane accepted a cup of
coffee and some brioches from her companion. The red A u g u s t
sunset was melting into grey mistiness by this time, and the first
sliimmer of the moonHght was silvery on the water as they
crossed the Seine and left the Hghted city behind them. The
gi-ey-headed Englishman fell asleep soon after this, and betore
long there was a low chorus of snoring, masculine and feminine,
audible in the comfortable carriage; only broken now and then,
when the train stopped with a jerk at some fantastic village t h a t
looked Hke a collection of Swiss toy cottages in the dim summer
night.
But, let these matter-of-fact people snore and slumber as they
might, there was no such thing as sleep for Eleanor Vane. I t
would have been u t t e r sacrilege to have slept in the face of all
t h a t moonhghted beauty, to have been carried sleeping through
t h a t fairy landscape. The eager school-giri's watchful eyi^s
drank in the loveliness of every hill and valley; the low scattered woodland; the watering streams; and t h a t j^erplexing
Seine, which the rumbling carnage crossed so often with a dismal hollow sound in the stiUness of the night.
N o ; Miss Vane's bright grey eyes were not closed once in t h a t
evening journey; and at last, when the train entered the great
Parisian station, when aU the trouble and confusion of arrival
began—that wearisome encounter of difficulty which makes
cowardly travellers wish the longest journey longer t h a n it is—•
the young lady's head was t h r u s t out of the ^vindow, and her
eager eyes wandered hither and thither amongst the faces oi
the crowd.
Yes, he was there—her father. T h a t white-haired old man,
with the gold-headed cane, and the aristocratic appearance. She
pointed him out eagerly to her fellow-passenger.
" T h a t is papa—you see,—the handsome man. H e is coming
this way, but he doesn't see us. Oh, let me out, please; let me
go to him ! "
She trembled in her eagerness, and her fair face flushed crimson
with excitement. She forgot her carpet-bap;, her novel, her
crochet, her smelling-bottle, her cluak, her parasol—all her parapliemaHa: and left her companion to collect them as l>est he
might. She was otf ^ of the carriage and in her father's arrrj
phe B<5arcely knew b jw. The platform seemed deserted all in a
mocient, for the ;•? .{""ngors had rnslied away to a great lire.iry

Going

Home,

11

taUe d^attente, there to await the inspection of their luggage.
Miss Vane, her feUow-traveUer, and her father, were almost alone,
and she was looking u p a t the old man's face in the lampHght.
" Papa, dear papa, darHng, how weU you are looking; as well
as ever; better t h a n ever, I t h i n k ! "
H e r father drew himself u p proudly. H e was past seventy
years of age, but he was a very handsome man. His beauty was
of t h a t patrician type which loses Httle by age. H e was tall and
broad-chested, erect as a Grenadier, but not fat. The Prince
Regent might become corpulent, and lay himself open to the
insolent sneers of his sometime boon companion and friend; b u t
Mr. George Mowbray Vandeleur Vane held himself on his guard
against t h a t insidious foe which steals away the graces of so many
elderly gentlemen. Mr. Vane's aristocratic bearing imparted
such a stamp to his clothes, t h a t it was not easy to see the shabbiness of his garments; but those garments were shabby. CarefuUy as they had been brushed, they bore the traces of t h a t
slow decay which is not to be entirely concealed, whatever the
art of the wearer.
Miss Vane's travelHng companion saw all this. H e had been
80 much interested by the young lady's frank and fearless manner, t h a t he would fain have fingered in the hope of learning
something of her father's character; b u t he felt t h a t he had no
excuse for delaying his departure.
" I wiU wish you good night, now, Miss V a n e , " he said, Idndly,
" since you are safely restored to your papa."
Mr. Vane Hfted his grey eyebrows, looked at his daughter interrogatively ; rather suspiciously, the traveller thought.
" Oh, papa, dear," the young lady answered, in reply to t h a t
questioning look, " this gentleman was on board the boat with
me, and he has been so very kind."
She searched in her pocket for the card which her acquaintance
had given her, and produced t h a t document, rather Hmp and
crumpled. H e r father looked a t it, murmured the name inscribed upon it twice or thrice, as if trying to attach some aristocratic association thereto, b u t evidently failed in doing so.
" I have not the honour of—a—haw—knowing this name,
sir," he said, Hfting his h a t stifily about half a yard from hia
silvered h e a d ; " b u t for your courtesy and kindness to my
chUd, I hope you will accept my best thanks. I was prevented
by important business of—a—haw—not altogether undiplomatic
character—from crossing the Channel to fetch my d a u g h t e r ;
and—aw—also—prevented from sending my servant—by—av.'
— I thank you for your poHteness, sir. You are a stranger, by
the way. Can I do anything for you in Paris ? Lord Cowley
is my very old friend; any service t h a t I can render you in that
quarter—I
"
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Tlie traveller bowed and smiled.
" Thank you very much," he said, " I am no stranger in
Paris. I vnU wish you good n i g h t ; good night. Miss V a n e . "
B u t Mr. Vane was not going to let his daughter's friend off
so easUy. H e produced his card-case, murmured more pompous
assurances of his gratitude, and tendered further offers of patronage to the quiet traveller, who found something rather
oppressive in Mr. Vane's civiHty. B u t it was all over at last,
and the old m a n led his daughter off to look for the t r u n k which
contained aU her worldly possessions.
The stranger looked wistfuUy after the father and chUd.
" I hope she may have a h a p p y future," he thought, rather
despondlngly; " the old man is poor and pompous. H e teUs
Hes which bring hot blushes into his daughter's beautiful face.
I am very soriy for her."

CHAPTER
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M a . VAXE took his daughter away from t h e station in one of
those secondary and cheaper vehicles which are distinguished
by the discriminating Parisian by some mysterious difference of
badge. The close, stifling carriage rattled over the uneven
stones of long streets which were unfamUiar to Eleanor Vane,
untU it emerged into the ftUl glory of t h e Hghted Boulevard.
The Hght-hearted school-girl could not suppress a cry of rapture
as she looked once more at the broad thoroughfare, the dazzHng
lamps, the crowd, the theatres, the cafes, the beauty and splendour, although she had spent her summer hoHday in Paris only
a year before.
" I t seems so beautiful again, papa," she said, " j u s t as if I ' d
never seen it before ; and I ' m to stop here now, and never, never
to leave you again, to go away for such a cruel distance. Y o u
don't know how unhappy I've been, sometimes, papa dear. I
wouldn't tell you then, for fear of making you u n e a s y ; b u t I
can teU you now, now t h a t it's aU over."
" U n h a p p y !" gasped the old man, clenching his fist; " they've
not been unkind to you—they've not dared
"
" Oh, no, dearest father. They've been very, very good. X
was quite a favourite, papa. Yes, though there were so many
rich girls in the school, and I was only a half-boarder, I was
uite a favourite with Miss Bennett and i\liss Seiphia; thouo-b
know I was careless and lazy sometimes—not on purpose, vou
know, papa, for I tried hard to get on with my education,"for
your sake, darling. No, everybody was very kind to me, p a p a ;
but 1 used to think sometimes how far I was from you ; wlin*
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miles and miles and mUes of sea and land there were between
us, and that if you should be Ul—I——-"
Eleanor Vane broke down, and her father clasped her in hia
arms, and cried over her silently. The tears came with very
little provocation to the old man's handsome blue eyes. He was
of that sanguine temperament which to the last preserves the
fondest delusions of youth. At seventy-five years of age he
hoped and dreamed and deluded himself as fooHshly as he had
done at seventeen. His sanguine temperament had been for
ever leading him astray for more than sixty years. Severe
judges called George Vane a Har; but perhaps his shallow
romances, his pitiful boasts, were more often highly-coloured am?
poetical versions of the truth, than actual falsehood.
I t was past twelve o'clock when the carriage drove away from
the Hghts and splendour into the darkness of a labyrinth of
quiet streets behind the Madeleine. The Rue de I'Archeveque
was one of these dingy and quiet streets, very narrow, very
close and stifling in the hot August midnight. The vehicle
stopped abruptly at a comer, before a Httle shop, the shutters
of which were closed, of course, at this hour.
" I t is a butcher's shop, I am sorry to say, my love," Mr.
Vane said, apologetically, as he handed his daughter on to tha
pavement; " but I find myself very comfortable here, and it is
conveniently adjacent to the Boulevards."
The old man paid the driver, who had dejoosited mademoiselle's
box upon the threshold of the little door beside the butcher's
shop. The pourboire was not a very large one, but Mr. Vane
bestowed it with the air of a prince. He pushed open the low
door, and took his daughter into a narrow passage. There was
no porter or portress, for the butcher's shop and the apartments
belonging to it were abnormal altogether; but there was a candle
and box of matches on a shelf in a comer of the steep corkscrew staircase. The driver carried Eleanor's box as far as the
entresol in consideration of his pourboire, but departed whUe Mr.
Vane was opening the door of an apartment facing the staircase.
The entresol consisted of three little rooms, opening one out
of another, and so small and low that Miss Vane almost fancied
herself in a doU's house. Every article of furniture in the
stifling Httle apartment bore the impress of its nationaHty.
Tawdry curtains of figured damask, resplendent with dirty
tuHps and monster roses, tarnished ormolu mouldings, a gilded
clock with a cracked dial and a broken shade, a pair of rickety
bronze candlesticks, a couple of uncompromising chairs covered
with dusty green velvet and reUeved by brass-headed nails, and
a square table with a long traihng cover of the same material
as liie curtains, completed the adornments of the sitting-room.
The bed-chambers were smaUer, closer, and hotter. Voluminoua
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worsted cm-tains falling before! the narrow windows, and smc/thering the Httle beds, made the stifling atmosphere yet mora
BtifHng. The low ceilings seemed to rest on the top of poor
Eleanor's head. She had been accustomed to large airy rooms,
and broad uncurtained open windows.
" How hot it is here, papa," she said, drawing a long breath.
" It always is hot in Paris at this time of year, my dear,"
Mr. Vane answered; " the rooms are smaU, you see, but convenient. That is to be your bedroom, my love," he added, indicating one of the Httle chambers.
He was evidently habituated to Parisian lodging-houses, and
saw no discomfort m the tawdry grandeur, the shabby splendour,
the pitiful attempt to substitute scraps of gUding and patches
of velvet for the common necessaries and decencies of Hfe.
" And now let me look at you, my dear; let me look at you,
Eleanor."
George Mowbray Vane set the candlestick upon tne msty
velvet cover of the low mantel-piece, and drew his daughter
towards him. She had thrown off her bonnet and loose grey
cloak, and stood before her father in her scanty muslin frock, with
all her auburn hair hanging about her face and shoulders, and
gUttering in the dim light of that one scrap of wax caudle.
" My pet, how beautifiU you have grown, how beautiful!" the
old man said, with an accent of fond tenderness. "We'U tea«h
Mrs. Bannister a lesson some of these days, Eleanor. Yes, our
turn will come, my love; I know that I shaU die a rich man."
Miss Vane was accustomed to hear this remark from her
father. She inherited something of his sanguine nature, and she
loved him very dearly, so she may be forgiven if she believed in
his vague visions of future grandeur. She had never seen anything in her life but chaotic wrecks of departed splendour, confusion, debt, and difficulty. She had not been called upon to
face poverty in the fair hand-to-hand struggle which enobles
and elevates the sturdy wrestler in the battle of life. No, she
had rather been compelled to play at hide-and-seek with the grim
enemy. She had never gone out into the open, and looked her
foe fuU in the eyes, hardy, resolute, patient, and steadfast. She
was familiar with all those debasing tricks and pitiful subterfuges whereby the weak and faint-hearted seek to circumvent
the enemy ; but she had never been taught the use of those
measures by which he may be honestly beaten.
The Mrs. Bannister of whom George Vane had spoken, was
one of his elder daughters, who had been very, very ungrateful
to him, he declared ; and who now in his old age doled him out
the meagre allowance which enabled him to occupy an entresol
over a butcher's shop, and dine daily at one of the cheap restaii
tants in the Palais Royal.
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Mr. Vane was wont to lament his daughter's cruel lack of
affection in very bitter language, freely interspersed with quotations from " King Lear;" indeed I believe he considered his case
entirely parallel with that of the injured British monarch and
father; ignoring the one rather important fact that, whereas
Lear's folly had been the too generous division of his own fortune
between his recreant daughters, his weakness had been the reckless waste and expenditure of the portions which his chUdren
had inherited from their mother.
Mrs. Bannister, instigated thereto by her husband, had protested some years before against the several acts of foUy and
extravagance by which the fortune which ought to have been
hers had been fooled away. She declined to aUow her father
more than the pittance aUuded to above; although, as she was
now a rich widow, and of course entirely her own mistress, she
might have done much more.
" Yes, my darling," Mr. Vane said, as he proudly contemplated
his youngest child's beauty, " we vrill turn the tables upon Mrs.
Bannister and the rest of them, yet, please God. My Benjamin;
my youngest, brightest darHng; we'll teach them a lesson.
They may poke their old father away in a foreign lodging, and
stint him of money for any Httle innocent pleasure; but the day
wUl come, my love, the day will come ! "
The old man nodded his head two or three times with solemn
significance. The sanguine, impulsive nature, dwarfed and
fettered by the cruel bonds of poverty, was too elastic to be
entirely repressed even by those galling chains; and having
hoped aU his Hfe, and having enjoyed such successes and good
fortune as faU to the lot of very few men, he went on hoping
in his old age, blindly confident that some sudden revolution in
the wheel of life would lift him out of his obscurity and set him
again on the pinnacle he had once occupied so proudly.
He had had a host of friends and many children, and he had
squandered more than one fortune, not being any more careful
01 other people's money than of his own; and now, in his
poverty and desolation, the child of his old age wa,s the only one
who clung to him, and loved him, and believed in him ; the only
one whom he loved, perhaps, truly and unreservedly, though
he wept frequently over the ingratitude of the others. I t
may be that Eleanor was the only one whom he could love
with any comfort to himself, because the only one he had never
faijured.
" But, papa, dear," this youngest and best loved of the old,
man's chUdren pleaded gently, " Mrs. Bannister, Hortensia, haa
been very good—has she not P—in sending the money for my
education at Madame Marly's, where she was finished herself.
Tbat was very generous of her, wasn't it, papa ? "
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Mr. Vane shook hia Lead, and Hfted his grey eyebrows with a
deprecating expression.
" Hortensia Bannister cannot perform a generous act in a
generous manner, my dear. You recognize the viper by the
reptUe's sting: you may recognize Hortensia in pretty much tlie
same manner. She gives, but she insults the recipients of he'
—ahem—bounty. Shall I read you her letter, Eleanor ? "
" If you please, dear papa."
The young lady had seated herself, in a somewhat hoydenish
manner, upon the elbow of her father's chair, and had wound
her soft round arm about his neck. She loved him and beUeved
in him. The world which had courted and admired him whUe
he had money and could boast such acquaintance as the Prince
and Sheridan, Sir Francis Burdett, Lord Castlereagh, Mr. Pitt,
and the Duke of York, had fallen away from him of late; and
the few old associates who yet remained of that dead-and-gone
cycle were apt to avoid him, influenced perhaps by the recollection of smaU loans of an occasional five-pound note, and a
" Httle sUver," which had not been repaid. Yes, the world had
faUen away from George Mowbray Vandeleur Vane, once of
Vandeleur Park, Cheshire, and Mowbray Castle, near York.
The tradesmen who had helped him to squander his money had
let him get very deep in their books before they closed those cruel
ledgers, and stopped aU suppHes. He had existed for a long
time—he had Uved as a gentleman, he said himself—upon the
traditions of the past, the airy memories of the fortunes he had
wasted. But this was aU over now, and he had emigrated to the
city in which he had played the Grand Seigneur in those glorious
early days of the Restoration, and where he was compeUed to
lead a low and vulgar Hfe, disgracing himself by pettifogging
ready-money dealings, utterly degrading to a gentleman.
He could not bring himself to own that he was better and
happier in this new Hfe, and that it was pleasant to be able to
walk erect and defiant upon the Boulevards, rather than to be
compeUed to plunge down dark aUeys, and dive into- sinuous
byways, for the avoidance of importunate creditors, as he had
'been in free England.
He took his wealthy daughter's letter from the breast-pocket
of his coat; a fashionable coat, though shabby now, for it had
been made for him by a sentimental German tailor, who had
wept over his late patron's altered fortunes, and given him credit
for a suit of clothes. That compassionate German tailor never
expected to be paid, and the clothes were a benefaction, a gift as
purely and generously given as any Christian dole offered in the
holy name of charity; but Mr. Vane was pleased with the fiction
of an expected payment, and would have revolted against the
idea of receiving a present from the good-natured tradesman.
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The letter from Hortensia Bannister was not a long one. It
was written in sharp and decisive paragraphs, and in a neat firm
hand. Rather a cruel-looking hand, Eleanor Vane thought.
The old man put a double gold eyeglass over his nose, and
began to read.
"Hyde Park Gardens, August, 1853.
" Mr DEAR FATHER,—In compHance with your repeated solicitations I have determined upon taking measures by which I
hope the future welfare of your youngest daughter may I*
secured.
" I must, however, remind you that Eleanor Vane and I etre
the children of different mothers; that she has, therefore, less
claim upon me than a sister usually has; and I freely confess J
never heard of one sister being called upon to provide for another.
" You must also remember that I never entertained any degree
of friendship or affection for Eleanor's mother, who was much
below you in station, and whom you married in direct opposition
to myself and my sisters
"
Eleanor started; she was too impetuous to listen qmte passively to this letter. Her father felt the sudden movement ot
the arm about his neck.
" Your mother was an angel, my dear," he said; " and this
woman is—never mind what. My daughters chose to give themselves airs to your poor mother because she had been their governess, and because her father had faUed as a sugar-broker."
He went back to the letter, groping nervously for the place
at which he had left off, with the point of his weU-shaped
finger—
" But you teU me that you have no power to make any provision whatsoever for your daughter; and that, unless I assist
you, this unhappy girl may, in the event of your death, be fiung
pennUess upon the world, imperfectly educated, and totally
mcompetent to get her Uving."
'• She speaks of my death very freely," the old man murmured, "but she's right enough. I shan't trouble anybody
long, my dear; I shan't trouble anybody long."
The tender arms wound themselves more closely abont George
Vane's neck.
"Papa, darHng," the soft voice whispered, "you have never
troubled me. Don't go on vrith that horrid letter, papa. Wo
won't accept any favours from such a woman."
"Yes, yes, my love, for your sake; if I stoop, it is for your
sake, Eleanor."
The old man went on reading.
" Under these circunvstances," the writer continued, " I have
oome to the following determination. I wUl give you a hundred
pounds, to be paid to Madame Marly, who knows you, imd has
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received a great deal of money from you for my education and
that of my sisters, and who wiU, therefore, be inclined to receive
Eleanor upon advantageous terms. For this sum of money
Madame Marly will, I feel assured, consent to prepare my halfsister for the situation of governess in a gentleman's famUy;
that is, of course, premising that Eleanor has avaUed herself
conscientiously of the advantages afforded her by her residence
with the Misses Bennett.
" I shaU write to Madame Marly by this post, using my best
influence with her for Eleanor's benefit; and should I receive a
favourable reply to this letter, I ^vUl immediately send you aa
order for a himdred pounds, to be paid by you to Madame
Marly.
" I do this in order that you may not appear to my old in.
structress—who remembers you as a rich man—in the position
of a pauper; but in thus attempting to spare your feeUngs,
and perhaps my own, I fear that I run some risk.
" Let me therefore warn you that this money is the last I wUl
evw pay for my half-sister's benefit. Squander or misuse it if
you please. You have robbed me often, and would not perhaps
hesitate to do so again. But bear in mind, that this time it is
Eleanor you wiU rob and not me.
" The only chance she wUl have of completing her education
is the chance I now give her. Rob her of this and you rob her
of an honourable future. Deprive her of this and you make
yourself answerable for any misfortunes which may befaU her
when you are dead and gone.
" Forgive me if I have spoken harshly, or even undutifuUy;
my excuse lies it, your past foUies. I have spoken strongly
because I wished to make a strong impression, and I believe
that I have acted for the best.
" Once for all, remember that I will attend to no future soUcitations on Eleanor's behalf. If she makes good use of the
help I now afford her, I may perhaps be tempted to render her
further services—unsolicited—in the future. If she or you
make a bad use of this one chance, I wash my hands of all
concern in your future miseries.
"The money wiU be made payable at Messrs. Blount's, Rue
de la Paix.
" I trust you attend the Protestant Church in the Rue Rivoll
" With best wishes for your welfare, temporal and eternal, I
rsmain, my dear father,
"Your affectionate daughter,
"HORTENSIA BANNISTER."

George Vane burst into tears as he finished the letter. Hcvi
orueUy she had stabbed him, this honourable, conscientious
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daughter, whom he had robbed certainly, but in a generous,
magnanimous, reckless fashion, that made robbery rather a
princely virtue than a sordid vice. How crueUy the old heart
was lacerated by that bitter letter!
" As if I would touch the money," cried Mr. Vane, elevating
his trembUng hands to the low ceiling with a passionate and
tragic gesture. " Have I been such a wretch to you, Eleanor,
that this woman should accuse me of wishing to snatch the
bread from your innocent Hps ? "
" Papa, papa!"
" Have I been such an imnatural father, such a traitor, Har,
swindler, and cheat, that my own daughter should say these
tilings to me ? "
His voice rose higher with each sentence, and the tears
streamed down his wrinkled cheeks.
Eleanor tried to kiss away those tears; but he pushed her
from him with passionate vehemence.
" Go away from me, my child, I am a wretch, a robber, a
scoundrel, a
"
" No, no, no, papa," cried Eleanor; " you are all that is goodj
you have always been good to me, dear, dear papa."
" By what right, then, does this woman insult me with such
a letter as t h a t ? " asked the old man, drying his eyes, and
pointing to the crumpled letter which he had flung upon the
ground.
" She has no right, papa," answered Eleanor. " She is a
wicked, cruel woman. But we'll send back her money. I'd
rather go out into the world at once, papa, and work for you:
I'd rather be a dressmaker. I could lea^m soon if I tried very
hard. I do know a Httle about dressmaking. I made this
dress, and it fits very well, only I cut out both the backs for one
side, and both sleeves for one arm, and that wasted the stuff,
you know, and made the skirt a Httle scanty. I'd rather do
anything, papa, than accept this money,—I would indeed. I
don't wan.) to go to this grand Parisian school, except to be near
you, papa, darling. That was the only thing I ever cared for.
The Miss Bennetts would take me as a pupil teacher, and give
me fifteen pounds a-year, and I'd send every shilling of it to
you, papa, and then you needn't Hve over a wretched shop where
the meat smells nasty in the warm weather. We won't take
the money, wiU we, papa P "
The old man shook his head, and made a motion with his lips
BJid throat, as if he had been gulping down some bitter draught,
" Yes, my dear," he said, in a tone of ineffable resignation,
" for your sake I would suffer many humUiations; for your sake
I will endure this. We wiU take no notice of this woman'f
letter; though I could write her a reply that—but no matter.
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W e vriU let her insolence pass, and she shaU never know ho^»
keenly it h a s stung me here ! "
H e tapped his breast as he spoke, and t h e tears rose again to
his eyes.
" W e wiU accept this money, Eleanor," he continued, " we
wiU accept her b o u n t y ; and the day may come when you wUl
have ample power to retaUate—ample power, m y dear. She
has caUed me a thief, Eleanor," exclaimed t h e old man, suddenly returning to his own wrongs, " a thief! My own daughter
has called me a thief, and accused me of t h e baseness of robbing
yOT3 "

" Papa, papa, darling."
" A s if your father cotUd rob you of this money, Eleanor; as
if I could touch a penny of it. No, so help me. H e a v e n ! n o t a
penny of it to save me from starving."
His head sank foi-ward upon his breast, a n d he sat for some
minutes m u t t e i l n g to himself in broken sentences, as if almost
unconscious of his daughter's presence. I n t h a t time he looked
older t h a n he had looked at any moment since his daughter h a d
met him at the station. Watching him now, wistfully and sorrowfnUy, Eleanor Vane saw t h a t her father was indeed an old
man, vacUlating and weak of purpose, and with ample need of
aU t h e compassionate tenderness, t h e fond affection, which overflowed her girUsh heart as she looked at him. She knelt down
on t h e sHppery oaken floor at his feet, and took his tremulous
hand in both of hers.
H e started as she touched him, a n d looked a t her.
" M y darHng," he cried, " y o u ' v e h a d nothing to e a t ; you've
been nearly an hour in the house, and you've h a d nothing to
eat. B u t I've not forgotten you, NeU; you'U find I've not forgotten yon."
H e rose from his chair, and went over to a Uttle cupboard in
the waU, from which he took a couple of plates and tumblers,
some knives and forks, and two or three parcels wrapped in
white paper, and neatly tied with narrow red tape. H e p u t
these on t h e table, a n d going a second time to t h e cupboard
produced a pint bottle of Burgundy, in a b a s k e t ; very dusty
and cobwebby; and therefore, no doubt, very choice.
The white paper parcels contained very recherche comestibles.
A slender wedge of truffled turkey, some semi-transparent sHces
of German sausage, and an open plum tart, with a great deal
of rich ruby-coloured syrup, and an utterly uneatable crust.
Miss Vane partook very freely of this Httle coUation, praisin?
her father for his goodness and indulgence as she ate the simple
feast he h a d prepared for her. B u t she did not Hke the Biu-gundy in t h e dusty basket, and preferred to drink some water
out of one aF t l j toilette-bottlea.
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Her father, however, enjoyed the pint of good wine, and recovert his equanimity under its generous influence. He had
never been a drunkard; he had indeed one of those excitable
natures which cannot endure the influence of strong drinks, and
a very Httle wine had considerable effect upon him.
He talked a good deal, therefore, to his daughter, told her
some of his delusive hopes in the future, tried to explain some
of the plans which he had formed for his and her advancement,
and was altogether very happy and social. The look of age,
which had been so strong upon him half an hour before, faded
out Uke a grey morning shadow under the broadening sunUght.
He was a young man again; proud, hopeful, reckless, handnovue ; ready to run through three more fortunes, if they should
faU to his lot.
I t was past two o'clock when Eleanor Vane lay down,
thoroughly exhausted, but not weary—she had one of those
natures which seem never to grow weary—to fall asleep for the
first time in four-and-twenty hours.
Her father did not quite so quickly fall into a peaceful slumber.
He lay awake for upwards of an hour, tumbUng and tossing to
and fro upon the narrow spring mattress, and muttering to
himself.
And even in his sleep, though the early summer dawn was
gi'ey in the room when he fell into a fitful and broken slumber,
the trouble of his eldest daughter's letter was heavy upon him,
for every now and then he muttered, disjointly,—
" Thief—swindler! As if—as if—I would—rob—my own
daughter."
CHAPTER i n .
THE STORY OF THE PAST.

THE history of George Mowbray Vandeleur Vane was the
history of many men whose lot it was to shine in that brilUant
orbit of which George, Prince Regent, was the ruUng star.
Around that dazzling royal planet how many smaUer lights revolved, twinkUng in humble emulation of their prince's glory.
What were fortune, friends, chUdren, wives, or creditors, when
weighed in the balance, if the royal favour, the princely smile,
hung on the other side of the scale ? If George the Fourth was
leased to bring ruin upon himself and his creditors, how should
is friends and associates do less ? Looking backward at tha
spurious glitter, the mock splendour, the hollow delight of that
wonderful age which is so near us in point of time, so far away
from us by reason of the wide differences which divide to-day from
that foolish yesterday, we can of course afford to be very wise,
and can clearly see what a very witches' sabbath was that long
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reveby f n which the Fourth George of England led the dance.
But wh() shall doubt that the dancers themselves saw the fantastic ca perings of their leader in a very different Hght, and looked
upon their model as worthy of aU mortal praise and imitation.
The men of that frivolous era seem to have abandoned themselves to unmanly weakness, and followed the fashions set them
i y the fat and pale-faced Royal Adonis, as blindly as the women
sf to-day emulate the Imperial caprices of the Tuileries, sacriicuig themselves as burnt offerings to the Moloch of Fashion,
in obedience to the laws made by a lady who lives in a palace;
and who, when she wears her siUien robe three yards in length
and six in circumference, can scarcely be expected to foresee the
nervous tortures by-and-by to be endured by Mr. John Smith, of
Peckham Rye, whose vrife will insist on having a hoop and train
a V Oojenee, and sweeping her superabundant skirts into the
fender and across the back of the grate every time she steers her
difficult way about the worthy Smith's fourteen feet by twelve
front parlour.
Yes, if Cleopatra melts pearls in her wine, and saUs in a galley
of gold, we must have sham jewels to dissolve in our inferior
vintages, and sham gold to adorn our galleys. If Pericles, or
Charles, or George, affects splendour and ruin, the prince's
devoted subjects must ruin themselves also, never letting their
master see anything but smiling faces amid the general vyreck,
and utterly heedless of such minor considerations as wives and
children, creditors and friends.
George Mowbray Vandeleur Vane ruined himself with a grace
that was only second to that of his royal model. He began Ufe
with a fair estate left him by his father, and having contrived
to squander the best part of his patrimony within a few years of
his coming of age, was so lucky as to marry the only daughter
and heiress of a rich banker, thereby acquiring a second fortune
just at that critical moment when the first was on the verge of
exhaustion. He was not a bad husband to the simple girl who
loved and worshipped him with a foolishly confiding worship.
I t was net in his nature to be wUfully bad to anybody; for he
was of a genial, generous spirit, with warm affections for those
who pleased him and ministered to his happiness. He introduced his young wife to very briUiant people, and led her into
sacred and inner circles, whither her father the banker could
never have taken her; but he squandered her money foolishly
and recklessly. He broke down the bulwarks of parchment
with which the lawyers had hoped to protect her fortune. He
made light of the settlements which were to provide for the future
of his chUdren. They were only blooming and beautiful young
creatures in cambric frocks and blue sashes; and surely, Mr.
Vane urged, they had notbinj; to ccsiplain of, for hadn't they
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splendid apartments and costly dresses, nurses, governesses,
masters, carriages, ponies, and indulgences of every kindp
What did they want, then, or in what manner did he faU in his
duty towards those innocent darUngs? Had not his Royal
Highness the Duke of Kent himself come to Vandeleur to
stand sponsor for Edward George ? Had not Hortensia Georp n a received her second name after the beautiful Duchess of
Devonshire, in whose lovely arms she had been dandled when
only a fortnight old ?
Were there any earthly honours or splendours, within the
limit of reasonable desire, which George Vane had failed to procure for his wife and children ?
The gentle lady was fain to answer this question in the negative,
and to accept it for what it was not; namely, an answer to the
questions she had ventured to ask touching the future of those
unconscious chUdren. Mr. Vane could always persuade his
simple wife to sign away any of those parchment defences the
lawyers had devised for her protection; and when, after an
elegant Httle tete-a-tete dinner, in the arrangement of which the
c/ie/had displayed his most consummate skUl, the affectionate
husband produced a diamond bracelet or an emerald heart from
its morocco casket, and clasped the jewel upon his wife's slender
arm, or hung it round her deUcate throat, with the tears gUstening in his handsome blue eyes, gentle Margaret Vane forgot the
sacrifices of the morning, and all those shadowy doubts which
were wont to torment her when she contemplated the future.
Then, again, Mr. Vane had an unfaiUng excuse for present
imprudence in the expectation of a third fortune, which was to
come to him from his bachelor uncle and godfather. Sir MUwood
Mowbray, of Mowbray Castle, York; so that there were no vulgar retrenchments either at Vandeleur Park or in Berkeley
Square, and when Sir Milwood's fortime did come, in the due
course of Hfe and death, to his nephew's hands, it only came just
in time to stave off the ruin that threatened George Vane's
household.
If Mr. Vane had then taken his wife's advice, aU might have
been weU; but the Mowbray fortune seemed Hke the two other
fortunes, quite inexhaustible; the sanguine gentleman forgetting
that he was in debt to full half its amount. The French chej
still prepared dinners which might have made Oude himself
tremble for his laurels ; the German governess and the Parisian
lady's-maids stiU attended upon Mr. Vane's daughters ; the old
career of extravagance went on. George Vane carried his family
to the Continent, and plunged them into new gaieties at the court
of the restored Louis. He sent his daughters to the most expensivefinishing-school'to.Paris, that very Madame Marly's of whom
mention has been made in the last chapter. He took them to

24

Eleanor's

Victory.

Italy and Switzerland. He hired a vUla by the Lake of Como;
a chateau on the borders of Lucerne. He followed the footsteps
of BjTon and D'Orsay, Madame de Stael and Lady Blessington ; he affected art, literature, and music. He indulged his
children's every caprice, he gratified their wUdest fancies. I t
was only when the sons saw themselves pennUess and professionless, with the great battle of Hfe all before them, and with
no weapons wherewith to fight; and the daughters found themselves left portionless, to win the best husbands they might in the
matrimonial lottery,: it was only at this crisis that these ungrateful children turned round upon poor, indulgent Lear, and reproached him for the extravagances they had helped him to
perpetrate.
This was a cruelty which George Vane could never bring himself to comprehend. Had he deiiied them anything, these heartless children, that they should turn upon him now in his old age
—it would have been rather a dangerous thing for any one else
to have alluded to his age, though he spoke freely enough of his
grey hairs when bewaUing his wrongs—and be angry with him
because he could not give them fortimes P This thanklessness
was worse than a serpent's tooth. I t was now that Mr. Vane
began to quote " King Lear," piteously likening himself to that
too confiding monarch.
But he was sixty years old now, and had lived his Hfe. His
gentle and trusting wife had died ten years before his money was
gone, and of aU his four children there was not one who would
say a word in his defence. The most affectionate and dutiful of
them were only silent, and thought they did much in withholding their reproaches. So he let them go their ways, the two
sons to fight the battle of Hfe how they might—the two daughters to marry. They were both handsome and accompUshed,
and they married well. And being left quite alone in the world,
with nothing but the traditions of a briUiant past, Mr. Vane
united his misfortunes to those of a very beautiful girl, who had
been his daughters' governess, and who had fallen in love with
his splendid graces in the very simpUcity of her heart, thinking
his grey hairs more beautiful than the raven locks of meaner men.
Yes: George Vane possessed this gift of fascination in a
dangerous degree, and his second wife loved and beUeved in him
in the day of his decline, as entirely as his first wife had done in
the brighter hours of his prosperity. She loved and trusted him.
She bore with a life of perpetual debt and daily difficulty. She
sacrificed herself to the mean shifts and petty stratagems of a
dishonest existence. She, whose nature was truth itself, humi\iated herself for her husband's sake, and helped to play that
pitiful, skulking game of hide-and-seek in which George Vane
ucped to escape the honest struggles of poverty.
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But she died young, worn out, perhaps, by these incessant
miseries, and not able to draw consolation from the sham splendour and tinseUy grandeur with which George Vane tried to
invest his fallen state. She died within five years of her marriage, leaving a distracted and despairing old man as the sole
guardian and protector of her only chUd.
This calamity was the bitterest blow that George Vane had
ever been caUed upon to endure. He had loved his second vrife,
the wife of his poverty and humiliation, far more dearly than he
had loved the obedient partner of his splendour and prosperity.
She had been more to him a thousand tunes, this gentle girl who
had so uncomplainingly accepted the hardships of her lot, because
there had been no idle vanities, no hollow glories, no Princes and
Beefsteak Clubs, to stand between him and his love of her.
She was lost, and he remembered how Httle he had done to
prove his affection for her. She had never reproached him ; no
word of upbraiding had ever crossed those tender lips. But how
did he know that he had not wronged her as cruelly as he had
wronged those noisy children who had betrayed and deserted himp
He remembered how often he had slighted her advice, her
loving counsel, so pure and true, so modestly offered, so gently
spoken. He remembered how many humiUations he had forced
upon her, how many falsehoods he had compelled her to tell;
how often he had imposed upon her affection, suffering her to
slave for him in his blind selfishness.
He could remember all these things now that she was gone, and
that it was too late; too late to fall at her feet and tell her that
he was all unworthy of her love and goodness; too late to offer
her even such poor atonement for the past as penitence and tears.
A hundred tokens of her in his poor lodgings recalled her a hundred times a day, bringing the tears into this poor broken-down
mourner's eyes.
He did not need the presence of his Httle daughter, whose dark
grey eyes looked at him Uke hers, whose auburn hair had the
same golden glory that he had so often seen gUstening in the sunshine as he sat lazily watching the low evening Hght upon his
wife's drooping head. I t seemed only yesterday that she had
stood in the window working for him—for him.
His afiliction left him for a long time a broken old man. He
did not care in this dull interval of despair to keep up those outward shams of prosperity which he had so persistently preserved.
His fashionable coats and boots, treasured so carefully of late,
were no longer objects of tender care and deUght to him. Ha
ceased to go out into that ignorant and careless world in which
he could still play the fine gentleman. He shut himself up and
abandoned himself to his grief, and it was a long time before his
frivolous nature recovered the shock he had suffered. I t is not
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to be wondered at that, in the agony of his berearement, hia
youngest chUd became unspeakably dear to him. He had seva "ed
aU the Unks which had bound him to the past, and to his eider
children. His second marriage had made a new era in his Ufa.
If he thought of these elder children at aU, it was only to ro"
member that some of them were Uving in luxury, and that they
ought to suj^port him in his psnnUess old ago. If he wrote to
them, he vsTote begging-letters, appeaUng to them in exactly tho
same spirit as he might have appealed to the Duke of WeUington
or Miss Burdett Coutts.
Yes; his youngest daughter usurped the place of an only
child in the old man's heart. He indulged her as he had indulged the ungrateful elder children. He could not give her
carriages and horses, liveried servants and splendid houses, but
he could now and then prevail upon some weak-minded creditor
to trust him, and would come home triumphant to his shabby
lodging, bearing spoils for his beloved Eleanor. He would hire
a brougham from a confiding Uvery-stable keeper, and would
take his little girl for a drive in the country. He would get her
fine dresses from the silk-mercers who had suppUed his elder
daughters, and he would compensate her for the shabby miseries
of her every-day existence by chance fiashes of radiance and glory.
Then, again, he would very often obtain small sums of money,
loans from private friends, it may be, or fleeting treasures from a
mysterious source, of which his innocent Uttle daughter had no
knowledge. So, for the fu-st ten or eleven years of her Hfe, Miiss
Vane's existence was chequered by sudden glimpses of abnormal
wealth—wonderful feast days of luxury and extravagance—
which contrasted sharply with the dreary poverty of her ordinary
experiences.
Thus it was no uncommon thing for this young lady to dine
to-day in a tawdry and rather dirty parlour at Chelsea upon tea
and red-herrings, and to-morrow to sit opposite her father in one
of the sunny windows at the Crown and Sceptre, eating whitebait with the calm enjoyment of a connoisseur, and looking
placidly on while Mr. Vane gave himself ducal airs to the waiters,
and found fault with the icing of his sparkling hock. There wag
scarcely any extravagance which this Uttle gul had not seen her
father perpetrate. She had received from him a birthday present
of a two-guinea wax doll, at the very time at which her schooling
account, at a certain humble Httle seminary near Cheyne Walk,
remained unpaid, and her education was brought to a dead-lock
by reason of this default. She had sighed for that golden-haired
waxen plaything, and her father gave it to her because he loved
her as he had always loved, weakly and foolishly.
She loved him in return : repaying him a hundredfold for his
affection by her innocent love and trust. To her he was all that
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was perfect, all that was noble and generous. The big talk, the
glovring and sentimental discourse by which he was wont to impose upon himself, imposed upon her. She beUeved in that fancy
portrait which he painted of himself, and which he himself
beUeved in as a most faithful and unflattered Ukeness. She believed in that highly-coloured picture, and thought that George
Mowbray Vandeleur Vane was indeed what he represented himself, and thought himself to be,-—an injured old man, a sainted
martyr to the forgetfulness of the world, and the ingratitude
of his children.
Poor Eleanor was never weary of Ustening to her father's stories
about the Prince Regent, and aU the lesser planets of the darkened sky in which Mr. Vane's Hght had once shone. She used
to walk in the park -with the old man in the sunny summer evenings, proud to see him bow to great people, who returned his
recognition vrith friendly courtesy. She Uked to fancy him in the
days that were gone, liding side by side with those mighty ones
of the earth, whom he was now content to watch •wistfully across
the iron raUings. She was pleased to stroll about the West End
in the dusky gloaming of the soft May night, and to look up at
the Ughts in that princely mansion in Berkeley Square which
George Vane had once occupied. He showed her the windows
which had belonged to this and that apartment; the drawingroom ; the first Mrs. Vane's boudoir; the Httle girls' nursery and
morning-room. She fancied all those fairy chambers radiant with
Hght and splendour; and then remembering the shabby rooms
at Chelsea, clung closer to her father's arm, in her tender sorrow
for his faUen state.
But she had inherited much of George Vane's sanguine temperament, and almost as firm as her beUef in the past, which
had been a reaUty, was her confidence in the splendid future
which her father hoped in. Nothing could have been more sha.
dowy than the foundations upon which Mr. Vane had built for
himself an airy castle. In his youth and middle age his most
intimate friend and companion had been a certain Maurice do
Cresrigny, the o-wner of a noble estate in Berkshire, and not a
friend of the Prince Regent's. So, while George Vane's two
estates had melted away, and his three fortunes had been exended, Mr. de Crespigny, who was an invaUd and a bacheloi,
ad contrived to keep his land and his money.
There was only the difference of two or three years between
the ages of the two friends. I beUeve that Maurice de Crespigny
was the younger of the two. And it was diu:ing theii' early coUege
hfe that the young men had entered into a romai itic aUiance,
very chivalrous and honourable in its nature, but s( arcely Ukely
to stand the wear and tear of worldly experience.
They were to be friends through Ufe and untU death. They
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were to have no secrets from each other. If by any chance they
should happen to faU in love -with the same person—and I reaUy
think these sentimental coUegians rather -wished that such a
contingency might arise—one of them, the most noble, the most
heroic, was quietly to faU back a,nd suffer in silence, whUe the
weaker won the prize. If either died a bachelor, he was to leave
his fortune to the other, whatever less romantic and more commonplace claimants, in the way of heirs presumptive, might press
upon him.
These vows had been made at least five-ar.d-forty years ago,
bnt out of this foUy of the past George Vane built his hope in
the future. Maurice de Crespigny was now a soured and hypochondriacal old bachelor, shut iu and defended on every side by
greedy and sycophantic relations, and utterly unapproachable to
his shabby old bosom friend; who could as easUy have made his
way out of one of the lowest dungeons of the BastUle as he conld
force an entrance into that closely-guarded citadel -within which
his college companion sat, lonely and dismal, a desolate old man,
watched over by shai-p eyes, greedily noteftd of every token of his
decay, ministered to by hands that would have worked eagerly
at his winding-sheet, if by so doing they could have hastened
the hour of his death.
If George Vane—remembering his old friend, perhaps, with
some latent feeling of tenderness intermingled with his mercenary hopes—made an effort to penetrate the cruel barriers about
him, he was repulsed with ignominy by the two maiden nieces
who kept watch and ward at Woodlands. If he -wrote to Mr. de
Crespigny, his missive was returned unopened, -with a satirical
intimation that the dear invaUd's health was not in a state to
endure the annoyance of begging letters. He had made a hundred attempts to cross the Unes of the enemy, and had been
mortified by a hundred faUures; but his sanguine nature was not
to be subdued by any humiUation, and he stiU beUeved, firmly
and entUely, that whenever Maurice de Crespigny's wiU came to
be opened, his name, and his alone, would appear as sole heir to
his old friend's wealth. He forgot that Maurice de Crespigny
was his junior by some two or three years; for he had always
heard of him of late as a feeble invaUd, tottering upon the verge
of the grave; while he himself was erect and stalwart, broadchested and soldierly-looking; so ver) soldierly in appearance
that the sentinels on guard in the park were wont to salute bim
as he passed them, mistaking him for some mUitary magnate.
Yes, he beUeved the day would come when poor De Crespigny
—he always spoke of his friend with a certain pitiful tenderness—
would drop quietly into his grave, and when lie would reign at
Woodlands -with his darling Eleanor, avenging himself upon hij
ansnra-teful elder chUdren, reopening accounts with his old crfr-
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diicrs—^m all his visions of grandeur and patronage he never
thought of paying his debts—and arising from the duU ashes of
uis poverty, a splendid phoenix, golden-plumed and exultant.
He taught his daughter this beUef as reUgiously as he taught
her the simple prayers which she said nightly at his knee. With
aU his faults he was no unbeUever, though the time which he
devoted to reUgious observances made a very small portion of hia
existence. He taught Eleanor to beUeve in the day that was to
come, and the Uttle girl saw the Ught of future splendour gleaming athwart the dreary swamp of difficulty through which she
waded patiently by her father's side.
But the df y came when George Vane and his child were to be
separated, for a time at least. Eleanor's twelfth birthday was
very near at hand, and she had as yet received no better education than the rather limited course of instruction which was to be
obtained for a guinea and a half a quarter at the day-school near
Cheyne Walk. For nearly six years, inclusive of many intervals
of non-attendance consequent upon non-payment. Miss Vane
had frequented this humble seminary, in company with the
daughters of the butchers and bakers and the other plebeian
inhabitants of the district. But by the time she was twelve
years old the various sources from which her father's very desul«
tory income had been dra-wn had or<.e by one run dry and faUod
him. The weakest and most long-srffering of his creditors liad
crossed his name out of their ledgers, his friends had ceased \AI
beUeve in the fiction of delayed remittaCies, urgent temporary
need, and early repayment; and he could no longer count upon
an occasional five-pound note when the Chelsea landlady became
clamorous, and the Chelsea general dealer refused to send home
another ounce of tea, except on payment of ready money.
A desperate crisis had come, and in his despair the old man
forgot his pride. For Eleanor's sake, if not for his own, he must
endure humiUation. He must appeal to his eldest daughter, the
hard-hearted but wealthy Hortensia Bannister, who had lost her
stockbroker husband a twelvemonth before, and was now a rich
and childless vridow. Yes—^he wiped the tears of humUiation
away from his faded cheeks as he arrived at this resolution—he
would try and forget the past, and would take Eleanor -with him
to Hyde Park Gardens, and appeal to her cruel sister in her
behalf. His determination was speedUy carried out, for he went
CO work with something of that desperate courage which a condemned criminal may feel when he goes to execution ; and one
lunny morning early in the June of 1850, he and his daughter
sat in Mrs. Bannister's handsome dravring-room, fearfully awaiting the advent of that lady. She came to them after a very
brief delay, for she was business-Uke and uncompromising in her
habits, and she had been prepared for this visit by a Icoig, pitiful,
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explanatory letter from her tather, in reply to which she had wnt"
ten very coldly and concisely, appointing an early interview.
She was a severe-looking woman of about five-and-thirty, -witl
a hard face, and heavy black eyebrows, which met over her
handsome aquUine nose when she frowned, which she did a greai
deal too often, poor Eleanor thought. Her features were lik»
those of her father, but her grim and stony expression was entirely her own., and was perhaps the result of that early and
bitter disappointment of finding herself a portionless girl, delerted by the man she loved, who feU away from her when he
discovered the state of her father's fortunes, and compeUed to
marry for money, or to accept the wretched alternative of a Ufe
of poverty and drudgery.
This harsh disappointed woman affected no pretence of tender
feeling for her half-sister. Perhaps the sight of Eleanor's
childish beauty was scarcely pleasant to her. She herself had
drawn a dreary blank in the great lottery of Hfe, in spite of her
wealth; and she may have envied this chUd her unkno-wn future,
which could not weU be so dismal as the chUdless widow's
empty existence.
But Mrs. Bannister was a reUgious woman, and tried to do her
duty in a hard, uncompromising way, in which good works were
not beautified by any such flimsy adornments as love and tenderness. So when she heard that her father Uved from day to
day a wretched hand-to-mouth existence, haunted by the grim
phantom of starvation, she was seized with a sudden sense that
she had been very -wicked to this weak old man, and she agreed
to allow him a decent pittance, which would enable him to Uv.t
about as comfortably as a half-pay officer or a small annuitant.
She made this concession sternly enough, and lectured her father
so severely that he may be perhaps forgiven if he was not very
grateful for his daughter's bounty, so far as he himself went; but
he did make a feeble protestation of his -thankfulness when
Mrs. Bannister further declared her -willingness to pay a certain
premium, in consideration of which Eleanor Vane might be
received in a respectable boarding-school as an apprentice or
pupU-teacher.
I t was thus that the little girl became acquainted -with the
Misses Bennett, of Wilmington House, Brixton ; and it was in
the household of these ladies that three years of her Ufe had been
passed. Three quiet and monotonous years of boarding-school
drudgery, which had only been broken by two brief -visits to her
father, who had taken up his abode in Paris; where he Uved
secure from the persecution of a few of his latter-day creditors
not the west-end tradesmen who had known him in his prime
liey were resigned and patient enough under their losses—•
but a few small dealers who had t-'^isted him in Ids decHne^
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and who were not rendered lenient by the memory of former
profits.
In Paris, Mr. Vane had very Httle chance of obtaining any
information about his friend Maurice de Crespigny, but he still
looked forward confidently to that visionary future in which he
was to be master of the Woodlands estate. He had takera care
to write a letter, soon after Eleanor's birth, which had been artfully conveyed to his friend, announcing the advent of this
youngest child, and dwelling much on his love for her. He
cherished some vague notion that, in the event of his death
occurring before that of Maurice de Crespigny, the old man
might leave his wealth to Eleanor. The contumely with which
he had been treated by the maiden harpies who kept watch over
his old friend had been pleasant to him rather than otherwise, for in the anger of these elderly damsels he saw an evidence of their fear.
" If they knew that poor Crespigny's money was left to them,
they wouldn't be so savage," he thought. " It's evident they're
by no means too confident about the future."
But there were other relatives of the old man's, less fortunate
than the maiden sisters, who had found their way into the
citadel, and planted themselves en permcmence at Woodlands.
There was a married niece, who had once been a beauty. This
lady had been so fooUsh as to marry against her rich uncle's
-wishes, and was now a vridow, U-ving in the neighbourhood of
Woodlands upon an income of two hundred a year. This lady's
only son, Launcelot Darrell, had in his boyhood been a favourit«
•with the old man, and was known to cherish expectations about
Maurice de Crespigny's fortune. But the maiden sisters were
patient and indefatigable women. No sacred fire was ever
watched more carefully by classic vestal than was the ireful
flame which burned in Maurice de Crespigny's heart when he
remembered his married niece's ingratitude and disobedience.
The unwearying old maids kept his indignation aUve by every
feminine subtlety, by eveiy diplomatic de^vice. Heaven knows
what they wanted with their uncle's money, for they were prim
damsels, who wore stuff shoes and scanty dresses made in the
fashion of their youth. They had outlived the very faculty of
enjoyment, and their wants were almost as simple as those of
the robins that perched upon their -svindow-sills; but for aU this
they were as eager to become possessors of the old man's wealth
as the most heartless and spendthrift heir, tormented by Israelitish creditors, and subsisting entirely upon post obita.

Eleanor^s Tici&fj/.

CHAPTER IVUPON THE THRESHOLD OF A GREAT SORRO^W^.

IT •was nearly noon when Eleanor Vane awoke upon the morn.
ing after her journey; for this young lady was a good slee;er,
and was taking her revenge for four-and-twenty hours of wakefulness. I doubt, indeed, if she would have opened her eyes
when she did, had not her father tapped at the door of her tiny
chamber and told her the hour.
She woke smiUng, Hke a beautiful infant who has always seen
lo^ving eyes watching above its cradle.
" Papa, darling," she cried, " is it you ? I've just been dreaming that I was at Brixton. How deUghtful to wake and heai
your voice 1 I won't be long, papa dear. But you haven't
waited breakfast all this time, have you ? "
" No, my dear. I have a cup of coffee and a roU brought me
every morning at nine from a traiteur's over the way. I've ordered some breakfast for you, but I wouldn't wake you till
twelve. Dress quickly, NeU. It's a lovely morning, and I'll
take you for a walk."
It was indeed a lovely morning. Eleanor Vane flung back
the tawdry damask curtains, and let the full glory of the Augu st
noontide sun into her Uttle room. Her •window had been open
aU the night through, and the entresol was so close to the street
that she could hear the conversation of the people upon the
pavement below. The foreign jargon sounded pleasant to her
m its novelty. I t was altogether different to the French language as she had been accustomed to hear it at Brixton; where
a young lady forfeited a halfpenny every time she forgot herself
so far as to give utterance •to her thoughts or desires in the
commonplace medium of her mother tongue. The merry voices,
the barking of dogs, the rattling of wheels, and ringing of beUs
in the distance, mingled in a cheerful clamour.
As Eleanor Vane let in that glorious noontide sunUght, it
seemed to her that she had let in the morning of a new Hfe; a
new and happier existence, brighter and pleasanter than the dull
boarding-school monotony she had had so much of.
Her pare young soul rejoiced in the sunshine, the strange city,
the change, the shado^wy hopes that beckoned to her in the
future, the atmosphere of love which her father's pres'^nce
always made in the shabbiest home. She had not been
unhappy at Brixton, because it was her nature to be happy
under difficulties, because she was a bright, spontaneous creature, •to whom it was almost impossible to be sorrowful: but she
had lookod forward yearningly 'to this day, in which she wa« to
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join her father in Paris, never perhaps to go far away from hiipagain. A n d it had come at last, this long-hoped-for day, tha
sunny opening of a new existence. I t had come; and even thr
heavens had sympathy with her gladness, and wore their fairefc^
aspect in honour of this natal day of her new Ufe.
She did not Unger long over her toilet, though she lost a good
deal of time in unpacking her box—which had not been very
neatly packed, by the way—and had considerable trouble in
finding hair-brushes and combs, cuffs, collars, and ribbons, and
aU the rest of the smaU paraphemaUa with which she wished to
decorate herself.
B u t when she emerged at last, radiant and smiling, with her
\ong golden hair falling in loose curls over her shoulders, and
Ver pale muslin dress adorned •with fiuttering blue ribbons, her
father was fain to cry out aloud at the sight of his darling's
beauty. She kissed him a dozen times, but took very little
notice of his admiration—she seemed, in fact, scarcely conscioxu
t h a t he did admire her—and then ran into the adjoining room
to caress a dog, an eccentric French poodle, which had been
George Vane's faithful companion during the three years he had
spent in Paris.
" Oh, papa ! " Eleanor cried joyously, returning to the sittingroom with the dingy white animal in her arms, " I am so
pleased to find Fido. You didn't speak of him in your letters,
and I was afraid you had lost him, perhaps, or t h a t he was
dead. B u t here he is, j u s t as great a darling, and j u s t as dirty
as ever."
The poodle, who was divided in half, upon t h a t unpleasant
principle common to his species, and who was white and curly
in front, and smooth and pinky behind, reciprocated Miss Vai'e's
caresses very liberally. H e leaped about her knees when she set
him down u^Don the slippery floor, and yelped wild outcries of
delight. H e was not permitted to pass the night in Mr. Vane"?
apartments, b u t slept in a dismal outhouse behind the butcher's
shop, and it was thus t h a t Eleanor had not seen him upon hei
arrival in the R u e de I'Archeveque.
The young lady was so anxious to go out with her father, m
eager to be away on the broad boulevards with the happy idl«
people of t h a t wonderful city in which nobody ever seems to ba
either busy or sorrowful, t h a t she made very short work of her
roll and coffee, and then ran back to her Httle bed-chamber to
array herself for a promenade She came out five minutes afterwards dressed in a black silk mantle and a white transparent
bonnet, which looked fleecy and cloud-like against her bright
auburn hair. T h a t glorious hair was suffered to fall from under
the bonnet and stream about her shoulders like golden rain, for
she had never yet attained the matiwer dignity of wearing her
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luxuriant tresses plaited and twisted in a h a r d knot a t the baelk
of her head.
" Now papa, please, where are we to go ? "
" Wherever yon Hke, m y darling," the old m a n answered ; " I
mean to give yor: a t r e a t to-day. You shall spend the morning
how you Uke, and we'll dine on the Boulevai d Poissonnier. I've
received a letter from Mrs. Bannister. I t came before youwer*
up. I am to caU in the R u e de la P a i s for a hundred and six
pounds. A hundred to be paid to Madame Marly, and six for
m e ; m y monthly allowance, m y dear, a t t h e rate of t h i r t y shillings a week."
Mr. V a n e sighed as he named t h e sum. I t would have been
better for this broken-down old spendthrift if he could have
received his pittance weekly, or even daily; for it was his habit
to dine at the Trois Freres, and wear pale straw-coloured gloves,
and a flower in his button-hole, a t the beginning of the month,
and to subsist on roUs and coffee towards its close.
H e unfolded the narrow slip of paper upon which his eldest
'laughter h a d •written t h e banker's address and t h e a m o u n t
which Mr. Vane was to demand, and looked a t the magical
document fondly, almost proudly. A n y one unfamiliar •with
his frivolous and sanguine nature, m i g h t have wondered at
t h e change which h a d taken place in his m a n n e r since t h e
pre^vious night, when he had tearfuUy bewaUed his daughter's
cruelty.
H e had been an old m a n then, degraded, humUiated, broken
down by sorrow and shame : to-day he was young, handsome,
gay, defiant, pompous, prepared to go out into the world and
hold his place amongst the butterfUes once more. H e rejoiced in
the deUcious sensation of having money to spend. Every fresh
five-potmd note was a new lease of youth and happiness t o
George Vane.
The father and daughter went out together, and t h e butcher
neglected his business in order to stare after Miss V a n e ; and the
butcher's youngest child, a tiny damsel in a cambric mob-cap,
cried out, " Oh, la belle demoiselle! " as Eleanor turned the
corner of the narrow street into the sunny thoroughfare beyond.
Fido came frisking after his master's daughter, and Mr. Vane
h a d some difficulty in dri-ving the animal back.
Eleanor
would have liked the dog to go with them in their noontide
ramble through t h e Parisian streets, b u t her father pointed out
the u t t e r absurdity of such a proceeding.
Mr. Vane conducted his daughter through a maze of streets
behind the Madeleine. There was no Boulevard Malesherbes in
those days, to throw this part of the city open to the sweep of
a park of artillery. Eleanor's eyes lit u p with gladness as they
emerged from tbe narrower streets behind t h e church into the
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wide boulevard, not as handsome then as it ia to-day, b u t very
broad and airy, gay and Ughtsome vrithal.
A n involuntary cry of delight broke from Eleanor's Hps.
" O h , papa," she said, " i t is so different from Brixton. B u t
where are we going first, papa, dear ? "
" Over the way, my dear, to Blount and Co.'s, in t h e Rue de la
Paix. We'll ge't this money a t once, Nelly, and we'U carry it
straight to Madame Marly. They had no occasion to insult u s ,
my dear. W e have not sunk so low, yet. No, no, not quite so
low as to rob our own children."
" Papa, darling, don't think of t h a t cruel letter. I don't like
to take the money when I remember that. Don't think of it,
papa."
Mr. Vane shook his head.
" I will think of it, m y dear," he answered, in a tone of sorrowful indignation—the indignation of an honourable man, who
rebels against a cruel stigma of dishonour. " I will think of it,
Eleanor. I have been called a thief—a thief, Eleanor. I am
not very likely to forget that, I think."
They were in t h e Rue de la Paix by this time. George V a n e
was very familiar •with t h e banker's office, for he had been in t h e
habit of receiving his monthly pension through an order on
Messrs. Blount and Oo. H e left Eleanor at t h e foot of the stairs,
while he ascended to the office on the first floor; and he returned
five minutes afterwards, carrying a bundle of notes in one
hand, and a delicious little roll of napoleons in t h e other. T h e
notes fluttered pleasantly in t h e summer air, as he showed them
to his daughter.
" W e •will go at once to Madame Marly, m y darling," he said,
gaUy, " and give her these, without a moment's unnecessary
delay. They shall have no justification in calling me a thief.
Eleanor. You will write to your sister by this afternoon's post,
perhaps, my dear, and tell her t h a t I did not t r y to rob you. I
think you owg so much as t h a t to your poor old father."
George Vane's daughter clung lovingly to his arm, looking
u p tenderly and entreatingly in his face.
" Papa, darling, how can you say such things ? " she cried.
" I •will write and tell Mrs. Bannister t h a t she has been very
cruel, and t h a t her insulting letter has made m e hate to take
her paltry money. But, papa, dearest, how can you talk oi
robbing me ? If this money is really mine, take i t ; take every
penny of it, if—^if—you owe it to anybody who worries you ; ot
if you want it for anything in t h e world. I can go back to
Brixton and earn m y U'ving to-morrow, papa. Miss Bennett
and Miss Sophia told me so before I came away. You don't
know how useful they began to find me •with the Httle ones.
Take t h e m o « ^ , papa, dear, if you want it."
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ilr. Vane turned upon his daughter •with almost tragic indignation.
"Eleanor," he said, " do you know me so little that you daro
to insult me by such a proijosition as this ? N o ; if I were
starving I would not take this money. Am I so lost and degraded that even the child I love turns upon me in my old age ?"
Tne hand which held the bank notes trembled with passionate
emotion as the old man spoke.
"Papa, darHng," Eleanor pleaded, "indeed, indeed, I did not
mean to wound you."
" Let rne hear no more of this, then, Eleanor; let me hear no
more of it," answered Mr. Vane, drawing himself up with a
digmty that would have become a classic toga, rather than the
old man's fashionable over-coat. " I am not angry with you,
ray darling; I was only hurt, I was only hurt. My children
ha-^e never known me, Eleanor; they have never known me
Come, m j dear."
Mr. Vane put aside his tragic air, and plunged ••nto the Rue
St. Honore, where he called for a packet of gloves that had been
cleaned for him. He put the gloves in his pocket, and then
strolled back into the Rue Castiglione, looking at the vehicles in
the roadway as he went. He was waiting to select the most
elegantly appointed of the hackney equipages crawUng slowly
past.
" It's a pity the government insist on putting a painted badge
upon them," he said, thoughtfully. " When I last called on
Madame Marly, Charles the Tenth was at the TuUeries, and I
had my travelling chariot and pair at Meurice's, besides a
britska for Mrs. Vane."
He had pi^^yched upon a very new and shining vehicle, with a
smart coachman, by this time, and he made that half hissing,
half whistUng noise pecuHar to Parisians when they call a
hackney carriage.
Eleanor sprang lightly into the vehicle, and spread her flowing
miisiin skirts upon the cushions as she seated herself. The
w ^ t r r i ^ i , - ? 1'^ admiringly at the smiling young Anglaise
with her white bonnet and nimbus of glittering hair. ^
^
his t^gUeV''''''
"'"^- ^""^^ - - d f a s he fook his place by
Ma^ldefne, I Z ' t l ' t L ^ Z ^ ' l t t ^i,%^-"°n-hole near the
drew them carefuliron his ^veTl-sha'^ef b ^ ' f " ^
much a dandy to-day as he h a d b e e n T t ^ i
'-i ^ ' ^""'^ ^'
the Prince ank Bruimel were his exalted m X r ' ^ ^'''
^'"'''
Ihe drive across the Place de la Concnr.lp 'cr,A i
Champs Elysees, was an exquisite V a s n - t ^ ' E w t T , ^ °
but It was even yet more exqiiisite whei> the ligb.t carriage r o l S
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away along one of the avenues in the Bois de Boulogne, where
the shadows of the green leaves trembled on the grass, and al]
nature rejoiced beneath the cloudless A u g u s t sky. The day was
a shade too hot, perhaps, and had been certainly gro-wing hotter
since noon, but Eleanor was too h a p p y to remember t h a t .
" How nice it is to be vrith you, p a p a darHng," she said, " a n d
how I •wish I wasn't going to this school. I should be so hapjay
in t h a t dear Httle lodging over the butcher's, and I could go out
as morning governess to some French chUdren, couldn't I P I
shouldn't cost you much, I know, papa."
Mr. Vane shook his head.
" No, no, my love. Your education m u s t be completed. W l i y
should you be less accomplished t h a n your sisters P You shall
occupy as brilliant a position as ever they occupied, m y love, or
a better one, perhaps.
You have seen me under a cloud,
Eleanor; b u t you shaU see the sunshine yet. You'll scarcely
know your old father, my poor girl, when you see him in the
position he has been used to occupy; yes, used to occupy, my
dear. Tins lady we are going to see, Madame Marly, she remembers, m y love. She could teU you w h a t sort of a m a n George
Vane was five-and-twenty years ago."
The house in which the fashionable schoolmistress who h a d
" finished " the elder daughters of George Vane stUl received her
pujjils, was a white-walled viUa, half-hidden in one of the avenues of the Bois de Boulogne.
The Httle hired carriage drew u p before a door in t h e garden
wall, and a portress came out to reply to the coachman's summons.
UnhappUy, the portress said, Madame was not a t home
Madame's assistants were at home, and would be happy to receive Monsieur and Mademoiselle. T h a t might be perhaps
altogether the saite tlr.ug, the portress suggested.
No, Monsieur repUed, he must see Madame herself. Ah, but
then nothing could be so unfortunate. Madame, who so seldom
quitted the Pension, had to-day driven into Paris to arrange her
affairs, and would not return untU sunset.
Mr. Vane left his card •with a few words •written upon it in
pencil, to the effect t h a t he would caU a t two o'clock the next
day, in the charge of the portress : and the carriage drove back
towards Paris.
" Bear •witness, Eleanor," said the old man, " bear -witness t h a t
I tried to pay this money away immediately after recei^ving it.
You wUl be good enough to mention t h a t fact in your letter to
tny eldest daughter."
He had carried the notes in his hand all this time, as if eager
to deUver them over to the schoolmistress, b u t he now put them
into his breast-pocket. I think upon the whole he was rather
pleased at the i'lea of retaining custody of the money for th«
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next twenty-four hours. I t was not his ovm, but the mere possession of it gave him a pleasant sense of importance; and,
again, he might very probably have an opportunity of displaying
the bank notes, incidentaUy, to some of his associates. UnhappUy for this lonely old man, his few Parisian acquaintances were
of a rather shabby and not too reputable a caUbre, and were
therefore Ukely to be somewhat impressed by the sight of a hundred and twenty-five napoleons, in crisp, new notes upon the
Bank of France.
I t was past three when Mr. Vane and his daughter aUghted
in front of the Palais Royal, and the coachman claimed payment
for two hours and a-half. The old man had changed the first of
his six napoleons at the glove-cleaner's, and he had a handful
of loose sUver in his waistcoat pocket, so the driver was quickly
paid and dismissed, and Eleanor entered the Palais Royal, that
paradise of cheap jeweUery and dinners, hanging on her father's
iirm.
Mr. Vane bore patiently •with his daughter's enthusiastic admiration of the diamonds and the paste, the glittering reaUties
and almost as gUttering shams inthe jeweUers' windows. Eleanor
wanted to look at everything, the trinkets, and opera-glasses, and
portmanteaus, and china,—everything was new and beautiful.
The fountain was playing; noisy chUdren were running about,
amongst equally noisy nurses and idle loungers. A band was
playing close to the fountain. The chinking of tea-spoons, and
cups and saucers, sounded in the Cafe de la Rotonde: people
had not begun to dine yet, but the •windows and glazed nooks in
the doorways of the restaurants were splendid vrith their displays
of gigantic melons, and de^wy purple grapes, cucumbers, pears,
tomatoes, and peaches. George Vane allowed his daughter to
linger a long time before aU the shops. He was rather ashamed
of her exuberant deHght, and unrestrained enthusiasm ; for so
much pleasure in these simple things was scarcely consistent
vrith that haut ton which the old man still affected, even in IUs
do^wnfaU. But he had not the heart to interfere vrith his
daughter's happiness—was it not strange happiness to him
to have this beautiful creature with him, clinging to his arm,
and looking up at him •with a face that was glorified by her
innocent joy P
They left the Palais Royal at last, before half its deUghts were
exhausted, as Eleanor thought, and went through the Rue
RicheUeu to the Place de la Bourse, where Mr. Vane's eager
companion looked •wistfuUy at the doors of the theatre opposite
the great Temple of Commerce.
" Oh, papa," she said, " how I should Uke to go to a theatre
to-night!"
Miss Vane had seen a good deal of the EngHsh drama during
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her Chelsea Ufe, for the old m a n knew some of the London
managers, men who remembered him in his prosperity, and were
glad to give him admission to their boxes now and then, out of
pure benevolence. B u t the Parisian theatres seemed mysteriously deHghtful to Eleanor, inasmuch as they were strange.
" Can you get tickets for the theatres here, papa," she asked,
" as you used in London ? "
Mr. Vane shrugged his shoulders.
" N o , my love," he said, " i t ' s not quite such an easy matter.
I know a m a n who •writes farces now and then for the F u n a m bides—a very clever fellow—but he doesn't get many orders t«
give away, and t h a t ' s not exactly the theatre I should like to"
take you to. I'll teU you what, though, Eleanor, I'll take you
to the Porte St. Martin to-night—why should I deny my child
an innocent pleasure ? I'U take you to the Porte St. Martin,
unless—•—•"
George Vane paused, and a gloomy shadow crept over his face
—a shade t h a t made him look an old man. His youthfulness of
appearance entirely depended upon the buoyancy of a nature
which contended vrith age. The moment his spirits sank he
looked what he was—an old man.
" Unless what, papa, dearest ? " Eleanor asked.
" I — I had an appointment to-night, my love, -with—-with a
couple of gentlemen who
B u t I won't keep it, Eleanor,—no,
no, I'U not keep it. I'U take you to the theatre. I can afford
you t h a t pleasure."
" Dear, dear papa, you never refuse me any pleasure; b u t it
would be so selfish of me to ask you to break your appointment
•with these two gentlemen. Y o u had better keep it."
" No, no, my dear—I'd—it would be better—perhaps. Yes,
I'U take you to the Porte St. Martin."
Mr. V a n e spoke hesitatingly. The shadow had not yet left
his face. H a d his daughter been less occupied by the delights
of the Parisian shops, the novelty and gaiety of the crowd, she
m u s t surely have observed the change in t h a t idoUzed father.
B u t she observed nothing, she could remember lothing but her
happiness. This glorious day of reunion anci delight seemed,
indeed, t h e beginning of a new Ufe. She looked back wonderingly a t the dull routine of her boarding-school existence. Could
it be possible t h a t it was only a day or two since she was in the
Brixton school-room hearing the little ones—the obstinate, incorrigible Uttle ones—their hateful lessons: their odious monotonous repetition of dry facts about William the Conqueror and
Buenos Ayres, t h e manufacture of taUow candles, and the nina
p a r t s of speech P
They strolled en the boulevard till sis o'clock, and then ascended the shining staircase of a restaurant on the Boulevard
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Poissonnier, where Eleanor saw herself reflected in so manj
mirrors that she was almost be^wildered by the repetition of her
own auburn hair and white bonnet.
The long saloons were filled •with eager diners, who looked up
from their knives and forks as the EngUsh girl went by.
" We dine a la carte here," her father wliispered: " this is a
fete day, and I mean to give you a first-class dinner."
Mr. Vane found a vacant table in an open •window. The house
was at a corner of the boulevard, and this •window looked do-wn
the crowded thoroughfare towards the Madeleine. Eleanor exclaimed once more as the prospect burst upon her, and she saw
all the boulevard -with its gay splendour, spread out, as it were,
at her feet; but her father was •too busy •with the waiter and the
carte to observe her manifestation of deUght.
Mr. Vane was an epicure, and prided himself upon his taleift
for ordering a dinner. There was a good deal oi finesse displayed
by him now-a-days in the arrangement of a repast; for poverty
had taught him all kinds of Httle diplomatic contrivances
whereby he might, as it were, mingle economy and extravagance.
He ordered such and such dishes for "one," intending to divide
them •with his child. A few Ostend oysters, some soup—puree
creey—a Uttle dish of beef and oHves, a sole normande, a quarter
of a roast chicken, and a Charlotte Flombieres.
I t was a long time since Eleanor had eaten one of her father's
epicurean feasts, and she did ample justice to the dinner, even
in spite of the ever recurrent distractions upon the boulevard
below.
The dishes followed each other slowly, for the unresting
waiters had many claimants on their attention, and the sun
was low in the cloudless western sky when Mr. Vane and his
daughter left the restaurant. I t was nearly night; the Ughts
began to shine out through a hot white mist, for the heat had
gi-o^wn more and more oppressive as the day had decHned. The
Parisians sitting at little marble tables on the pavement outside
the cafes fanned themselves •with their newspajjers, and drank
effervescing drinks pertinaciously. I t was a night upon which
one should have had nothing more laborious to do than to sit
outside Tortoni's and eat ices.
The noise and clamour, the oppressive heat, the bustle and
confusion of the people rushuig to the theatres, made Eleanor's
head ache. One cannot go on being unutterably happy for ever,
;ind perhaps the day's excitement had been almost too much foi
this young school-girl. She had walked long distances alreadj
upon the burning asjohalte of the wonderful city, and she was
beginning to be tired. Mr. Vane never thought of this : he had
been accustomed to walk about day after day, and sometimes aU
day—for what should a lonely EngUsliman do in Paris but walk
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about P—and he forgot t h a t the fatigue might be too much for
his daughter. H e walked on, therefore, with Eleanor still clinging to his a r m ; past the Ambigu, beyond the Barriere St.
Antoine; and stUl the long lampHt boulevard stretched before
them, away into immeasurable distance, as it appeared to Miss
Vane.
The hot, white mist seemed t o grow denser as the evening
advanced; the red sun blazed and flashed on every available
scrap of crystal; the gas-lamps, newly illumined, strove against
t h a t setting sun. I t was aU light, and heat, and noise, and confusion, Eleanor thought, upon the boulevard. Very splendid,
of course, but rather be^^vildering. She would have been glad
to sit down to rest upon one of the benches on the edge of the
pavement; but, as her father did not seem tired, she stiU walked
on, patiently and uncomjDlainingly.
" We'U go into one of the theatres presently, NeUy," Mr.
Vane said.
H e had recovered his spirits under the invigorating influence
of a bottle of CUquot's chamj^agne, and the gloomy shadow had
quite passed away from his face.
I t was nearly nine o'clock, and quite dark, when they turned
towards the Madeleine again, on the way back to the Porte
St. Martin. They had not gone far when Mr. Vane stopped,
suddenly confron^ted by two young men who were walking armin-arm.
" HuUoa ! " one of them cried, in French, " you have served
us a handsome trick, my friend."
George Vane stammered out an apology. His daughter had
returned from school, he said, and he wished to show her Paris.
" Yes, yes," tho Frenchman answered; " b u t we were aware
of Mademoiselle's intended return, and it was arranged in spite
of t h a t t h a t we should meet this evening: was it not so, my
friend?"
H e asked this question of his companion, who nodded rather
sulkUy, and turned away with a half weary, half dissatisfied
air.
Eleanor looked at t h e two young men, wondering what new
friends her father had made in Paris. The Frenchman was
short and stout, and had a fair florid complexion. Eleanor was
able to see this, for his face was turned to the lamp-light, as he
talked to her father. H e was rather showily dressed, in fashion,
ably cut clothes, t h a t looked glossy and new, and he t-wirled a
3hort silver-headed cane in his gloved hands.
The other man Vv'as tall and slender, shabbily and untidily
dressed ii.. ^•arm.ents of a rakish cut, t h a t hung loosely about
him. His hr.vf.ds were thrust deep iu the pockets of his loose
overcoat, a r ? V s ^n\' was slouched overhi.'a forehead.
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Eleanor Vane only caught one passing glimpse of this man'«
face as he turned sulkUy away ; but she could see the gUmmei
of a pair of bright, restless, black eyes under the shadow of his
hat, and the fierce curve of a very thick black moustache, which
completely concealed his mouth. He had turned, not towards
the Hghted shop •windows, but to the roadway; and he was
amusing himself by kicking a •wisp of straw to and fro upon the
sharp edge of the curb-stone, •with the toe of his shabby patent
leather boot.
The Frenchman drew George Vane aside, aud talked to him
for a few minutes in an undertone, gesticulating after the manner of his nation, and evidently persuading the old man to do
something or other which he shrank from doing. But Mr. Vane's
resistance seemed of a very feeble nature, and the Frenchman
conquered, for his last shrug was one of triumph. Eleanor,
standing by herself, midway between the sulky young man upon
the curb-stone and her father and the Frenchman, perceived
this. She looked up anxiously as Mr. Vane returned to her.
" My love," the old man said, hesitatingly, nervously trifUng
with his glove as he spoke, " do you think you could find your
way back to the Rue de I'Archeveque ? "
" Find my way back ? Why, papa ? "
" I—I mean, could you find your way back a—alone P "
" Alone ! "
.
She echoed the word with a look of mingled disappointment
and alarm.
" Alone, papa ? "
But here the Frenchman interposed eagerly.
Nothing was more simple, he said: Mademoiselle had only to
walk straight on to the Rue Neuve des Petits Champs; she
would then, and then
He ran off into a string of rapid directions, not one oi^' which
Eleanor heard. She was looking at her father. Heaven, knows
how earnestly, for she saw in his face, in his nervous hesitating
manner, something that told her there was some sinister influence to be dreaded from this garrulous, eager Frenchman and
his silent companion.
" Papa, dear," she said, in a low, almost imploring voice, "da
you reaUy •wish me to go back alone P "
" Why—why, you see, my dear, I—I don't exactly •wish—but
there are appointments which, as Monsieur remarks, not—not
unreasonably, should not be broken, and
"
" You •wUl stay out late, papa, perhaps, with these gentle*
men
"
" No, no, my love, no, no; for an hour or so; not longer.''
Eleanor looked up sorrowfully in the face she loved so dearly.
Vague memories of grief and trouble in the past, mingled -with
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as vague a presentiment of trouble in the future, filled her nund:
she clasped her hands imploringly upon her father's arm.
" Come home with me to-night, papa," she said. " I t is my
first night at home. Come back, and we'U play ecarte as W8
used at Chelsea. You remember •teaching me."
Mr. Vane started, as if the tender grasp upon his arm had
stung into his fiesh.
" I—I can't come home to-night, Eleanor. At least, not for
an hour. There—there are social laws, my dear, which must bo
observed; and when—when a-gentleman is asked to give another
his revenge, he—can't refuse. I'U put you into a carriage, my
darUng, if you think you can't find your way."
" Oh, no, papa, dear, it's not that. I can find my way."
The Frenchman here interposed for the second time vrith soma
iJompUmentary speech, addressed to Eleanor, who very imperfectly understood its purport. He had slipped his arm through
that of George Vane, taking possession of him in a manner by
that friendly gesture. In all this time the other man had never
stirred from his sulky attitude upon the edge of the pavement.
Mr. Vane took his daughter's hand.
" I am sorry I can't take you to the theatre, my love,"
he said, in the same hesitating manner. " I—I regret that you
should be disappointed, but—good night, my dear, good night.
I shaU be home by eleven; but don't sit up for me; don't on
any account sit up."
He pressed her hand, held it for a few moments, as if scarcely
knowing what to do vrith it, and then suddenly dropped it with
something of a guilty manner.
The Frenchman, •with his arm stUl linked in the old man's,
wheeled sharply round, and walked away towards the Barriere
Saint Antoine, leaving Eleanor standing alone amongst tha
passers-by, looking •wistfuUy after her father. The other man
looked up as the Frenchman led Mr. Vane away, and slowly
foUowed them, -with his head bent and his hands in his pockets.
Eleanor stood quite stiU, watching her father's erect figure, the
short Frenchman, and the tall, sulky stranger foUo^wing tho
other two, untU all three were out of sight. Then turning
homewards with a half-repressed sigh, she looked sadly do-wn
the long lamp-Ut •yista. I t was very beautiful, very gay, briUian^;,
and splendid; but aU that splendour and gaiety made her feel
only the more lonely, now that her father had left her. The
first day, the natal day of her new Hfe, seemed to end very
drearily, after aU.
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CHAPTER V.
WAITING.

Miss V A N E walked very slowly homeward t h r o u g h the hoti
breathless summer night. She was too sorrowful, too much
depressed by the sudden disappointment which h a d fallen Hke a
dark shadow upon the close of the day t h a t had begun so
brightly, to be embarrassed by any uncomfortable sense of her
loneliness in the crowded thoroughfare.
N o one molasted or assailed her—she walked serene in her
youth and innocence; though the full radiance of the lampHght
rarely feU upon her face without some passing glance of admiration resting there also. She never once thought t h a t her father
had done •wrong in leaving her to walk alone through t h a t crowded
Parisian street. I n the unselfishness of her loving nature she
scarcely remembered her disappointment about the t h e a t r e : not
even when she passed the brUUantly lighted edifice, and looked,
a Httle •wistfully perhaps, at the crowd ui^on the threshold.
She was un.easy and u n h a p p y about her father, because in aU
her Chelsea experiences she remembered e^yil to have resulted
from his going out late a t n i g h t ; vague and mysterious trouble,
the nature of which he had never revealed to her, b u t whose
jffect,^ had haunted him and depressed him for m a n y dreary
days. H e had been sometimes—indeed, very often—poorer after
a late absence from his shabby Chelsea lodging; he had been
now and then richer; but he had always been alike remorseful
arr. miserable after those occasional nights of dissipation.
-flis daughter was soiTowfui therefore a t parting •with bim.
She knew •that, in sjoite of his declaration t h a t he would be home
a t eleven, it would be between one and two in the morning when
he returned; not tipsy—no, t h a n k Heaven, he was no drunkard
—^but •with a nervous, wretched, half-demented manner, which
was perhaps more sad to see t h a n any ordinary intoxication.
" I was in hopes papa would always stay at home with me
now t h a t I am gro^wn u p , " the young lady thought, very sadly.
" When I was Uttle, of course it was different; I couldn't amus'!
him. Though we were very happy sometimes t h e n ; and I could
play ecarte, or cribbage, or whist with two dummies. I f I can
get on very well with my education at Madame Marly's, and
then get a situation as morning governess for a larLce salary—
morning governesses do get high salaries sometunes—how hapny
papa and I might be ! "
H e r spirits re^vived under the influence of cheering thoncfhts
such as these. I have said before t h a t it was scarcely possible for
her to be long unhappy. H e r step grew Ughter and faster as she
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walked homeward. The glory of the gaslights brightened wit...
the brightening of her hopes. She began to Unger now and then
before some of the most attractive of the shops, •with almost the
same intense rapture and deUght t h a t she had felt in the morning.
She was standing before a book-stall, or rather an open shop,
reading the titles of the paper-covered romances, with the full
glare of the shadeless gasHghts on her face, when she was
startled by a loud, hearty EngUsh voice, which exclaimed vrithout
one m u r m u r of warning or preparation,—
" Don't tell me t h a t this taU young woman •with the golden
curls is Miss Eleanor Vandeleur Vane, of Regent's Gardens,
King's Road, Chelsea, London, Middlesex. Please don't tell me
anything of the kind, for I can't possibly believe anybody but
Jack-and-the-beanstalk could have grown at such a rate."
Eleanor Vane turned round to greet this noisy gentleman.
" Oh, Dick," she cried, putting both her hands into the broad
pahn held out before her, " i s it reaUy you? W h o would have
thought of seeing you in Paris ? "
" Or you, Miss Vane P W e heard you were at school at
Brixton."
" Y e s , Dick," t h e young lady answered, " b u t I have come
home now. P a p a Uves here, yira know, and I am going to a
finishing school in the Bois de Boulogne, and then I am going
to be a morning governess, and live with papa always."
" You are a great deal too pretty for a governess," said the
young man, looking admiringly at the bright face lifted uj) to him;
" your mistress would snub you. Miss Vane, you'd better
"V,^hat, D i c k ? "
" Try our shop."
" W h a t , be a scene-painter, Dick P " cried Eleanor, laughing
" I t would be funny for a woman to be a scene-painter."
" O f course. Miss Vane. B u t nobody talked of scene-painting.
You don't suppose I'd ask you to stand on the top of a ladder to
p u t in skies and backgrounds, do you ? There are other occupations at the Royal Waterloo Phoenix besides scene-painting.
B u t I don't want to talk to you about t h a t : I know how savage
your poor old dad used to be when we talked of the Phoenix.
W h a t do you think I am over here for ? "
"What, Richard?"
" W h y , they're doing a great drama in eight acts and thirtytwo tableaux at the Porte St. M a r t i n ; Raoul I'Empoisonneur
it's caUed, Ralph the Poisoner; and I ' m over here to pick up the
music, sketch the scenery and effects, and translate the play.
Something Uke versatiUty there, I think, for
five-and-thirty
ihillings a week."
" Dear Richai-d, you were always so clever,'
" To be sure; it run* in the famU*."
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" A n d the Signora, she is weU, I hope? "
" P r e t t y weU; the teaching goes on tant hon que mauyais, &M
our friends over here say. The Clementi is a little thinner is
tone t h a n when you heard it last, and a Uttle farther off concert
p i t c h ; b u t as most of my aunt's pupils sing fiat, that's^ rather an
advantage t h a n other^wise. B u t where are you going. Miss
V a n e ? because wherever it is, I ' d better see yo-u there. If we
gtand before this book-stall any longer, the proprietor may think
we're going to buy something, and as the Parisians don't seem a
buying people, the delusion might be too much for his nerves.
Where shaU I take you. Miss V a n e ? "
" T o the R u e de I'Archeveque, if you please, behind the
Madeleine. Do you know it ? "
" Better t h a n I know myself. Miss V
The Signora Uved in
t h a t direction when 1 was a boy. B u t how is it t h a t you are aU
alone in the streets at this time of n i g h t ? "
" P a p a had an appointment •with two gentlemen, and he
"
" A n d he left you to walk home alone. Then he stiU
"
" StUl what, Richard ? "
The young m a n had stopped hesitatingly, and looked furtively at Eleanor.
" H e stUl stays out late a t night sometimes: a bad habit.
Miss Vane. I was in hopes he would have been cured of it by
this t i m e ; especially as there are no dens in the Palais Royal
now-a-days; to the honour and glory of Napoleon t h e Third be
it spoken."
" N o dens in the Palais Royal," cried Eleanor. " W h a t do
you mean ? "
" Nothing, my dear Miss Nelly, except t h a t Paris used to be
a very wild and -wicked place."
" B u t it isn't n o w ? "
" Oh dear, no. Our modem Lutetia is a very paradise of innocent delights, whose citizens enjoy themselves •virtuously
under the sheltering dictatorialism of a paternal government.
You don't understand me—well, never mind, you are still the
bright-faced child you were in the King's Road, Chelsea, only
taller and prettier—that's all."
Miss Vane had taken her companion's arm, and they were
walking away towards the Madeleine by this t i m e ; the young
lady clinging to her now friend almost as confidingly as she had
done to her father.
I don't think the confidence was misplaced. This young man,
•with the loud voice and the somewhat reckless mannen, was
only assistant scene-painter and second violin-player at a transpontine theatre. H e was bound by no tie of relationship to
the beautiful girl hanging upon his arm. Indeed, his acquaintftnce with Mr. Vane and ms daujghter had been of t h a t accidental
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and desultory kind out of which the friendships of poor people
generaUy arise.
The young m a n had lodged vrith his aunt in the same house
t h a t for nearly sis years had sheltered the proud old spendthrift
and his motherless child, and some of Eleanor's earUest memories were of Signora PicirUlo and her nephew Richard Thornton.
She had received her first lessons upon the pianoforte from tho
kind Signora, whose Neapolitan husband had died years and
years before, leaving her nothing but an ItaUan name, wluch
looked very imposing a t the top of the circulars which the
music-mistress was wont to distribute amongst her pupils.
Richard Thornton, at eight-and-twenty, seemed a very elderly
person in the eyes of the school-girl of fifteen. She could remember him years, and years, and years ago, as it seemed to her,
jitting in his shirt sleeves through the long summer afternoons,
ander the shadow of the scarlet-runners in the Uttle garden a t
I!helsea, smoking dirty clay pipes and practising popular melodies upon his fiddle. H e r father had t h o u g h t him a nuisance,
and had been lofty and reserved in his patronage of the young
m a n ; b u t t o Eleanor, Dick had been the most deUghtful of playfellows, the •wisest of counsellors, the most learned of instructors. Whatever Richard did. Miss Vane insisted upon also
doing, humbly fi)Uowing the genius she admired, -with little
toddling steps, along the brilliant pathway his talents adorned.
I am afraid she had learned to play " God save the Queen,"
and " Rory O'More," upon Richard's vioUn before she h a d
mastered H a y d n ' s " Surprise," or " Ah, vous dirai-je, Maman P"
upon t h e Signora's shabby old grand piano. She smeared her
pinafores with poor Dick's water-colours, and insisted upon producing repHcas of the young scene-painter's sketches, with all
the houses lop-sided, and the trunks of aU the trees gouty. If
Dick kept rabbits or silkworms, there was no greater happiness
for Miss Vane t h a n to accompany him to Covent Garden Market
in quest of cabbage or mulberry leaves. I do not mean t h a t she
ever deserted her father for the society of her friend; b u t there
were times when Mr. Vane absented himself from his Uttle girl;
hmg days, in which the old man strolled about the streets of the
West-End, on the look-out for the men he had kno-wn in his
prosperity, •with the hope of bcrro^wing a pound or two, or a
handful of loose silver, tor the love of Auld Lang Syne; and
longer nights, in which he disappeared from the Chelsea lodging
for many dreary hours.
Then it was t h a t Eleanor Vane was thro^wn into the companionship of the Signora and her nephew. Then it was that
nhe read Richard's books and periodicals, t h a t she revelled in
" Jack Sheppard," and gloated over " Wagner, the W e h r Wolf."
Then it was t h a t she played upon the young man's violin, and
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copied hia pictures, aud destroyed his water-colours, and gorged
lus rabbits and sUkworms, and loved, and tormented, and admired him, after the manner of some beautiful younger sister,
who had dropped from the clouds to be his com]ianion.
This is how these two stood towards each other. They had
not met for thi-ee years untU to-night; and in the interim Miss
Eleanor Vane had gro-wn from a hoyden of twelve into a taU,
slender damsel of fifteen.
" You are so altered, Miss Vane," Richard said, as they •walked
aiong the boulevard, " that I can't help wondering how it was I
knew yon."
" And you're not altered a bit, Dick," answered the young
lady; "but don't caU me Miss A'ane—it sounds as if you were
laughing at me. Call me Nell, as you used to do, at Chelsea.
Do you know, Dick, I contrived to go to Chelsea once last summer. I t was against papa's "wish, you know, that I should let
them find out where I came from at Brixton; because, you see,
Chelsea, or at least the King's Road, sounds •vxdgar, papa
thought. Indeed, I beUeve he said he Uved in Cadogan Place,
when the Miss Bennetts asked him the question. He explained
it to me afterwards, you know, poor dear; and it wasn't exactly
a story, for he had lodged there for a fortnight once, just after
his marriage -with mamma, and when he was beginning to get
poor. So I was obliged to manage so cleverly to get toRegent's
Gardens, Dick; and when I did get there you were gone, and
the Signora's rooms were to let, and there was a nasty cross old
woman in our lodgings, and the scarlet-runners in the garden
were so neglected, and I saw your rabbit-hutches, all broken
and forgotten in the corner by the dust-hole, but the rabbits
were gone. The dear old place seemed so changed, Dick, though
Mr. and Mrs. Migsoii were veiy kind, and very jileased to see
me, but they couldn't teU me where you and the Signora were
H^ving.**
" No, we moved two or three times after leaving Regent's
Gardens. You see we're obUged to study the pupils, Nell, rather
than our own convenience. Chelsea was a long v,-aj from the
Waterloo Phcenix, in spite of the short cuts ; but wherever tho
Signora's pupils are thickest, we're obliged to pitch our tents.
They're thickest about Tottenham-court Road and Euston Square
way now; so we're Uving iu the Pilasters, Dudley Street."
" The Pilasters! That sounds quite grand, Dick."
" Yes, doesn't it ? Magn ifique et pa,-: olter, AV'e've a chimneysweep next door but one, and no end of mangles. The Pilasters
would be very lUce, if we'd two sides of the way, but unfortunately we haven't; the other side's stables. I t isn't my prejudices make me object to that; but the grooms make such on
fcbominable noise cleaning dovra their horses, anJ '' Mike every
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morning ont of a dream in which it's Boxing-night, and mv
transformation scene is getting the goose."
The young man laughed cheerily, and guided his companion
across the road to the other side of the boulevard. I t was past
ten o'clock when they reached the comer of the Rue de I'Archeveque, and the butcher's shop was closed.
Eleanor knew that she had only to push open the Uttle side
door, and that she would find the key of her father's rooms in
the custody of the butcher's •wife. She was very tired, almost
ready to drop, poor girl, for she had walked a long way since
alighting at the Palais Royal with her father; but she was
almost sorry that she had reached her destination. The sense of
her loneliness returned, now that she was to part •with her old
friend.
" Thank you very much for seeing me home, Dick," she said,
shaking hands •with the young scene-painter. " I t was very
Belfish of me to bring you so far out of your way."
" Selfish of you! Why, you don't suppose I'd let you prowl
about the streets by yourself, Nell?"
Eleanor's face flushed as her friend said this: there was a
reproach to her father implied in the speech.
" I t was my own fault that I was so late," she said. " I t was
only just nine when papa left me; but I loitered a Httle, looking
at •the shops. I shall see you again, Dick, I hope. But of course
I shall, for you'U come and see papa, won't you P How long do
you stay in Paris P "
" About a week, I suppose. I've a week's leave of absence,
and double salary, besides my expenses. They know the value
of a clever man at the Phoenix, Miss Vane."
" And where are you staying, Dick P "
" At the Hotel des Deux Mondes, near the markets. I've an
apartment in convenient proximity to the sky, if I want to study
atmospheric effects. And so you Hve here, NeU ? "
" Yes, those are our windows."
Eleanor pointed to the open sashes of the entresol: the flufiy
worsted curtains were drawn, but the windows were wide open.
" And you expect your papa home
"
" At eleven o'clock at the latest," she said.
Richard Thornton sighed. He remembered Mr. Vane's habits,
and he remembered that the Uttle girl in pinafores had been
wont to keep abnormal hours in her long watches for her father's
coming. He had often found her, on his return from the tran
pontine theatre at one or two o'clock, with the door of the Utt
sitting-room ajar, waiting patiently for the old man's coming,
" You won't sit up for your papa, Nell," he said, as he shf>a
hands •with her.
" Oh, no, papa told me not to sit np."
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" Good i-dght, then. Y o u look tired, NeU. I'U caU to-morrow,
and I'U take you to the theatre, if your p a p a will let j o i i go.
and you shall see ' Raoul I'Empoisonneur.' Such a scene, Nell,
in the seventh act. The stage divided into eight compartment^
with eight different actions going on simultaneously, and hn
mm-ders before the faU of t h e curtain. I t s a great piece, and
•ught to make Spavin and Cromshaw's fortune.
" A n d yours, Dick."
-i • .1 .
" Oh, yes. Cromshaw wUl shake me by t h e hand m t h a t
deUghtful, gentlemanly manner of h i s : and Spavm—why Spavin
wUl give me a five-pound note for my adaptation of ' Raoul,'
and tell every member of the company, in confidence, t h a t aU
the great scenes have been -written in b y him, and t h a t the piece
was u t t e r rubbish tiU he reconstructed it."
"Poor Richard!"
" Yes, NeU, poorer t h a n the gentleman who •wrote the almanack, I dare say. B u t never mind, NeU. I don't think the
game of Hfe pays for much expenditure in the way of Ulumination. I think the •wisest people are those who take existence
easUy. Spavin's wealth can't give him anytliing better than
diamond studs and a phaeton. The virtuous peasant, Nell, who
can slap his chest, and defy his enemies to pick a hole in his
green-baize jerkin, gets the best of it in the long run, I dare
say."
^
,,
" B u t I wish you were rich, Dick, for the Signora's sake,
Eleanor said, o-ently.
" So do I, NeUy. I wish I was the lessee of the Phoenix, and
I ' d bring you out as JuUet, -with new palace arches for the baUroom, and a lime-light in the balcony scene. But, good night,
my dear; I m u s t n ' t keep you standing here Uke tlus, though
parting is such sweet sorrow, t h a t I really shouldn't have the
heart to go away to-night if I didn't mean to caU to-morrow.
T h a t Une's rather longer t h a n the original, Nell, isn't i t ? "
Eleanor Vane laughed heartily at her old friend's random talk,
as she •wished him good night. All the Hght-heartedness of her
careless childhood seemed to return to her in Richard Thornton's
society. H e r chUdhood had not been an u n h a p p y one, remember ; for in aU her father's troubles he had contrived to keep his
head above water, somehow or other, and t h e influence of his
over-sanguine spirit had kept Eleanor bright and hopeful under
every temporary cloud in the domestic sky.
B u t she felt very desolate and lonely as she pnslied open the
c'oor and entered the dark passage a t the side of the shop. T h e
i utcher's wife came out at the sound of her footstep, and gave
t o r the key, •with some kindly word of greeting, wluch Eleauiii
S.;.-rcely understood.
fcihe could only say, "B,>u soir, ni.-i.lrtr.'e," a; '-.-r SCIKV;'.:'j-)
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French, as she dragged herself slowly u p the little •wuiding stair,
thoroughly worn out, physically and mentally, by this time.
The Httle entresol seemed very close and stifling. She drew
back the curtains, and looked out through the open window;
but even the street itself seemed oppressively hot in the moonless, airless A u g u s t night.
Eleanor found half a wax-candle in a flat china candlestick,
and a box of matches set ready for her. She Hghted this candle,
and then flung off her bonnet and mantle, before she sat down
near the window.
" I shall have a very short time to wait, if p a p a comes home
a t eleven o'clock," she thought.
A l a s ! she remembered in her old childish experiences, t h a t he
had never come home at the promised hour. How often, ah,
how often, she had waited, counting the weary hours upon the
church clocks,—there was one which chimed the q u a r t e r s ; and
trembUng sometimes a t those strange sounds which break the
night sUence of every house. How often she h a d "hoped
against hope," t h a t he might, for this once, return a t t h e time
he had promised.
She took the candle in her hand and looked about for a book.
She wanted to while away t h e dreary interval which she knew
must elapse before her father's return. She found a novel of
Paul Feval's in a dirty and tattered cover, on the Httle marbletopped writing-table. The leaves were crumpled, and smeared
•with stains and splotches of grease, for it was Mr. Vane's habit
to amuse himself with a work of fiction while he took his m a t u tinal roU and coffee. H e had taken to novel reading in hia
frivolous old age, and was as fond of a sentimental story as any
school-girl,—as his daughter herself.
Miss Vane drew the lumbering Uttle table to the open •window, and sat do^wn before it, -with her candle close to her elbow,
and the tattered book spread out before her. N o breath of air
flickered the flame of her candle, or ruffled the golden hair swept
back from her brow.
The passers-by upon the opposite side of the street-^they were
few and far between by this time—looked u p at the Ughted -window, and saw a pretty picture by the dim gUmmer of t h a t
solitary candle. The jjicture of a girl, serene in her youth and
innocence, bending over her book: her pale musUn dress and
6ubum hair faintly -visible in the subdued Ught.
The rattle of wheels and the cries of coachmen sounded far
off upon the boulevard, and in the Rue de RivoH, and only made
the sUence more palpable in the Rue do I'Archeveque. Now
end then a carriage came into t h a t quiet corner, and Eleanor
Vane looked u p from her book, breathless, eager, expectant,
londly hoping t b a t her father might have come back to her i:.
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some hired vehicle: b u t the soHtary carriage always rolled away,
until the sound of its wheels mixed •with the rattle of the dist a n t wheels upon the boulevards.
There were clocks in the distance t h a t struck the quarters.
How long those quarters seemed! P a u l Feval was very interesting, no doubt. There was an awful mystery in those greasy
tattered p a g e s : a ghastly mystery about two drowned young
women, treacherously made away vrith, as it seemed, upon the
shore of a dreary river overshadowed by •willows. There were
•viUains and rascals paramount throughout this delightful romance ; and there was mystery and murder enough for half a
dozen novels. B u t Eleanor's thoughts wandered away from the
page. The dreary river bank and the ghostly poUard-willows,
the dro^wned young women, and the ubiquitous •villains, all
mmgled themselves •with her anxious thoughts about her father;
and the trouble in the book seemed to become a p a r t of the trouble in her own mind, adding its dismal weight to her anxieties.
There were splotchy engravings scattered here and there
through the pages of Monsieur Feval's romance, and Eleanor
fancied by-and-by t h a t the •yUlain in these pictures was like the
sulky stranger who had foUowed her father and t h e Frenchman
away towards the Barriere Saint Antoine.
She fancied this, although she had scarcely seen t h a t sUent
stranger's face. H e had kept it, as it seemed, purposely averted,
and she had only caught one glimpse of the restless black eyes
under the shadow of his hat, and the thick moustache t h a t
shrouded his mouth. There is always something mysterious and
unpleasant in the idea of anything t h a t has been hidden from
ns, however trivial and insignificant t h a t thing may be. Eleanor
Vane, gro^wing more and more nervous as t h e slow hours crept
away, began to wori-y herself with the vivid recoUection of t h a t
one brief gUmpse in which she h a d seen the sUent stranger's face.
" H e cannot have a good countenance," she thought, " or the
recoUection of it would not make me so uncomfortable. How
rude he was, t o o ! I did not much Uke the Frenchman, b u t at
least he was poUte. The other man was very disagreeable. I
hope he is not a friend of papa's." A n d theu she returned to
the drowned young women, and the water-side, aud the willows;
trying in vain to bury herself in the romance, and not to Usten
BO eagerly for the striking of the quarters. Sometimes she
thought, " Before I t u r n over to the next page, papa •wUl be
home," or, " Before I can finish this chapter I shaU hear his
•top upon the stairs."
Breathless though the night was, there were m a n y sounds t h a t
disturbed and mocked this anxious watcher. Sometimes the
door below shi-)ok—as if by some mysterious agency, there being
n<J wind—and Eleanor fancied t h a t her father's hand was on the
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latch. Sometimes the stairs creaked, and she started from het
chair, eager to run and receive him, and firmly belie-ving that ha
was stealing stealthily up to his apartments, anxious not to
disturb the sleeping inmates of the house. She had known his
cautious footfall sound exactly thus in her old midnight watches.
But aU these sounds were only miserable delusions. Quarter
after quarter, each quarter longer than the last, hour after hour
struck fi'om the clocks distant and near. The rattUng of tha
wheels upon the boulevards had died graduaUy away, and at last
had ceased altogether.
I t was long past four, and Eleanor had pushed aside her book.
I t was dayUght,—grey, cold, morning, chill and dismal after the
oppressive August night, and she stood now in the window
watching the empty street.
But still the quarters chimed from the distant clocks: those
distant chimes had become terribly distinct now in the early
morning stiUness. But the silence was not of long duration.
The rumble of waggon wheels sounded far away in the Rue St.
Honor6. The rush and clatter of a detachment of cavalry clashed
upon the asphalte of the Place de la Concorde. The early sound
of a horn called out some •wretched recruits to perform their
morning exercise in the court-yards of the Lou-vre. The cheerful voices of workpeople echoed in the streets; dogs were
barking, birds singing, the yellow sun mounting in a cloudless
heaven.
But there were no signs of the coining of George Vane •with
the morning sunlight; and as the day grew older and brighter,
the anxious face of the pale watcher at the open •window only
grew paler and more anxious.
CHAPTER VI,
THE BLACK BUILDING BY THE RIVER,

RiCHA-RD THORNTON was by no means an early riser. He was
generally one of the last of those gentlemen who shuffled into
the orchestra at the ten o'clock rehearsal of a new melodrama,
in which all the effect of a murder or an abduction depended
upon the pizzicato twittering of •violins, and the introduction of
explosive chords at particular crises in the action of the piece.
Mr. Thornton was a sluggard, who complained most bitterly of
the heartlessness of stage managers and prompter's minions,
who seemed to take a maUcious delight in nailing cruel sHps of
paper to the door-post of the Phoenix; terrible mandates,
wherein the Full Band was called at ten; " no ten minutes ; "
the meaning of this last mysterious clause being that the ten
minutes' grace which is usuaUy accorded to the tardy performei
shall on this occasion be cut off and done away with.
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But Richard was out for a hoUday now. The eyes of Messrs
Spa^vin and Cromshaw would fain have foUowed him in hij
Parisian wanderings, to see that he did double work for hia
double wage; but the proprietors of the Royal Waterloo Phoenix
not being blessed with the gift of clairvoyance, ]\Ir. Thoi-nton
defied and snapped his fingers at them, secure in the consciousness of his own value.
" If J. T. JumbaUs, the author of aU the original dramas
they have done at the Phoenix for the last ten years, understood
French, he'd do ' Raoul' for two pound ten," t'nought Richard,
as he stood before his looking-glass in the blazing August sunshine, rubbing his chin contemplatively, and wondering whether
the bristles would be too strong if he let them stop till another
morning.
If the honest truth is to be recorded, it must be acknowledged
that Mr. Thornton was by no means too scrui^ulous in the perft)rmance of his toilet. He had a habit of forgetting to shave
untU his chin was covered by an appearance of red stubble,
dap2>led here and there by patches of blue and bro^wn, for his
beard was wont to crop up in unexpected hues, which surprised
even himself. He sympathized with the great lexicographer in
not having any overstrained paitiaUty for clean linen, and,
indeed, usually wore a coloured shirt, the bosom of which was
arabesqued •with stray splashes of whitewash and distemper, to
say nothing of occasional meandering e^vidences of the numerous
pints of porter imbibed by the young artist during his day's
labour. When Mr. Thornton bought a new suit of clothes he
put them on, and wore them continuously; and ate and drank
and painted in them untU they were so worn and frayed, and
enfeebled by iU treatment, that they began to drop away from
him in rusty fragments Uke the •withered leaves which fall from
a sturdy young oak. There were people who declared that Mr.
Thornton slept in his ordinary costume; but of course this was
a cruel slander.
To walk eight or nine mUes a day to and fro between the place
of your abode and the scene of your occupation; to paint the
best part of the scenery for a large theatre in which new pieces
are brought out pretty frequently; to play second fiddle, and
attend early rehearsals upon cold mornings; to jot do^wn the
music cues in a melodrama, or accompany Mr. Grigsby in his
new comic song, or Madame Rosalbini in her latest cachuca;
md to adapt a French drama, now and then, by way of adding
a few extra pounds to your income, is not exactly to lead an idle
life; so perhaps poor Richard Thornton may be forgiven if his
friends had occasion to laugh at Lis indifference upon the subject of soap and water. They even went so far as to caU him
"Dirty Dick," in their more facetious moments; but I don't
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think the obnoxious sohriipiet wounded Richard's feeHnCT;j.
Everybody liked him and respected him as a generous-hearted,
enial-tempered, honourable-minded feUow, who would scarcely
ave told a Ue to save his Ufe, and who scorned to drink a pint
of beer t h a t he couldn't pay for, or to accept a favour which he
didn't mean to return.
People at the Phoenix knew t h a t Richard Thornton's father
had been a gentleman, and t h a t the young man had a certain
pride of his own. H e was the only man in the theatre who
neither abused nor fiattered his employers. The carpenters and
gasmen touched their caps when they talked to him, though h«
was shabbier t h a n any of those employes; the Uttle ballet girl(
were fond of him, and came to teU him their troubles when the
cruel stage-manager had p u t their names dovm for shUUng fines
in a horrible book which was to be seen on the treasury table
every Saturday morning. The old cleaners of the theatre told
Mr. Thornton about their rheumatic knee-joints, and came to
him for sympathy after dreary hours of scouring.
H e had
atience with and compassion for every one. People knew t h a t
e was kind and tender-hearted; for his pencU initials always
appeared in some obscure corner of every subscription Ust,
against a sum which was bulky when taken in relation to the
amount of his salary. People knew t h a t he was brave, for he
had once threatened to fling Mr. Spa^vin into the pit when t h a t
gentleman had made some insinuation impeaching Richard's
honour as to the unfair use of gold-leaf in the Enchanted Caves
of Azure Deep. They knew t h a t he was dutiful, and kind, and
true to the old music-mistress •with whom he lived, and whom he
helped to support. They knew t h a t when other men made Ught
of sacred things, and were witty and philosophical upon very
solimn subjects, Richard Thornton would leave the assembly
gravely and quietly, how eloquent or Uvely soever he might have
been before. People knew aU this, and were respectful to the
young scene-pain^ter, in spite of the rainbow smears of paint
upon his shabby coat, and the occasional fringe of mud upon
the frayed edges of his trousers.
Upon this A u g u s t morning Mr. Thornton made very short
work of his toilet.
" I won't go out to breakfast," he thought, " though I can get
two courses and a dessert in the Palais Royal, to say nothing of
half a bottle of sour claret, for fifteen pence. I'U get some coffee
and rolls, and go to work a t some of the scenes for ' R a o u l . ' "
H e r a n g a beU near his bed, pushed a table to the window,
which looked out into the quadrangle of the hotel, and sat do^wn
with a battered tin box of water-colours and a few squares of
Bristol board before him. H e had to ring several times befsro
one of the waiters condescended to answer his summons, b u t ha
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worked away cheerily, smoking as he worked, at a careful watercoloured copy of a rough pencU sketch which he had made a
couple of nights before in the pit of the theatre.
He didn't leave off to eat his breakfast when it came, by-andby; but ate his roUs and drank his coffee in the pauses of his
work, only laying do^wn his brush for a minute or so at a -time.
The scene was a street in old Paris, the houses very dark and
brown, •with over-hanging latticed windows, exterior staircases,
practicable bridges, and aU sorts of devices which caUed for the
employment of a great deal of glue and pasteboard in Richard's
model. This scene was only one out of eight, and the young
scene-painter wanted to take perfect models of all the eight scenes
back to the Phoenix. He had M. Michel Le^vy's sixty centimes
edition of the new play spread open before him, and referred to
it now and again as he painted.
" Humph! Enter Raoul do'wn staircase in flat. Raoul's a
doctor, and the house •with the staircase is his. The house at the
«omer belongs to Gohemouche, the comic barber, and the practicable lattice is Madeline's. She'U come to her •window by-andby to talk to the doctor, whom she thinks a very exceUent man;
though he's been giving her mUd doses of aqua tofana for the last
three weeks. Catherine de Medicis comes over the practicable
bridge, presently, disguised as a nun. I wonder how many melodramas poor Catherine has appeared in since she left this mortal
stage ? Did she ever do anything except poison people, I wonder,
while she was aHve P She never does anything else at the Porte
Saint Martin, or on the Surrey side of the Thames. I must
sketch the costumes, by-and-by. Raoul in black velvet and scarlet
hose, a pointed beard, straight eyebrows, short black hair,—
austere and dignified. Cromshaw •wiU do Baoul, of course; and
Spavin •wUl play the Hght-comedy soldier who gets drunk, and
tears off Catherine's velvet mask in the last scene. Yes, that'U be
B. great scene on our side of the water. Charles the Ninth—he's
a muff, so anybody can play him—has just finished reading the
arsenicated edition of a treatise on hewking, closes the last page
of the book, feels the first spasm. Catherine, disguised as a nun,
has been foUowed by Spa^vin—by the comedy-soldier, I mean—to
the Louvre, after a conversation having been overheard between
her and Baoul. The King, in the agonies of spasmodic affection,
asks who has murdered him. ' That woman—that sorceress—
that fiend in human form!' cries the soldier, snatching the mask
from Catherine's face.—'Merciful Heaven, it is my mother!'
shrieks the King, falUng dead •with a final spasm. That ' I t if
my mother!' ought to be good for three rounds of applause at
least. I dare say Spa^vin •wiU have the speech transferred from
the King's part to his o^wn. ' Merciful HeAven, it is his mother I'
would do just as well"
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Poor Richard Thornton, not ha^ving risen very early, worked oif
till past five o'clock in the afternoon before his model was finished.
He got up with a sigh of reUef when the pasteboard presentment
of the old Parisian street stood out upon the Httle table, square
and perfect.
He filled his pipe and walked up and do^wn before the table,
smoking and admiring his work in an innocent rapture.
"Poor Nelly," he thought presently. " I promised I would
caU in the Rue de I'Archeveque to-day, to pay my respects to tho
old chap. Not that he'd particularly care to see me, I dare say,
but Nell is such a darHng. If she asked me to stand on my head,
and do poor old Goffie's gnome-fiy business, I think I should try
and do it. However, it is too late to caU upon Mr Vandeleur
Vane to-day, so I must put that off till to-morrow. I must drop
in again at half-price at the Porte Saint Martin, to have another
look at the scene in eight compartments. That'U be rather a
poser for the machinist at the Phoenix, I fiatter myself. Yes, I
must have one more look at it, and—Ah! by the bye, there's the
Morgue!"
Mr. Thornton finished his pipe and rubbed his chin •with a
reflective air.
"Yes, I must have a look at the Morgue before I go," he
thought; " I promised that old nuisance, J. T. JumbaUs, that I'd
refresh my memory about the Morgue. He's doing a great
drama in which one-half of the dramatis personce recognize the
other half dead on the marble slabs. He's never been across the
Channel, and I think his notions of the Morgue are somewhat
foggy. He fancies it's about as big as Westminster Abbey, I
know, and he wants the governors to give him the whole depth
of the stage for his great scene, and set it obUquely, Hke the
Assyrian haU in ' Sardanapalus,' so as to give the idea of UUmitable extent. I'm to paint the scene for him. ' The interior of
the Morgue by lamplight. The meeting of the living and the
dead.' 'That'U be rather a strong line for the bUl, at any rate.
I'U go and have some dinner in the Palais Royal, and then go
down and have a look at the gloomy place. An exterior wouldn't
be bad, with Notre Dame in the distance, but an interior—Bah!
J. T. J. is a clever feUow, but I •wish his genius didn't Ue so much
in the charnel-house."
He put on his hat, left his room, locked the door, and ran do^wii
the poUshed staircase, whistUng merrily as he went. He wafl
glad to be released from his work, pleased at the prospect of a
few hours' idleness in the foreign city. Many people, inhabitant.^
and •visitors, thought Paris duU, dreary, and deserted in this hot
August weather, but it was a deUghtful change from the PUasters
and the primseval solitudes of Northumberland Square, that
quaint, grim quadrangii.- of big houses, whose prim middle-clasa
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uihabitants looked coldly over their smart wire window-blinds ai
poor Richard's shabby coat.
Mr. Thornton got an exceUent dinner at a great bustUng
restaurateur's in the Palais Royal, where for two francs one
might dine upon aU the deUcacies of the season, in a splendid
saloon, enUvened by the martial braying of a brass band in the
garden below.
The carte de jour almost bewildered Richard by its extent and
grandeur, and he chose haphazard from the catalogue of soups
which the obUging waiter gabble-l over for his instruction. He
read aU the pleasing by-laws toucning the non-division of dinners,
and the admissibiUty of exchanges in the way of a dish for a
dessert, or a dessert for a dish, by payment of a few extra
centimes. He saw that almost aU the diners hid themselves
behind great wedges of orange-coloured melon at an early stage
of the banquet, and generally wound up •with a smaU white
washing-basin of lobster salad, the preparation of which was a
matter of slow and solemn care and thought. He ordered his
dinner in humble imitation of these accomplished hahitues, and
got very good value for his two francs. Then he paid his money;
bowed to the graceful lady who sat in si^lendid attire in a very
bower of salads and desserts, and went down a broad staircase
that led into a street behind the Palais Royal, and thence to the
Rue RicheUeu.
He treated himself to a cup of coffee and a cigar at a cafe in
the Place de la Bourse, and then strolled slowly away towards
the Seine, smoking, and dawdling to look at this and that as he
walked along. I t was nearly eight o'clock, therefore, when he
emerged, from some narrow street, upon the quay, and made his
way towards that bridge beneath whose shadow the Morgue
hides, Hke some foul and unhallowed thing. He did not much
like the task which Mr. JumbaUs had imposed upon him, but he
was too good-natured to refuse compUance vrith the transpontine
dramatist's desire, and far too conscientious to break a promise
once made, however disagreeable the performance of that promise
might prove.
He walked on resolutely, therefore, towards the black shed-Hke
building.
" I hope there are no bodies there to-night." he thought.
" One glance round the place will show me all I want to see. I
hope there are no poor dead creatures there to-night."
He stopped before going in, and looked at a couple of women
who were standing near, chattering together with no little
gesticulation.
He asked one of these women the question, Were there any
fcodies in the Morgue P
Yes,—the women both answered •with one voice. There had
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not long been brought the body ol a gentleman, an officer it waa
thought, poisoned in a gaming-house. A murder, perhaps, or a
suicide; no one knew which.
Richard Thornton shrugged his shoulders as he turned away
from the idle gossips.
" Some people would call me a coward if they knew how I
dislike going into this place," he thought.
H e threw away his cigar, took off his hat, and slowly crossed
the dark threshold of the Parisian dead-house.
W h e n he came out again, which was not untU after t h e lapse
of at least a quarter of an hour, his face was almost as white as
the face of the corpse he had left •within. H e went upon the
bridge, scarcely kno^wing where he went, and walking Hke a man
who walks in his sleep.
N o t more t h a n half a dozen yards from the Morgue he came
suddenly upon the lonely figure of a girl, whose arm rested on
the parapet of the bridge, and whose pale face was turned towards
the towers of Notre Dame.
She looked u p as he approached, and called him by his name.
" You here, Eleanor ? " he cried. " Come away, child; coma
away, for pity's sake 1 "

CHAPTER

vn.

SUSPENSE.

ELEANOR VANE and the scene-painter stood upon the bridge
looking a t each other for a few moments after Richard's cry
of mingled terror and astonishment.
H a d not Eleanor's mind been entirely absorbed by one cruel
anxiety, she would have wondered a t her old friend's strange
greeting. A s it was she took no heed of his manner.
The
shadows of the summer night were gathering over the city_ and
upon the quiet river; the towers of Notre Dame loomed dimly
through the twilight.
" Oh, R i c h a r d ! " Eleanor cried, " I have been so u n h a p p y .
P a p a didn't come home all last night, nor yet to-day. I waited
for him hour after hour until late in the afternoon; and then the
house seemed unbearable; I couldn't stay in any longer, and I
came out to look for him. I have been far u p on the Boulevard
where I parted with him last night, and all the way along the
crowded streets about there : and then through other _streets,-tiU
I found myself do^wn here by the water, and I'm so tired! Oh,
Dick, Dick, how unkind of papa not to come home! How unkind
of m y darHng father to give me this misery."
She clasped her hands convulsively upon her companion'*
arm, and bending her head, burst into tears. Those tears were

60

ElecMdr'a Vkiof^.

the first which she had shed in all her trouble; the first reUel
after long hours of agonizing suspense, of weary watching.
" Oh, how can papa treat me so?" she cried, amid her sobbing. " How can he treat me so P"
Then, suddenly raising her head, she looked at Richard Thornton, her clear grey eyes dilated •with a •wUd terror, which gave
her face a strange and awful beauty.
" Richard!" she cried, "Richard! you don't think that there
—that there is—anything vyrong—that anything has happened
to my father?"
She did not wait for him to answer, but cried out directly, as ki
shrinking in terror from the awful suggestion in her own words:
" What should happen to him P he is so well and strong, poor
darling. If he is old, he is not like an old man, you know. The
people of the house in the Rue de I'Archeveque have been very
kind to me; they say I'm quite fooUsh to be frightened, and
they told me that papa stopped out all night once last summer.
He went to Versailles to see some friends, and stayed away aU
night •without gi^ving any notice that he was going to do so. I
know it is very sUly of me to be so frightened, Richard. But I
always was frightened at Chelsea if he stayed out. I used to
fancy aU sorts of things. I thought of all kinds of dreadful
things last night, Dick, and to-day; untU my fancies almost
drove me mad."
During all this time the scene-painter had not spoken. He
seemed unable to offer any word of comfort to the poor girl who
clung to him in her distress, looking to him for consolation and
hope.
She looked wonderingly into his face, puzzled by his sUence,
which seemed unfeeling; and it was not Hke Richard to ba
unfeeling.
" Richard I" she cried, almost impatiently. " Richard, speak
to me! You sec how much misery I have suffered, and you
don't say a word! You'U help me to find papa, won't you P"
The young man looked down at her. Heaven knows she would
have seen no lack of tendemess or compassion in his face, if it
had not been hidden by the gathering gloom of the August
evening. He drew her hand through his arm, and led her away
towards the other side of the water, leaving the black roof of
the dead-house behind him.
" There is nothing I would not do to help you, Eleanor," he
said, gently. " God knows my heart, my dear; and He kno^wa
how faithfuUy I •wUl try to help you."
" And you wUl look for papa, Richard, if he shoidd not come
home to-night,—he may be at home now, you know, and he may
be angry with me for coming out alone, instead of waiting
quietly tUl he returned; but if he should not come to-nigb1»
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you'll look for him, won't you, Richard ? You'U search aU Paris
tUl you find him?';
" I'U do everything that I could do for you if I were your
brother, Eleanor," the young man answered, gravely; "there
are times in our Uves when nobody but God can help us, my
dear, and when we must turn to Hun. It's in the day of trouble
that we want His help, NeUy."
" Yes, yes, I know. I prayed, last night, again, and again,
and again, that papa might come back soon. I have been saying the same prayer aU to-day, Richard; even just now, when
you found me standuig by the parapet of the bridge, I was
praying for my dear father. I saw the church towers looking
so grand and solemn in the t^wUight, and the sight of them
made me remember how powerful God is, and that He ojan
always grant our prayers."
" If it seems best and wisest in His sight, Nell."
" Yes, of course; sometimes we pray for foolish things, but
there could be nothing foolish in •wishing my darUng father to
come back to me. Where are you taking me, Dick ? "
Eleanor stopped suddenly, and looked at her companion. She
had need to ask the question, for Richard Thornton was leading
her into a labyrinth of streets in the direction of the Luxembourg, and he seemed to have very Httle notion whither he was
gomg. _
" This is not the way home, Richard," Eleanor said; " I don't
know where we are, but we seem to be going farther and farther away from home. WUl you take me back to the Rue de
I'Archeveque, Dick? We must cross the river again, yo"
know, to get there. I want to go home at once. Papa may
have come home, and he'll be angry, perhaps, if he finds me
absent. Take me home, Dick."
" I •wiU, my dear. We'll cross the water farther on, by tha
Louvre; and now tell me, Eleanor—I—I can't very weU make
inquiries about your father, unless I fuUy understand the circumstances under which you parted from him last night. How
was it, my dear? What happened when Mr. Vane left you
upon the Boulevard?"
They were walking in a broad, quiet street in which there wei^
very few passers-by. The houses sto>i I back behind ponderous
gates, and were hidden by sheltering waUs. The stately mansions
between court and garden had rather a decayed aspect, which
gave a certain dreariness to their grandeur. The fashionablft
World seemed to have deserted this quiet quarter for the leafy
avenues leading away from the Champs Elysees.
Richard and Eleanor walked slowly along the broad footway.
The stillness of the soft summer night had some effect upon the
gchool-girl's fever of impatience. The grave, compassionat-s
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tones of her friend's voice soothed her. The burst of ijassionata
weeping which had almost con^vulsed her slight frame half an
hour before, had been an unspeakable relief to her. She clung
to her companion's arm confidingly, and walked patiently by his
side ; •without questioning him as to where he was leading her,
though she had a vague idea that he was not taking her homewards.
" I vriU not be fooHsh about papa," she said; " I •wUl do as
you teU me, Richard; I •wiU trust in God. I am sure my dear
father -wUl return to me. We are so fond of each other; you
know, Richard, we are aU the world to each other; and my poor
darHng looks so hopefuUy forward to the day in which he wiU
have Mr. de Crespigny's fortune. I don't hope for that quite so
much as papa does, Dick; for Mr. de Crespigny may Uve to be
a very, very old man, and it seems so -wicked to -wish for any
one's death. The day I look forward to is the iay when I shall
have finished my education, and be able to work for papa. That
must be almost better than being rich, I should think, Dick. I
can't imagine any happier fate than to work for those we love."
Her face brightened as she talked, and she turned to her companion, looking to him for sympathy ; but Richard's head was
averted, and he seemed to be starUig absently at the houses upon
the opposite side of the way.
He was silent for some moments after Eleanor had left off
speaking; and then he said, rather abruptly:
" Tell me, my dear, how did you part with your father last
night?"
"Why, we had been dining on the Boulevard; and after
dinner papa took me for a long walk, ever so far, past aU the
theatres, and he had promised to take me to the Ambigue or
the Porte Saint Martin; but as we were coming back we met
two gentlemen, friends of papa's, who stopped him, and said
they had an appointment •with him, and persuaded him to go
back with them."
" Back with them! Back where ? "
" I mean back towards a big stone gateway we had pas'?ed a
Uttle time before. I only know they turned Dn.ii: way, b u t l a o n ' t
know where they went. I stood and watched them tiU they were
out of sight."
" And the two men, what were they like P "
" One of them was a Httle Frenchman, stout and rosy-faced,
with a Ught moustache and beard like the Emperor's. He was
imartly dressed, and had a cane, which he kept twirling when
he talked to papa."
" Did you hear what he said P "
" Nt), he spoke in a low voice, and he talked French."
" But you speak French, Eleanor? "
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" T e s , b u t not as they speak it here. The people seem to talk
BO fast here, it's quite difficult to understand •them."
" B u t the other man, NeU; what was he Hke P "
" Oh, he was a disagreeable-looking man, and seemed to have
a sulky manner, as if he was offended with papa for breaking
his appointment, and didn't care how the matter ended. I
scarcely saw his face—at least only for a moment—just long
enough to see t h a t he had black eyes, and a thick black moustache. H e was tall, and shabbUy dressed, and I fancied he was
an EngHshman, though he never once spoke."
" H e never spoke! I t was the Frenchman, then, who persuaded your father to go away with him P "
" Yes."
" A n d he seemed very anxious P "
" Oh, yes, very anxious."
Richard Thornton muttered something between his set teeth,
something which sounded like a curse.
" TeU me one thing, Eleanor," he said. " Your poor father
never was too well off, I know. H e could not be likely to
have much money about him last night. Do you know if he
had any ? "
" Yes, he had a great deal of money."
" IVhat do you mean by a great deal P A few pounds, I
suppose ? "
" Oh, much more t h a n t h a t , " Eleanor answered. " H e
had a hundred pounds—a hundred pounds in new bank notes—
French notes. I t was the money my half-sister, Mrs. Bannister, had sent him, to pay for my education a t Madame
Marly's."
" Mrs. Bannister," said Richard, catching at the nasie. " A h ,
to be sure, I remember now. Mrs. Bannister is your sister.
She is very well off, is she not, and has been kind to you?
If you were in any trouble, you would go to her, I suppose,
Eleanor P "
" Go to her if I were in trouble ! Oh, no, no, Dick, not for
the w o r l d ! "
" B u t why not ? She has been kind to you, hasn't she, NeU ? "
" Oh, yes, very kind in paying money for my education, and
ill t h a t ; b u t you know, Richard, there are some people who
seem to do kind things in an unkind manner. If you knew
the cruel letter t h a t Mrs. Bannister wrote to papa—the cruel,
humiliating things she said only a few days ago, you couldn't
wonder t h a t I don't like her."
" B u t she is your sister, Nell; yovj nearest relation."
" Except papa."
" And she ought to love you, and be kind to you, She Hvosi
at Bayswater, I think I've heard you .say P "
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" Yes, in Hyde Park Gardens."
" To be sure. Mrs. Bannister, HydePark Gardens, Bayswater."
He repeated the name and address, as if he •wished to impress
them upon his memory.
" I -wUl take you home now, NeU," he said. " My poor
cliUd, you must be tired to death."
" How can I think about being tired, Richard," exclaimed
Eleanor, " when I am so anxious about papa ? Oh, if I only
find him at home, what happiness it wiU be!"
But she hung hea^vUy upon her friend's arm, and Richard
knew that she was very tired. She had been wandering about
l^aris for several hours, poor chUd, hither and thither, in the
long, unfamiUai' streets, foUo^wing aU sorts of unUkely people
who looked in the distance something Hke her father; hoping
again and again, only again and again to be disappointed.
They turned into a vrider thoroughfare presently, and the
scene-painter caUed the first hackney vehicle which passed him,
and lifted Eleanor into it. She was almost fainting with fatigue
and exhaustion.
" What have you had to eat to-day, NeU ? " he asked.
She hesitated a Httle, as if she had forgotten what she had
eaten, or indeed whether she had eaten at aU.
' There was some coffee and a couple of rolls sent for papa
ctds morning. He has his breakfast sent bim from a traiteur's,
you know. I had one of the roUs."
" And you've had nothing since P "
" No. How could I eat when I was so •wretched about papa?"
Richard shook his head reproachfuUy.
" My darling Nell! " he said, " you promised me just now
that you'd be a good girl, and trust in Pro^vidence. I shaU
take you somewhere and give you some supper, and then yon
must promise me to go home and get a good night's rest."
" I •wUl do whatever you tell me, Richard," Eleanor answered,
submissively, " but let me go home first, please, and see if papa
has come back."
The scene-painter did not for a few moments reply to this
request, but he answered presently in an abstracted tone:
" You shaU do what you Hke, Nell."
He told the coachman to drive to the Rue de I'Archeveque,
but he would not let Eleanor aUght from the vehicle when they
reached the comer of the street and the Uttle butcher's shop,
eager as she was to spring out and run into the house.
" Stay where you are, NeU," he said authoritatively. " I wiU
make all inquiries."
Eleanor obeyed him. She was exhausted by a weary night of
watching, a long day of agitation and anxiety, and she was too
woak to oppose ner old friend. She looked hopelessly up at the
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open •windows on the entresol. They were exactly as she had
left them four or five hours ago. No gUmmer of Ught gave
friendly token that the rooms were occupied.
Richard Thornton talked to the butcher's wife for a long time,
as it seemed to Eleanor; but he had very Httle to teU her when
he came back to the carriage. Mr. Vane had not returned: that
was aU he said.
He took his companion to a cafe near the Madeleine, where he
insisted upon her taking a large cup of coffee and a roll. I t was
all he could persuade her to take, and she begged to be aUowed
to sit at one of the tables outside the cafe.
" She might see her father go by," she said, "on his way to
the Rue de I'Archeveque."
The two friends sat at a Httle iron table rather apart from the
groups of animated loungers sitting at other tables drinking
coffee and lemonade. But George Mowbray Vandeleur Vane
did not pass that way throughout the half hour during which
Eleanor Ungered over her cup of coffee.
I t was past ten o'clock when Richard Thornton bade her good
night at the threshold of the Httle door beside the butcher's shop.
" You must promise me not to sit up to-night, NeUy," he
fsaid, as he shook hands •with her.
" Yes, Richard."
" And mind you keep yonr promise this time. I •wUl come
and see you early to-morrow. God bless you, my dear, and good
night!"
He pressed her hand tenderly. When she had closed the
door behind her, he crossed the narrow street, and waited upon
the other side of the way until he saw a Ught in one of the
entresol -windows. He watched while Eleanor came to this
window and drew a dark curtain across it, and then he walked
slowly away.
" God bless her, poor chUd," he murmured, in a low, compaarionate voice, " poor lonely child!"
The grave thoughtfulness of his expression never changed as
he walked homewards to the Hotel des Deux Mondes. Late as
it was when he reached his chamber on the fifth story, he seated
himself at the table, and pushing aside his clay pipe and tobaccopouch, his water-colours and brushes, his broken palettes and
scraps of Bristol board, and all tho Utter of his day's work, ha
took a few sheets of foreign letter paper and a bottle of ink from
a shabby leather desk, and began to •write.
He •wrote two letters, both rather long, and folded, sealed, and
directed them.
One was addressed to Mrs. Bannister, Hyde Park Gardens,
Bayswater; the other to Signora Picirillo, the PUasters, DuUe;
Street, Northumberland Square,
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Richard Thornton p u t both these lettera in his pocket and
went out to post them.
" I think I have acted for the best," h e muttered, as he went
back t o the hotel near the market-place; " I can do nothing
more untU to-morrow."
CHAPTER
GOOD

VnL

SAMARITANS.

GEORGE VAJSTE did not come home. Eleanor kept the promise
made to her faithful friend, and tried to sleep. She fiung herself, dressed as she was, upon the little bed near the curtained
alcove. She would t'nus be ready to run to her father, whenever
he came in, she thought, to welcome and minister to him. She
was thoroughly worn out, and she slept; a wretched slumber,
broken by nightmares and horrible dreams, in which she saw her
father assailed by all kinds of dangers, a prey to eveiy manner
of misfortune and vicissitude. Once she saw him standing on a
horrible rock, menaced by a swiftly advancing tide, while she was
in a boat only a few paces from him, as it seemed, doing battle
•with the black waves, and striving •with aU her might •£) reach
and rescue him, b u t never able to do so.
I n another dream he was wandering upon t h e crumbling
verge of a precipice—he seemed a white-haired, feeble, tottering
old man in this •vision—and again she was near him, b u t unable
to give him warning of his danger, though a word would have
done so. The agony of her endeavour to utter the one cry which
would have called t h a t idolized father from his death, awoke her
B u t she had other dreams, dreams of quite a different character, in which her father was restored to her, rich and prosperous, and he and she were laughing merrily at aU the foolish
tortures she had inflicted upon herself; and other dreams again
which seemed so real t h a t she fancied she m u s t be a w a k e :
dreams in v,rhich she heard the welcome footsteps upon the stair,
the opening of the door, and her father's voice in the next room
calling to her.
Those dreams were the worst of all. I t was terrible to awake
after many such delusions and find she had been again deluded.
I t was cruel to awake to the full sense of l e r loneHness, while
the sound of the voice she had heard in her dream stUl lingered
in her ears.
The dark hours of the short summer night seemed intermiBal)]o to her in this wretehed, bewildered, half-sleeping, halfwakiug state; even louL;erthau they had a|>peared when she sat
u p watching fur her father's return. Every fresh di-eam was a
slow a^'ony of terror aud perplexity.
A t la'it the grey daylight stole in through the balf-elysed
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abutters, the vague outUnes of the furniture gre^w out of tha
darkness; duskUy impalpable and ghastly at first, then sharp
and distinct in the cold morning Ught. She could not rest any
longer; she got up and went to the •window; she pushed the
sash open, and sank down on her knees •with her forehead resting on the window siU.
" I wiU wait for him here," she thought; " I shaU hear his
step in the street. Poor dear, poor dear, I can guess why he
stays away. He has spent that odious money, and does not Uke
to return and teU me so. My darUng father, do you know me
so Uttle as to think that I would grudge you the last farthing
I had in the world, if you wanted it ? "
Her thoughts rambled on in s'trange confusion untU they g^ew
bewUdering; her brain became dizzy •with perpetual repetitions
of the same idea; when she Ufted her head—her poor, weary,
burning, heavy head, which seemed a leaden weight that it was
almost impossible to raise—and looked from the •window, the
street below reeled beneath her eyes, the fioor upon which she
knelt seemed sinking vrith her into some deep gulf of blackness
and horror. A thousand conflicting sounds—not the morning
noises of the waking city—hissed and buzzed, and roared and
thundered in her ears, grovring louder and louder and louder,
untU they all melted away in the fast-gathering darkness.
The sun was shining brightly into the room when the comassionate mistress of the house found Mr. Vane's daughter
alf kneeUng, half lying on the ground, with her head upon the
cold sUl of the open vrindow, and her auburn hair streaming in
draggled curls about her shoulders. Her thin musUn frock was
wet •with the early dew. She had fainted away, and had lain
thus, helpless and insensible, for several hours.
The butcher's •wife undressed her and put her to bed. Richard
Thornton came to the Rue de I'Archeveque half an hour afterwards, and went away again directly to look for an EngUsh
doctor. He found one, an elderly man •with grave and gentle
manners, who declared that Miss Vane was suffering from fever
brought on by intense mental excitement; she was of a highly
nervous temperament, he said, and that she required Uttle to be
done for her; she only wanted repose and quiet. Her constitution wa.s superb, and would triumph over a far more seriona
attack than this.
Richard Thornton took the doctor into the adjoining room,
the Uttle sitting-room which bore the traces of Mr. Vane's occupation, and talked to him in a low voice for some minutes. Tho
medical man shook his head gravely.
" I t is very sad," he said; " it •will be better to teU her thxj
truth, if possible, as soon as she recovers from the deUrium- The
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inxiety and suspense have overtaken her brain. Anything
vould be better than that this overstrained state of the mind
should continue. Her constitution •wUl rally after a shock; but
with her highly nervous and imaginative nature, everything is
to be dreaded from prolonged mental irritation. She is related
to you, I suppose P"
" No, poor child, I •wish she were."
" But she is not •without near relatives, I hopeP"
" No, she has sisters—or at least half sisters—and brothers.''
" They should be •written to, then, immediately," the doctor
said, as he took up his hat.
" I have vmtten to one of hey sisters, and I have written to
another lady, a friend, who •will be of more use, I fancy, in this
crisis."
The doctor went away, promising to send some saUne draughts
to keep the fever under, and to caU again in the evening.
Richard Thornton went into the Httle bed-chamber, where the
butcher's •wife sat beside the curtained alcove, making up some
accounts in a leather-covered book. She was a hearty, pleasantmannered young woman, and had taken up her post by the
invaUd's bed very willingly, although her presence was always
much needed in the shop below.
"Chut," she whispered, vrith her finger on her Up, "she sleeps,
liauvn'tte!"
Richard sat do^wn quietly by the open window. He took out
Michel Levy's edition of " Raoul," a stump of lead pencU, and
the back of an old letter, and set to work resolutely at his adap, ation. He could not afford to lose time, even though his
adopted sister lay ill under the shadow of the worsted cnrtauis
tha't shrouded the alcove on the other side of the Httle room.
He sat long and patiently, turmng the Poison drama into
English •with wonderful ease and rapidity; aud meekly bearing
,T deprivation that was no small one to him, in the loss of his
clay pipe, which he was in the habit of smoking at aU hours of
the day.
Eleanor awoke at last, and began talking in a rambling, incoherent way about her father, and the money sent by Mrs.
Bannister, and the parting upon the Boulevard.
The butcher's •wife drew back the curtain, and Richard Thornton went to the bedside and k oked down tenderly at his chUdish
friend.
Her golden-tinted hair was scattered on the pillow, tangled and
roughened by the constant movement of her restless head. Hes
g n y eyes were feverishly bright, and burning spots blazed upon
the cheeks which had been so deadly pale on the previous night.
She knew Richard, and spoke to him; but the delirium was no't
over, for she mixed the events of the present ^vith the Ohelsee
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experiences of long ago, and talked to her old friend of the
Signora, the vioHn, and the rabbits. She fell off into a heavy
sleep again, after taking the effervescent medicine sent her by
the English surgeon, and slept untU nearly twilight. I n these
long slumbers her fresh and powerful constitution asserted
itself, and took compensation for the strain t h a t had been mada
upon it in the past day or two.
Richard went away in the afternoon, and did not return til J
late at night, when the butcher's wife told him t h a t her charg'
had been very restless, £*nd had asked repeatedly for her fathei
" W h a t are we to do ? " the good woman said, shrugging her
shoulders with a despairing gesture. " Are we to tell her ? "
" N o t yet," Richard answered. " Keep her quiet; keep her
as quiet as you can. And if it is positively necessary to tell her
anything, say t h a t her father has been taken ill, away from home,
aud cannot be brought back yet. Poor child! it seems so cruel
to keep her in suspense, and still more cruel to deceive her."
The butcher's wife promised to do aU in her power to keep her
patient quiet. The doctor had sent an opiate. Miss Vane could
not sleep too much, he said.
So another night passed, this time very peacefully for Eleanor,
who lay in a heavy slumber broken by no cruel dreams. She
was very, very weak the next day, for she had scarcely eaten
anything since the roll and coffee wlUch Richard had made her
take ; and though she was not exactly deUrious, her mind seemed
almost incapable of receiving any very •vivid impression. She
Ustened quietly when they told her t h a t her father could not
oome home because he was ill.
Richard Thornton came to the R u e de I'Archeveque several
times during tins second day of Eleanor's illness, but he only
stayed a few minutes upon each occasion. H e had a great deal
to do, he told the butcher's •wife, who still kept faithfully to her
post in the sick room, only stealing away now and then, whUe
Eleanor was asleep, to attend to her business.
I t was past eleven o'clock t h a t night when the scene-painter
came for the last time. Eleanor had grown worse as the evening
advanced, and was by this time terribly feverish and restless.
She wanted to get u p and dress herself, and go to her father. If
he was Ul, how could they keep her from him, how could thei*
be so cruel as to keep her from lus side ?
Then, starting u p suddenly from her pillow, she would cry out
wUdly t h a t they were deceiving her, and t h a t her father was dead.
B u t help and comfort were near at hand. When Richard
came, he did not come alone. H e brought a lady with h i m ; an
elderly grey-headed woman, dressed in shabby black.
W h e n tlus lady appeared upon the threshold of the dimly.
lighted Uttle bedchamber, Eleanw Yane suddenly sprang n p m
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ner 1 ed, and threw out her arms with a wUd cry of surprise and
deHght.
" T h e S i g n o r a ! " she exclaimed, " t h e dear, kind S i g n o r a ! "
The lady took off her bonnet, and then went close u p to the
hed, and seating herself on the edge of the mattress, drew
Eleanor's fair head upon her bosom, smoothing the tangled hair
with unspeakable tenderness.
" M y poor child!" she murmured again and again. " M j
poor, poor child!"
" B u t , dear Signora," Eleanor cried, wonderingly, " h o w is it
t h a t you are here ? W h y didn't Richard tell me 'that you were
in Paris ? "
" Because I have only j u s t arrived, my darling."
" Only j u s t arrived! Only j u s t arrived in P a r i s ! B u t why
did you come ? "
" I came to see you, Eleanor," the Signora answered, vei'y
gently. " I heard t h a t you were in trouble, my dear, and I have
oome to you; to help and comfort you if I can."
The butcher's wife had -withdrawn into the Uttle sitting-room
where Richard sat in the darkness. Eleanor Vane and the
Signora were therefore quite alone.
Hitherto the invalid's head had rested very quietly upon her
friend's bosom, b u t now she Hfted it suddenly and looked full in
the Signora's face.
" You came to me because I was in trouble," she said. " How
should I be in trouble so long as my father lives ? "WHiat sorrow
car come to me while he is safe ? H e is ill, they say, b u t he -wiU
get better; he wUl get better, won't he ? H e vrill be better
soon, dear Signora; he •wiU be better soon ? "
She waited for an answer to her breathless questioning,
looking intently in the pale quiet face of her friend; then suddenly, vrith a low, waiUng cry, she fiung u p her hands and
elasjicd them wildly above her head.
" You have all deceived me," she cried, " you have aU deceived
m e : my father is d e a d ! "
The Signora drew her arm caressingly round Eleanor Vane,
and tried to shelter the poor burning head once more upon her
shoulder; but Eleanor shrank from her •with an impatieni
gesture, and, •with her hands still clasped above her head, stared
blankly at the dead wall before her.
" My dear, my dear," the Signora said, trying to unclasp the
rigid hands which were so convulsively clasped together.
" Eleanor, my dear, listen to m e : for pity's sake try and Usten
to me, my own dear love. You m u s t know, you must have long
known, my dear, t h a t heavy sorrows come to us aU, sooner or
later. I t is the common lot, my love, and we must all bow
before the Divine hand t h a t atlUcts us. If tliere were no sorrow
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m this world, Eleanor, we should grow too much in love with our
o-wn happiness; we should be frightened at the approach of
grey hairs and old age; we should tremble a t the thought of
death. I f there were no better and higher life t h a n this, Eleanor,
sorrow and death would indeed be terrible. You know how very
much affliction has faUen to my share, dear. You have heard
me speak of the children I loved; all taken from me, Nelly, all
taken away. If it were not for my dear nephew, Richard, I
should stand quite alone in the world, a desolate old woman,
with no hope on this side of the grave. B u t when my sons were
taken from me, God raised me u p another son in him. Do you
think t h a t God ever abandons us, Eleanor, even when H e afflicts
us most heavUy P I have Uved a long Hfe, my dear, and I teU
you N O ! "
"The Signora waited in vain for some change in the rigid
attitude, the stony face. Eleanor V a n e stUl stared blankly at
the dead waU before her.
" You have all deceived me," she repeated; " my father is
dead!"
I t was useless talking to h e r ; the tenderest words were duU
and meaningless jargon to her ears. T h a t night the fever grew
worse, and the delirium was a t its height. The butcher's -wife
was relieved by a very patient and accustomed watcher, for the
Signora h a d sat by many sick-beds, hoping against hope, until
despair crept into her heart, as the grey shadows of approaching
death came over a beloved face, never again to pass away.
The fever lasted for several days and nights, but throughout
every change the English doctor declared t h a t Eleanor V a n e ' s
constitution would carry her through a worse attack t h a n this.
" I am glad you told her," he said one morning to the Signora;
" there wiU be less to teU her by-and-by, when she begins to get
strong again."
There waa, therefore, something more t o be told.
Little by Uttle the fever passed away; the crimson spots faded
out of the invaUd's hollow cheeks; the unnatural lustre of the
grey eyes grew less and less vivid; Httle by little t h e mind grew
clearer, the deUrious wanderings less frequent.
B u t with the return of perfect consciousness there came
terrible bursts of grief—grief t h a t was loud and passionate in
proportion to the impulsive vehemence of Eleanor Vane's
character. This was her first sorrow, and she could not bear it
quietly. Floods of tears dro^wned her pillow night after n i g h t ;
she refused to be comforted ; she repulsed the patient Signora;
she would not listen to poor Richard, who came sometimes to sit
by her side, and tried his best to beguUe her from her grief.
She rebelled against their attempted consolation.
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" What was my father to you P " she cried, passionately.
" You can afford to forget him. He was all the world to m e ! '
But it was not in Eleanor's nature to be long ungrateful for
the tenderness and compassion of those who were so patient
with her in this dark hour of her young Ufe.
" How good you are to me," she cried sometimes, " and what
a •wretch I am to think so Uttle of your goodness. But yon
don't know how I loved my father. You don't know—yon
don't know, I was to have worked for him; I was to havo
worked for him by-and-by, and we were to have led such a
happy Hfe together."
She was gro^wing strong again, in spite of her grief. Her
elastic temperament asserted itself in spite of her sorrow, which
she never ceased to think of night and day, and she arose after
her illness like a beautiful fiower which had been beaten and
crushed by the storm.
Richard Thornton's leave of absence had expired for some
days, but the Royal Phcenix Theatre closed its doors in the hot
summer months, and he was therefore comparatively free. He
stayed in Paris with his aunt, for they were both bent upon one
purpose, to be accompUshed at any sacrifice to themselves.
Thank Heaven ! there are always good Samaritans in the world,
who do not mind turning backward upon their life's journey
when there is a liesolate wounded traveller in need of their help
and tenderness.
The Parisian atmosphere was cooling do^wn in the early days
of September—faint but refreshing breezes were beginning to
blow away the white mists of summer heat upon the Boulevards,
when Eleanor Vane was weU enough to sit m the Httle saloon
above the butcher's shop, and drink tea in the EngHsh fashion
with her two friends.
She was well enough to do this, and Richard and the Signora
were beginning to think of turning homewards; but before tbey
could well leave Paris there was something that ought to be told
to Eleanor—something that she must know sooner or l a t e r something that it would be perhaps better for her to know at once,
But they had waited from time to time, thinking that sha
might ask some question which would lead to the revelation
that must ultimately be made to her.
Upon this September afternoon she sat near the open •window,
looking very beautiful and virginal in a loose white muslin
dressing-go^wn, and with her long auburn curls falling upon her
shoulders. She had been silent for a long time: her two companions watching her furtively, observant of every change in her
countenance. Her cup of tea stood untasted on a Httle table at
her side, and she was sitting •with her hands loosely locked
together in her lap.
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She spoke at last, and asked that very question which must
Inevitably lead to the revelation her friends had to make to her.
" You have never told me how papa died," she said; " his
death must have been sudden, I know."
Eleanor Vane spoke very quietly. She had never before mentioned her dead father with so Httle outward evidence of emotion. The hands loosely locked together upon her lap stirred
with a sHghtly tremulous motion; the face, turned towards
the Signora and Richard Thornton, had a look of fixed intensity ; and that was all.
"Papa died suddenly, did he not? " she repeated.
" Yes, my dear, very suddenly."
" I thought so. But why was he not brought home P Why
couldn't I see
"
She stopped abruptly, and turned her face away towards tl e
open •window. She was trembUng •violently now from head to
foot.
Her two companions were sUent. That ten-ible something
which was at yet unrevealed must be told sooner or later; but
who was to tell it to this girl, with her excitable nature, her
highly-wrought nervous temperament ?
The Signora shrugged her shoulders despondlngly as she
looked at her nephew. Mr. Thornton had been painting all the
afternoon in the little sitting-room. He had tried to interest
Eleanor Vane in the great set scenes he was preparing for
Raoul, He had explained to her the nature of a vampire trap
in the wainscot of the poisoner's chamber, and had made his
pasteboard model Hmp in his repeated exhibition of its machinery. The vampire trap was a subtle contrivance which might
have beguiled any one from their grief, Dick thought; but the
wan smile •with which Eleanor- watched his work only made the
scene-painter's heart ache. Richard sighed as he returned lus
aunt's look. I t seemed quite a hopeless case as yet. This poor
lonely child of fifteen might go melancholy mad, perhaps, iu
her grief for a spendthrift father.
Eleanor Vane turned upon them suddenly whUe they sat sUent
and embarrassed, wondering what they should say to her next.
" My father committed suicide! " she said, in a strangely
quiet voice.
The Signora started and rose suddenly, as if she would have
gone to Eleanor. Richard grew very pale, but sat looking down
at the litter upon the table, •with one hand trifUng nervously
imongst the scraps of cardboard and wet paint-brushes.
"Yes," cried Eleanor Vane, "you have deceived me from first
to last. You told me first that he was not dead; but when you
conld no longer keep my misery a secret from me, you only told
me half the truth—^you only told me half the cruel truth. Aud
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even now, when I have suffered so much that it seems as if no
fm'ther suffering could touch me, you still deceive me, you stiU
try to keep the truth from me. My father parted from me in
health and spirits. Don't trifie with me, Signora; I am not a
child any longer; I am not a fooUsh school-girl, whom you can
deceive as you Uke. I am a woman, and wUl know the worst.
My father killed himself! "
She had risen in her excitement, but clung with one hand to the
back of her chair, as if too weak to stand •without that support.
The Signora went to her, and wound her arms about the
slight trembUng figure; but Eleanor seemed almost unconscious
of that motherly caress.
" Tell me the truth," she cried, vehemently; " did my father
kUl hhnself ? "
" I t is feared that he did, Eleanor."
The pale face grew a shade whiter, and the trembling frame
became suddenly rigid.
" I t is feared that he did!" Eleanor Vane repeated. " I t is
not certain, then? "
The Signora was sUent.
" Why don't you tell me the truth ? " cried the girl, passionately. " Do you think you can make my misery less to me by
dropping out your words one by one ? Tell me the worst. What
can there be worse than my father's death; his unhappy death;
killed by his own hand, his poor desperate hand ? TeU me the
truth. If you don't -wish me to go mad, tell me the truth at
once."
" I wiU, Eleanor, I •wUl," the Signora answered, gently. " I
wish to teU you all. I wish that you should know the truth,
sad as it may be to hear. This is the great sorrow of your Hfe,
my dear, and it has fallen upon you very early. I hope you •wiU
try and bear it Uke a Christian."
Eleanor Vane shook her head •with an impatient gesture.
" Don't talk to me of my sorrow," she cried; " what does it
matter what I suffer ? My father, my poor father, what must
he have suffered before he did this dreadful act ? Don't talk
about me; tell me of him, and tell me the worst."
" I will, my darUng, I wUl; but sit down, sit do^wn, and try tc
oompose yourself."
" No, I'll stand here till you have told me the truth. I'll not
stir from this spot till I know all."
She disengaged herself from the Signora's supporting arm,
and with her hand still resting on the chair, stood resolute
before the old music-mistress and her nephew. I think tho
Signora and the scene-painter were both afraid of her, she
looked so grand in her beauty and despair.
She seemed indeed, as she had said, no longer a chUd or a
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Bchool-girl; b u t a woman, desperate and almost terrible in tho
intensity of her despair.
" L e t me tell Eleanor the t r u t h of this sad story," Richard
said; " i t may be told very briefly. W h e n your father parted
with you, Nelly, on the night of the 11th of August, he and
the two men who were with him went at once to an obscure cafe
in one of t h e streets near the Barriere Saint Antoine. They
were in the habit of going there, it seems, sometimes playing
bilUards in the large open room on the ground floor, sometimes
playing cards in a cabinet particulier on the entresol. Upon
this night they went straight to the private room. I t was
about half-past nine when they went in. The waiter who
attended upon them took them three bottles of Chambcrtin
and a good deal of seltzer-water. Your father seemed in high
spirits at first. H e and the dark EngUshman were playing
ecarte, their usual g a m e ; and the Frenchman was looking over
your father's hand, now and then ad^vising his play, now and
then applauding and encouraging him. All this came out upon
inquiry. The Frenchman quitted the cafe at a Httle before
twelve: your father and the young Englishman stayed till long
after midnight, and towards one o'clock they were heard at high
words, and almost immediately afterwards the Englishman went
away, leaving your father, who sent the waiter for some brandy
and •writing materials. H e wanted to •write a letter before he
left, he said."
The scene-painter paused, looking anxiously at the face of his
Ustener. The rigid intensity of t h a t pale young face had undergone no change; the grey eyes, fixed and dilated, were turned
steadily towards him.
" When the waiter took your father the things he had asked
for, he found him sitting at the table with his face hidden in his
hands. The man placed the brandy and writing materials upon
the table, and then went away, but not before he had noticed a
strange faint smell—the smell of some drug, he t h o u g h t ; but he
had no idea then what drug. The waiter went down stairs; qll
the ordinary frequenters of the place were gone, and the lights
were out. The man waited u p to let your father out, expecting
him to come down stairs every moment. Three o'clock struck,
and the waiter went up-stairs upon the pretence of asking if
anything was wanted. H e found your father sitting very much
as he had left him, except t h a t this time his head was resting
upon the table, which was scattered •with torn scraps of paper.
He was dead, Eleanor. The man gave the alarm directly, and a
doctor came to give assistance, if any could have been criven;
but the drug which the waitt. had smelt was opium, at,.l your
father had taken a quantity wbich would have killed the,strongest man in Paris."
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" Why did he do this ? "
" I can scarcely tell you, my dear; but your poor father lef^
among the scraps of paper upon the table, one fragment much
larger and more intelUgible than the rest. It is evidently part of
a letter addressed to you; but it is very •wildly and incoherently
worded; and you must remember that it was written under circumstances of great mental excitement."
" Give it me ! "
Eleanor stretched out her hand with an authoritative gesture.
Richard hesitated.
" I wish you to fuUy understand the nature of this letter
before you read it, Eleanor; I wish
"
" You kept the story «f my father's death from me out of mistaken kindness," the girl said, in an unfaltering voice; " I vrill
try and remember how good you have been to me, so that I
may forgive you that; but you cannot keep from me the letter
my father •wrote to me before he died. That is mine; and I
claim it."
" Let her see it, poor child," said the Signora.
Richard Thornton took a leather memorandum-book from one
of the pockets of his loose coat. There were several papers in
this book. He selected one, and handed it silently to Eleanor
Vane. I t was a sheet of letter-pajDer, written upon in her
father's hand, but a part of it had been torn away.
Even had the whole of the letter been left, the •writer's style
was so •wild and incoherent that it would have been no easy task
to understand his meaning. In its torn and fragmentary state,
this scrap of writing left by George Vane was oiily a scribble of
confused and broken sentences. The sheet of paper had been
torn from the top to the bottom, so that the end of each line was
missing. The foUo^wing broken Unes were therefore all that
Eleanor could decipher, and in these the words were blotted iR<}
indistinct.
MY POOR ELEANOR,—My poor injured
worst your cruel sister, Hortensia Baunis
could not be bad enough. I am a thief
robbed and cheated my own
been decoyed to this hell upon eart
wretches who are base enough to
a helpless old man who had trust
to be gentlemen. I cannot return
look in my chUd's face after
money which was tfi have
education. Better t<i die and rid
But my blood be upon the head of
who has cheated me this night out of
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May he suffer as he has
forget, Eleanor, never forget Robert Lan
murderer of your helpless old
a cheat and a •villain who
some day Hve to revenge the fate
poor old father, who prays t h a t God will
helpless old m a n whose folly
madness have
There was no more. These Hues were spread over the first
leaf of a sheet of letter-paper; the second leaf, as weU as a long
strip of the first, had been torn away.
This was the only clue to the secret of his death which George
Vane had left behind him.
Eleanor Vane folded the crumpled scrap of paper, and p u t it
tenderly in her bosom. Then, falHng on her knees, she clasped
her hands, and Ufted them towards the low ceiling of the Uttle
chamber.
" O h , my G o d ! " she cried; " h e a r the vow of a desolate
creature, who has only one purpose left in Hfe."
Signora PiciriUo knelt do^wn beside her, and tried to clasp her
in her arms.
" My dear, my d e a r ! " she pleaded; " remember how this letter was •written—remember the state of your father's mind
"
" I remember nothing," answered Eleanor Vane, "except t h a t
my father tells me to revenge his murder. For he was murdered,"
she cried, passionately, " if this money—this wretched money,
which he would have died sooner t h a n lose—was taken from him
unfairly. H e was murdered. W h a t did the •wretch who robbed
him care what became of the poor, broken-hearted, helpless old
man whom he had wronged and cheated ? W h a t did he care ?
He left my father; left him in his desolation and misery; left
bim after ha-ring stripped and beggared h i m ; left him to die in
his despair. Listen to me, both of you, and remember what 1
say. I am very young, I know, but I have learnt to think and
act for myself before to-day. I don't know this man's n a m e ; I
never even saw his face; I don't know who he is, or where he
comes from; but sooner or later I swear to be revenged upon
him for my father's cruel death."
" Eleanor, Eleanor! " cried the Signora: " is this womanly ?
Is this Christian-like? "
The girl turned upon her. There was almost a supernatural
hght, now, in the dilated grey eyes. Eleanor Vane had risen
from her knees, and stood •with her slender figure drawn to its
fnUest height, her long auburn hair streaming over her shoulders,
with the low Ught of the setting sun shimng upon the waving
tresses nntU they gUttered Uke molt-en gold. She looked, in her
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dea])erate resolution and •virginal beauty, like some yotmg martyi
of the middle ages waiting to be led to the rack.
" I don't know whether it is womanly or Christian-Uke," she
said, " but I know that it is henceforward the purpose cf my
life, and that it is stronger than myself."
CHAPTER IX.
LOOKING TO THE FUTURE,

THE story which Richard Thornton had told Eleanoi Vane wag
the simple record of an unhappy truth. The gay and thoughtless spendthrift, the man about to-wn, who had outUved his age
and spent three fortunes, had ended his life, by his own desperate hand, in an obscure cafe near the Barriere Saint Antoine.
Amongst other habits of the age in which George Vane had
Uved, gambling was pretty prevalent. Mr. Vane's sanguine
nature was the very nature which leads a man to the gamingtable, and holds him there under the demoniac fascination of the
fcital green cloth, hoping against hope, untU his pockets are
empty, and he must needs crawl dispirited away, having no more
money to lose.
This was the one •vice of George Vane's Ufe. He had tried to
redeem his every-day extravagances by the gamester's frenzied
speculations, the gamester's subtle combinations; which are so
infaUible in theory, so ruinous in practice. Eleanor had never
known this. If her father stayed ont late at night, and she
had to wait and watch for him through long weary hours of
suspense and anxiety, she never knew why he stayed, or why he
was often so broken do^wn and wretched when he came home.
Other people could guess the reason of the old man's midnight
absences from his shabby lodging, but they were too merciful to
•teU his Httle girl the truth. In Paris, in a strange city, where
his acquaintance were few, the old vice grew stronger, and
George Vane spent his nights in gambUng for pitiful stakes in
any low haunts to which his disreputable associates deluded
him. He picked up strange acquaintance in these days of his
iecadence, as poor people very often do: young men who were
wandering about the world, penniless adventurers, professionless
young reprobates, getting a very doubtful living by the exercise
of their wits; men who were content to flatter and pay court to
the old beau so long as they could win a few francs from bim to
pay for the evening's diversion.
With such men George Vane had associated for a long time.
They won pitiful sums of him, aud cheated him without scruple;
but his Hfe was a very duU one, remember ; he had Uved for the
world, and society of some kind or other was absolutely ueces.
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eary to him. H e clung, therefore, to these men, and was fam
to accept their homage in the hour of his decHne; and it was
with such men as these he had spent the night before his death.
I t was such men as these who h a d robbed lum of the money
which, but for an unhappy accident, would have been safely
handed over to the schoolmistress in the Bois de Boulogne.
The old man's death caused very Uttle excitement in Paris.
pubUo gambling-houses had been aboHshed by the order of the
Government long before; and it was no longer a common thing
for desperate men to scatter their brains upon the table on which
they had j u s t squandered their money; but still people knew
very well t h a t there was plenty of card-playing, and dice throwing, and bilHard-playing, always going on here and there in the
brUliant city, and the suicide of a gambler more or less was not
a thing to make any disturbance.
Mrs. Bannister wrote a stiffly-worded letter in reply to t h a t in
which Richard Thornton told her of her father's death, enclosing
an order on Messrs. Blount for the sum she considered sufficient
to>pay for the old man's funeral, and to support Eleanor for a
few weeks.
" I should advise her early return to England," the stockbroker's widow wrote, " and I •will endeavour to find her some
decent situation—as nursery governess or milliner's apprentice,
erhaps—but she must remember t h a t I expect her to support
erself, and t h a t she m u s t not look to me for any further assistance. I have performed my duty to my father at a considerable
loss to myself, but with his death all claim upon me ceases."
George Vane had been buried during the early days of his
youngest daughter's illness. They placed him amongst a cluster
of neglected graves, in a patch of ground upon the outskirts of
Pere la Chaise, a burial place for heretics and smcides, and
Richard Thornton ordered a roughly-hewn cross from one of the
stonemasons near the cemetery. So, far away from the lofty
monuments of the Russian princes and the marshals of the
First E m p i r e ; far away from Abelard and Heloise, and all the
marble chapels in which devoted survivors pray for the souls of
the beloved dead; in a desolate and unhallowed patch of weedy
turf, where the bones of the departed were only suffered to rest
peaceably for a given number of years, aud were stirred up out
of their coffins periodically to make room for new-comers, George
Vane slept the last sleep. H e might have been buried as a
nameless suicide, but for the chance which had taken Richard
Thornton to the Morgue, where he recognized Eleanor's father
in the unkno-wn man wl'o had been last brought to t h a t gloomy
shelter; for he had had no papers whir h could give any clue to
his identity about him at the time of his death.
Upon the morning after that ([uiet Septcmbtir afternoon on
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which Eleanor Vane had learned the true story of her father's
death. Signer PicirUlo for the first time spoke seriously of tha
future. In the intensity of her first great grief, Eleanor Vane
had never once thought of the desolation of her position, nor
yet of the sacrifices which the Signora and Richard were making
for her sake. She never remembered that they were both
lingering in Paris solely on her account: she only knew that
they were there, and that she saw them daily, and that the sight
of •them, good and kind as they were, was pain and weariness to
her, Hke the sight of everything else in •the world. She had
been singularly quiet since the revelation made to her. After
the first burst of passionate vehemence which had succeeded her
perusal of her dead father's letter, her manner had gro^wn almost
unnaturally calm. She had sat aU the evening apart near the
window, and Richard had tried in vain to beguile her attention
even for a moment. She kept silence, brooding upon the scrap
of paper which lay in her bosom.
This morning she sat in a Ustless attitude, with her head
resting on her hand. She took no heed of the Signora's busy
movements from room to room. She made no effort to give her
old friend any assistance in aU the Uttle household arrangements
which took so long to complete, and when at last the musicmistress brought her needlework to the •window, and sat down
opposite the invaUd, Eleanor looked up at her -with a duU gaze
that struck despair to the good creature's heart.
" NeUy, my dear," the Signora said, briskly, " I want to have
a Hfitle serious conversation with you."
"About what, dear Signora? "
" About the future, my love."
" The future !" Eleanor Vane 'n^T-Bl the word almost as if
it had been meaningless to her.
" Yes, my dear. You see even
» n talk hopefully of the
future, though I am an old worn*' ; but you, who are only
fifteen, have a long Ufe before you, and it is time you began to
look forward to it."
" I do look forward," Eleanor said, with a gloomy expression
upon her face. " I do look forward •to tbe future; and to meeting that man, the man who caused my father's death. How am
I to find him, Signora P Help me in that. You have been kind
to me in everything else. Only help me to do that, and I •wUl
love you better than ever I have loved you yet."
The Signora shook her head. She was a Hght-hearted, energetic creature, who had borne very heavy burdens through a
long life; but the burdens had not been able to crush her.
Perhaps her unselfishness had upheld her throughout aU her
trials. She had thought and cared so much for other people,
that she had had little time left for thinking of herself.

Looking io the Future.

81

*' My dear Eleanor," she said, gravely; " this will never do.
You must not be influenced by t h a t fatal letter. Your pooi
father had no right to lay the responsibiUty of his own act upon
another man. If he chose to stake this unfortunate money
upon the hazard of a pack of cards, and lost it, he had no right
to charge this m a n vrith the consequences of his own foUy."
" B u t the man cheated h i m ! "
" A s your father thought. People are very a p t to fancy themselves cheated when they lose money."
" P a p a would never have written so positively, if he had not
Icnown t h a t the man cheated him. Besides, Richard says they
were heard at high words; t h a t was no doubt when my poor
dear father accused this wretch of being a cheat. He and his
(fompanion were wicked, scheming men, who had good reason to
hide their names. They were pitUess wretches, who had no
compassion upon the poor old man who trusted them and
believed in their honour. A r e you going to defend them, Signora
PicfriUo?"
" Defend them, Eleanor P n o : they were bad men, I have no
loubt. But, my darling child, you m u s t not begin Ufe with
hatred and vengeance in your heart."
" N o t hate the m a n who caused my father's death ? " cried
Eleanor Vane. " Do you think I shall ever cease to hate him,
Signora ? Do you think t h a t I shall ever forget to pray t h a t
the day may come when he and I wiU stand face to face, and
that he may be as helpless and as dependent upon my mercy as
my father was on his ? Heaven help him on t h a t day ! B u t I
don't want to talk of this, Signora : what is the use of talking ?
I may be an old woman, perhaps, before I meet ttiis m a n ; but
surely, surely I shall meet him, sooner or later. If I only knew
his name—if I only knew his name, I think I could trace him
from one end of the earth to the other. Robert L a n — Lan—
what?"
H e r head sank forward on her breast, and her eyes fixed
themselves dreamily on the sunlit street below the open window.
The French poodle, Fido, lay at her feet, and lifted u p his head
every now and then to Uck her hand. The animal had missed
his master, and had wandered about the Uttle rooms, sniffing on
the thresholds of closed doors, and moaning dismaUy for several
days after Mr. Vane's disappearance.
The Signora sighed as she watched Eleanor. W h a t was she
to do with this girl, who had taken a horrible vendetta upon
herself at fifteen years of age, and who seemed as gloomUy
absorbed in her scheme of vengeance as any Corsican chieftain ?
" My dear," the music-mistress said presently, with rather a
sharp accent, " do you know t h a t Richai-d and I wiU be compelled
to leave Paris to-morrow P "
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" Leave Paris to-morrow, Sig')'iri! "
" Yes. The Phoenix opens c a n y in October, and our Dick
will have all the scenes to pa,int for the new piece. Besides,
there are my pupils; yon know, my love, they cannot be kept
together for ever unless I go back to t h e m . "
Eleanor Vane looked u p -with almost a bewildered expression,
as if she had been trying to comprehend all t h a t Signora Picirillo
had said; then suddenly a light seemed to dawn upon her, and
she rose from her chair and fiung herself uiDon a hassock at the
feet of her friend.
" Dear Signora," she said, clasping the music-mistress's hand
m both her own, " how wicked and ungrateful I have been all
this time ! I forget everytlmig but myself and my own trouble.
You came over to Paris on my account. You told me so when
I was ill, bnt I had forgotten, I had forgotten. A n d Richard
has stopped in Paris because of me. O h ! what can I do to
repay you both—what can I do ? "
Eleanor hid her face upon the Signora's lap, and wept silently.
Those tears did her good; they beguiled her for a Httle while, at
least, from the one absorbing thought of her father's melancholy
fate.
Signora PicirUlo tenderly smoothed the soft ripples of auburn
hair lying on her lap.
" My dear Eleanor, shall I tell you what you can do to make
ua both very happy, and to pay us tenfold for any Uttle sacrifice
we may have made on your account ? "
" Yes, yes ; tell uie."
" You have to choose your pathway in Hfe, NeUy, and to choose
it quickly. I n all the world you have only your half-sisters and
brothers to whom you can appeal for assistance. You have some
claun upon them, you know, dear; but 1 sometimes think you
fire too proud to avail yourself of t h a t claim."
Eleanor Vane lifted her head with a gesture of superb defiance.
" I would starve rather than accept a penny from Mrs. Bannister, or from her sister or brothers. If they had been diff'erent,
my father would never have died as he did. H e was deserted
and abandoned by all the world, except lus helpless child, who
oould do nothing to save him."
" B u t if you don't mean to apply to Mrs. Bannister, what iviU
you do, Nelly ? "
Eleanor Vane shook her head hopelessly. The whole fabric
of the future had been shattered by her father's desperate act.
The simple dream of a life in which she was to have worked for
t h a t beloved father was over, and it seemed to Eleanor as if the
future existed no longer; there was only tho sad, desolate pre*
sent,—a dreary spot in the great desert of Hfe, bounded by a
ya^wning grave.
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" W h y do you ask me what I mean to do, Signora P " sha
said, piteously. " How does it matter w h a t I do P Notlung
I can do -wiU bring my father back. I wiU stay in Paris, and
get my U^ving how I can, and look for the m a n who murdered
m y father."
" Eleanor," cried the Signora, " a r e you m a d ? How could
you stay in Paris, when you don't kuow a single creature in the
whole city ? How, in mercy's name, could you get your Uving
in this strange place ? "
" I could be a nursery-governess; or a nursery-maid; anything ! W h a t do I care how low I sink, if I can only stay here,
where I am Ukely to meet t h a t man ? "
" Eleanor, my dear ! F o r pity's sake do not delude yourself
in this manner. The m a n you want to find is an adventurer,
no donbt. I n Paris one day, in London another, or away in
America perhaps, or a t the farthest extremity of the globe.
Do you hope to find this m a n by walking about the streets of
Paris?"
" I don't know."
" How do you expect to meet him P "
" I don't know."
" But, Eleanor, be reasonable. I t is utterly impossible t h a t you
can remain in Paris. If Mrs. Bannister does not claim the right
of exercising some authority over you, I claim it as your oldest
friend. My dear, you will not refuse to Usten to me, •will you P "
" No, no, dear Signora. If you think I m u s t n ' t stay in Paris,
I'll go back to England, to the Miss Bennetts. They'll give me
fifteen pounds a year as junior teacher. 1 may as weU Hve vrith
them, if I m u s t n ' t stay here. I m u s t earn some money, I suppose, before I can even t r y to find the man who caused my
father's death. How long it •wUl be before I can earn anything
worth speaking of!"
She sighed wearily, and feU again into a gloomy sUence, from
which the poodle vainly tried to arouse her by many aflectionate
devices.
" Then we may consider it settled, Nelly, my dear," the
Signora said, cheerfuUy.
" You •will leave Paris to-morrow
morning, with Richard and me. You can stay with us, my
denr, tiU you've made u p your mind what to do. We've a little
spare room, which is only used now as a receptacle for empty
boxes and Richard's painting litter. We'll fit it u p for you, my
narling, and make you as comfortable as we can."
•• Dear, dear Signora! " said Eleanor, kneeling by her friend's
chair. " How good you are to me ! B u t while I hnve been ill
tliere must have been a great deal of money spent: for the
doctor, and the jelly, and fruit, and lemonade you have given ma
—who found the money, Signora ? "
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" Your sister, Mrs. Bannister, my dear; she sent some money
in answer to a letter from Richard."
Eleanor's face crimsoned suddenly, and the music-mistress
understood the meaning of that angry fiush.
" Richard didn't ask for any money, my love. He only •wrota
to teU your sister what had happened. She sent money for aU
necessary expenses. I t is not aU gone yet, NeUy; there will be
enough to pay your journey back to England; and even then
something left. I have kept an account of aU that has been
spent, and vriU give it to you when you Uke."
Eleanor looked do^wn at her white morning-gown.
" Is there enough left to buy a black frock ? " she asked, in a
low voice.
" Yes, my darling. I have thought of that. I have had
mourning made for you. The dressmaker took one of your
muslin frocks for a pattern, so there was no occasion to trouble
you about the business."
" How good you are to me, how very, very good ! "
Eleanor Vane could only say this. As yet she only dimly felt
how much she owed to these people, who were bound to her by
no tie of relationship, and who yet stepped aside from their o^wn
difficiUt pathway to do her ser^vice in her sorrow. She could not
learn to cUng to them, and depend upon them yet. She had
loved them long ago, in her father's Ufetime ; but now that he
was dead, every Unk that had bound her to Ufe, and love, and
happiness, seemed suddenly severed, and she stood alone, gi-oping
bUndly m the thick darkness of a new and dreary world, •with
only one Hght shining far away at the end of a wearisome and
obscure pathway; and that a lui-id and fatal star, which
beckoned her onward to some unkno^wn deed of hate and
vengeance.
Heaven knows what vague scheme of retribution she cherished
in her chUdish ignorance of the world. Perhaps she formed her
ideas of Hfe from the numerous novels she had read, in which tho
•viUain was always confounded in the last chapter, however
triumphant he might be through two volumes and three-quarters
of successful iniquity.
George Vane's sanguine and romantic •visions of wealth and
grandeur, of retaliation upon those who had neglected and forgotten him, had not been without effect upon the mind of his
youngest daughter. That plastic mind had been entirely in the
old man's hands, to mould in what form he pleased. Himself
the slave of impulse, it was not to be supposed that he could
teach his daughter those sound principles without which man,
like a rudderless vessel, floats hither and thither before every
current on the sea of Ufe. He suffered Eleanor's impulsive nature
to have full sway; ho put no curb ujion the sanguine tempera-
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ment which took everything in the extreme. A s blindly as the
girl loved her father, so blindly she was ready to hate those whom
he called his enemies. To investigate the nature of the wrongs
they had done him would have been to take their side in
the quarrel. Reason and Love could not go hand-in-hand in
Eleanor's creed; for the questions which Reason might ask
would be so many treacheries against Love.
I t is not to be wondered, then, t h a t she held the few broken
sentences written by her father on the threshold of a shameful
death, as a solemn and sacred trust, not to be violated or lost
sight of, though her future Ufe should be sacrificed to the fulfilment of one purpose.
Such thoughts as t h e s e ^ i n d i s t i n c t , ignorant, and chUdish,
perhaps, but not the less absorbing—fUled her mind. I t may be
t h a t this new purpose of revenge enabled her the better to endure
her loss. She had something to Uve for, at least. There was a
Hght far away athwart the long gloomy pathway through a n
unknown world; and, however lurid t h a t guiding star might be,
it was better t h a n total darkness.

CHAPTER

X.

HORTENSIA BANNISTER HOLDS OUT A HELPING HAND.

SIGNORA PICIRILLO was very well contented with her morning's
work. She had obtained Eleanor's consent to a speedy departure
from P a r i s ; t h a t was the grand point. Once away from the
scene of George Vane's death, the young girl's sunshiny nature
would reassert itself, and Httle by Uttle the great grief would be
forgotten.
I n aU this dreary period of sickness and misery the good
music-mistress had grown to love Mr. Vane's daughter even mora
than she had loved her long ago, when Eleanor's childish fingM-s
had first stumbled slowly over the keys of the pianoforte, in a
feeble endeavour to master the grand difficulties of H a y d n ' s
" Surprise."
The widow's Hfe had been a very sorrowful one. Perhaps its
most tranquil period had come within the last ten years. I t was
ten years since, her Italian husband and her children having oue
by one died, she had found herself alone in the world, with a
gaunt, long-legged hobbledehoy of eighteen, her- dead sister's
orphan son, for her sole protector.
This long-legged hobbledehoy was Richard Thornton, the only
ehUd of the Signora's pretty younger sister and a dashing cavalry
officer, who had married a penniless and obscure girl for the love
of her pretty face, and had died within a couple of years of his
marriage, leaving his widow to drag out the remnant of a fretful,
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helpless hfe in dependence upon her sister. The Signora had
been used to caiTying other people's burthens from a very early
age. She was the eldest child of a clever violinist, for twenty
years leader of the orchestra in one of the principal London
theatres; and from babyhood she had been a brave-hearted selfreUant creature. When her sister died, therefore, and, •with the
last words upon her pale, tremulous Hps, prayed the Signora tp
protect the helpless boy, Richard Thornton, Eliza Picirillo freely
accepted the charge, and promised to perform it faithfuUy. Th»
poor faded beauty died -with a smUe upon her face, and when
Signer PiciriUo—who was a teacher of languages at a few suburban schools, and a lazy good-tempered nonentity—came home
that evening, he found that there was to be another member
of his domestic circle, and another mouth to be fed henceforth.
The Signora's cruse of oil held out bravely, in spite of the
demands upon it; and by-and-by, when the honest-hearted musicmistress would otherwise have been terribly desolate, there was
Richard, a taU lad, ready to stand by her sturdily in the battle of
Hfe, and as devoted to her as the most affectionate of sons. The
boy had sho^wn considerable talent at a very early age, but it
was a versatile kind of talent, which did not promise ever to burst
forth into the grander gift of genius. His aunt taught him
music, and he taught himself painting, intending to be something
in the way of MacHse or Turner, by-and-by, and scraping together
some of the shUlings he earned •with his •violin in order to attend
a dingy academy somewhere in Bloomsbury.
But the great historical subjects after MacHse—"The Death
ot the Bloody Boar at Bosworth," a grand battle scene, •with a
lurid sunset in the background, and Richmond's face and armour
flU ablaze with crimson, lake and gamboge, from the flaming
refiection of the skies, was the magnuTn opus which poor Dick
fondly hoped to see in the Royal Academy—were not very saleable; and the Turneresque landscapes, nymphs and ruins, dryads
and satyrs, dimly visible through yeUow mist and rose-coloured
fog, cost a great deal of time and money to produce, and were
not easily convertible into ready cash. So when Richard had
gone the usual weary round amongst the picture-dealers, and had
endured the usual heart-burnings and agonies which wait upon
ambitious youth, he was glad to accept the brush flung aside by
a scene-painter at the Phoonis, where Dick received a scanty
salary as second •vioUnist; a salary which was doubled when the
young man practised the double duty of second violin and
assistant scene-painter.
These simple people were the only friends of Eleanor Vane'o
chUdhood. 'They were ready to accept the responsibUity of her
future welfare now, when her rich sister would have sent her into
the world, lonely and helpless, to sink to the abject drudgery
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which weU-to-do people speak so complacently of, when they
recommend their poor relations to get an honest Uving and
trouble them no longer.
Richard Thornton was enraptured at t i e idea of taking this
beautiful younger sister homo •with him, although t h a t idea
involved the necessity of working for her tUl she was able to do
something for herself.
" N o t h i n g could be better for us than all this sad business,
aunty," the scene-painter said, when he called in the R u e de
I'Archeveque, and found his a u n t alone in the Httle sitting-room.
Eleanor was lying down after the morning's excitement, while
her friend packed her slender wardrobe and made all preparations
for departure. " N o t h i n g could be better for u s , " the young
m a n said. " W h y , NeU's golden hair •wiU Ught u p the Pilasters
with perpetual sunshine, and I shall always have a model for my
subject-pictures. Then what a companion she'll be for you in
the long dreary nights, when I am away at the Phcenix, and
how capitally she'll be able to help you with your pupUs; for, of
course, she plays and sings Uke anything by this time."
" B u t she wants to go back to the people a t the Brixton school,
Dick."
" B u t , Lord bless you, aunty, we won't let her go," cried
Mr. Thornton; " we'll make a prima donna or a leading tragedyactress, or something of t h a t kind, of her. We'U teach her to
make a hundred pounds a week out of her white arms, and her
flashing grey eyes. How beautiful she looked last night when
she was on her knees, vowing vengeance against t h a t scoundrel
who won her father's money. How splendid she looked, •with her
yellow hair all streaming over her shoulders, and her eyes flashing
sparks of fire! Wouldn't she bring the house down, if she did
t h a t at the Phoenix ? She's a wonderful gud, a u n t y ; the sort of
girl to set all London in a blaze some day, somehow or other.
Miss Bennett's and Brixton, indeed! " cried Richard, snapping
his fingers contemptuously; " you could no more chain t h a t girl
down to a governess's drudgery, t h a n you could make a flash of
forked lightning do duty for a farthing candle."
So Eleanor Vane went back to England •with her friends.
They chose the Dieppe and Newhaven route for its economy;
and over the same sunUt landscape upon which she had gazed so
rapturously less t h a n a month ago, Eleanor's eyes wandered now
wearUy and sadly, seeing nothing b u t desolation wherever they
looked. She recognized swelling hUls and broad patches of low
verdure, •winding gUmpses of the river, far-away villages glimmering whitely in the distance, and she wondered at the change in
herself which made all these things so different to her. W h a t
a child she had been a month ago; what a reckless, happy child,
looking forward in fboH,sh certainty to a long life with her father;
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ignorant of all sorrows except the petty troublas she had shared
with h i m ; ready to hope for anything in the boundless future;
with a whole faiiy-land of pleasure and deUght spreading out
before her eatjcr feet!
Now she was a woman, alone in a horrible desert, over whose
dreary sands she must toil slowly to the end she hoped to_ reach.
She sat back in a corner of the second-class carriage, •with her
face hidden in a veil, and •with the dog Fido curled np in her lap.
H e r father had been fond of the faithful creature, she remembered.
I t was early in the grey bleakness of a September morning
when the cab, carrying Eleanor and her friends, rattled under
a n archway leading out of Dudley Street, Bloomsbury, into tho
queer Uttle retreat caUed the Pilasters. The grooms were already
at work in the mews, and the neighbourhood was enUvened by
t h a t hissing noise with which horses are generally beguiled
during the trials of the equine toilet. The chimney-sweep had
left his abode and was whooping dismally in Northumberland
Square. Life began early in the Pilasters, and already the
inmates of many houses were astir, and the sharp voices of
mothers clamoured denunciations on the elder daughters who
acted as unsalaried nursemaids to the younger branches of the
family.
The place popularly kno^wn as the PUasters is one of the
queerest nooks in London. I t consists of a row of tumble-down
houses, fronted by a dilapidated colonnade, and filled •with busy
life from ceUar to attic. B u t I do not beUeve t h a t the inhabitants
of the Pilasters are guilty of nefarious practices, or t h a t vice and
crime find a hiding-place in the cellars below the colonnade. The
retreat stands by itself, hidden between two highly respectable
middle-class streets, whose inhabitants would scarcely tolerate
Alsatian habits or Field Lane procUvities in their near neighbours. SmaU tradesmen find a home in the Pilasters, and
emerge thence to work for the best famiUes in Dudley Street and
" the Squares."
Here, amongst smaU taUors and mantua-makers, cheap eatinghouses, shabby beer-shops, chimney-sweeps and mangles, Signora
Picirillo had taken u p her abode, bringing her faded goods and
chattels, the remnants of brighter times, to furnish the first-floor
over a shoemaker's shop. I am afraid the shoemaker was oftener
employed in mending old shoes t h a n in making new ones, but
the Signora was fain to ignore t h a t fact, and to be contented
•with her good fortune in having found a very cheap lodging in a
central neighbourhood.
This was a shabbier place than any t h a t Eleanor Vane had
ever Uved in, b u t she showed no distaste for its simple an-angeijjents. The Signora's hopes were realized by-and-by. A t first
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the girl sat aU day in a despondent attitude, •with the French
poodle in her lap, her head drooping on her breast, her eyes fixed
on vacancy, her whole manner giving e^vidence of an all-absorbing
grief which was nearly akin to despair. She went to Brixton
very soon after her return to E n g l a n d ; but here a cruel disappointment awaited her.
The Misses Bennett heard her
sorro^wful story •with pitiful m u r m u r s of regret and compassion;
but they had engaged a young person as junior teacher, and
could do nothing to help her. She returned to the Pilasters,
looking the image of pale despair; but the Signora and Richard
both declared to her t h a t nothing could be happier for them than
her consenting to remain •with them.
So it seemed very much as if the PUasters was to be Eleanor
Vane's permanent abode. The neighbours had stared at her a
great deal at fUst, admiring her pale face and flovring hair, and
pitying her because of her black frock ; but they were famiUar
with her now, and gave her good day in a friendly manner as
she passed under the shadow of the colonnade on her way out
or in.
Little by Uttle the air of duU despondency gave way before this
young woman's earnest desire to be of use to the people who
were so kind to her. She played remarkably well, for she had
had plenty of the drudgery of pianoforte-playing at the Brixton
school, and she was able to take some of the Signora's pupils off
her hands. She sang, too, in a rich contralto, which promised
to be powerful and beautiful by-and-by: and she practised the
ballads in the old operas which the Signora kept, neatly bound,
but yeUow •with age, in her feeble music-stand.
A s her friends had hoped, her sunshiny nature reasserted itself.
The outer evidences of her great sorrow graduaUy passed away,
though the memory of her loss still fiUed her mind ; the image
of her father, and the thought of t h a t father's unhappy death,
were still for ever present with her. I t was not in her nature to
be long reserved or unsocial; and by-and-by, when she had been
nearly six months in her new home, and the London sparrows
were chirping in the bright spring sunshine abont the mews and
under the colonnade. Miss Vane began to sing a t her work as
she fiitted to and fro in the low rooms, dusting the grand pianoforte and the old china—touching u p the frame of Richard's
unsaleable picture, the fiaring battle of Bosworth, wluch
iUuminated one side of the room. Wherever she went the
faithful French poodle ran frisking by her side; whatever sunshine could find its way into the dusky London chamber seemed
to concentrate itself about her golden head. Gaiety, Ufe, and
brightness went •with her u p and do^wn the dark staircase—in
and out of the dingy rooms. H e r youth and beauty turned the
shabby lodgings into a fairy palace, as it seemed to Richard and
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his aont. When she sat down and ran her agile fingers over the
piano, dashing into fantasias and scenas, sparkUng and rippling
with joyous treble meanderings among the upper notes, the
old Clementi grew young again beneath her touch, the worn-out
strings were revivified by the wondrous magnetism of her
youth and vitality. The flute-like treble trills and triplets
seemed like the joyous chirpings of a hundred birds. The
music-mistress and the scene-painter used to sit and watch her
as she played; their admiring eyes followed her as she fUtted to
and fro, and they wondered at her grace and beauty.
She had her father's aristocratic elegance, her father's power
of fascination. All the dangerous gifts which had been so fatal
to George Vane, were inherited by his youngest daughter. Like
lum, a creature of impulse, spontaneous, sanguine, volatile, she
influenced other people by the force of her own superabundant
vitaUty. I n her bright hopefulness she made an atmosphere of
hope in which other people grew hopeful. The dullest rejoiced
in her joyous •vivacity, her unconscious loveliness. Yes, perhaps
Eleanor Vane's greatest charm lay in her u t t e r ignorance of the
fact t h a t she was charming. I n the three years' drudgery of a
boarding-school she had never learned the power of her own
fascination. She knew t h a t people loved her, and she was
grateful to them for their affection ; but she had never discovered
t h a t it was by some wondrous magnetic attraction inherent iu
herself t h a t she obtained so much love and devotion.
Nobody had ever taken the trouble to tell her t h a t she was
beautiful. She had generaUy worn shabby frocks, and the rippHng golden hair had not very often been s m o o t h ; so perhaps
the school-girls a t Brixton scarcely knew how lovely their companion was. The delicate aquiUne profile, the fiashing grey eyes,
pale face, red Hps, and amber hair, were counterbalanced by the
silk dresses and lace furbelows of young ladies, whose wealthy
fathers paid full price for their education. Poverty learns its
place in the Httle world of a young ladies' boarding-school quite
as surely as in the larger world beyond the garden waU which
bounds t h a t establishment. B u t Eleanor F" i d held her own at
the Misses Bennett's seminary, by so.rt'; mysterious power
against which her richer companions had i»t x ain rebelled. Her
frank acknowledgment of her poverty, coupled with the fact of
her father's former wealth and grandeur, perhaps enabled her •to
do this. If she wore shabby frocks, she looked more aristocratic
in her shabbiness t h a n the other young ladies in their stiff silks
and prim finery. They recognized this fact, they acknowledged
something in their playfellow which lifted her above themselves,
and the half-boarder dealt out patronage and regal condescensions
to the most remunerative pujjils in the school. She reigned by
reason of her unacknowledged beauty, and t h a t di^vine some-
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thing, dimly recognized by all about her, but as yet wholly
undeveloped. The school-girl was clever, briUiant, fasciuating,
but it was yet to be discovered what the woman would be. I^i
was yet to be discovered whether these budding quaUties would
develope into the many flowers of a bright and versatUe mind,
or burst forth suddenly and mysteriously into t h a t rare tropical
blossom, t h a t mental once-in-a-century-flourishing aloe, which
men call Genius. The good music-mistress watched her young
protegee vrith love and wonder, not unalloyed by fear. W h a t
was she to do vrith this strange and beautiful bird which she
had brought home to her nest ? Would it be right to fetter this
bright spirit for ever ? W a s it fair to immure all this joyous
loveliness in t h a t shabby lodging; to stifle such superabundant
•vitaUty in the close atmosphere of a dull and monotonous existence ?
The faithful creature had been accustomed to consider others,
and she thought of this seriously and constantly. Eleanor was
contented and happy. She was earning money now by giving
lessons here and there, and she contributed to the family purse.
The days sUpped by very rapidly, as it seemed, in t h a t peaceful
monotony. Miss Vane's frocks appeared to grow shorter and
shorter as the young lady sprang u p into bright womanhood.
She was nearly seventeen now, and had been more t h a n a year
and a half Uving under the shadow of the Bloomsbury Pilasters.
Richard and his a u n t consulted together as to what her future
Ufe ought to b e ; b u t they never came nearer to any conclusion.
" I t ' s all very well to talk of her going away from us, you
know, a u n t y , " the scene-painter said; " b u t what are we to do
without her ? AU the sunshine and poetry of our Uves wUl go
away with her when she leaves u s ! Besides! what is she to be ?
A governess ? B a h ! who would doom her to t h a t lady-Uka
irudgery ? An actress ? No, a u n t y carissima, I should never
hke to see t h a t bright young beauty behind the glare of t h e
foot-Hghts. I think I'd rather she should Uve here for ever and
ever, t h a n t h a t her n a t u r e should ever be •vulgarized by contact
with t h e world. L e t us keep her, a u n t y ; she doesn't want to
leave us. Those who have any actual claim upon her have
abandoned her. She came across my pathway Uke some wandering homeless angel. I shall never forget her face when I
first saw it on the lampHt boulevard, and recognized the Httle
girl I had known three years before in the fair-haired young
beauty of fifteen. She doesn't want to go away. W h y should
you talk of ber lea-ying us, aunty dear ? "
Signora PicirUlo shrugged her shoulders vrith a sigh.
" Heaven knows I have no -wish to p a r t with her, Dick," she
said; " but we ought to do what's right for her sake. This is
no place for George Vane's daughter."
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B u t whUe the music-mistress and her nephew were speculating
and theorizing upon the future of their protegee, jiractical ^Irs.
Bannister was contemplating the infliction of a death-blow which
was to shatter the happiness of the humble Bloomsbury circle •with
one mercUess stroke. Early in the bleak March of 1S->J, EleanoJ
received a coldly-worded e^iistle from her half-sister, to the effect
t h a t an opportunity had now arisen for her advancement in Ufe;
and t h a t if she wished ever to attain a re.spccto.Ue position—the
adjective was mercUessly underlined—she would do weU to avail
herself of it. For further information and advice she was to call
early the next morning in Hyde Park Gardens. !Miss Vane
would fain have left this letter unans-wered, and at fii"st stoutly
refused to obey Mrs. Bannister's summons.
" W h a t do I want •with her condescension and p a t r o n a g e ? "
she said, indignantly. " Does she think t h a t I forget the cruel
letter she •wrote to my father; or t h a t I forgive her for its
heartless insolence ? Let her keep her favours for those who
soUcit them. I want nothing from her. I only want to be left
in peace with the friends I love. Do you wish to get rid of me,
Signora, t h a t you persuade me to dance attendance upon Mrs.
Bannister?"
I t was very hard for poor Signora PiciriUo to be compeUed to
urge the child's acceptance of the hand so coldly extended to
her, but the good creature felt t h a t it was her duty to do so, and
Miss Vane loved her protectress far too dearly to persist in opposing her. She went, therefore, early the next morning to her
half-sister's house at Bayswater, where the spacious rooms
seemed doubly spacious when compared •with the Uttle sittingroom over the colonnade, the sitting-room which was more t h a n
half fiUed by d e m e n t i ' s old-faslUoned piano. Here the gorgeous
Erard's grand, in a case of carved walnut wood and ebony, and
with all manner of newfangled improvements, was only an oasis
npon the great desert of velvet pUes.
Hortensia Bannister was pleased to be very gracious to her
half-sister.
Perhaps she was aU the more so because Eleanor
made no pretence of ati'ection for her. This cold, hard-natured
woman would have been suspicious of mercenary motives lurking beneath any demonstration of sisterly love.
" I am glad 'to hear you have been learning to get your owij
Hving, Eleanor," she said, " and above all, t h a t you have been
cultivating your talent for the piano. I have not forgotten you,
you will find. The people with whom you have been U^ring sent
me tlieir address when •they brought you from Paris, and 1 knew
where to find you when any opportuiUty should present itself for
your advancement. This opportunity has now presented itself.
My old acquaintance, Mrs. Dan-eU, the niece of your father's
friend, Maurice de Ciespigny, who is still Uving, tliough very
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old and infirm, has •written to me saying that she requires a
young person who would act as companion and musical governess
to a lady who lives with her. This young lady is no relation of
Mrs. DarreU's, but is a kind of ward or pupU, I beUeve. Your
youth, in this instance, Eleanor, happens to be an advantage, as
the young lady reqiures a companion of her o^wn age. You will
receive a moderate salary, and •wiU be treated as a member of
the family. Let me hear you play, by the bye, in order that I
may be able to speak positively as to your qualifications."
Eleanor Vane sat do^wn to the piano. The strings of the
Erard •vibrated under her touch. She was almost frightened at
the grand tones that came out of the instrument as she dashed
over t t e keys. She played very brUUantly, however, and her
sister condescended to say so.
" I think I may conscientiously give a good accotmt of your
playing," she said. "You sing, I suppose?"
" Oh, yes."
" Very well, then; I think you may consider the engagement
a settled thing. There is only one question to arrange. Of
course you must be aware that the position which your father
occupied was once a very elevated one. Mrs. Darrell and her
sisters knew your father in his most pros23erous days, and lost
sight of him before he became poor. They know nothing of his
second marriage, or of your birth. His most intimate friend was
Mr. de Crespigny, the uncle of the lady whose house I wish you
to enter. Under these circumstances you cannot wonder when I
teU you that I should strongly object to Mrs. DarreU's knowing
who you really are."
" How do you mean, Hortensia ? "
" I mean that I shaU recommend you as a young person in
whose career I feel interested. If you go to Hazlewood at aU,
you must go under an assumed name."
"Hortensia!"
"WeU!" cried Mrs. Bannister, Hfting her handsome black
eyebrows.
" I don't want this situation, and I should hate to take a false
name. I would rather stay with my friends, please. I love them
very dearly, and am very happy with them."
"Good Heavens!" exclaimed Mrs. Bannister, "what is the
use of trying to do some people a service ? Here have I been
scheming as to how I could manage to avail myself of this
chance, and now this ungrateful girl turns round and teUs me
she doesn't want the situation. Do you know what you are refusing, Eleanor Vane ? Have you learnt your father's habit of
pauperism, that you prefer to be a burden upon this penniless
music-teacher and her son, or nejjhew, or whatever he is, rather
than make an honest effort to get your own Uving P "
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Eleanor started u p from the p i a n o : she had been sitting
before it until now, softly fingering the keys, and admiring the
beauty of the tones. She started up, looking at her sister, and
blushing indignantly to the very roots of her auburn hair.
Could this be true ? Could she be indeed a burden to the
friends she loved so dearly ?
" If you think that, Hortensia," she said, " if you think I am
any burden to the dear Signora, or Richard, I wUl take any
situation you Uke, however hard. I'll toU night and day, and
work my fingers to t h e bone, rather t h a n be a trouble or a
burden •to t h e m any longer."
She remembered how little she earned by her few pupUs. Yes,
Hortensia was no doubt right. She was a burden to those good
people who had taken her to their home in her hour of desolation and misery.
" I'U take the situation, Hortensia," she cried. " I'U take a
false name. I'U do anything in the world rather t h a n impose
npon the goodness of my friends."
"Vei-yweU," answered Mrs. Bannister, coldly. " P r a y do not
let us have any heroics about it. The situation is a very good
one, I can assure y o u ; and there are many girls who would be
glad to snap at such a chance. I wUl -write to my friend, Mrs.
DaiTcU, and recommend you to her notice. I can do no more.
I cannot, of course, ensure you success; b u t EUenDarreU and I
wer3 great friends some years since, and I know t h a t I have
considerable influence -with her.
I'U write and teU you the
result of my recommendation."
Eleanor left Hyde Park Gardens after taking two 07 three
sips of some pale sherry which her half-sister gave her. The
wine seemed of a sorry •vintage, and tasted very much as if the
grapes of which it was made h a d never seen the sun. Miss
V a n e was glad to set down her wine-glass and escape fi-om the
cold splendour of her half-sister's drawing-room.
She walked slowly and sorrowfully back to Bloomsbury. She
was to leave her dear friends there—leave the shabby rooms in
which she had been so happ}^ and to go out into the bleak world
a dependant upon grand peojile, so low and humiUated t h a t even
her own name m u s t be abandoned by her before she could enter
upon the state of dependence. The Bohemian sociality of the
Pilasters was to be exchanged for the dreary splendour of a
household in which she was to be something a Uttle above the
servants.
B u t it would be cowardly and selfish to refuse this sitiiation,
for no donbt cruel Mrs. Bannister had spoken the t m t h . Eleanor
began to think t h a t she had been a burden upon her poor friends.
She was very gloomy and despondent, brooding upon these
t h i n g s ; but through every gloomy thought of the present a
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Jarker image loomed, far ? way in the black future. Tliis was the
image of her vengeance, the vague and uncertain shadow that
had fiUed her girlish dreams ever since the great sorrow of he?
father's death had fallen upon her.
" If 1 go to Hazlewood," she thought, "if I spend my Hfe at
Mrs. DarreU's, how can I ever hope to find the murderer of my
father?"
CHAPTER XI.
RICHARD THORNTON'S PROMISE.

looked very sadly at all the common everyday
sights connected •with the domestic economy of the Pilasters,
when she went back to Bloomsbury after her interview •with Mrs.
Bannister. She had only lived a year and a half in that humble
locaUty, but it was in her nature to become quickly attached to
places as well as persons, and she had grown very fond of the
Pilasters. Everybody about the place knew her and loved her.
The horses looked out of their open stable-doors as she passed;
the dogs came tumbling from their kennels, dragging half-a-dozen
yards of rusty iron chain and a heap of straw at their heels, to
greet her as she went by; the chimney-sweeps' children courted
her notice; and at all the little shops where she had been wont to
give orders and pay bills for the Signora, the simple tradespeople
tendered her their admiration and homage. Her beauty was a
pride to the worthy citizens of the Pilasters. Could all Bloomsbury, from Dudley Street to the Squares, produce sunnier golden
hair, or brighter grey eyes than were to be seen under the shadow
of the dilapidated colonnade when Eleanor Vane went by ?
In this atmosphere of love and admiration, the girl had been
very happy. She had one of those natures in which there lies a
wondrous power of assimilation •with the manners and habits of
others. She was never out of place; she was never in the way.
She was not ambitious. Her sunny temperament was the centre
of perpetual peace and happiness, only to be disturbed by very
terrible thunderclaps of sorrow. She had been very happy •with
the Signora; and to-day she looked sadly round the Uttle sittingroom, her eyes resting now on the old piano, now on a shelf of
tattered books—romances dear to Richard and herself, and not
too well treated by either—now on the young man's fiaming
magnum opus, the picture she had loved to criticise and abuse
in mischievous enjoyment of the painter's anguish. As she
looked at these things, and remembered how soon she must go
away from them, the slow tears trickled down her cheeks, and
she stood despondent on the gloomy threshold of her new life.
She had found the famiUar rooms empty upon her return from
Bayswater, for the Signora was away teaching beyond the
ELEANOR VAUE
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regions of the New Road, and Richard was hard at work at th*
Phoenix, where there were always new pieces to be produced and
new scenes to be painted. Eleanor had the Httle sitting-room
aU to herself; she took off her bonnet and sat do^wn upon tha
old-fashioned chintz-covered sofa. She buried her head in the
cushions and tried to think.
The prospect of a new existence, which would have been delightful to most girls of her age, was utterly distasteful to her.
Her nature was adhesive ; she would have gone to the farthest
end of the world with her father, if he had Uved, or •with Richard
and the Signora, whom she loved only less than she had loved
him. But to sever every tie, and go out alone into the world,
with nothing between her and desolation, was nnspeakablj
terrible to this affectionate, impulsive girl.
If it had been simply a question of her own advantage, if bj
the sacrifice of her o^wn advancement, her every prospect in Ufe,
she might have stayed •with the friends she loved, she would not
have hesitated for a moment. But it was not so. Mrs. Bannister
had clearly told her that she was a burden upon these generous
people, who had sheltered and succoured her in her hour of
misery. The cruel word pauperism had been fiung in her teeth,
and •with a racking brain this poor girl set herself to calculat.o
how much her maintenance cost her friends, and how much she
was able to contribute out of her o^wn pitiful earnings.
Alas ! the balance told against her when the sum was done.
Her eamings were very, very small as yet, not because her talent
was tmappreciated, but because her pupils were poor; and a
music-mistress whose address was Bloomsbury PUasters could
scarcely demand high payment for her services, or hope to obtain
a very aristocratic connection.
No; Mrs. Bannister—stern, uncompromising, and disagreeable
as the tmth itself—had no doubt been right. Her duty lay before her, plainly indicated by that unpleasant monitor. She was
bound to leave these dear friends, and to go out into the world
to fight a lonely battle for herself.
" I may be able to do something for them," she thought; and
this thought was the only gleam of Ught which Ulumined tha
darkness of her sorrow. " I may be able to save money enough
to buy the Signora a black silk dress, and Richard a meerschaum.
I should so like to buy Dick a meerschaum; I know the one
he'd like—a buU-dog's head, •with a silver coUar round the neck.
We looked at it one night at a shop in Holbom."
She rose from the sofa at last with an aching heart and troubled
brain, when the early shadows of the spring twUight were gathering in the room. She made up the fire and swept the hearth, and
arranged the tea-things on the comfortable round table, and then
iiat down on a low stool by the fender to toast great rounds o/
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bread, which would be as nothing in comparison to Richard's aUdevouring capacity after a hard day's work in the scene-room at
the Phcenix. How pleasant it was to perform all these Uttla
famiUar offices of love and duty ! How sorrowfully she looked
back to her simple, free-and-easy Ufe, now t h a t she was to go
amongst strangers who would exact all manner of ceremonious
observances from her ! The Bohemianism of her existence had
been its greatest charm; and this poor benighted girl trembled
at the prospect of a Ufe in which she would have to go through
all those terrible perfoi-mances which she had read of, fearfully
and wonderingly, in certain erudite essays upon Etiquette, b u t
which had never yet come within the range of her exj)erience3.
" I t is my duty to go away from them," she kept saying to
herself; " i t is my duty to go away."
She had schooled herself in this difficult duty by the time her
friends came home, and she told them very quietly t h a t she had
seen Mrs. Bannister, and had agreed to accept her patronage and
services.
" I am going to be a sort of companion or musical governess—
I scarcely know which—to a young lady at a country house called
Hazlewood," she said. " Don't think I am not sorry to leave you,
dear Signora, b n t Hortensia says it is better t h a t I should do so."
" A n d don't think t h a t I am not sorry to lose you, Nelly,
when I tell vou t h a t I think your sister is right," the Signora
answered gentiy as she kissed her protegee.
Perhaps Eleanoi >v•'s a Httle disappointed at this reply. Sho
little dreamed how often Eliza Picirillo had struggled against
the selfishness of her affection before she had grown thus resigned
to this parting.
Mr. Richard Thornton groaned aloud.
" I shall go out and pull down a couple of the Pilasters, and
bury myself under them, a la Samson," he said, piteously.
" W h a t is to become of us •without you, Eleanor ? W h o will
come over to the Phoenix, and applaud my great scenes with the
ferule of an umbrella ? W h o l l cut u p half-quartern loaves into
toast when I am hungry, or have Welsh rarebits in readiness on
the hob when I come home late at n i g h t ? Who'll jday Men.-,
delssohn's ' Songs •without W o r d s ' to me, and darn my stockings, and sew buttons—absurd institutions, invented by ignorant
people, who have never kno^wn the blessing of pins—upon my
shirts ? Who'U abuse me when I go unshaven, or recommend
nlacking as an embelUshment for my boots ? Who'll career in
and out of the room with a cHrty white French poodle a t her
heels, looking like a fair-haired Esmeralda •with a curly-coated
goat P W h a t are we to do •without you, Eleanor ? "
There was a sharp pain at poor Dick's heart as he apostrophizeti
his adopted sister. Were his feeUngs quite brotherly P W a s there
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no twinge of the fatal torture so common to mankind mingled
with this young man's feelings as he looked at the beautiful face
opposite to him, and remembered how soon it would have vanished
from t h a t shabby chamber, leaving only dismal emptiness behind?
The Signora looked a t her nephew and sighed. Yes, it was
far better t h a t Eleanor should go away. She could never have
grown to love this honest-hearti^d, candid, slovenly scene-painter,
whose coat was a perfect landscape in distemper by reason of the
many-coloured splashes wluch adorned it.
" My poor Dick would have faUen in love with her, and would
have broken his good honest heart," EUza PicirUlo said. " I ' m
very glad she's going away."
So from the road which Destiny h a d appointed for her to tread,
there was not one voice to call Eleanor Vane aside. The afiectionate and the indifferent aUke conspired to urge her onward.
I t was only her o^wn incUnation t h a t would have held her back.
" If I could have stayed in London," she thought, " there
might have been some chance of my meeting t h a t man. All
scamps and vUlains come to hide themselves in London. B u t
in a quiet countiy •village I shall be buried alive. W h e n I pass
the threshold of Mrs. Dan-ell's house, I bid good-bye to the hope
of crossing t h a t man's pathway."
The letter came very quickly from Mrs. Bannister. Mrs. Dan-eU
had accepted her dear friend's recommendatioi" a,nd was ready to
^'eceive Miss Vincent. I t was under this • .time the stockbroker's
widow had introduced her half-sister to the notice of her friend.
" You vrill receive a salary of thirty pounds a year," Hortensia
Bannister •wi-ote, " and your duties •will be very Ught. Do not
forget t h a t your name at Hazlewood is to be Vincent, and t h a t
•«rou are carefully to avoid all reference to your father. You will
t:£ amongst jjeople who knew him well, and m u s t therefore be
on your guard. I have described you as the orphan daughter of
a gentleman who died in reduced cU-cumstances, and have thus
strictly adhered to the t r u t h . N o questions wUl be asked of you,
as Mrs. DarreU is satisfied with my recommendation, and is too
well bred to feel any vulgar curiosity as to your past history. I
send you, per parcel delivery^ a box of dresses and otlier wearing
apparel, which •will be of use to y^ou. I also send you five pounds
for such little extra expenditure as may be necessary. Hazlewoeid
is thirty miles from London, and about seven from Windsor. You
•wiU go do^wn by the Great Western, and stop at Slough, >vhere a
conveyance will meet y o u ; but I will write further upon tlus
rr.atter before you go. Mrs. Darrell has kindly accorded you a
fortnight's delay for such preparations as you may require to
make. Y o u will be expected at Hazlewood on the Gth of April.
" I have only one other remark to make. I know t h a t your
father cherished a fooUsb nation ;:pon tbe subject of the Wood-
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lands property. P r a y bear in mind t h a t no such idea has ever
fceen entertained by me. I know the Darrell famUy quite well
enough to feel assured t h a t they •wiU take care of their own
rights, which I am content to acknowledge. Remember, therefore, t h a t I have no •wish or expectation with regard to Maurice
de Crespigny's •wiU; but it is, on the other hand, perfectly true,
t h a t in his youth he did make a solemn promise that, in the
event of his dying a bachelor, he would leave t h a t money to my
father or his heirs."
Eleanor Vane took very Uttle notice of this final paragraph in
her sister's letter. W h o cared for Maurice de Crespigny's fortune ? W h a t was the good of it now ? I t could not bring her
father back to Hfe; it could not blot out t h a t quiet, un^witnessed
death-scene in the Parisian cafe; it could not rehabilitate the
broken name, or restore the shattered Ufe. W h a t could it matter
who inherited the useless dross ?
The fortnight passed in a feverish unsatisfactory manner.
Richard and the Signora took care to conceal t h e poignancy of
their regret a t parting with the g u l who had brought such new
brightness into their narrow lives. Eleanor wept by stealth;
dropping many bitter tears over her work, as she remodeUed
Mrs. Bannister's sUk dresses, reducing those garments to the
dimensions of her o^wn girUsh figure. The last night came
by-and-by, the night of the 5th of April, the eve of a sorrowful
parting, and the beginning of a new existence.
I t happened to be a Sunday evening, and Eleanor and Richard
walked out together in the quiet Bloomsbury streets while the
bells were ringing for evening service, and the lamps glimmering
dimly from the church windows. They chose the loneUest
streets in the old-fashioned middle-class quarter. Eleanor was
very pale, very silent. This evening walk had been her express
desire, and Richard watched her wonderingly. H e r face had an
expression which he remembered in the Rue de I'Archeveque,
when he had told her the story of her father's death—an unnaturally rigid look, strangely opposed to the changeftd brightness common to t h a t youthful countenance.
They had strolled slowly hither and thither in the deserted
streets for some time. The boUs had ceased ringing, and tho
church-goers had all disappeared. The grey twilight was stealing into the streets and squares, and the lights began to shine
out from the lower windows.
" H o w quiet you are, Nelly," Richard said a t l a s t ; " w h y
Were you so anxious t h a t we should come out together alone, my
dear ? I fancied you had something particular to say •to me."
" I have something particular to say."
" W h a t about? " asked Mr. Thornton.
H e looked thoughtfully at lus companion. H e could only HO»
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her profile—that clearly-defined, almost classical outhne—for she
had not turned towards him when she spoke. Her gi-ey eyea
looked straight before her into empty space, and her Ups were
tightly compressed.
" You love me, don't you, Richard ? " she asked presently,
•with a suddenness that startled the scene-painter.
Poor Dick blushed crimson at that alarming inquiry. How
could she be so cruel as to ask him such a question ? For the
last fortnight he had been fighting •with himself—sturdUy and
honestly—in the heroic desire to pu't away this one fatal thought
from his mind; and now the girl for whose sake he had been
doing battle •with his o^wn selfishness, struck the tenderest of aU
chords with her ignorant hand, and wounded her •victim to the
very quick.
But Miss Vane had no consciousness of the mischief she had
done. Coquetry was an unkno^wn science to this girl of seventeen.
I n aU matters connected with that womanly accomplishment she
was as much a child, now that her seventeenth birthday was
past, as she had been in the old days at Chelsea when she had
upset Richard's colour-boxes and made grotesque copies of his
paintings.
" I know you love me, Dick," she continued, " quite as
much as if I were your real sister, instead of a poor desolate
girl who flung herself upon you and yours in the day of her
affliction. I know you love me, Dick, and would do almost anything for my sake, and I wanted to speak to you to-night alone,
because I am going to say something that would distress the
dear Signora,., if she were to hear it."
" What is it, my dear ? "
" You remember the story of my father's death ? "
" Only too weU, Eleanor."
" And you remember the vow I made when you told me that
story, Richard ? "
The young man hesitated.
" Yes, I do remember, Nelly," he said, after a pause; " b u t 1
had hoped that you had forgotten that fooHsh vow. For it waa
foolish, you know, my dear, as weU as unwomanly," the young
man added, gravely.
Eleanor's eyes flashed defiance upon her friend, as she turned
to him for the first time that evening.
" Yes," she cried, " you thought that I had forgotten, because I
was not always talking of that man who caused my father's
death ! You thought my son-ow for my father was only childish
grief, that was to be forgotten when I turned my back upon
the country where he lies in his abandoned grave—-his unconsecrated grave! You thought that nobody would ever try to
avenge the poor, lonely old man's murder—for it was a murder,
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Richard Thornton! What did the •wretch who roblied him care
for the anguish of the heart he broke ? What did he care what
became of his victim ? I t was as base and cruel a murder as
was ever done upon this earth, Richard, though the world would
not call it by that name."
"Eleanor, my dear Eleanor! why do you talk of these things?"
The girl's voice had risen with the vehemence of her passion,
and Richard Thornton dreaded the effect which this kind of conversation might have upon her excitable nature.
" Nelly, my dear," he said, " it would be better to forget al!
this. What good can you do by cherishing these painful recollections ? You are never Ukely to meet this man; you do not
even know his name. He was a scamp and an adventurer, no
doubt; he may be dead by this time. He may have done something to bring himself within the power of the law, and he may
be in prison, or transported."
" He may have done something to bring himself within tha
power of the law," repeated Eleanor. "What do you mean?"
" I mean that he may have committed some crime for which
he could be punished."
" Could he be punished by the law for having cheated my
father at cards ? "
" That sort of charge is always difficult to be proved, NeU;
impossible to be proved after the fact. No, I'm afraid the law
could never touch him for that."
" But if he were to commit some other crime, he might be
punished P"
"Of course."
"If I met him, Richard," cried Eleanor Vane, •with a dangerous
Ught kindUng in her eyes, " I would try and lure him on to commit some crime, and then turn round upon him and say, ' The
law of the land could not avenge my father's death, but it can
punish you for a lesser crime. I have t^wisted the law to my
o^wn purpose, and made it redress my father's wrongs.' "
Richard Thornton started aghast at his companion.
" Why, Eleanor," he exclaimed, " you talk Hke a Red Indian !
This is quite shocking! You frighten me, reaUy; you do, indeed."
" I am sorry for that, Richard," Miss Vane answered, meekly.
She was a child in aU things which concerned her affections
alone. " I wouldn't grieve you or the dear Signora for the world.
But there are some things that are stronger than ourselves,
Richard; and the oath that I took a year and a half ago, in the
Sue de I'Archeveque, is one of those things. I have never forgotten, Dick. Night after night—^though I've, been happy and
Eght-hearted enough in the day, for I could not be othervrise
than happy with you and the Signora—night after night I have
tain awake thinking of my father's death. If that death had
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been a common one; if he had died in my ai-ms at the •wUl of
God, instead of by the cruelty of a wretch, my grief might
have worn itself out by this time. B u t as it is, I cannot forget
— I cannot forgive. If aU the Christian people in_ the world
were to talk to me, I could never have one merciful feehng
towai'ds this man. If he were going to be hung to-morrow, I
should be glad, and could walk barefoot to the place of his execution to see him suffer. There is no treachery t h a t I shmUd
think base if employed against him. There is no slow torture
I could inflict upon him t h a t would seem cruel enough to satisfy
my hatred of him. Think what a helpless old man my father
w a s ; a broken-down gentleman; the sort of man whom everyV>dy pities, whom everybody respects. Remember t h i s ; and
then remember the cold-blooded deliberation of the •wretch who
cheated him out of the money which waa more t h a n money to
lim—which represented honour—honesty—his child's future—
AU he valued. Remember the remorseless cruelty of the wretch
who looked on while this helpless old man suffered a slow agony
of six or seven hours' duration, and then left him alone in his
despair. Think of this, Richard Thornton, and don't wonder any
longer if my feeUngs towards this man are not Christian-Wl^e."
" My dear Eleanor, if I regret the vehemence of your feeUng
upon this subject, I do not defend the man whose treacheiy
hurried your father to his u n h a p p y death ; I only wish to con^vince
you of the folly you commit in cherishing these ideas of vengeance
and retribution. Life is not a three-volume novel or a five-act
play, you know, NeUy. The sudden meetings and strange coincidences common in novels are not very general in our everyday
existence. I t is not at all Ukely t h a t in the whole course of your
life you •will ever again encounter tlus man. From the moment
of your father's death aU clue to him was lost; for it was only
your father who could have told us who and what he was, or, a t
least, who and what he represented himself to be. H e is lost in
the vast chaos of h u m a n i t y now, my dear, and you have not the
frailest clue by wluch you might hope to find him. For Heaven's
sake, then, abandon aU t h o u g h t of an impossible revenge! Have
you forgotten the words we heard in the Epistle a few weeks ago
—'Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith the Lord ' ? If the
melodramatic revenge of the stage is not practicable in real life,
we know a t least, my dear—for you see we have it from very high
authority—that •wicked deeds do not go unpunished. F a r away
at the remotest Umits of the earth, this man, whom your puny
efforts would be powerless to injure, may suffer for his crime.
Try and think of tlus, Eleanor."
" I cannot," answered the girl. " The letter which my father
wrote me l-)efore he died was a du-ect charge whicli I will never
disobey. The only inheritance I received froni liim was t h a t
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Setter—^that letter in which he told me to avenge his death. I
dare say you think me mad as weU as •wicked, Richard; but, in
spite of aU you have said, I believe that I shall meet that man .'"
The scene-painter sighed and relapsed into despondent silence.
How could he argue •with this girl ? What could he do but love
and admire her, and entrust himself to her du-ection if she had
need of a slave ? While he was thinking this, Eleanor clasped
both her hands apon his arm and looked up earnestly in his
face,
" Richard," she said, ui a low voice, " I think you would serve
me if you had the power."
" I would go thi-ough fire and water to do so, Nelly."
" I want you to help me in this matter. You know as Httle of
this man as I do, but you are much cleverer than me. You mix
with other people and see something of the world; not much, 1
know, but stiU a great deal more than I do. I am going away
into a quiet country place, where there is no possible chance of
meeting this man; you will stay in London"
" where I may brush against him in the streets any day, Nell,
without being a shade the wiser as to his identity. My dear
child, for any practical purpose you •wiU be as near the man in
Berkshire as I shall be m Bloomsbury. Don't let's talk of him
any longer, Nelly. I can't tell you how this subject distresses
me."
" I won't leave off talking of him," said the yonng lady, resolutely, " untU you have made me a promise."
" What promise ?"
" That if ever you do come across any clue which may lead to
the identification of the man I want to find, you will follow it up,
patiently and faithfully, sparing neither trouble nor cost. For
my sake, Richard, for my sake, •will you promise ? "
" I will, my dear," Mr. Thornton answered. ",I do promise,
and I •will keep my promise honestly if ever the chance of doing
so should come to me. But I must teU you frankly, Nell, I don't
beUeve it ever •wUl."
" Bless you for the promise, notwithstanding, Richard,"
Eleanor said, wai-mly. " I t has made me much happier. Ther«
•wiU be two people henceforth, instead of one, set against this
man."
A darkfro^wnovershadowed her face. I t seemed as if she had
uttered those last few words in the form of a threat and a defiance, which the man, whoever he was, and wherever he was,
might hear.
" You know aU the strange things they say now about secondsight, clairvoyance, odic force, magnetic attraction—all sorts of
long words whose meaning I don't understand, Richard. I
wonder sometimes if this man knows that I hate him, and that
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I am watching for him, thinking of him, praying to meet him
day and night. Perhaps he does know tins, and •wiU hold
himself on his guard against me, and try and avoid me."
Richard shrank from entering upon •this subject; the conversation had been altogether disagreeable to him. There was a
horrible discrepancy between this girl's innocent youthful beauty
and all this determined talk of fierce and eager vengeance, which
would have been more natural to a Highland or Corsican chief
tain than to a young lady of seventeen.
I t was dark now, and they went back to the Pilasters, whert
EUza Picirillo was spending that last night very moui-nfuUy.
The shabby room was only illumined by the gUmmer of a lo^w
fire, for the Signora had not cared to Ught the candles until hei
two cluldren came home. She had been sitting by the dingj
•window watching for their return, and had faUen asleep in the
darkness.
1'here is no need to dweU upon that last night. I t was Hke
the eves of all partings, very sad, very uncomfortable. Everything was disorganized by •that approaching sorrow. Conversation was desultory and forced, and Richard was glad to be
employed in cording Eleanor's boxes. She had two trunks now,
and had a wardrobe that seemed to her magnificent, so Hberally
had Mrs. Bannister bestowed her cast-off dresses upon her halfsister.
So the last night passed away, the April morning came, and
Eleanor's new life began.
CHAPTER
GILBERT
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MONCKTON.

was not to go down to Berkshire alone. The
beginning of her new Ufe, that terrible beginning which she sc
much dreaded, was to make her acquainted •with new people.
She had received the foUo^wing communication from Mr»
DarreU:—
" Hazlewood, April 3rd, 1855.
" Madam,—As it would of course be very improper for a
young lady of your age to travel alone, I have provided against
that contingency.
" My friend Mr. Monckton has kindly promised to meet you
in the first-class waiting-room at the Great Westei-n Station, at
three o'clock on Monday afternoon. He will drive you here on
Wis way home,
" I am. Madam,
" Yours faithfuUy,
ELEANOR VANE

"ELLEN DARRELI."
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EUza Picirillo worked harder upon a Monday than on any
other day in the week. She left the Pilasters immediately after
an early breakfast, to go upon a wearisome round amongst her
pupils. Richard was in the thick of the preparations for a new
piece, so poor Eleanor was obUged to go alone to the station, to
meet the stranger who had been appointed as her escort to
Hazlewood.
She quite broke down when the time came for bidding fareweU to her old friend. She clung about the Signora, weeping
unrestrainedly for the first time.
" I can't bear to go away from you," she sobbed piteously;
" I can't bear to say good-bye."
" But, my love," the music-mistress answered, tenderly, " il
you don't reaUy •wish to go
"
" No, no, it isn't that. I feel that I must go—that
"
"And I, too, my dear girl. I believe you would do verj
wrong in refusing this situation. But, NeUy, my darHng, remember that this is only an experiment. You may not be
happy at Hazlewood. In that case you wUl not fail to remember that your home is always here; that, come to it when you
may, you vriU never fail to find a lo^ving welcome; and that
the friends you leave behind you here are friends whom
nothing upon earth can ever estrange from you. Remember
this, Eleanor."
" Yes, yes, dear, dear Signora."
" If I could have gone with her to the station, I shotddn't
have cared so much," Richard murmured, despondingly; " but
the laws of Spavin and Cromshaw are as the laws of Draco.
If I don't get on with the Swiss chalet and moordit Alpine
peaks, the new piece can't come out on Monday."
So poor Eleanor went to the station alone, and was overcharged by the cabman who carried the two trunks which
Richard had neatly addressed to Miss Vincent, Hazlewood,
Berks.
She was received by a civil porter, who took charge of her
luggage while she went to tho waiting-room to look for th3
stranger who was to be her escort.
She was no more a coquette than she had been nearly two
years before when she traveUed alone between London and Paris,
and she was prepared to accept the ser-vices of this stranger quite
as frankly as she had accep'ted the care and protection of the
elderly gentleman who had taken charge of her upon that occasion.
But how was she to recognize the stranger P She could not
walk up to every gentleman in the waiting-room, to ask him if
he were Mr. Monckton.
She had in almost all her wanderings traveUed in second-class
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carriages, and waited in second-class waiting-rooms. She shrank
back, therefore, rather timidly upon the threshold of the capacious carpeted saloon, and looked a little nervously at the occupants of that gorgeous chamoer. There was a group of ladies
near the fireplace, and there were three gentlemen m different
parts of the room. One of these gentlemen was a Uttle man
•with grey hair and a red face; the other was very young and
very sandy; the third was a tall man of about forty, with closecut black hair, and a square massive face and head—not exactly
a handsome face, perhaps, but a cotmtenance not easUy to be
(overlooked.
This taU man was standing near one of the •windows, reading
a newspaper. He looked up as Eleanor pushed open the s-winging door.
" I wonder which of them is Mr. Monckton," she thought.
" Not that fidgety young man •with the red hair, I hope."
WhUe she s'tiU s'tood doubtfuUy upon the threshold, hesitating
what to do—she Httle knew wha't a pretty picture she made in
that timid, fluttering attitude—the taU man threw do^wn his
newspaper upon the sofa beside him, and walked across the
room to where she stood.
" Miss Vincent, I beUeve P " he said.
Eleanor blushed at the sound of that false name, and then
bent her head in reply to the question. She could not say yes.
She could not faU into this disagreeable falsehood all at once.
" I am Mrs. DarreU's friend and legal adviser, Mr. Monckton,"
the gentleman said, " and I shaU be very happy to perform the
duty she has entrusted to me. We are in very good time. Miss
Vincent. I know that young ladies are generaUy -it^^ra-punctual
upon these occasions; and I came very early in order to anticipate you, if possible."
Eleanor did not speak. She was looking furtively at the face
of Mrs. DarreU's friend and legal ad-viser. A good and •wise
ad^viser. Miss Vane thought: for the face, not strictly handsome,
seemed to bear in its every feature the stamp of three quaUties
—goodness, vrisdom, and strength.
" I am sure he is very good," she thought; " b u t I would not
Uke to offend him for the world, for though he looks so kind
now, I know he must be terrible when he's angry."
She looked almost fearfully at the strongly-marked black eyebrows, thinking what a stoi-my darkness must overshadow -the
massive face when they contracted over the grave, bro^wn eyes—
serious and earnest eyes, but •with a latent fire lurking somevhere in their caUn depths, Eleanor thouo-ht.
The girl's mind rambled on thus while she stood by the
stranger's side in the sunlit •window. Already the blackness of
her new Hfe was broken by this prominent figure standing boldly
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ont upon its very threshold. Already she was learning to be
interested in new people.
" He isn't a bit like a lawyer," she thought; " I fancied
la-wyers were always shabby old men, •with blue bags. The
men who used to come to Chelsea after papa were always
nasty disagreeable men, •with papers about the Queen and
Richard Roe."
Mr. Monckton looked thoughtfuUy do^wn at the girl by his
side. There was a vein of silent poetry, and there were dim
gUmpses of artistic feeUng hidden somewhere in the nature of
this man, very far below the hard, biasiness-like exterior which
he presented to the world. He felt a quiet pleasure in looking
at Eleanor's young beauty. I t was her youthfulness, perhaps,
her almost childlike innocence, which made her greatest charm.
Her face was not that of a common beauty : her aquiUne nose,
grey eyes, and firmly-moulded mouth had a certain air of queenhness very rarely to be seen; but the youth of the soul shining
out of the clear eyes was visible in every glance, in every change
of expression.
" Do you know much of Berkshire, Miss Vincent P " the
la^wyer asked, presently.
" Oh, no, I have never been there."
" You are very young, and I dare say have never left home
before ? " Mr. Monckton said. He was wondering that no relative or friend had accompanied the girl to the station.
" I have been at school," Eleanor answered; " b u t I have
never been away from home before—to—to get my o^wn living."
" I thought not. Your papa and mamma must be very sorry
to lose you."
" I have neither father nor mother."
" Indeed! " said Mr. Monckton ; " that's strange.''
Then after a pause he said, in a low voice:
" I think the young lady you are going to will Hke you all the
better for that."
" Why ? " Eleanor asked involuntarUy.
" Because she has never known either father or mother."
" Poor girl! " murmured Eleanor; " they are both dead,
then P "
The lawyer did not answer this question. He was so far professional, even in his conversation •with Miss Vane, that he
asked a great many more questions than he answered.
" Do you like going to Hazlewood, Miss Vincent ? '' he said,
by-and-by, rather abruptly.
" Not very much."
"Why not?"
" Because I am leaving very dear friends to go to
"
" Str.angrers, who may ill-treat you, eh ? " muttered Mr,
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Monckton, " You need have no apprehension of that sort ol
thing, I assure you. Miss Vincent. Mrs. DarreU is rather rigid
in her ideas of life; she has had her disappointments, poor
soul, and you must be patient with her: but Laura Mason, tha
young lady who is to be your companion, is the gentlest and
most affectionate girl in Christendom, I should think. She is a
sort of ward of mine, and her future Ufe is in my hands; a very
heavy responsibility. Miss Vincent; she •will have plenty of
money by-and-by—houses, and horses, and carriages, and servants, and all the outer paraphernaUa of happiness: but
Heaven knows if she •wiU be happy, poor girl! She has never
bnovra either mother or father. She has lived •with all manna
of respectable matrons, who have jiromised to do a mother's
duty to her, and have tried to do it, I dare say; but she haa
never had a mother, Miss Vincent. I am always sorry for her
when I flunk of that."
The lawyer sighed heavUy, and his thoughts seemed to
wander away from the young lady in his charge. He stUl stood
it the •window, looking out at the bustle on the platform, but
not seeing it, I think, and took no further notice of Eleanor
until the beU rang for the starting of the train.
" Come, Miss Vincent," he said, rousing himself suddenly
from his reverie; " I have forgotten aU about your ticket. I'll
put you into a can-iage, and then send a porter for it."
Mr. Monckton scarcely spoke to his companion half-a-doaen
times during the brief journey to Slough. He sat •with a newspaper before him, but Eleanor noticed that he never turned its
[eaves, and once, when she caught a gUmpse of the la^wyer's
face, she saw that it wore the same gloomy and abstracted expression that she had observed upon it as Mr. Monckton stood
m the •window of the waiting-room.
" H e must be very fond of his ward," she thought, " o r he
Bculd never be so sorry because she has no mother. I thought
lavryers were hard, cruel men, who cared for nothing in the
world. I always used to fancy my sister Hortensia ought to
have been a lawyer."
By-and-by, as they drew very near to the station, Mr. Moncb
ton dropped his newspaper with another sigh, and turning tj
Eleanor, said, in a low, confidential voice:
" I hope you •wiU be very good to Laura Mason, Miss Vin.
cent. Remember that she stands quite alone in the world : and
that however friendless, however desolate you may be—I say
this because you tell me you are an orphan—^you can never l>a
JO friendless or ao desolate as she is."

Hazlewood.
CHAPTER XIIL
HAZLEWOOD.

A PHAETON and pair was in waiting for Mr. Monckton outside
the Slough station. The vehicle was very plain, but had a certain quiet elegance of its own, and the horses had been sold at
TattersaU's for something over five hundred pounds.
Eleanor Vane's spirits rose in spite of herself as she sat by
the lawyer's side, driving at a rapid rate through the pretty pastoral country. They crossed the river almost immediately after
leaving Slough, and dashed into Berkshire. They skirted
Windsor Park and Forest, leaving the black outline of the
castle keep behind them; and then turned into a quiet country
road, where the green banks were dotted by clumps of early
primroses, and the white-thorns were bursting into flower.
Eleanor looked rapturously at all this rural beauty. She was
a Cockney, poor child, and her experience of the country was
confined to rambles in Green^wich Park, or on Richmond Terrace ; happy rambles •with her father, prior to expensive dinners
at the Oro^wn and Sceptre, or the Star and Garter, as the case
might be.
But the country, the genuine country, the long roads and
patches of common, tho glimpses of wood and water, the great
deserts of arable land, the scattered farm-houses, and noisy
farm-yards; aU these were strange and new to her, and her soul
expanded in the unfamUiar atmosphere.
If that drive could have lasted for ever, it would have been
very deHghtful; but she knew that those splendid chestnut
horses were carrying her at a terrible rate to her new home.
Her new home! What right had she to call Hazlewood by that
name ? She was not going home. She was going to her first
situation.
All the pride of birth, the fooHsh and mistaken pride in shipwrecked fortune and squandered wealth which this girl's weakminded father had instilled into her, arose and rebelled against
this bitter thought. What humiliation Mrs. Bannister's cruelty
had inflicted upon her !
She was thinking this when Mr. Monckton suddenly turned
his horses' heads away from the main road, and the phaeton
entered a lane above which the branches of the stUl leafless
trees made an overarching roof of deUcate tracery.
At the end of this lane, in which the primroses seemed to
grow thicker than in any other part of the country, there were
some low wooden gates, and an old-fashioned iron lamp-post.
Ou the other side of the gates there was a wide lawn shut in
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by a shrubbery and a grove of trees, and beyond the lawn
glimmered the sunUt windows of a low white house ; a rambUng
cottage, whose waUs were half hidden by trelUs-work and ivy,
and not one of whose •windows or chimneys owned a feUowship
with the others.
Pigeons were cooing and hens clucking somewhere behind the
house, a horse began to neigh as the carriage stopped, and three
dogs, one very big, and two very little ones, ran out upon the
la^wn, and barked furiously at the f ihaeton.
Eleanor V a n e could not help thinking the low-roofed, whitewaUed, ivy-covered irregular cottage very pretty, even though
it ivas Hazlewood.
WhUe the dogs were barking their loudest, a deUcate Uttle
figure, in fluttering draperies of white and blue, came floating
out of a window under the shadow of a verandah, and ran
towards the gates.
I t was the figure of a young lady, very fragUe-looking and
graceful. A young lady whose complexion was fairer t h a n a
snow-drop, and whose loose floating hair was of the palest shade
of fiaxen.
" Be quiet, JuUus Ceesar; be quiet, Mark A n t o n y , " she cried
to the dogs, who ran u p to her and leaped and whirled about
her, j u m p i n g almost higher t h a n her head in an excess of canine
spirits. " Be quiet, you big, •wicked JuUus Ceesar, or you shaU
go back to the stables, sir. I s this the way you behave yourself
when I've had ever so much trouble to get you a half-hoUday P
Please, don't mind them. Miss Vincent," the young lady added,
opening the gate, and looking u p pleadingly a t Eleanor;
" they're only noisy. They wouldn't h u r t you for the world;
and they'U love you very much by-and-by, when they come to
know you.
I've been watching for you such a time, Mr
Monckton. The train must have been slow this afternoon ! "
" The train traveUed at its usual speed, neither slower nor
faster," the lawyer said, •with a quiet smUe, as he handed
Eleanor out of the phaeton. H e left the horses in tho care of
the groom, and walked on to the lawn •with the two girls. The
dogs left off barking at a word from him, t h o u g h they had made
very light of Miss Mason's entreaties. They seemed to know
him, and to be accustomed to obey him.
" I know the afternoon seemed dreadfully long," the young
lady said. " 1 thought the train viust be beliind its time."
" And, of course, you never thought of looking at your watch.
Miss Mason," the la^wyer said, pointing to a quantity of ieweUed
toys which h u n g a t the young lady's blue sash.
" W h a t ' s the good of looking at one's watch, U" one's watch
won't go ? " said Miss Mason; •• t h e sim has been going down
cTer so long, but the B'UE'S SO changeable, there's no relying on
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it. Mrs. Darrell has gone out in the pony-carriage to caU upoa
some people near Woodlands."
Eleanor Vane started at the sudden mention of a name which
had been so familiar to her from her dead father's lips.
" So I am all alone," continued Miss Mason, " and I ' m very
glad of t h a t ; because we shaU get to know each other so much
better by ourselves, shan't we. Miss Vincent ? "
George Monckton had been walking between the two girls,
but L a u r a Mason came round to Eleanor, and p u t her hand in
t h a t of Miss Vane. I t was a fat little childish hand, but thera
were rings glittering upon it, small as it was.
" I think I shaU like you very much," Miss Mason whispered.
" Do you think you shaU Uke me ? "
She looked u p into Eleanor's face, with an entreating expression in her blue eyes; they were reaUy blue eyes, a bright forgetme-not, or turquoise blue, as different as jDOSsible from Eleanor's
clear grey ones, which were for ever changing, sometimes purple,
sometimes brown, sometimes black.
How could Miss Vane reply to this childisn question, except in
the affirmative ? She had every incUnation to love the babyish
young lady, who was so ready to cling to her and confide in her.
She h a d expected to find a h a u g h t y heiress who would have
flaunted her wealth before her penniless companion. B u t she
had another reason for inclining tenderly towards this girl. She
remembered what Mr. Monckton had said to her in the raUway
carriage.
" However friendless or desolate you may be, you can never
be so friendless and desolate as she is."
Eleanor pressed the hand t h a t clung to hers, and said, gravely,
" I'm sure I shaU love you. Miss Mason, if you'U let me."
" A n d you'll not be dreadful about triiJets, and arpeggios,
.and cinquepated passages ? " the young lady said, piteously.
" I don't mind music a bit, in a general way, you k n o w ; b u t I
never could play triplets in time."
She led the way into a sitting-room under the verandah, as she
talked. Eleanor went with her, hand-in-hand, and Mr. Monckton
followed, keeping an attentive watch upon the two girls.
The sitting-room was, Hke the exterior of the cottage, very
irregular and very pretty. I t stood at one end of the house,
and there were windows upon three sides of the room,—an orieV
at the end opposite the door, a bay opening on to the verandah,
and three latticed windows with deep oaken seats upon the other
side.
The furniture was pretty, but very simple and inoxpensiva.
The chintz curtains and chair-covers were sprinkled with rosebuds and butterflies; the chairs and tables were of shining
maple-wood; and there was a good supply of old china arranged
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here and there uiDon brackets and cabinets of obsolete form
The pale cream-coloured walls were hung with a few prints and
water-coloured sketches; but beyond this the chamber had no
adornments.
Laura Mason led Eleanor to one of the window-seats, where
a Utter of fancy-work, and two or three open books tumble f'
carelessly here and there amongst floss-silks and BerUn wools
and scraps of embroidery, gave token of the young lady's
habits.
" WUl you take off your things here," she said, " or shall I
show you your o-wn room at once ? It's the blue room, next tc
mine. There's a door between the two rooms, so we shall be
able to talk to each other whenever we like. How dreadfully
you must want something to eat after your journey! Shall I
ring for cake and wine, or shaU we wait for tea ? We always
drink tea at seven, and we dine very early; not Hke Mr. Monckton, who has a grand late dinner every evening."
The lawyer sighed.
" Rather a desolate dinner, sometimes. Miss Mason," he said,
gravely; " but you remind me that I shall be hardly in time for
it, and my poor housekeeper makes herself wretched when the
fish is spoiled."
He looked at his watch.
"Six o'clock, I declare; good-bye, Laura; good-bye. Miss
Vincent. I hope you wiU be happy at Hazlewood."
" I am sure I shaU be happy -with Miss Mason," Eleanor
answered.
"Indeed!" exclaimed Mr. Monckton, elevating his straight
black eyebrows, " is she so very fascinating, then P I'm son y
for it," he muttered under his breath, as he walked off after
shaking hands with the two girls.
They heard the phaeton dri^ving away three minutes afterwards.
Laura Mason shrugged her shoulders with an air of reUef.
" I'm glad he's gone," she said.
" Bnt you like him very much. He's very good, isn't he ? "
" Oh, yes, very, very good, and I do Hke him. But I'm afraid
of lum, I think, because he's so good. He always seems to be
watching one and finding out one's faults. And he seems so
sorry because I'm frivolous, and I can't help being frivolous
when I'm happy."
" And are you always happy ? " Eleanor asked. She thought
it very possible that this young heiress, who had never known
any of those bitter troubles which Miss Vane had found ass«>ciated with " money matters," might indeed be always hap^jy.
But Laura Mason shook her head.
"Always, except when I think." she said; " b u t when I think
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about papa and mamma, and wonder who they were, and why
I never knew them, I can't help feeling very unhappy."
" They died when you were very young, then ? " Eleanor said.
Laura Mason shook her head -with a sorrowful gesture.
" I scarcely know when they died," she answered; " I know
t h a t I can remember nothing about t h e m ; the first thing 1
recollect is bemg •with a lady, far down in Devonshire—a lady
who took the charge of several Uttle girls. I stayed with her
till I was ten years old, and then I was sent to a fashionable
school a t Bayswater, and I stayed there tUl I was fifteen, and
then I came here, and I've been here two years and a half. Mr.
Monckton is my guarcUan, you know, and he says I am a very
lucky girl, and vrill have plenty of money by-and-by; b u t what's
the use of money if one has no relations in aU the •wide world ?
and he tells me •to attend to my education, and not to be frivolous, or care for dress and jeweUery, b u t to t r y and become a
good woman.
H e talks to me very seriously, and almost
frightens me sometimes •with his grave m a n n e r ; but for aU
that, he's very kuid, and lets me have almost everything I ask
him for. He's tremendously rich himself, you know, though he's
only a professional man, and he Uves at a beautiful place four
miles from here, called Tolldale Priory.
I used to ask him
questions about papa and mamma, b u t he would never teU me
anything. So now I never speak to him about them."
She sighed as she finished speaking, and was silent for some
few nUnutes ; but she very quickly recovered her spirits, and
conducted Eleanor to a pretty rustic chamber with a lattice
window looking on to the la^wn.
" Mrs. DarreU's man is gone to fetch your luggage," Miss
Mason said, " so you must have my brushes and combs, please,
for your hair, and then we'll go down to tea."
She led Eleanor into the adjoining apartment, where the
dressing-table was littered with all manner of womanly frivoHties, and here Miss Vane re-arranged her luxuriant golden-brown
hair, which no longer was allowed to fall about her shoulders in
rippUng curls, but was drawn simply away from her forehead,
and rolled in a knot at the back of her head. She was a woman
now, and had begun the battle of Ufe.
A pony-carriage drove u p to the gate while Eleanor was
standing at the glass by the open window, and Mrs. DarreU got
out and walked across the la^wn towards the house.
She was a tall woman, unusually tall for a woman, and she
was dressed in black silk, which hung about her angular limbs
in heavy, lustreless folds. Eleanor could s«>.e t h a t her face was
pale and her eyes black and flashing.
The two girls went down stairs hand-in-hand. Tea was prepared ia the d'-ning-room, a long wainscoted aDartment, older
u

114

Eleanor's

Victory.

than the rest of the house, and rather gloomy-looking. Tlirea
narrow windows upon one side of this room looked towards the
shrubbery and grove at the back of the house, and the trunks of
the trees looked gaunt and black in the spring t^wiUght. A fire
was burning upon the low hearth, and a maid-servant was
Hghting a lamp in the centre of the table as the two girls went in.
Mrs. DarreU welcomed her dependant very politely; but there
was a harshness and a stiffness in her politeness which reminded
Eleanor of her half-sister, Mrs. Bannister. The two women
seemed to belong to the same school. Miss Vane thought.
The lampHght shone fuU upon Mrs. DarreU's face, and Eleanor
could see now that the face was a handsome one, though faded
and careworn. The widow's hair was grey, but her eyes retained
the fiashing brightness of youth. They were very dark and
lustrous, but their expression was scarcely pleasant. There was
too much of the hawk or eagle in their penetrating glance.
But Laura Mason did not seem at aU afraid of her protectress.
" iliss Vincent and I are good friends already, Mrs. Darrell,"
she said, gaUy, " and we shaU be as happy together as the day
is long, I hope."
" And I hope Miss Vincent wiU teach you industrious habits,
Laura," Miss Darrell answered, gravely.
jVIiss Mason made a grimace •with her pretty red under-Hp.
Eleanor took the seat indicated to her, a seat at the end of
the dining-table, and exactly opposite to Mrs. DarreU, who sat
with her back to the fireplace.
Sitting here, Eleanor could scarcely fail to observe an oU
painting—the only picture in the room—which hung over the
mantel-piece. I t was the portrait of a young man, •with dark
hair clustering about a handsome forehead, regular features,
a pale complexion, and black eyes. The face was very handsome, very aristocratic, but there was a want of youthfulness,
an absence of the fresh, eager spuit of boyhood in its expression,
A look of Ustless hauteur hung like a cloud over the almost
faultless features.
Mrs. DarreU watched Eleanor's eyes as the girl looked at thii
picture.
" You are looking at my son. Miss Vincent," she said; " but
perhaps it is scarcely necessary to teU you so. People say there
IS a strong likeness between us."
There was indeed a very striking resemblance between the
faded face below and the pictured face above. But it seemed to
Eleanor Vane as if the mother's face, faded and careworn though
it was, was almost the younger of the two. The Ustless indifference, the utter lack of energy in the lad's countenance,
was so much the more strikino- when contrasted with the youthfulness of the features.
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"Yes," exclaimed L a u r a Mason, " t h a t is Mrs. DaiTeU's only
son, Launcelot DarreU. I s n ' t t h a t a romantic name, Miss
Vincent?"
Eleanor started. This Launcelot Darrell was the young man
she had heard her father speak of; the m a n who expected to
inherit the De Crespigny estate. How often she had heard his
n a m e ! I t was he, then, who would have stood between her
father and fortune, had t h a t dear father Uved; or whose claim
of kindred would, perhaps, have had to make way for the more
sacred right of friendshij).
A n d this young man's portrait was hanging in the room
where she sat. H e Uved in the house, perhaps. Where should
he Hve except in his mother's house ?
B u t Eleanor's mind was soon reUeved upon this point, for
L a u r a Mason, in the pauses of the business of the tea-table,
talked a good deal about the original of the portrait.
" Don't you think him handsome. Miss Vincent ? " she asked,
without waiting for an answer. " B u t of course you do ; everybody thinks him handsome; and then Mrs. Darrell says he's so
elegant, so tall, so aristocratic. H e is almost sure to have
Woodlands by-and-by, and aU Mr. de Crespigny's money. B u t
of course you don't know Woodlands or Mr. de Crespigny. How
should you, when ys«.'ve never been in Berkshire before ? A n d
he—not Mr. de Crespigny, he's a nasty, fidgety, hypochon—
what's its name ?—old man—but Launcelot Dan-eU is so accomplished. He's an artist, you know, and aU the water-coloured
sketches in the drawing-room and the breakfast-parlour are h i s ;
and he plays and sings, and he dances exquisitely, and he rides and
plays cricket, and he's a—what you may caU it—a crack shot;
and, in short, he's an Admirable Crichton. You m u s t n ' t fancy
I'm in love -with him, you know. Miss Vincent," the young lady
added, blushing and laughing, " because I never saw him in m y
life, and I only know all this by hearsay."
" You never saw h i m ! " repeated Eleanor.
Launcelot DarreU cUd not live a t Hazlewood, then.
" N o , " the -widow interposed; " my son has enemies, I am
sorry to say, amongst his own kindred. Instead of occupying
the J osition his talents, to say nothing of his birth, entitle him
to, he has been compelled to go out to India in a mercantile
capacity. I do not wonder t h a t his spirit rebels against such
an injustice. I do not wonder t h a t he cannot forgive."
Mrs. DarreU's face darkened as she spoke, and she sighed
heavUy. By-and-by, when the two girls were alone together in
the breakfast room, L a u r a Mason alluded to the conversation at
the tea-table.
" I don't think I ought to have talked about Launcelo'
L'arrell," she said; " I know his mother is unhappy about him
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though I don't exactly know why. You see his two aunts, who
Uve at Woodlands, are nasty, scheming old maids, and they contrived to keep him away from his great uncle, Mr. de Crespigny,
who is expected to leave him all his money. Indeed, I don't see
who else he can leave it to now. There was an old man—a
college friend of Mr. de Crespigny's—who expected to get the
Woodlands estate; but of course that was an absurd idea; and
the old man—the father of that very Mrs. Bannister who recommended you to Mrs. DarreU, by the bye—is dead. So all
chance of that sort of thing is over."
" And Mr. Launcelot Darrell is sure to have the fortune P *
Eleanor said, interrogatively, after a very long pause.
" Well, I don't know about t h a t : but I've heard Mrs. DarreU
say that Launcelot was a great favourite of Mr. de Crespigny's
when he was a boy. But those two cantankerous old maids,
Mrs. DarreU's sisters, are nagging at the old man night and day,
and they may persuade him at last, or they may have succeeded
in persuading him, perhaps, ever so long ago, to make a -wiU in
their favour. Of course aU this makes Mrs. Darrell very unhappy. She idoHzes her son, who is an only chUd, and was
terribly spoUed when he was a boy, they say; and she does not
kuow whether he •wUl be a rich man or a pauper."
" And in the meantime, Mr. DarreU is in India ?"
" Yes. He went to India three years ago. He's overseer to
an indigo-planter up the country, at some place with an unpronounceable name, hundreds and hundreds of miles from
Calcutta. He's not at all happy, I believe, and he very seldom
•writes—not above once in a twelvemonth."
" He is not a good son, then," Eleanor said.
" Oh, I don't know about that! Mrs. DarreU never complains, and she's very proud of him. She always speaks of him
as ' my son.' But, of course, what with one thing and another,
she is often very unhappy. So, if she is a Httle severe, now
and then, we'U try and bear with her, won't we, Eleanor ? I
may call you Eleanor, mayn't I P "
The pretty flaxen head dropped upon Miss Vane's shoulder,
as the heiress asked this question, and the blue eyes were Hfted
pleadingly.
" Yes, yes; I wotdd much rather be caUed Eleanor than Miss
Vincent."
"And you'U call me Laura. Nobody ever caUs me Miss
Mason except Mr. Monckton when he lectures me. We shall
be very, very happy together, I hope, Eleanor."
" I hope so, dear."
There was a sudden pang of mingled fear and remorse at
Eleanor Vane's heart as she said this. Was she to be happy,
and to forget the purpose of her life ? Was she to be happy.
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and falsa to the memory of her murdered father ? I n this quiet
iiountry life; in this pleasant girlish companionship which was
Do I'r^-w to her; was she to abandon t h a t one dark dream, t h a t
one deeply-rooted desire which had been in her mind ever since
her father's untimely death ?
She recoUed •with a shudder of dread from the simple happiness which threatened to lull her to a Sybarite rest; in which
t h a t deadly design might lose its force, and, Httle by little, fade
out of her mind.
She disengaged herself from the slight arms which had en»
circled her in a half-childish caress, and rose suddenly to her feet.
" L a u r a , " she cried, " L a u r a , you m u s t n ' t talk to me Hke this.
My Ufe is not Uke yours. I have something to do,—I have a
purpose to achieve; a purpose before which every t h o u g h t of
my mind, every impulse of my heart, must give way."
" W h a ' t purpose, E l e a n o r ? " asked L a u r a Mason, ahnosl
alarmed by the energy of her companion's manner.
" I cannot tell you. I t is a secret," Miss Vane repHed.
Then sitting down once more in the deep window-seat by
Laura's side, Eleanor Vane drew her arm tenderly round t h e
frightened girl's waist.
" I'll try and do my d u t y to you, Laura, dear," she saidi
" and I know I shall be hapijy with you. B u t if ever you see
me dull and silent, you'll understand, dear, t h a t there is a secret
in my Ufe, and t h a t there is a hidden purpose in my mind t h a t
sooner or later must be achieved. Sooner or later," she repeated,
with a sigh, " b u t Heaven only knows when."
She was sUent and absen-t-minded during the rest of the
evening, though she played one of her most elaborate fantasias
a t Mrs. DarreU's request, and perfectly satisfied t h a t lady's
expectations by the brilliancy of her touch. She was very
glad when, at ten o'clock, the two women servants of the
simple household and a hobbledehoyish young man, who looked
after the pony and pigs and poultry-yard, and smelt very
strongly of the stable, came in to hear prayers read by Mrs.
Darrell.
" I know you're tired, dear," Laura Mason said, as she bade
Eleanor gDod night at the door of her bedroom, " so I won't ask
you to talk to me to-night. Get to bed, and go to sleep at once,
dear."
B u t Eleanor did not go to bed immediately; nor did she fall
asleep until very late t h a t night.
She unfastened one of her trunks, and took from it a Uttle
locked morocco casket, which held a few valueless and oldfashioned trinkets t h a t had been her mother's, and the crumpled
fragment of her father's last letter.
She sat a t the Uttle dressing-table, reading the disjointed
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sentences in that melancholy letter, before she undressed, and
then replaced the scrap of paper in the casket.
She looked at the lawn and shrabbery. The shining leaves
of the evergreens trembled in the soft April breeze, and shimmered in the moonUght. AU was sUent in that simple rustia
retreat. The bare branches of the taU trees near the low_ white
gates were sharply defined against the sky. High up in the
tranqnU heavens the foU moon shone out from a pale background of fleecy cloud.
The beauty of the scene made a very powerful impression
npon Eleanor Vane. The -window from which she had been
accustomed to look in Bloomsbury abutted on a yard, a narrow
orge of dirt and disorder, between the dismal back walls of
gh London houses.
" I ought never to have come here," Eleanor thought, bitterly,
as she let fall her dimity window curtain and shut out the
splendour of the night. " I ought to have stayed in London;
there was some hope of my meeting that man in London, where
strange things are always nappening. But here
"
She fell into a gloomy reverie. Secluded in that quiet rustic
retreat, what hope could she have of advancing, by so much as
one footstep, upon the dark road she had appointed for herself
to tread ?
I t was very long before she feU asleep. She lay for hours,
tumbling and tossing feverishly upon her comfortable bed.
The memories of her old life mingled themselves •with thoughts
of her new existence. She was haunted now by the recoUection
of her father and her father's death; now by her fresh experiences of Hazlewood, by the widow's grey hair and penetrating
gaze, and by the pictured face of Launcelot DarreU
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CHAPTER XIV
IHE PRODIGAL'S RETURN.

THE course of Eleanor's Ufe at Hazlewood was peaceful and
monotonous. She had been engaged simply as a " companion "
for Laura Mason. That common epithet, which is so often
t^wisted into the signification of a household drudge—an upperservant, who works harder than any of her feUows—in this case
meant purely and simply what it was originaUy intended to
mean. Eleanor's only duties were to teach Laura Mason music,
and to be the companion and associate of all her gu-Ush pleasure*
and industries.
Not that Miss Mason was very industrious. She had a habit
of beginning great undertakings in the way of fancy work, and
tke more gigantic the design the more ardent was her desire to
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attempt it—but she rarely got beyond the initiative part of her
iabour. There was always some "Dweller on the Threshold" in
the shape of a stitch that couldn't be learnt, or a skein of silk
that couldn't be matched, or a pattern that wouldn't come right;
and one after another of the gigantic undertakings was fiung
aside to decay in dusty obUvion, or to be finished by Eleanor or
Mrs. DarreU.
Laura Mason was not made for the active service of Hfe. She
was one of the holiday soldiers in the great army, fit for nothing
but to wear gUded epaulettes and gorgeous uniforms, aud tio
turn out upon gala days to the sound of trumpet and drum.
She was a lo^ving, generous-hearted, confiding creature; but,
Uke some rudderless boat drifting hither and thither before a
stormy ocean, this frivolous, purposeless girl flung herself, helpless and dependent, upon the mercy of other people.
The rich City soUcitor, Mr. Monckton, the head of a celebrated
.egal firm familiar in the Bankruptcy Court, took the trouble to
say very Uttle about his pretty, fiaxen-haired, and blue-eyed
ward.
He spoke of her, indeed, •with an almost pointed indifference.
She was the daughter of some people he had known in his early
youth, he said, and her fortune had been entrusted to his care.
She would be rich, but he was none the less anxious about her
future. A woman was not generaUy any the safer in this world
for being an heiress. This was all Gilbert Monckton had ever
said to Mrs. Darrell upon the subject of his ward's past history,
Laura herself had talked freely enough of her first two homes.
There was Httle to tell, but, upon the other hand, there seemed
nothing to conceal.
Upon one subject Mr. Monckton was very strict, and that was
the seclusion of the home he had chosen for his ward.
" When Miss Mason is of age she wUl of course choose for
herself," he said; " but untU that time comes, I must beg, Mrs.
DarreU, that you -wUl keep her out of aU society."
Under these circumstances it was especially necessary that
Laura Mason should have a companion of her o^wn age. Hazlewood was a hermitage, never approached by any visitors except
some half-dozen elderly ladies, who were intimate with Mr.?
Darrell, and Mr. Monckton, who came about once a fortnight to
dine and spend the evening.
He used to devote himself very much to Laura and her companion during these •visits. Eleanor could see how earnestly ha
watched the fiaxen-haired girl, whose chUdish simpUcity no
doubt made her very bewitching to the grave man of^ business.
He watched her and listened to her; sometimes with a pleased
smile, sometimes •with an anxious expression on his face; bnt hia
attention vary rarely wandered from her.
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" He must love her very dearly," Eleanor thought, remembering how earnestly he had spoken in the railway carnage.
She wondered what was the nature of the affection which the
soUcitor felt for his ward. He was old enough to be her father,
it was true, but he was still in the prime of Hfe ; he had not that
beauty of feature and complexion which a school-girl caUs handsome, but he had a face which leaves its impress upon the minds
of those who look at it.
He was very clever, or at least he seemed so to Eleanor; for
there was no subject ever mentioned, no topic ever discussed,
with which he did not appear thoroughly familiar, and upon
which his opinions were not original and forcible. Eleanor's
intellect expanded under the influence of this superior mascuUne
inteUigence. Her plastic mind, so ready to take any impression,
was newly moulded by its contact -with this stronger brain.
Her education, very imperfect before, seemed to complete itself
now by this occasional association •with a clever man.
Of course aU this came about by slow degrees. She did not
very rapidly become famiUar vrith GUbert Monckton, for his
grave manner was rather calculated to inspire diffidence in a
very young woman; but Uttle by Httle, as she grew accustomed
to his society, accustomed to sit quietly in the shade, only
speaking now and then, whUe Laura Mason talked famiUarly to
her guardian, she began to discover how much she had gained
from her association •with the lawyer. I t was not •without some
bitterness of spirit that Eleanor Vane thought of this. She felt
as if she had been an interloper in that quiet Hazlewood household. What right had she to come between Laura and her
ffuardian, and steal the advantages Mi-. Monckton intended for
lus ward? I t was for Laura's sake he had been earnest or
eloquent; it was for Laura's benefit he had described this, or
explained that. What right, then, had she, Eleanor, to remember
what Laura had forgotten, or to avail herself of the advantages
Laura was too frivolous to value ?
There was a gulf between the two girls that could not be
passed, even by affection. Eleanor Vane's mental superiority
placed her so high above Laura Mason that perfect confidence
could not exist between them. Eleanor's love for the Hghthearted, heedless girl, had something almost motherly in its
nature.
" I know we shall never quite understand each other, Laura,"
she said; " but I think I could give up my life for your sake,
my dear."
" Or I for you, Nelly."
" No, no, Laura. I know yon are unselfish as an angel, and
you'd •wish to do so; but yours is not the gi-ving-up nature, my
oarUnij;. You'd die under a great sorrow."
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** I think I should, Nelly," the girl answered, drawing closer
to her friend, and trembling a t the very thought of calamity;
" but how you speak, dear. H a d you ever a great sorrow ? "
" Yes, a very great one."
" A n d yet you are happy with us, and can sing and play, and
rtmble about in the woods vrith me, Nell, as if you had nothing
on your mind."
" Yes, Laura, b u t I can remember my sorrow aU the time. I t
is hidden so deep in my heart t h a t the sunshine never reaches it,
however happy I may seem."
L a u r a Mason sighed. The spoUed child of fortune could ' et
help wondering how she would act under the influence of a great
misery. She would sit do^wn upon the ground in some darkened
room, she thought, and cry until her heart broke and she died.
The summer faded into autumn, and a u t u m n into winter, and
the early spring flowers bloomed again in the shrubberies and on
the lawn at Hazlewood. The primroses were pale upon the
tender grass of the sloping banks in the broad lane near t h e
gates, and stiU no event had happened to break the tranquU
monotony of t h a t secluded household. Eleanor had grown famiUar with every nook in the rambling old cottage; even with
Launcelot DarreU's apartments, a suite of rooms on the bedroom
floor, looking out into the grove at the back of the house. These
rooms had been shut u p for years, ever since Launcelot had sailed
for India, and they had a desolate look, though fires had been
Ughted in them periocUcally, and every scrap of furniture was
kept carefully dusted.
" The rooms must always be ready," Mrs. DarreU said. " Mr.
de Crespigny may die, and my son may be called home suddenly."
So the three rooms, a bedroom, dressingroom, and sittingroom, were kept in perfect order, and L a u r a and Eleanor wandered into them sometimes, in the idleness of a wet afternoon,
and looked a t the pictures upon the waUs, the unfinished
sketches piled one upon the top of another on the easel, or tried
the Httle cottage piano, upon which Mr. DarreU had been wont to
accompany himself when he sang. His mother always insisted
upon this piano being tuned when the tuner came from Windsor
to attend to L a u r a Mason's modern grand. The two girls used
to talk a good deal of the widow's handsome son. They had
heard him spoken of by his mother, by the servants, and by the
few humble neighbours in scattered cottages near Hazlewood.
They talked of his uncertain fortunes, his accompHshments, his
handsome, haughty face, which L a u r a declared was faultless.
Miss Vane had by this time been a twelvemonth a t Hazlewood. H e r eighteenth bu-thday was past, and the girUshness of
her appearance had matured into the serene beauty of early
womanhood. The golden tints of her hair had deepened into
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rich auburn, her grey eyes looked darker under the shadow ol
her dark brows. When she went to spend a brief Christmas
holiday with her old friends, the Signora and Richard Thornton
declared that she had altered very much since she had left them,
and were surprised at her matured beauty. She bought the sUk
go^wn for Eliza Picirillo, and the meerschaum pipe for poor Dick,
who needed no memorial of his adopted sister; for her image
haunted him only too perpetually, to the destruction of aU other
images which might else have found a place in the scenepainter's heart.
Eleanor Vane felt a pang of remorse as she remembered how
very easUy she had borne her separation from these faithful
friends. I t was not that she loved them less, or forgot theit
goodness to her. She had no such ingratitude as that where^witli
to reproach herself; but she felt as if she had committed a shj
against them in being happy in the cahn serenity of Hazlewood.
She said this to Richard Thornton during the brief Christmas
visit. They had walked out once more in the quiet streets and
squares in the early •winter twiUght.
" I feel as if I had gro^wn selfish and indifferent," she said.
" The months pass one after another. I t is two years and a half
since my father died, and I am not one step nearer to the discovery of the man who caused his death. Not one step. I am
buried aUve at Hazlewood. I am bound hand and foot. What
can I do, Richard; what can I do ? I could go mad, almost,
when I remember that I am a poor helpless girl, and that I may
never be able to keep the oath I swore when I first read my
dead father's letter. And you, Richard, in aU this time you
have done nothing to help me."
The scene-painter shook his head sadly enough.
" What can I do, my dear Eleanor P What I told yon nearly
a year ago, I tell you again now. This man •wiU never be
found. What hope have we P what chance of finding him P We
might hear his name to-morrow, and we should not know it. If
either of us met him in the street, we should pass him by. We
might Hve in the same house with him, and be ignorant of his
presence."
"No, Richard," cried Eleanor Vane. " I think if I met that
man some instinct of hate and horror would reveal his identity
to me."
" My poor romantic Nelly, you talk as if life waT a melodrama.
No, my dear, I say again, this man wiU never be found; the
story of your father's death is unhappily a common one. Let
that sad story rest, Nell, •with aU the other mournful records of
the past. Believe me that you cannot do better than be happy
at Hazlewood; happy in your innocent Hfe, and utterly forgetful
©f the foolish vow you made when yon were UttJe better than a
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child. If aU the improbabiUties that you have ever dreamt of
were to come to pass, and vengeance were in your grasp, I hopa
and beUeve, Nell, that a better spirit would arise within you, and
prompt you to let it go."
Richard Thornton spoke very seriously. He had never been
able to speak of Eleanor's scheme of retribution without grief
and regret. He recognized the taint of her father's infiuence in
this •vision of vengeance and destruction. AU George Vane's
notions of justice and honour had been rather the meretricious
and flimsy ideas of a stage play, than the common-sense views
of real Ufe. He had talked incessantly to his daughter about
days of retribution; gigantic vengeances which were looming
lomewhere in the far-away distance, for the ultimate annihUation
of the old man's enemies. This fooUsh ruined spendthrift, wh«
cried out against the world because his money was spent, and
his place in that world usurped by wiser men, had been Eleanor's
teacher during her most impressionable years. I t was scarcely
to be wondered at, then, that there were some flaws in the
character of this motherless girl, and that she was ready to
mistake a pagan scheme of retribution for the Christian duty of
fiUal love.
Midsummer had come and gone, when an event occurred to
break the tranquilUty of that simple household.
The two girls had Ungered late in the garden one evening early
in July. Mrs. Darrell sat •writing in the breakfast-parlour. The
lampHght glimmered under the shadow of the verandah, and the
widow's taU figure seated at her desk was -yisible through the
open bay •window.
Laura and her companion had been talking for a long time,
but Eleanor had lapsed into sUence at last, and stood against the
low white gate •with her elbow resting upon the upper bar, looking
thoughtfully out into the lane. Miss Mason was never the first
to be tired of talking. A sUvery torrent of innocent babble was
for ever gushing from her red babyish Ups; so, when at last
Eleanor grew silent and absent-minded, the heiress was fain to
talk to her dogs; her darUng silky Skye, whose great bro^wn eyes
looked out from a baU of fioss sUk that represented the animal's
head; and her ItaUan greyhound, a slim shivering brute, who
wore a coloured fiannel paletot, and exhibited a fretful and
whimperUig disposition, far from agreeable to any one but his
mistress.
There was no moon upon this balmy July night, and the hulking hobbledehoy-of-aU-work came out to light the lamp while the
two girls were standing at the gate. This lamp gave a pleasant
aspect to the cottage upon dark nights, and threw a bright Una
of Hght into the obscurity of the lane.
T i e boy hed scarcely retired -with his short ladder and fiaming
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lantern, when the two pet dogs began to bark •violently, and a
man came out of the darkness into the lUie of lamplight.
Laui-a Mason gave a startled scream; b u t Eleanor caught her
by the arm, to check her foolish outcry.
There was nothing very alarming in the aspect of the man. H e
was only a t r a m p : not a common beggar, but a shabby-genteellooking tramp, whose threadbare coat was of a fashionable make,
and who, in spite of his ragged slovenUness, had something the
look of a gentleman.
" Mrs. DarreU stiU Uves here, does she notP " he aaked, rather
eageriy.
" Yes."
I t was Eleanor who answered. The dogs were stiU barkingi
and L a u r a was still looking very suspiciously at the stranger.
" Will you tell her, please, t h a t she is wanted out here by some
one who has something important to communicate to her," the
man said.
Eleanor was going towards the house to deUver this message,
when she saw Mrs. Darrell coming across the la^wn. She had
been disturbed a t her writing by^ the barking of the dogs.
" W h a t is the matter. Miss Vincent ? " she asked, sharply.
" W h o are you and L a u r a talking to, out here ? "
She walked from the two girls to the man, who stood back a
Httle way outside the gate, with the lamplight shining full upon
his face.
The widow looked sternly a t this man who had dared to come
to the gate a t nightfall, and to address the two gUls under her
charge.
B u t her face changed as she looked at him, and a •wild cry
broke from her lips.
" Launcelot. Launcelot, my s o n ! "

CHAPTER

XV.

LAUNCELOT.

M R S . DARRELL stood for some time clasped in her son's embrace,
and sobbing •violently. The two girls withdrew a few paces, too
bewildered to know what to do, in the first shock of the surprise
t h a t had come so suddenly upon them.
This was Launcelot Darrell, then, the long absent son, whose
portrait h u n g above t h e mantel-piece in the dinmg-room, whose
memory -vas so tenderly cherished, every token of whose former
presence waa so carefully preserved.
" My boy, my boy," murmured the •widow, in a voice whicb
seemed strange t o the two girls, from its now accent of tender*
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toess; " my own and only son, how is it that you come back t o
me thus ? I thought you were in India. I thought
"
" I was in India, mother, when my last letter to you waa
written," the young m a n answered ; " but you know how sick
and tired I was of the odious climate, and the odious life I was
compeUed to lead. I t grew unbearable at last, and I determinet!
to throw everything up, and come h o m e ; so I sailed in the first
vessel t h a t left Calcutta after I had formed this determination.
You're not sorry to see me back, are you, mother ?"
" Sorry to see you, Launcelot!"
Mrs. Darrell led her son across the lawn and into the house,
through an open window. She seemed utterly unconscious of
the presence of her two charges. She seemed to have forgotten
their very existence in the wonderful surprise of her son's return.
So L a u r a and Eleanor went u p to Miss Mason's room aud shut
themselves in to talk over the strange adventures of the evenmg,
w hile the mother and son were closeted together in the breakfastroom below.
" Isn't it all romantic, Nelly, dear ? " Miss Mason said with
enthusiasm. '•' I wonder whether he came all the way from India
in that dreadful coat and that horrid shabby hat ? H e looks just
like the hero of a novel, doesn't he, Nell ? dark and pale, and tall
and slender. Has he come back for good, do you t h i n k ? I'm
sure he ought to have Mr. de Crespigny's fortune."
Miss Vane shrugged her shoulders. She was not particularly
interested in the handsome prodigal son who had made his
appearance so unexpectedly : and she had enough to do t o list«»,
to all Laura's exclamations, and syrmpathize with her curiosity.
" I shan't sleep a bit to-night, Nelly," Miss Mason said as sha
parted from her friend. " 1 shall be dreaming of Launcelo^i
Darrell, with his dark eyes and pale face. W h a t a fierce, halfn,ngry look he has, Nell, as if he were savage with the world for
having treated him badly. For he must have been badly treated,
you know. W e know how clever he is. H e ought to have been
made a governor-general, or an ambassador, or something of t h a t
kind, in India. H e has no right to be shabby."
" I should think his shabbiness was his own fault, Laura,"
Miss Vane answered, quietly. " If he is clever, you know, he
ought to be able to earn money."
She thought of Richard Thornton as she spoke, working at the
Phoenix Theatre for the poor salary t h a t helped to support the
Bohemian comforts of t h a t primitive shelter in the Pilasters;
and Dick's paint and whitewash bespattered coat seemed glorified
by contrast with t h a t of the young prodigal in the room below.
The two girls went down to the break fast-room early the next
mormng, L a u r a Mason arrayed in her prettiest and brightest
musUn moming dress, which was scarcely so bright as her
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beaming face. The young lady's gossamer white robes fluttered
with the floating ribbons and delicate laces that adorned them.
She was a coquette by nature, and was eager to take her revenge
for all the monotonous days of enforced seclusion wbich she
had endured.
Mrs. Darrell was sitting at the breakfast-table when the two
girls entered the roon.. Her Bible lay open amongst the cups
and saucers near her. Her face was pale. She looked even more
careworn than usual; and her eyes were dimmed by the tears
that she had shed. The heroism of the woman who had bome
her son's absence sUently and uncomplainingly, had given way
under the unlooked-for joy of his return.
She gave her hand to each of the girls as they •wished her good
moming. Eleanor almost shuddered as she felt the deadly coldness of that wasted hand.
" We •wUl begin breakfast at once, my dears," Mrs. DarreU
said, quietly; " my son is fatigued by a long journey, and exhausted by the excitement of his return. He wUl not get up,
therefore, untU late in the day."
The •widow poured out the tea, and for some Httle time there
was sUence at the breakfast-table. Neither Eleanor nor Laura
liked to speak. They both waited^one patiently, the other very
impatiently, untU Mrs. Darrell should please to teU them something about her son's extraordinary return.
I t seemed as if the mistress of Hazlewood, usually so coldly
dignified and self-possessed, felt some Uttle embarrassment in
speaking of the strange scene of the previous night.
" I need scarcely tell you, Laura," she said, rather abruptly,
after a very long pause, " that if anything could lessen my happiness in my son's return, it would be the manner of his coming
back to his old home. He comes back to me poorer than when
he went away. He came on foot from Southampton here; he
came looking like a tramp and a beggar to his mother's house.
But it would be hard if I blamed my poor boy for this. The sin
Ues at his uncle's door. Maurice de Crespigny should have
kno^wn that Colonel DarreU's only son would never stoop to a
life of commercial drudgery. Launcelot's letters might have prepared me for what has happened. Their brevity, their bitter, despondent tone, might have told the utter hopelessness of a commercial career for my son. He tells me that he left India because
his position there—a position which held out no promise of improvement—had become unbearable. He comes back to me
penniless, with the battle of life before him. You can
scarcely wonder, then, that my happiness in his return is not
unalloyed."
" No, indeed, dear Mrs. DarreU," Laura answered, eagerly;
•"but stiU you must be very glad to have him back: and if he
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didn't make a fortune in India, he can make one in England, I
dare say. H e is so handsome, and so clever, and
"
The young lady stojaped suddenly, blushing under the cold
scrutiny of EUen DarreU's eyes. Perhaps in t h a t moment a
thought fiashed across the mind of the widow—the thought of a
wealthy marriage for her handsome son. She knew t h a t Laura
Mason was rich, for Mr. Monckton had told her t h a t his ward
would have all the advantages in after Hfe which wealth can
bestow; but she had no idea of the amount of the girl's fortune.
Launcelot Darrell slept late after his pedestrian journey. Miss
Mason's piano was kept shut, out of consideration for the traveller; and L a u r a and Eleanor found the bright summer's moming unusually long. They had so few pursiuts, or amusements,
t h a t to be deprived of one seemed very cruel.
They were
in a shady nook in the shrubbery, after their early dinner, Laura
lying on the ground, reading a novel, and Eleanor engaged in
some needlework achievement, which was by-and-by to be pre^
sented to the Signora; when the rustHng leaves of the laurel
screen t h a t enclosed and sheltered their retreat were parted, and
the handsome face, the face which had looked worn and haggard
last night, but which now had only an aristocratic air of languor,
presented itself before them in a frame of dark foliage.
" Good morning, or good afternoon, young ladies," said Mr.
Darrell, "for I hear t h a t your habits a t Hazlewood are very
primitive, and t h a t you dine a t three o'clock. I have been looking for you during the last half-hour, in my anxiety to apologize
for any alarm I may have given you last night. W h e n the
landless heir returns to his home, he scarcely expects to find
two angels waiting for him on the threshold. I might have been
a Httle more careful of my toilet, had I been able to foresee my
reception. W h a t luggage I had I left at Southampton."
" O h ! never mind your dress, Mr. Darrell," Laura answered,
gaily, " we are both so glad you have come home. A i n ' t we,
Eleanor ? for our Uves are so dreadfully dull here, though your
mamma is very kind to us. B u t do tell us all about your voyage
home, and your journey here on foot, and all the troubles you
have gone through ? Do tell us your adventures, Mr. DarreU?"
The young lady lifted her bright blue eyes with a languishing
glance of p i t y ; but suddenly dropped them under the young
man's gaze. He looked from one to the other of the two girls.
and then, strolling into the grassy Httle amphitheatre where
they were sitting, flung himself into a rustic arm-chair, near the
table at which Eleanor Vane sat at v/ork.
Launcelot DarreU was a handsome likeness of his mother.
The features, which in her face were stern and hard, had in his
an almost feminine softness. The dark eyes had a lazy light
in th;:;ri, and v^ere half hidden by the Ustless droop of the black
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lashes that fringed their full white Uds. The straight nose, low
forehead, and deUcately moulded mouth, were almost classical in
iheir physical perfection; but there was a something wanting in
,"he lower part of the face ; the chin receded a Httle where it
should have projected, the handsome mouth was weak and undecided in expression.
Mr. DarreU might have sat as a painter's model for aU the
lovers in prose or poetry ; bnt he would never have been mistaken for a hero or a statesman. He had aU the attributes of
f-ace and beauty, but not one of the outward signs of greatness.
leanor Vane felt this want of power in the young man as she
looked at him. Her rapid percei^tion seized npon the one defect
which marred so much perfection.
" If I had need of help against the murderer of my father."
the girl thought, " I would not ask this man to aid me."
" And now, Mr. Darrell," said Laura, thro^wing down her book,
and settUng herself for a fUrtation with the prodigal son, " tell
ns aU your adventures. We are dying to hear them."
Launcelot Darrell shrugged his shoulders.
" What adventures, my dear Miss Mason ? "
" Why, your Indian experiences, of course, and your journey
home. AU your romantic escapes, and thrUUng perils, tigerhunting, pig-sticking—that doesn't sound romantic, but I suppose it is—lonely nights in which you lost yourself in the jungle,
horrible encounters •with rattlesnakes, brUliant baUs at the
Government House —you see I know all about Indian Hfe—rides
on the race-course, fUi-tations •with Calcutta belles."
The young man laughed at Miss Mason's enthusiasm.
" You know more about the delights of an Indian existence
than I do," he said, rather bitterly; " a poor devU who goes out
to Calcutta •with only one letter of introduction, and an empty
purse, and is sent up the country, •within a few days of his
arrival, to a lonely station, where his own face is about the only
white one in the neighbourhood, hasn't very much chance of
becoming famiUar •with Government House festi^vities or Calcutta
belles, who reserve their smiles for the favoured chUdren of fortune, I can assure you. As to tiger-hunts and pig-sticking, my
dear Miss Mason, I can give you very Httle information upon
those points, for an indigo planter's overseer, whose nose is \e\A
pretty close to the grindstone, has enough to do for his pitiful
ntipend, and very Httle chance of becoming a Gordon Gumming
Dr a Jules Gerard."
Laura Mason looked very much disappointed.
" You didn't like India, then, Mr. Darrell ? " she said.
" I hated it," the young man answered, between his ge<
teeth.
There was so much suppressed force iu Launcelot Darrell'i
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utterance of these three words, t h a t Eleanor looked u p from her
work, startled by the young man's sudden vehemence.
H e was looking straight before him, his dark eyes flxed, his
strongly marked eyebrows contracted, and a red spot burning in
the centre of each pale and rather hollow cheek.
" B u t why did you h a t e I n d i a ? " L a u r a asked, with unfUnching pertinacity.
" Why does a man hate poverty and humUiation, Miss Mason?
You might as weU ask me t h a t . Suppose we drop the subject.
I t isn't a very agreeable one to me, I assure you."
" B u t your voyage home," pursued Laura, quite unabashed
by this rebuff; " you can tell us your adventures during the
voyage home ? "
" I had no adventures. Men who travel by the overland
route may have sometlUng to teU, p e r h a p s ; I came the cheapest
and the slowest way."
" By a saiUng vessel ? "
" Yes."
" A n d what was the name of the vessel P "
" The Indus."
" The Indus, t h a t ' s an easy name to remember. B u t of course
you had aU sorts of amusements on board: you played whist in
the cuddy—what is the cuddy, hj the bye ?—and you got u p
private theatricals, and you started an amateur newspaper, or a
magazine, and you crossed the line, and
"
" Oh, yes, we went through the usual routine. I t was dreary
enough. P r a y tell me something about Hazlewood, Misa
Mason; I am a great deal more interested in Berkshire t h a n
you can possibly be in nay Indian experiences."
The young lady was fain to submit. She told Mr. DarreU
such scraps and shreds of gossip as form the " news " in a place
like Hazlewood. H e Ustened very attentively to anything Miss
Mason had to tell about his uncle, Maurice de Crespigny.
" So those tiger cats, m y maiden aunts, are aS watchful as
"^ver," he said, when L a u r a had finished. " Heaven grant the
narpies may be disappointed! Do any of the Vane family ever
try to get at the old m a n ? "
Eleanor looked u p from her work, b u t very quietly; she h a d
grown accustomed to hear her name spoken by those who h a d
no suspicion of her identity.
" Oh, no, I believe not," Miss Mason answered: " old Mr.
Vane died two or three years ago, you know."
" Yes, my mother wrote me word of his death."
" You were in India when it happened, then P "
"Yes."
Eleanor's face blanched, and her heart beat with a fierce
throbbing against her breast. How dared they talk of
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her dead father in that tone of almost insolent indifference P
The one passion of her young Hfe had as strong a power over
her now as when she had knelt in the Uttle chamber in the Rue
de I'Archeveque, -with her clasped hands upUfted to the low
ceUing, and a terrible oath upon her girUsh Ups.
She dropped her work suddenly, and rising from her mstio
seat, walked away from the shade of the laurels.
•• Meanor," cried Laura Mason, " where are you going ? "
Launcelot Darrell sat in a lounging attitude, trifling -with the
reels of sUk, and balls of wool, and all the paraphemaUa of
fancy work scattered upon the table before him, but he Ufted his
head as Laura uttered her friend's name, and perhaps for the
first time looked steadUy at Miss Vane.
He sat looking at her for some minutes whUe she and Laura
stood taUting together a few paces from him. I t was perhaps
only a painter's habit of looking earnestly at a pretty face that
gave intensity to his gaze. He dropped his eyeUds presently,
and drew a long breath, that sounded almost Uke a sigh of reUef.
" An accidental Ukeness," he muttered; " there are a hundred
such Hkenesses in the world."
He got up and walked back to the house, lea-ving the two girls
together. Laura had a great deal to say about his handsome
face, and the easy grace of his manner; but Eleanor Vane was
absent and thoughtful. The mention of her father's name had
brought back the past. Her peaceful Hfe, and all its quiet contentment, melted away like a curtain of morning mist that rises
to disclose the ghastly horror of a battle-field; and the dreadful
picture of the past arose before her; painfuUy -vivid, horribly
real. The parting on the boulevard; the long night of agony
and suspense; the meeting •with Richard on the bridge by the
Morgue ; her father's torn, disjointed letter; and her o^wn vengeful •wrath; all returned to her. Every voice of her heart seemed
to caU her away from the commonplace tranquiUity of her Ufe to
some desperate act of justice and retribution.
" What have I to do •with this frivolous girlP " she thought;
" what is it to me whether Launcelot DarreU's nose is Grecian
or aquiline, whether his eyes are black or brown P What a
wretched, useless Ufe I am leading in this place, when I should
be hunting through the world for the mui-derer of my father."
She sighed wearily as she remembered how powerless she was.
What could she do to get one step nearer to the accompUshment
of that single purpose, which she called the purpose of her Ufe i
Nothing! She remembered •with a chUl feeling of despair that
however, in her moments of exaltation, she might look forward
to some shadowy day of triumph and revenge, her better sense
always told her that Richard Thornton had spoken the truth.
The man whose treachery had destroyed George Vane had
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dropped into the chaos of an over-crowded universe, leaving no
due behind bim by which he might be traced.
CHAPTER XVI.
THE

LA^WTER'S S U S P I C I O N .

came to Hazlewood upon the day after Launcelot
DarreU's arrival. The grave soUcitor had kno^wn the young man
before his departure for India, but there seemed no very great
intimacy between them, and Mr. Darrell appeared rather to avoid
any familiarity •with his mother's rich friend.
He answered Gilbert Monckton's questions about India and
indigo-planting •with an air of un^wUUngness that was almost
insolent.
" The last few years of my Ufe have not been so very pleasant
as to make me care to look back at them," he said, bitterly.
" Some men keep a diary of the experiences of each day—I
found the experiences the some enough in themselves, and had
no •wish to incur the extra fatigue of •writing about them. I
told my uncle, when he forced a commercial career upon me,
that he was making a mistake; and the residt has proved tha't
I was right."
MJ. DarreU spoke •with as much gentlemanly indifference as if
be had been discussing the affairs of a stranger. He e^vidently
thought that the mistakes of his Hfe rested upon other people's
shoulders; and that it was no shame to him, but rather to hif
credit as a fine gentleman, that he had come home penniless and
shabby to sponge upon his mother's slender income.
" And now you have come back, what do you mean to do P "
Mr. Monckton asked, rather abruptly.
" I shaU go in for painting. I'U work hard, do^wn in this
quiet place, and get a picture ready for the Royal Academy next
year. WUl you sit for me. Miss Mason ? and you. Miss Vincent ? you would make a splendid RosaUnd and CeUa. Yes,
Mr. Monckton, I shall try the sublime art whose professors have
been the friends of princes."
"AndifyoufaU
"
" If I fail, I'U change my name, and turn itinerant portraitpointer. But I don't suppose my uncle Maurice means to Hv8
for ever. He must leave his money to somebody. If Pro^videnc*
favours me my respected aunts may happen to offend him a few
_)urs before his death, and he may make a •wiU in my favour, in
order to revenge himself upon them. I think that's generaUy
the way of it, eh, Mr. Monckton? The testator doesn't consider
the deUght of the person who is to get his money, bnt gloat*
over the aggravation of the poor -wretch who isn't."
MR. MONCRTON
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The ywnng man spoke as carelessly as if the Woodlands for*
tune were scarcely worth a discussion. I t was his habit to
speak indifferently of all things, and it was rather difficult 'to
]-'enetrate his real sentiments, so skilfuUy were they hidden by
this surface manner.
" You had a formidable rival once in your uncle's affectiong,"
Mr. Monckton said, presently.
"WHch rival?"
" The Damon of Maurice de Crespigny's youth, George Vandeleur Vane."
Launcelot DarreU's face darkened at the mention of the dead
man's name. I t had always been the habit of the De Crespigny
family to look upon Eleanor's father as a subtle and designing
foe, against whom no warfare could be too desperate.
" My uncle could never have been such a fool as to leave his
money to that spendthrift," Mr. Darrell said.
Eleanor had been sitting at an open •window busy with her
work during this conversation; but she rose hastily as Launcelot
spoke of her father. She was ready to do battle for him then and
there, if need were. She was ready to fling off the disguise of
her false name, and to avow herself as George Vane's daughter,
if they dared to slander him. Whatever shame or TmmUiation
was cast upon him should be shared by her.
But before she could give way to this sudden -impulse, GUbert Monckton spoke, and the angry girl waited to hear what
he might say.
" I have every reason to believe that Maurice de Crespigny
would have left his money to his old friend had Mr. A'ane
lived," the lawyer said. " I never shall forget your uncle's grief
when he read •the account of the old man's death in a ' Galignani' which was put purposely in his way by one of your
aunts."
" Ah," said Mr. DarreU, bitterly, " George Vane's death cleared
the way for those harpies."
" Or for you, perhaps."
" Perhaps. I have not come Vome to wait for a dead man'a
shoes, Mr. Monckton."
Mrs. Darrell had been Ustening to this conversation, with her
watchful eyes fixed upon GUbert Monckton's face. She spoke
now for the first time.
" My son is the proper person to inherit my uncle's fortune,"
she said; " h e is young, and has a bright future before him.
Money would be of some use to him; but it would be almost
useless to my sisters."
She glanced at the young man as she spoke; and in that one
jrindling glance of maternal pride the -widow revealed how much
ihe loved her son.
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The young man was leaning in a lounging attitude ovtr the
piano, turning the leaves of Laura's open music-book, and now
and then striking his fingers on the notes.
Mr. Monckton took up his hat, shook hands •with his ward and
•with Mrs. Darrell, and then went over to the window at which
Eleanor sat.
" How silent you have been this moming, Miss Vincent," he
said.
The girl blushed as she looked up at the la^wyer's grave face.
She always felt ashamed of her false name when Mr. Monckton
addressed her by it.
" When are you and Laura coming to see my new picture ? "
he asked.
" Whenever Mrs. DarreU Ukes to bring us," Eleanor answered,
frankly.
"You hear, Mrs. Darrell?" said the la^wyer; "these two
young ladies are coming over to Tolldale to see a genuine
Raphael that I bought at Christie's a month ago. You wUl be
taking your son to see his uncle, I have no doubt—suppose you
come and lunch at the Priory on the day you go to Woodlands."
" That will be to-morrow," answered Mrs. Darrell. " My
uncle cannot deny himself to Launcelot after an absence of
nearly five years, and even my sisters can scarcely have the
impertinence to shut the door in my son's face."
" Very well; Woodlands and the Priory Ue close together.
You can cross the park and get into Mr. de Crespigny's grounds
by the wicket-gate, and so surprise the enemy. That wiU be the
best plan."
" If you please, my dear Mr. Monckton," said the vridow.
She was gratified at the idea of stealing a march upon her
maiden sisters, for she knew how difficult it was to effect an
entrance to the citadel so jealously guarded by them.
" Come, young ladies," exclaimed Mr. Monckton, as he crossed
the threshold of the bay window, " wiU you honour me •with
your company to the gates ? "
The two gu-ls rose and went out on to the lawn •with the
lawyer. Laura Mason was accustomed to obey her guardian,
and Eleanor was very weU pleased to pay all possible respect to
Gilbert Monckton. She looked up to him as something removed
from the commonplace sphere in which she felt so fettered and
helpless. She fancied sometimes that if she could have told him
the story of her father's death, he might have helped her to find
the old man's destroyer. She had that impUcit confidence in
his power which a young and inexperienced woman almost always
feels for a man of superior intellect who is twenty years her
•enior.
Mr. Monckton and the two girls walked slowly across the
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grass; but Laura Mason was distracted by her dogs before she
reached the gate, and ran away into one of the shrubberied pathways after the refractory ItaUan greyhound.
'The lawyer stopped at the gate. He was sUent for some molents, looking thoughtfuUy at Eleanor, as if he had something
>articular to say to her.
" Well, Miss Vincent, how do yon Uke Mr. Launcelot DarreU P"
he asked at last.
The question seemed rather insignificant after the pause that
had preceded it.
Eleanor hesitated.
" I scarcely know whether I Uke or dislike him," she said; " he
only came the night before last, and
"
" And my question is what we call a leading one. Never
mind, you shall tell me what you think by-and-by, when you
have had more time to form an opinion. Yon think the young
man handsome, I suppose ? "
" Oh, yes ! very handsome."
" But you a,re not the girl to be fascinated by a handsome face.
I can see that you mean that by the contemptuous curl of your
lip. Quite true, no doubt. Miss Vincent; but there are some
young ladies less strong-minded than yourself, who may be easUy
be^witched by the outUne of a classical profile, or the Hght of a
pair of handsome dark eyes. Eleanor Vincent, do you remembei
what I said to you when I brought you do'wn to Hazlewood ? "
Mr. Monckton was in the habit of addressing both the girls
by their Christian names when he spoke seriously.
" Yes, I remember perfectly."
" 'Wliat I said to you then implied an amount of trust which
I don't often put in an acquaintance of a couple of hours. That
Uttle girl yonder," added the lawyer, glancing towards the pathway i n which Laura Mason flitted about, alternately coaxing and
remonstrating •with her dogs, " is tender-hearted and weakheaded. I think you would willingly do anything to serve her
and me. You can do her no better ser-vice than by shielding her
from the infiuence of Launcelot Darrell. Don't let my ward fall
in love •with the young man's handsome face. Miss Vincent! "
Eleanor was sUent, scarcely kno^wing how to reply to this
strange appeal.
"You think I am taking alarm too soon, I dare say," the
lawyer said, " but in our profession we learn to look a long way
ahead. I don't Uke the young man. Miss Vincent. He is
selfish, and shallow, and frivolous,—false, I tliink, as well.
And, more than this, there is a secret in his life."
" A secret ? "
" Yes; and that secret ia connected with his Indian experienoeti,"

The Shadow on Gilbert Monckton's Life.

135

CHAPTER XVn.
THE SHADOW ON GILBERT MONCKTON'S IITB.
TOLLDALE PRIORY was a red brick mansion, lying

deep in a
valley, almost hidden amidst the thick woodland that surrotmded it; a stately dweUing-place, shrouded and well-nigh
entombed by the old trees that shut it in on every side, and
made a screen through which only a glimpse of crimson brick
could be seen from the bye-Bead or lane that approached the
great iron gates.
From the hill-tops, high above the wooded valley, looking
down into the sombre depths of verdure, one could see the
gabled roof of the mansion, gUmmering amid the woodland,
Uke some rich jewel in its casket; and, at a Uttle distance, the
massive square tower of an ivy-grown old church, at which a
few tenant-farmers about Tolldale, and the lords of the Priory
and their retainers, were wont to worship.
The house was large and handsome; there was a long banqueting hall •with a roof of black oak, rich in quaint carvings,
and a gloomy corridor, whi| n were said to belong to the reign of
Henry the Second; but the rest of the mansion had been built
in the time of Queen Anne, and was of that prim and square
order of architecture which Sir John Vanbmgh and his foUowers
affected.
The garden was prim and square, Uke the house, and shut in
from the road by high red brick waUs, over some part of which
the stone-moss had crept, and the ivy traded for centuries; but
the garden had gro^wn out of the stiffness of Queen Anne's day,
for every tree and shrub, every flower and weed, patch of grass,
or cluster of ivy, grew so luxuriantly in this fertile vaUey, that
it would have needed three times the number of gardeners that
had been kept at Tolldale for the last twenty years, to pieserve
the neat order of the flower-beds and pathways, the hoUy hedges,
the huge bushes of boxwood that had once been fashioned into
the grim semblances of Hons, swans, dragons, and elephants,
and all the other stiff beauties of the pleasure-grounds.
Behind the house a couple of peacocks stalked moodUy about
a stony courtyard, and a great watch-dog showed his sulky head
at the mouth of his kennel, and barked incessantly at the advent
of any •visitor, as if the Priory had been some weird and enchanted dwelling to which no stranger had right of approach.
The entrance to the house most commonly used, opened into
this stony courtyard; and in the dusky, flagged haU, hung the
ponderous and roomy riding-boots and the heavy saddle of some
Tolldale who had distinguished himself iu the civil wars.
The rainbow colours that gUmmered on the stone pavement of
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this dusky entrance-hall were reflected from the crests and coata
of arms, the interlaced ciphers, the coronets and bloody hands,
emblazoned on the muUioned •windows, whose splendour chastened and subdued the daylight; tempering the garish glory of
ieaven for the benefit of aristocratic eyes. But of all these
crests and ciphers, of aU these honourable insignia, not one
belonged to the present owner of the house — Mr. GUbert
Monckton, the la^wyer.
ToUdale Priory had changed hands several times since the
monkish days, in which the older part of the house had been
buUt. GUbert Monckton had bought the estate twenty years
before of a Mr. Ravenshaw, a reckless and extravagant gentleman, -with an only daughter, whose beauty had been very much
talked about in the neighbourhood. Indeed, report had gone so
far as to declare that Gilbert Monckton had been desperately iu
love •with this Margaret Ravenshaw, and that it was for her
sake he had invested a great part of the splendid fortune left
lum by his father in the purchase of the ToUdale estate; thereby
freeing the young lady's father from very ten-ible embarrassments, and enabUng him to retire to the Continent -with his only
chUd.
There had been, certainly, considerable grounds for this report,
as, immediately after the transfer of the projserty, GUbert Monckton quitted England, leaving his business in the hands of the
two junior partners of the house—both much older men than
himself, by the bye. He remained abroad for nearly two years;
during which time evei-ybody beUeved him to be traveUing with
Mr. Ravenshaw and his daughter, and at the end of that time
returned—an altered man.
Yes; every one who had been intimate with Gilbert Monckton
declared that a blight had faUen upon his Ufe; and it was only
natural that they should go a Httle farther than this, and contlude that this change had been brought about by an unhappy
attachment; or, in plainer words, that Margaret Ravenshaw had
jilted him.
However this might be, the la^vyer kept his secret. There was
no unmanly sentimentaUsm in his nature. Whatever his sorrow
was, he bore it very quietly, keeping it entirely to himself, and
asking sympathy from no living creature. But from the hour
of his return to England, he devoted himself to his profession
with a determination and an assiduity that he had never betore
displayed.
This was the great change that lus disappointment—whatever
that disappointment may have been—had made in him. He did
not become either a misanthrope or a bore. He became pui-ely
and simply a man of busmess. The frank, generous-hearted
young squire, who had shunned his father's office as if every
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eheet of parchment or scrap of red tape had been infected by
the pestUent vapours of a plague-stricken city, was transformed
into a patient and plodding lawyer, whose gigantic grasp of
thought and unfaiUng foresight were almost akin to genius.
For ten years ToUdale Priory was uninhabited by its new
master, and left in the care of a snuff-taking old housekeeper,
and a deaf gardener, who effectually kept aU visitors a t bay by
a systematic habit of faiUng to hear the great bell a t the iron
gates; which might clang never so loudly under the shadow of
its wooden pent-house without apparently producing the faintcfc
impression upon the aural nerves of these two superannuated retainers. B u t at last the day came upon which Mr. Monckton
grew tired of his London dwelling-place in a dingy square in
Bloomsbury, and determined to take possession of his Berkshire
estate. H e sent a couple of upholsterers to Tolldale Priory, •with
strict injunctions to set the old furniture in order, b u t to do
nothing more; not so much as to alter the adjustment of a curtain, or the accustomed position of a chair or table.
Perhaps he wished to see the famihar rooms looking exactly
as they had looked when he had sat by Margaret Ravenshaw'a
side, a bright and hopeful lad of twenty. H e kept the snufftaking old housekeeper and the deaf gardener, and brought hia
own small staff of well-trained servants from London.
The
town-bred servants would have wUlingly rebelled against their
new dwelUng-place, and the verdant shades t h a t seemed to shut
them in from the outer world; b u t their wages were too Uberal
to be resigned for any b u t a very powerful reason, and they submitted as best they could to the solitude of their new abode.
Mr. Monckton traveUed backwards and forwards between ToUdale and London almost every day, driving to the st-ation in his
phaeton in the morning, and being met by his groom on his
return in the evening. The lawyer's professional duties had
taxed his strength to tha utmost, and grave physicians h a d prescribed country air and occasional repose as absolutely necessary
to him. For nearly ten years, therefore, he had Uved at tho
Priory, forming few acquaintances, and positively no friends.
His most intimate associates had been the De Crespignys. This
had no doubt arisen from the circumstance of the Woodlands
estate adjoining Tolldale. Mr. Monckton accepted the acquaintances whom accident forced upon him, b u t he sought none.
Those who knew him best said t h a t the shadow which had so
early faUen upon his Hfe had never passed away.
Of course Eleanor Vane had heard these things during her
residence at Hazlewood. The knowledge of them invested the
grave lawyer with a halo of romance in her girlish eyes- He,
Eke herself, had his secret, and kept it faithfully.
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drove her son and the two girls to Tolldale
Priory in accordance with Mr. Monckton's wish. The widow
had no particular desire to bring either Laura or Eleanor into
contact with her uncle, Maurice de Crespigny; for she nourished
that intense jealousy of all visitors who crossed the threshold of
the old man's house, which is only kno^wn to expectant heirs
whose chances of a fortune tremble in the wavering balance of
an uivaUd's caprice. But Mrs. DarreU could not afford to
offend Mr. Monckton. He paid a high price for her protection
of his ward, and was by no means the sort of man to be thwarted
with impunity.
Latmcelot Darrell lolled by his mother's side, smoking a cigai
and taking very little notice of the blossoming hedgerows and
gUmpses of luxuriant pastoral landscape. The two young ladies
ea* upon a low seat, •with their backs to the pomes, and had
therefore ample opportunity of observing the prodigal son's face.
For the first time since Mr. DarreU's return Eleanor Vane
did watch that handsc me face, seeking in it for some evidence
of those words which GUbert Monckton had spoken to her the
day before.
" He is selfish, and shallow, and frivolous; false, I think, as
weU; more than this, he has a secret—a secret connected •with
his Indian experiences."
This is what Mr. Monckton had said. Eleanor asked herseU
what right he had to say so much ?
I t was scarcely Ukely that a girl of Eleanor's age, so unaccustomed to all society, so shut in from the outer world by hei
narrow and secluded Hfe, could faU Lc be a Httle interested in
the handsome stranger, whose advent had not been without a
tinge of romance. She was interested in him, and all the more
so because of that which Gilbert Monckton had said to her.
There was a secret in Launcelot DarreU's Ufe. How strange
this was! Had every creature a secret, part of themselves,
hidden deep in their breasts, like that dark purpose which had
grown out of the misery of her father's untimely death—some
buried memory, whose influence was to overshadow aU their Uves?
She looked at the young man's face. I t had an expression ol
half-defiant recklessness which seemed almost habitual to it;
but it was not the face of a happy man.
Laura Mason was the only person who talked much during
that drive to Tolldale. That young lady's tongue ran on in a
pretty, jjucessant bablde, abont nothing in particular. The wUd
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flowers in the hedgerows, the distant gUmpses of country, the
Ught clouds floating in the summer sky, the flaming poppies
among the ripening com, the noisy fowl upon the margin of a
pond, the shaggy horses looking over farm-yard gates,—every
object, animate and inanimate, between Hazlewood and Tolldale,
was the subject of Miss Mason's remark. Launcelot Darrell
looked at her now and then •with an expression of half-admiring
amusement, and sometimes aroused himself to talk to her; but
only to relapse very quickly into a half-contemptuous, halfsulky sUeuce.
Mr. Monckton received his guests in a long low library,
looking out into the neglected garden; a dusky chamber,
darkened by the shadows of traiUng parasites that hung over
the narrow windows. But this room was an especial favourite
•with the grave master of the house. I t was here he sat during
the lonely evenings that he spent at home. The drawing-rooms
on the first floor were only used upon those rare occasions when
the lawyer opened his house to his friends of long standing,
dashing cUents, who were very well pleased to get a week's
shooting in the woody coverts about the Priory.
Neither Laura nor Eleanor felt very enthusiastic about the
Raphael, which seemed to the two girls to represent an angular
and rather insipid type of female beauty; but Launcelot Darrell
and his host entered into an artistic discussion that lasted until
luncheon was announced by the lawyer's grey-haired butler; a
onderous and dignified individual who had Uved with Gilbert
[onckton's father, and who was said to know more about his
master's history than Gilbert's most intimate friends.
I t was nearly three o'clock in the afternoon when luncheon
was finished, and the party set out to attempt an invasion upon
Woodlands. Launcelot DarreU gave his arm to his mother,
who in a manner took possession of her son, and the two girls
walked behind with the lawyer.
" You have never seen Mr. de Crespigny, I suppose, Misa
Vincent?" Gilbert Monckton said, as they went out of tiie iron
gates and struck into a narrow pathway leading through thewood.
" Never! But I am very anxious to see him."
"Whyso?"_
Eleanor hesitated. She was for ever being reminded of her
assumed name, and the falsehood to which she had submitted
out of deference to her half-sister's pride.
Fortunately the la^wyer did not wait for an answer to hia
question.
" Maurice de Crespigny is a strange old man," he said; " a
very strange old man. I sometimes think there is a disappointment in store for Launcelot Darrell; and for his maiden aunt*
aa weU."

S
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" A disappointment!"
" Yes, I doubt very much if either the maiden ladies or their
nephews wiU get Maurice de Crespigny's fortune."
" But to whom wiU he leave it, then ? "
The lawyer shrugged his shoulders.
" I t is not for me to answer that question. Miss Vincent," he
said. " I merely speculate upon the chances, in perfect ignorance
as to facts. Were I Mr. de Crespigny's legal ad\riser, I should
have no right to say as much as this; but as I am not, I am
free to discuss the business."
Mr. Monckton and Eleanor were alone by this time, for Laura
Mason had fUtted on to the party in advance, and was talking
to Launcelot DarreU. The lawyer's face clouded as he watched
his ward and the young man.
" You remember what I said to yon yesterday, IMiss Vincent P"
he said, after a pause.
"Perfectly."
" I am very much afraid of the infiuence that young man's
handsome face may have upon my poor frivolous ward. I would
move her out of the way of that influence if I could, but where
could I remove her P Poor chUd! she has been shifted about
enough already. She seems happy at Hazlewood; vei-y happy,
with you."
"Yes," Eleanor answered, frankly; "we love each other very
dearly."
"And you would do anything to serve herP"
" Anything in the world."
Mr. Monckton sighed.
" There is one way in which you might serve her," he said, in
a low voice, as If speaking to himseU" rather than to Eleanor,
" and yet
"
He did not finish the sentence, but walked on in sUence, •with
his eyes bent upon the ground. He only looked up now and
then to Usten, with an uneasy expression, to the animated conversation of Launcelot and Laura. They walked thus through
the shadowy woodland, where the rustUng sound of a pheasant's
fUght amongst the bi-ushwood, and the gay tones of Laura's
voice, only broke the silence.
Beyond the wood they came to a grassy slope dotted by
groups of trees, and bounded by an In^visible •wire fence.
Here, on the summit of a gentle elevation, stood a low white
villa—a large and important house—but bnUt in the modern
style, and very inferior to Tolldale Priory in dignity and grandeur.
This was Woodlands, the house which Maurice de Crespigny
had buUt for himself some thirty years before; the house whoso
threshold had so long been jealously guarded by the invaUd'a
maiden nieces.
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Mr. Monckton looked at his watch as he and Eleanor joined
Mrs. Darrell.
"Half-past three o'clock," he said; "Mr. de Crespigny generally takes an airing in his Bath-chair at about this time In the
afternoon. You see, I know the habits of the Citadel, and know
therefore how to effect a surprise. If we strike across the park
we are almost sure to meet him."
He led the way to a Httle gate in the fence. I t was only
fastened by a latch, and the party entered the grassy enclosure.
Eleanor Vane's heart beat violently. She was about to see
her father's old and early friend; that friend whom George
Vane had never been suffered to approach, to whom he had been
forbidden to appeal in the hour of his distress.
" If my poor father could have •written to Mr, de Crespigny
for help when he lost that •wretched hundred pounds, he might
have been saved from a cruel death," Eleanor thought.
Fortune seemed to favour the invaders. In a shady avenue
that skUted one side of the slope, they came upon the old man
and the two sisters. The maiden ladles walked on either side of
their uncle's Bath-chair, erect and formidable-looking as a couple
of grenadiers.
Maurice de Crespigny looked twenty years older than his
spendthrift fi-iend had looked up to the hoiu- of his death. His
bent head nodded helplessly forward. His faded eyes seemed
dim and sightless. The withered hand lying Idle upon the
leathern apron of the Bath-chair, trembled Uke a leaf shaken by
the autumn •wind. The shadow of approaching death seemed to
hover about this feeble creature, separating him from his feUowmortals.
The two maiden ladles greeted their sister •with no veiy
demonstrative cordiaUty.
" EUen !" exclaimed Miss Lavinia, the elder of the two, " this
is an unexpected pleasure. I am sure that both Sarah and
myself are charmed to see you; but as this Is one of our poor
dear invaUd's worst days, your visit is rather unfortunately
timed. If you had -written, and given us notice of your
coming
"
" You would have shut the door in my face," Mrs. Darrell
said, resolutely. " Pray do not put yourself to the trouble cf
inventing any poUte fictions on my account, Lavinia. We
understand each other perfectly. I came here by the back way,
because I knew I should be refused admittance at the front
door. You keep watch weU, La^vinla, and I beg to compUment
you upon your patience."
The •widow had approached her uncle's chair, lea-ring the rest
of the party in the background. Pale and defiant, she did battle
with her two sisters, fighting sturdily in the cause of her idoUzed
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Bon, who seemed a great deal too Ustless and Indifferent to look
after his o^wn interests.
The ladies in possession glared at their sister's pale face •with
spiteful eyes; they were a Uttlo daunted by the •widow's air of
lesolutlon.
" Who are these people^ Ellen Darrell?" asked the younger of
the two old maids. " Do you want to kiU my uncle, that you
bring a crowd of strangers to intrude upon him at a time when
his nerves are at their worst ?"
" I have not brought a crowd of strangers. Oue of those
people is my son, who has come to pay his respects to his uncle
after his re'turn from India."
" Launcelot Darrell returned ! " exclaimed the tvro ladles,
simultaneonsly.
" Yes, returned to look after his o^wn interests ; returned •with
very grateful feelings towards those who prompted his being sent
away from his native country to waste his youth in an unhealthy cUmate."
" Some people get on in India," Miss Lavinia de Crespigny
said, spItefuUy; " but I never thought Launcelot DarreU would
do any good there."
" How kind it was in you to advise his going, then," Mrs
Darrell answered, promptly. Then, passing by the astonlshea
Miss Lavinia, she went up to her uncle, and bent over him.
The old man looked up at his niece, but •with no glance of rer-ognltlon In his blue eyes, which had gro^wn pale •with age.
" Uncle Maurice," said Mrs. Darrell, " don't you know me P"
The invaUd nodded his head.
" Yes, yes, y e s ! " he said; but there was a vacant smUa
npon his face, and it seemed as if the words were uttered mechanically.
" And are you glad to see me, dear uncle ? "
" Yes, yes, yes !" the old man answered in exactly the game
tone.
Mrs. DarreU looked up hopelessly.
" Is he always Uke this ? " she asked.
" No," answered Miss Sarah, briskly, " he is only so when he
is intruded upon and annoyed. We told you It was one of your
uncle's bad days, EUen; and yet you are heartless enough to
insist on persecuting him."
Mrs. DarreU turned upon her sister vrith suppressed rage.
" When •wiU the day come in whicli I shall be welcome to this
place, Sarah de Crespigny P " she said. " I choose my o^wn time,
and seize any chance I can of speakiiig to my uncle."
She looked back at the group she had left behind her, and
beckoned to her son.
Launcelot Darrell came straight to his uncle's chair.
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" You remember Launcelot, Uncle Maurice," Mrs. Darr 1
said, entreatingly; " I'm sure you remember Launcelot."
The two maiden sisters watched their uncle's face with eager
and jealous glances. I t seemed as If the thick clouds were clearing away from the old man's memory, for a faint Hght kindled
in his faded eyes.
" Launcelot! " he said; " yes, I remember Launcelot. In
India, poor lad, in India."
" He went to India, dear uncle, and he has been a-way some
years. You remember how unfortunate he was: the indigo
planter to whom he was to have gone faUed before he got to
Calcutta, so that my poor boy could not even deUver the one
letter of Introduction which he took •with him to a strange
country. He was thrown upon his ovra resources, therefore, and
had to get a U-ving as he could. The climate never agreed -with
him. Uncle Maurice, and he was altogether very unhappy. He
stayed in India as long as he could endure a life that was utterly
unsulted to him; and then flung everything up for the sake of
returning to England. You must not be angry \vith my poor
boy, dear Uncle Maurice."
The old man seemed to have brightened up a good deal by this
time. He nodded perpetually as his niece talked to him, but
there was a look of inteUigence in his face now.
" I am not angry vrith him," he said; " he was free to go; or
free to return. I did the best I could for him; but of com-se he
was free to choose his own career, and is so stUl. I don't expect
him to defer to me."
Mrs. DarreU turned pale. This speech appeared to express a
renunciation of aU Interest in her son. She wo-ald almost rathei
that her uncle had been angry and indignant at the young man's
return.
" But Launcelot •wishes to please you in aU he does, dear
uncle," pleaded the widow. " He •wUl be very, very sorry If he
has offended you."
" H e is very good," the old man answered; "he has not
offended me. He is auite free, oulte free to act for himself. I
did the oest I coma for mm—I did the best; but he is perfectly
free.'
The two maiden sisters exchanged a look -^f triumph. In this
hand-to-hand contest for the rich man's fji>"".ir. It did not seem
as If either EUen DarreU or her son wi"-e gaining any great
advantage.
Launcelot bent over his great-uncle's chair.
" I am very happy to find you aUve and weU, soir, on my
return," he said, respectfully.
The old man lifted his eyes, and looked earnestly at the hand<
some face bent over him.
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" You are very good, nephew," he said; " I sometimes think
that, because I have a Uttle money to leave behind me, everybody
wishes for my death. It's hard to fancy that every breath one
draws is gi-udged by those who Hve •with us. That's very hard!"
" Uncle!" cried the maiden nieces, simultaneously, with a
Uttle shriek of lady like horror. " When have you ever fancied
that?"
The old man shook his head, with a feeble smUe upon hia
tremulous lips.
" You are very good to me, my dears," he said, " very good,
but sick men have strange fancies. I sometimes think I've lived
too long for myself and others. But never mind that; never
mind that. Who are those people there ? " he asked, in i
different tone.
" Friends of mine, uncle," Mrs. DarreU answered; " and one
of them is a friend of yours. You know Mr. Monckton ? "
" Monckton! Oh, yes—yes! Monckton, the lawyer," muttered the old man; " and who is that girl yonder ? " he criea
suddenly, -with quite an altered voice and manner, almost as if
the shock of some great surprise had galvanized him into new
life. " Who is that girl yonder, •with fair hair and her face
turned this way P Tell me who she is, Ellen DarreU."
He pointed to Eleanor Vane as he spoke. She was standing
a little way apart from GUbert Monckton and Laura; she had
taken off her broad straw hat and slung it across her arm, and
the warm summer breeze had swept the bright auburn hair from
her forehead. Forgetful of every necessity for caution, in the
intensity of her desire to see her dead father's dearest friend, she
had advanced a few paces from her companions, and stood
watching the group about the old man's chair.
" Who Is she, Ellen Darrell ? " repeated Mr. de Crespigny.
Mrs. DarreU looked almost frightened by her uncle's eager*
ness.
" That young lady is only the musical instructress of another
young lady I have in my care. Uncle Maurice," she answered.
" What is there in her that attracts your attention ? "
The old man's eyes filled with tears that roUed slowly do^wa
his •withered cheeks.
" When Georg" "^-'une ana 1 were students together at Maudlin," answered M--i"-n3e de Crespigny, " my friend was the Uving
image of that girl."
Mrs. Darrell turned sharply round; and looked at Eleanor 84
if she would have almost annihilated the girl for daring to resemble George Vane.
" I tliink your eyes must deceive you, my dear uncle," said
the widow; " I knew Mr. Vane well enough, and I never saw
any Ukeness to him in this Miss Vincent."
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Maurice de Crespigny shook his head.
" My eyes do not deceive me," he said. " It's my memory
that's weak, sometimes; my eyesight is good enough. When
you knew George Vane his hair was grey, and his handsome
looks faded; when I first knew him he was as young as that girl
yonder, and he was Hke her. Poor George! poor George ! "
The three sisters looked at each other. Whatever enmity
might exist between Mrs. DarreU and the two maiden ladles, thfl
three were perfectly agreed upon one point—namely, that the
recollection of George Vane and his family must, at any price,
be kept out of Maurice de Crespigny's mind.
The old man had not spoken of his friend for years, and the
maiden sisters had triumphed in the thought that all memories
of their uncle's youth had become obscured and obliterated by
the gathering shadows of age. But now, at the sight of a fairhaired girl of eighteen, the old memories came back in all their
force. The sudden outburst of feeling came ujaon the sisters
like a thunderbolt, and they lost that common instinct of selfpreservation, that ordinary presence of mind, which would have
prompted them to hustle the old man off, and carry him at once
out of the way of this tiresome, intrusive, fair-haired young
woman, who had the impertinence to resemble George Vane.
The sisters had never heard of the bh-th of Mr. Vane's youngest daughter. Many years had elapsed since the intercourse
between Mrs. Darrell and Hortensia Bannister had extended to
more than an occasional epistolary communication, and the
stockbroker's •widow had not thought it necessary to make any
formal announcement of her half-sister's birth.
" TeU that girl to come here," cried Maurice de Crespigny,
ointmg with a trembling hand to Eleanor. " Let her come
ere; I want to look at her."
Mrs DarreU thought It would be scarcely •wise to oppose her
ancle.
" Miss Vincent!" she caUed, sharply, to the girl; " come hero,
if you please; my uncle •wishes to speak to you."
Eleanor Vane was startled by the widow's summons, but she
came eagerly to the old man's chair. She was very anxious to
see the friend of her dead father. She went close up to the
Bath-chair, and stood beside the old man.
Maurice de Crespigny laid his hand upon hers.
" Yes," he said; "yes, yes. It's almost the same face—almost
the same. God bless you, my dear! I t makes me fifty years
younger to look at you. You are Hke a friend who was onct.
very dear to me—very dear to me. God bless you ! "
'The girl's face grew pale with the intensity of her feeUng.
Oh! that her father had been alive; that she might have pleaded
for him with this old man, and have reunited the broke* links of
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the past. But of what avaU now were Maurice de Crespigny*!
compassionate words ? They could not recaU the dead. The^
could not blot out the misery of that honible night upon which
the loss of a pitiful sum of money had driven George Vane to
the commission of the fatal act which had ended his Ufe. No!
His old friend could do nothing for him; his lo^ving daughter
could do nothing for him—except to avenge his dea,.h.
Carried away by her feelings; forgetful of her assumed character ; forgetful of everything except that the hand now clasped
in hers was the same that had been Unked in that of her father,
years and years ago. In the warm grasp of friendship; Eleanor
Vane knelt down beside the old man's chair, and pressed his
tain fingers to her Hps.
CHAPTER XIX.
LIKE THE MEMORY OP A DREAM.
MRS. DARRELL drove away from ToUdale Priory late in the afternoon, and in a very despondent state of mind. She had done
no good by her visit to Woodlands, and It seemed painfuUy probable that she had done a great deal of harm; for the unfortunate
accident of a resemblance between Laura Mason's companion and
the late George Vane had stirred up the memories of the past in
that turbid stream, the old man's mind. The widow scarcely
opened her Ups during the homeward drive. She would fain have
punished Eleanor for that unlucky chance by which she happened to resemble the dead man, and she did not fail to remark
unpleasantly upon Miss Vane's conduct at Woodlands.
" One would reaUy think you •wished to trade upon your Ukeness to Mr. Vane, and to insinuate yourself into my uncle's good
graces. Miss Vincent," the •widow said, rather sharply.
Eleanor blushed crimson, but did not attempt to reply to her
employer's bitter speech. The falsehood of an assumed name
was perpetuaUy placing her in positions against which her
truthful nature revolted.
If Mrs. DarreU had been free •to dismiss Eleanor Vane, she
would doubtless have done so, for the girl's presence had now
become a source of alarm to her. There were two reasons for
this sentiment of alarm. First, the Ukeness which Maurice de
Crespigny had discovered between Eleanor and his dead friend,
and which might prompt him at any moment to some capricious
lancy for the girl; and, secondly, the fact that Eleanor's beauty
a 1 d fascination might not be •without their effect upon Launcelot
Darr U. _
'1 li e widow knew by cruel experience that her son was not a
man t o surrender his lightest caprice at the entreaty of another,
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At seven-and-twenty years of age he was as much a spoUad child
as he had been at seven. Ellen Darrell looked back at the bitter
trials of the past; and remembered how hard it had been to keep
her son true even to his own interests. Selfish and self--wUled, he
had taken his own way; always relying upon his handsome face,
lus shallow versatility, his sho^wy accomplishments, to carry him
through every difficulty, and get him out of every dilemma;
always eager for the enjoyment of the present hour, and reckless
as to any penalties to be paid In the future.
Mrs. Darrell had concentrated every feeling of her heart into
one passion: her love for this young man. Frigid and reserved
to all the rest of the world, •with him she was Impulsive, vehement, spontaneous; ready to pour out her heart's blood at his
feet, if he had needed such an evidence of her devotion. For
him she was jealous and exacting; harsh to others; desperate
and unforgmng to those whom she thought his enemies.
For Launcelot she was anxious and ambitious. The hope that
her Uncle Maurice would leave his fortune to the young man,
whose boyish good looks and precocious talents had made some
impression upon him, many years before, never entirely deserted
her. But, even If that hoiDC should fail, her sisters were elderly
women like herself. If they succeeded in cajoUng Maurice do
Crespigny out of his fortune, they must surely eventuaUy leavo
it to their only nephew, Launcelot. This was how the widow
reasoned. But there was another chance which she fancied she
saw for her son's advancement. Laura Mason, the heiress,
evidently admired the young man's handsome face and dashing
manners. What more Ukely than that Lan.- 5elot might succeed
in •winning the hand and fortune of that capricious young lady ?
Under these circumstances Mrs. DarreU would have been very
glad to have removed Eleanor Vane out of her son's way; but
this was not easUy to be done. When the -widow sounded Laura
Mason upon the subject, and vaguely hinted at the necessity of
parting with Eleanor, the heiress burst into a flood of tears, and
declared passionately that she would not Hve without her darling
NeUy. And when Mrs. Dan-eU went even further than this, and
touched upon the subject in a conversation •with Mr. Monckton,
the lawyer replied very decidedly that he considered Miss Vincent's companionship of great benefit to his ward, and that he
could not hear of any arrangement by which the two girls would
be separated.
Mrs. DarreU, therefore, could do nothing but submit; in the
hope that for once her son might consent to be governed by hia
interests, rather than by those erratic impulses which had led
him in the reckless and riotous days of his early youth.
She pleaded with hun; entreating him to be prudent and
thoughtful for the future.
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" You have suffered so much from poverty, Launcelot," sh<
urged, " that surely you will lose no opportuiuty of ilnproyin;^
your position. Look back, my boy; remember that bitter time
in which you were lost to me, led away by low and vicious cornpanions, and only appealing to me when you found yourself in
debt and difficulty. Think of your Indian life, and the years you
have wasted,—you who are so clever and accompUshed, and who
ought to have been so fortunate. Oh, Launcelot, If you knew
what a bitter thing it is to a mother to see her IdoUzed child
waste every opportunity of winning the advancement which
should be his by right,—yes, by right, Launcelot, by the right
of your talents. I never reproached you, my boy, for coming
home to me penniless. Were you to return to me twenty times,
as you came back that night, you would always find the same
welcome, the same affection. My love for you •will never change,
my darling, till I go to my grave. But I suffer very bitterly
when I think of your wasted youth. You must be rich,
Launcelot; you cannot afford to be poor. There are some men
to whom poverty seems a spur that drives them on to greatness;
but it has clogged your footsteps, and held you back from the
fame you might have won."
" Egad, so it has, mother," the young man answered, bitterly;
" a shabby coat paralyzes a man's arm, to my mind, and it's not
very easy for a feUow to hold his head very high Avhen the nap's
all worn off his hat. But I don't mean to sit down to a Ufe of
idleness, I can teU you, mother. I shaU turn painter. You
know I've got on with my painting pretty weU during the last
few years."
" I'm glad of that, my dear boy. You had plenty of time to
devote to your painting, then ? "
" Plenty of time; oh, yes, I was pretty weU off for that matter."
" Then you were not so hard worked In India ? "
" Not alwaya. That depended upon circumstances," the young
man answered, indifferently. " Yes, mother, I shaU turn painter,
and try and make a fortune out of my brush."
Mrs. DarreU sighed. She •wished to see her son made rich by
a quicker road than the slow and toUsome pathway by which an
artist reaches fortune.
" I f you could make a wealthy marriage, Launcelot," she
said, "you might afford to devote yourself to art, •without
ha-ying to endure the torturing anxieties which must be suffered
by a man who has only his profession to depend upon. I
wouldn't for the world wish you to seU yourself for money, for
I know the •wretchedness of a really mercenary marriage;
but if
"
The young man fiung back the dark hair from his forehead,
and smUed at his mother as he interrupted her.
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" If I should fall in love with thia Mias Laura Mas 3n, who,
according to your account, is to have a power of money one of
these days, I should prove myself a wise man. That's what
you mean, isn't it, madre mia ? Well, I'll do my best. The
young lady Is pretty, but her childishness is positively •hnpayable. What's the amount of the fortune that ia to counterbalance so much empty-headed frIvoHty ? Eh, mother ? "
" I can't quite answer that question, Lauucelot. I only know
that Mr. Monckton told me Laura •will be very rich."
" And Gilbert Monckton, although a lawyer, is one of those
uncompromising personages who never teU a lie. WeU, mother,
we'll see about It; I can't say anything more than that."
The young man had been standing before his easel •with his
palette and brushes in his hand during this conversation, now
and then adding a touch here and there to a picture that he had
been working at since his return. He had taken up his abode
in his old apartments. His mother spent a good deal of her
time •with him; sitting at needlework by the open •window, whUe
he painted; Ustening while, in his idler moments, he sat at the
piano, composing a few bars of a waltz, or trying to recall the
words of some song that he had written long ago; always following him •with watchful and admiring eyes, shadowed only by
the mother's anxiety for her son's future.
Launcelot Darrell did not seem to be altogether a bad young
man. He accepted his mother's love with something of that
indolent selfishness common to those spoUed children of fortune
upon whom an extra share of maternal devotion has been
la^vlshed. He absorbed the widow's affection ; and gave her in
return an easy-going, graceful attention, which satisfied the unselfish woman, and demanded neither trouble nor sacrifice from
the young man himself.
" Now, If the wealthy heiress were the poor companion,
mother," Mr. Darrell said, presently, working away with his
brush as he spoke, " your scheme would be charming. Eleanor
Vincent is a glorious girl; a little bit of a s2-)Itfire, I should
think, quiet and gentle as .she Is •with us; but a splendid girl;
just the sort of wife for ori indolent man; a wife who would
rouse liim out of his lethargy and drive him on to distinction.'"
Yes, Launcelot DarreU, who had naver in his Hfe resisted any
temptation, or accepted any guidance except that of his own
vrishes, was led by them now; and, instead of devoting himself
to the young heiress, chose to fall desperately in love •with her
fair-haired companion. He fell in love with Eleanor Vane;
desperately, after his own fashion. I doubt if there was any
great intensity In the young man's desperation; for I do not
behove that he was capable of any real depth of feeUng. There
was a kind of hollow, tinselly fei-vour in his nature which toojt
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the place of true passion. I t may be that with him all emo
tions—love and remorse, penitence, pity, regret, hate, anger, and
revenge—were true and real so long as they lasted. But aU
these sentiments were so short-Uved, by reason of the fickleness
of his mind, that it was almost difficult to believe even in their
temporary truth.
But Eleanor Vane, being very young and inexperienced, liad
no power of analyzing the character of her lover. She only
knew that he was handsome, accomijlishcd, and clever; that he
loved her, and that it was very agreeable to be loved by him.
I do not beUeve that she returned the young man's affection.
She was like a child upon the threshold of a new world : bewildered and dazzled by the glorious aspect of the unknown region
before her; beguUed and delighted by its beauty and novelty.
All the darker aspects of the great passion were unkno^wn to
her, and undreamed of by her. She only knew that on the
cheerless horizon that had so long bounded her life, a new star
had arisen—a bright and wonderful planet, wluch for a while
displaced the lurid Hght that had so long shone steadfastly
Across the darkness.
Eleanor Vane yielded herself up to the brief hoHday-tlme
which generally comes pnce in almost every woman's Ufe, however desolate and joyless the rest of that Ufe may be. The
hoHday comes,—a fleeting summer of gladness and rejoicing.
The earth Hghts up under a new stm and moon; the flowers
bloom into new colours and scatter new perfumes on the subUmated atmosphere; the waters of the commonest rivers change
to melted sapphires, and blaze •with the splendour of a mlUion
jewels in the simshlne. The duU universe changes to fairyland;
but, alas! the hoHday-time is very short: the chUdren grow
tu-ed of paradise, or are sui7'.moned back to school; the sun and
moon collapse into commonplace luminaries; the flowers fade
Into every-day blossoms; the river flows a grey stream under a
November sky; and the dream Is over.
Launcelot DarreU had been Uttle more than a fortnight in hl|
mother's house when he declared his love for Miss Mason's companion. The young people had been a great deal together ip
that fortnight; wandering In the grassy lanes about Hazlewood,
and In the shadowy woods round Tolldale Priory, or on breezy
hUls high uj) above the lawyer's sheltered mansion. In hope of
an alliance between Launcelot and Gilbert Monckton's ward,
Mrs. Darrell was obliged to submit to the necessity which threw
her son very much into the society of the companion as weU aa
of the heiress.
" He wUl surely never be so foolish as to thwart my plan foi
hia future," thought the anxious mother. " Surely, surely, h«
wUI consent to be guided by his own interests. Gilbert Monckton

Like the Memory of a Bream.

181

must know th at it Is only likely an attachment may arise bet ween
Launcelot and Laura. He would not leave the girl with mo
unless he were resigned to such an event, and ready to givo his
consent to their marriage. My son is poor, certainly; but the
lawyer knows that he has some hope of inheriting a great
fortune."
WhUe the mother pondered thus over her son's chances ot
advancement, the young man took life vei-y easily; spending his
mornings at his easel, but by no means over-ei-erting himself;
and dawdUng away his afternoons in rustic rambles with the
two girls.
Laura Mason was very happy In the society of this new and
brilUant companion. She was bewitched and fascinated by Mr.
DarreU's careless talk; which sounded very witty, very profound, sarcastic, and eloquent In the ears of an ignorant girl.
She admired him and feU in love with him, and wearied poor
Eleanor with her very unreserved rhapsodies about the object of
her affection.
" I know it's very bold and wicked and horrid to fall in love
with anybody before they faU in love •with one, you linow,
Eleanor," the young lady said, in not very elegant EngHsh; " but
he Is so handsome and so clever. I don't think any one in the
world cotUd help loving- him.
" ' I have no hope in loving thee,
I only ask to love ;
I 6«--rood upon my silent heart,
As ou its nest a dove ;' "
lidded Miss Mason, quoting that favoui-ite poet of aU desponding
lovers, poor L. E. L.
I think Mr. Monckton's ward rather enjoyed the hopelessness
of her attachment. The brooding upon her silent heart was
scarcely an accurate exposition of her conduct, as she talked
reams of sentiment to Eleanor upon the subject of her unrequited
affection. Miss Vane was patient and tender •with her, listening
to her fooHsh talk, and dreading the coming of that hour in
whicli the childish young beauty must be rudely awakened from
her rose-coloured dream.
" I don't want to many him, you know, Eleanor," the young
lady said; " I only want to be allowed to love him. You remember the German story in which the knight watches the •window of his lost love's convent cell. I could live for ever and
ever near him; and be content to see him sometimes; or to hear
his voice, even if I did not see him. I should like to wear boy's
clothes, and be his page, Hke Viola, and teU him my own story,
you know, some day."
Eleanor remembered her promise to Gilbert Monckton, and
tried sometimes to check the torrent of sentimental talk.
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" I know your love is very poetical, and I dare say it's very
true, my pet," she said; " but do you think Mr. Darrell is quite
worth aU this waste of affection? I sometimes think, Laura
dear, that we commit a sin when we waste our best feelings.
Suppose by-and-by you should meet some one quite as worthy of
your love as Launcelot DarreU; some one who would love you very
devotedly; don't you think you would look back and regret having
lavished your best and freshest feeUngs upon a person who
"
"Who doesn't care a straw for me," cried the heiress, half
crying. "That's what you mean, Eleanor Vincent. You mean
to insinuate that Launcelot doesn't care for me. You are a
cruel, heartless girl, and you don't love me a bit."
And the young lady bemoaned her disappointment, and wept
over the hardships of her lot; very much as she might have
cried for any new plaything a few years before.
I t was upon a burning August morning that Launcelot DarreU
declared himself to Eleanor Vane. The two girls had been
sitting to him for a picture,—Eleanor as RosaUnd, and Laura as
CeUa,—a pretty feminine group. Rosalind in her womanly
robes, and not her forester's dress of gi'cy and green; for the
painter had chosen the scene in which CeUa promises to share
her cousin's exUe.
This picture was to be exhibited at the Academy, and was to
make Mr. DarreU's fortune. Laura had been called from the
room to attend to some important business •with a dressmaker
from Windsor, and Eleanor and Launcelot were alone.
The young man went on painting for some time, and then,
throwing do-wn his brush •with a gesture of impatience, went
over to the window near which Eleanor sat, on a raised platform
covered •with a shabby drapery of red baize.
" Do you think the picture wUl be a success. Miss Vincent ? "
he asked.
" Oh yes, I think so, and hope so; but I am no judge, yon
know."
" Your judgment must be as good as the public judgment, I
should think," Launcelot Darrell answered, rather impatiently.
" The critics •will try to write me down, I dare say, but I don't
look to the critics to buy my picture. They'll call me crude and
meretricious, and hard and cold, and thin and grey, I've no doubt;
but the best picture, to my mind, is the picture that sells best,
eh. Miss Vincent?"
Eleanor Hfted her arched eyebrows •with a look of surprise;
this very low •view of the question rather jarred upon her sense
ti the dignity of art.
" I suppose you think my sentiments very mercenary and contemptible. Miss Vincent," said the painter. Interpreting the ex«
'?!(«3sIon of her face; " but I have Uved out the romance of m j
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life; or one part of that romance, at any rate; and have no very
ardent aspu-ation after greatness in the abstract. I want to
earn money. The need of money drives men into almost every
folly ; farther, sometimes : into folUes that touch upon the verge
of crime."
The young man's face darkened suddenly as he spoke. He
was silent for a few moments, not looking at his companion, but
away out of the open •window into vacancy, as it seemed.
The memory of Gilbert Monckton's words flashed back upon
Eleanor's mind. " There Is a secret in Launcelot Dan-ell's life,"
the lawyer had said; " a secret connected with his Indian experience." Was he thinking of that secret now, Eleanor wondered.
But the painter's face brightened almost as suddenly as it had
been overshadowed. He fiung back his head •with an impetuous
gesture. I t seemed almost as if he had cast some Imaginary
burden from off lus shoulders by that sudden movement.
" I want to earn money. Miss Vincent," he said. " Art in the
abstract Is very grand, no doubt. I quite beUeve in the man who
stabbed his model in order to get the death-agony for his picture
of the Crucifixion; but I must make art subservient to my own
necessities. I must earn money for myself and my wife, Eleanor.
I might marry a rich woman, perhaps, but I want to marry a
poor one. Do you think the girl I love wiU Usten to me.
Eleanor ? Do you think she •will accept the doubtful future I
can offer her ? Do you think she wUl be brave enough to share
the fortunes of a struggUng man ? "
Nothing could be more heroic than the tone In which Launcelot
Dan-eU spoke. He had the air of a man who means to strive,
with the sturdy devotion of a martyr, to •win the end of his
ambition, rather than that of a sanguine but vacIUatIng young
gentleman who would be ready to fHng himself down under the
influence of the first moment of despondency, and Hve upon the
proceeds of the pawning of his watch, whUe his unfinished
picture rotted upon the canvas.
He had something of George Vane's nature, perhaps; that
fatally hopeful temperament common to men who are for ever
going to do great things, and for ever failing to aclueve even the
smallest. He was one of those men who are perpetually deluding
other people by the force of their power of self-delusion.
Self-deluded and mistaken now, it was scarcely strange if he
deceived Eleanor Vane, who was can-ied away by the impetuous
^rrent of words In which he told her that he loved her, and that
vhe future happiness of his life depended upon the fiat which
n u s t issue from her Ups.
Only very faltering accents came from those tremulous Ups.
Miss Vane was not in love; she was only be^wUdered, and
wrhaps a Uttle be^witched, by the painter'*i vehemence. He was
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the first young, elegant, handsome, and accompUshed man •witK
whom she had ever been thro^wn much in contact. I t is scarcely
wonderful, then. If this inexperienced girl of eighteen was a
little influenced by the ardour of his admiration—by the eloquence of his •wild talk.
She had risen from her seat in her agitation, and stood with
her back to the sunUt •window, trembUng and blushing before
her lover.
Launcelot DaiTeU was not slow to draw a flattering inference
from these signs of womanly confusion.
"You love me, Eleanor," he said; "yes, you love me. You
think, perhaps, my mother would ojripose our marriage. You
ion't know me, dearest. If you can beUeve I would suffer any
opposition to come between me and my love. I am ready to
make any sacrifice for your sake, Eleanor. Only teU me •that
you love me, and I shaU have a new purpose in life; a ne^
motive for exertion."
Mr. Darrell held the girl's two hands clasped in both his o^wn,
as he pleaded thus, using hackneyed phrases •with a vehement
earnestness that gave new Ufe to the old words. His face was
close to Eleanor's, •with the broad Hght of the sunny summer sky
full upon it. Some sudden fancy—some vague Idea, dim and
indistinct as the faint memory of a dream whose details we strive
vainly to recall—flashed Into the mind of George Vane's oi-iDhan
daughter as she looked into her lover's black eyes. She recoiled
from him a Httle; her eyebrows contracted into a sUght frown:
her blushes faded out -with the effort wluch she made to seize
upon and analyze that sudden fancy. But her effort was vain:
transient as a gleam of summer Ughtning the thought had
flashed across her brain, only to melt utterly away.
While she was stUl trying to recaU that lost idea, while
Launcelot Dan-eU was stiU pleading for an answer to his suit,
the door of the painting-room was pushed open—It had beea
left ajar by volatile Miss Mason, most Ukely—and the -widow
entered, pale, stem, and sorrowful-looking.
CHAPTER

XX

RECOGNITION.

" I THOUGHT Laura was -with you," Mrs. DarreU said, rather
sharply, as she scrutinized Eleanor's face with no very friendly
" She was with us untU a few minutes ago," Launcelot answered, carelessly; " but she was called away to see a milliner or
a dressmaker, or some such important personage in the feminine
decorative art Une. I don't beUeve that young lady's soul ever
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soars above laces and ribbons, and aU those misceUaneous
fripperies which women dignify by the generic title of their
' things!' "
Mrs. DarreU frowned at her son's contemptuous allusion to
the heiress.
" Laura Mason is a very amia'ole and accompUshed girl," she
said.
The young man shrugged his shoulders, and took up his
palette and brushes,
" WUl you settle yourself once more in the Rosalind attitude,
Miss Vincent? " he said. " I suppose our volatile Cella wiU be
back presently."
" Will you go and look for her, Launcelot ? " interposed Mrs.
Darrell; " I want to speak to Miss Vincent."
Launcelot Darrell flung down lus brushes, and turned suddenly
towards his mother -t\ith a look of angry defiance in his face.
" AVhat have you to say to Miss Vincent that you can't say
before me ? " he asked. " What do you mean, mother, by breaking in upon us like this, and scowling at us as If we wei-e a
couple of conspirators ? "
Mrs. Darrell drew herself to her fullest height, and looked
half stei-nly, half contemptuously at her son. His nature, in
every quaUty weaker and meaner than her o-wn, promjvted him
to shrink from any open contest with her. Dearly as she
loved this selfish, handsome scapegrace, there were times In
which her better sense revolted against the weakness of her
affection; and at such times Launcelot Darrell was afraid of
his m'lther.
" I nave a great deal to say to Miss Vincent," the •widow
answered, gravely. " If you refuse to leavo us together, I have
no doubt Miss Vincent will have the good taste to come elsewhere vrith me."
Eleanor looked up, startled by the suppressed passion in the
widow's tone.
" I will come •with you anywhere, Mrs. DarreU," she said, " if
fOU •wish to speak to me."
" Come this way, theu."
Mrs. DarreU swejjt out of the room, and Eleanor followed,
her, before the young man had any Of)portunity for remonstrance. The •widow led the way to the pretty chamber in
which Miss Vane slept, and the 'two women went in together,
Mrs. Darrell shutting the door belUnd her.
" Miss Vincent," she said, takhig Eleanor's hand in her O'wn,
" I am going to appeal to you more frankly than one woman
often appeals to another. I might diplomatize and plot against
you, but I am not base enough for that; though, I dare say, I
eould stoop to a good deal that is despicable for the sake of vay
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3on. And, again, I have so good an opinion of you that I think
candour •wUl be the •wiser poUcy. My son has aaked you to be
his •wife."
"Madam," stammered Eleanor, looking aghast at the pale
face, which had an almost tragic aspect in its earnestness.
" Yes, I told you just now that I could do despicable things
for my son's sake. I was passing the door while Launcelot was
talking to you. The door was ajar, you know. I heard a few
words, enough to teU me the subject upon which he was speaking ; and I stopped to hear more. I Ustened, IMIss Vincent, ^t
was very contemptible, was it not ? "
Eleanor was sUent. She stood before the widow, looking down
upon the ground. The colour came and went in her face; she
was agitated and confused by what had happened; but in aU
her agitation and confusion the memory of that sudden fancy
that had fiashed across her brain while Launcelot DarreU talked
to her was uppermost in her mind.
" You desjiise me for my conduct. Miss Vincent," said Mrs.
DarreU, reading the meaning of the girl's sUence; " but the day
may come in which you may experience a mother's anguish; the
brooding care, the unceasing watchfulness, the feverish, aUdevouring anxiety which only a mother can feel. If that day
ever comes, you •wiU be able to forgive me ; to think mercifuUy
of me. I do not complain of my son; I never have complained
of him. But I suffer; I suffer. I see him holding no place in
the world, despised by prosperous and successful men, •with a
wasted youth behind him and a blank future before. I love
him ; but I am not deceived in him. The day for aU deception
is past. He •wUl never be rich or prosperous by any act of his
o^wn. There are but two chances for him: the chance of inheriting my uncle's fortune, or the chance of marrying a rich woman.
I speak very frankly, you see. Miss Vincent, and I expect equal
candour from you. Do you love my son P "
"Madam—Mrs. DarreU—I
-"
" You would not answer him just now; I ask you to answer
me. The prosperity of his future Ufe hangs upon your reply.
I know that he might marry a girl who does love him; and who
can bring him a fortune which wiU place him in the position he
ought to occupy. Be generous. Miss Vincent. I ask you to
teU me the truth. That is the least you can do. Do you love
my son, Launcelot DarreU ? Do you love him with your whole
heart and soul, as I love him ? "
Eleanor lifted her head suddenly, and looked full in the •widow's
face.
"No, madam," she answered, proudly, " I do not.
" Thank God for that! Even If you had loved him, I would
Bot have shrunk from asking you to sacrifice yourself for his
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happiness. A s it is, I appeal to you wituout hesitatiuii. WiU
you leave this place; wIU you leave me my soit, with the chance
of planning his future after my own fashion ? "
" I wiU, Mrs. DarreU," Eleanor said, earnestly. " I thought,
perhaps, tlU to-day—I may have fancied t h a t I — I mean t h a t I
was fiattered by your son's attention, and perhaps beUeved I
loved him a little," the girl murmured, shyly ; " b u t I know now
t h a t I have been mistaken. Perhaps it Is the •truth and intensity
of your love t h a t shows me the shallowness and falsehood of
my ovsm. I remember how I loved my father,"—her eyes filled
with tears as she spoke,—" and, looking back at my feelings for
him, I know t h a t I do not love Mr. Darrell. I t will be much
better for me to go away. I shall be sorry to leave Laura—
sorry to leave Hazlewood; for I have been very happy here—too
happy perhaps. I wIU write to your son, and tell him t h a t I
leave this place of my o^wn free will."
" Thank you, my dear," the widow said, warmly; " my son
would be very h a r d with me if he thought t h a t my Infiuence
had been the means of thwarting any whim of his. I know him
weU enough to know t h a t this sentiment, like every other sentiment of his, will not endure for ever. H e will be angry, and
offended, and wounded by your departure ; but he will not break
his heart. Miss Vincent."
" Let me go away at once, Mrs. DarreU," said Eleanor; " It
•wUl be better for me to go at once. I can return to my friends
in London. I have saved some money while I have been with
you, and I shall not go back to t h e m ijennlless."
" You are a generous and noble-hearted girl! I t shall be my
care to provide you with at least as good a home as you have had
here. I am not selfish enough to forget how much I have asked
of you."
" A n d you wIU let me go a t once. I would rather not see
Laura, or say good-bye to h e r ; we have grown so fond of each
other. I never had a sister—at least never an affectionate sistei
—and L a u r a has been like one to me. Let me go away quietly
without seeing her, Mrs. Darrell; I can write to her from Londoa
to say good-bye."
" You shall do j u s t as you like, my dear," the widow answereu.
" I wUl drive you over to Windsor in time for the four o'clock
train, and you will get into town before dark. I m u s t go now
and see what my son Is doing. If he should suspect
"
" H e shaU suspect nothing till I am gone," said Eleanor.
" I t is past one o'clock now, Mrs. DarreU, and I m u s t pack aU
my things. WUl you keep L a u r a out of my room, please, for
if she came here, she'd guess
?"
" Yes, yes, I'll go and see—I'U make all arrangements."
M r s Darrell hurried out of the room, leaving Eleanor to con-
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template the sudden change in her position. The girl dragged
one of her trunks out of a recess in the simply-furnished bedchamber, and, sitting down upon It in a half-despondent attitude,
refiected on the unlooked-for break in her existence. Once more
^he was caUed upon to disunite herself from the past, and begin
Hfe anew.
" Am I never to know any rest ? " she thought. " I had gro^wn
BO accustomed to this place. I shall be glad to see the Signora
and Richard once more; but Laura, Mr. Monckton,—I wonder
whether they wUl be sorry to lose me ? "
By three o'clock In the afternoon all Eleanor's preparations
were completed—her trunks packed, and handed over to the
factotum of the Hazlewood estabUshment, who was to see them
safely despatched by luggage-train after the young lady's departure. At three o'clock precisely Miss Vincent took her seat
beside Mrs. DarreU in the low basket-carriage.
Circumstances had conspired to favour the girl's unnoticed
departure from Hazlewood. Laura Mason had been prostrated
by the intense strain upon her faculties caused by an hour's interview •with her dressmaker, and had flung herself upon the
sofa in the drawing-room, after sopping up half a pint of eau-decologne on her fUrosy handkerchief. Wom out by her exertions,
and lulled by the summer heat, the young lady had fallen into a
heavy slumber of two or three hours' duration.
Launcelot DarreU had left the house almost immediately after
the scene In the painting-room, striding out of the hall without
lea-ring any intimation as to the direction in which he was going
or the probable hour of his return.
Thus it was that the Httle pony-carriage drove quietly awav
from the gates of Hazlewood; and Eleanor left the house lii
which she had Uved for upwards of a year without any one
caring to question her as to the cause of her departure.
Very few words were said by either Mrs. DaireU or her ccsnpanion during the drive to Windsor. Eleanor was absorbed in
gloomy thought. She did not feel any intense grief at lea^^riiig
Hazlewood; but some sense of desolation, some despondency, at
the thought that she was a wanderer on the face of the earth,
with no real claim upon any one, no actual right to rest anywhere.
They drove into Windsor while she waa thinking thus. They
had come through the park, and they entered the town by the
gateway at the bottom of the hill. They had driven up the hUl,
and wore in the principal street below the castle waU, when iira,
Darrell uttered an exclamation of surprise.
" Launcelot!" she said ; " and we must pass him to get to tlia
•tation. There's no help for it."
Eleanor looked up. Yes, before the door of one of the princi-
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pal hotels stood Mr. Launcelot Darrell, vrith two other young
men. One of these men was talking to him, b u t he was paying
very Httle attention. H e stood upon the edge of the kerbstone,
with his back half turned to his companion, kicking the pebbles on
the road •with the toe of his boot, and staring moodily before him.
I n t h a t one moment,—in the moment in which the ponycarriage, going at fuU speed, passed the yonng man,—the thought
which had flashed, so vague and indistinct, so transient and Intangible, through the mind of Eleanor Vane t h a t moming, took
a new shape, and arose jsalpable and v m d In her brain.
This man, Launcelot Darrell, was the sulky stranger who had
stood on the Parisian boulevard, kicking t h e straws upon. the
kerbstone, and waiting to entrap her father to his ruin.
CHAPTER

XXL

ON TIIE TRACK.

T H E Uttle pony-carriage drove on to the station ; and Eleanor,
Uke some traveller In a dream, saw the castle walls and turrets,
the busy street and hurrying people, spin past her eyes and melt
into confusion. She did not know how she entered the railway
station, or how she came to be walking quietly u p and down the
platform with Mrs. Darrell. There was a choking sensation in
her dry throat, a blinding mist before her eyes, and a confusion
that was almost terrible to bear In her brain. She wanted to get
away—anywhere, so long as it was away from all the world. I n
the meantime she walked u p and down the platform, with Launcelot DarreU's mother by her side.
" 1 am mad," she tho-aght, " I am m a d ! I t cannot be so !"
Again and again. In the course of Eleanor Vane's brief association with the widow's son, something,—some fancy, some
shadowy recollection, vague and impalpable as the faintest cloud.-j
in the summer sky above Hazlewood—had flitted across her
mind, only to be blotted away before she could even, try to define
or understand it. B u t now these passing fancies all culminated
in one conviction. Launcelot Darrell was the man whom she
had seen lounging on the kerbstone of the boulevard on tha
night of her last parting with her father.
I n vain she reasoned with herself t h a t she had no justifiable
grounds for this con^vlctlon—the conviction remained, nevertheless. The only foundation for her beUef t h a t Launcelot Darrell,
from amongst aU other men, was the one man whom she sought
to pursue, was a resemblance in his attitude, as he stood lounging in the Windsor street, to the attitude of the young man on tho
boulevard. Surely this was the slightest, the weakest foundation on which beUef ever rested ! Eleanor Vane could acknowledge t h i i ; but she could not lessen the force of t b a t beUef.
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A t the very moment when the memory of her father and hei
father's death had been farthest from her thoughts, this sudden
conviction, rapid and forcible as Inspiration, had fiashed upon her.
The matter was beyond reason, beyond argument.
The young m a n loitering listlessly upon the kerbstone of the
Windsor street was the man who had loitered on the boule\'ard,
waituig, sulkily enough, while lus companion temjvted George
V a n e to his destruction.
I t seemed as if the girl's memory, suddenly endowed with u
new and subtle power, took her back to t h a t A u g u s t night in
the year '53, aud placed her once more face to face •with hei
father's enemy. Once more the dark restless eyes, the pale
cowering face and moustachioed lip, overshadowed by the
slouched hat, flashed upon her for a moment, before the sulky
stranger turned away to keep moody silence throughout his
companion's babble. A n d with t h a t memory of the past was
interUnked the face and figure of Launcelot Darrell—so closely
that, do what she would, Eleanor Vane could not dissociate the
two images.
A n d she had suffered this man, of aU other men, to teU hei
t h a t he loved her; she had taken a romantic pleasure in his
devotion. Day after day, and hour after hour, she had beeu hi?
companion, sharing liis enjoyments, sympathizing with his pursuits, admiring and beUevIng him. This day—this very day—•
he had held her hand, he h a d looked in her face; and the words
she had spoken to Richard Thornton had proved only a vain
boast after all. N o Instinct in her own breast had revealed to
her the presence of her father's murderer.
Mrs. Darrell looked furtively every now and then a t the glrl'a
face. The Iron rigidity of t h a t white face almost startled the
widow. W a s it the expression of terrible grief restrained by a
superhuman effort of will ?
" Does this girl love my son, I wonder ? " the widow t h o u g h t ;
and then the answer, prompted by a mother's pride, came
quickly after the question: " Y e s , how could she do otherwlsa
t h a n love him ? How could any woman on earth be inditfere"*'
to my boy ? "
Sometluug almost akin to plty^ stirred faintly In the heart
which was so cold to every creature upon earth except thi.4
spoiled and prodigal son ; and Mrs. Darrell did her best to comfort the banished girl.
" I am afraid you are ill, my dear Miss V m c e n t , " the widow
said. " The excitement of this sudden departure has beeu toe
much for you. Pray, my dear, do not think t h a t I submit to
this necessity without very great regret. Y o u have given me
perfect satisfaction iu everything you have done ever since you
(altered my house. N o praises I can bestow upon you in
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i-ecommending you to a new home will g j beyond the ti-utlu
Forgive m e ! Forgive me, my poor child; I know I must seem
vei-y cruel; b u t I love my son so dearly—I love him so dearly !"
There was real feeUng in the tone In which these words were
spoken; but the -widow's voice sounded far away to Eleanor
Vane, and the words had no meaning. The girl turned her
stony face towards the speaker, and made a feeble effort to
understand what was said to h e r ; but all power of comprehension seemed lost in the confusion of her brain.
" I want to get back to London," she said, " I want to get
away from this place. Will it be long before the train starts,
Mrs. D a r r e U ? "
" N o t five minutes. I have p u t u p your money in thia
envelope, my dear—a quarter's salary; t h e quarter began in
June, you know, and I have paid you u p to September. I have
paid for your ticket also, in order t h a t your money might not
be broken into by t h a t expense. Your luggage wiU be sent to
you to-morrow. You -wiU get a cab a t the station, m y dear,
l o u r friends will be very much surprised to see you, no doubt."
" My friends ! " repeated Eleanor, in an absent tone.
" Y e s , the good music-mistress and her son. I have your
address. Miss Vincent, and you may rely on hearing from me in
a few daya. I shall take care t h a t you suffer no Inconvenience
from this sudden change in aU our plans. Good-bye; and God
bless you, my dear! "
Eleanor had taken her seat in the caniage by this time, and
the train was about to move. Mrs. Darrell held out her h a n d ;
but the girl drew away from her with a sudden movement ot
terror. " Oh, please do not shake hands •with me ! " she cried.
" I am very, very unhappy ! "
The train moved away before t h e •widow could reply to this
strange speech; and the last thing t h a t Eleanor saw was the
pale face of Launcelot DarreU's mother turned towards her with
a look of surprise.
" Poor c h i l d ! " thought Mrs. Darrell, as she walked slowly
back to the station door, before which her pony-carriage waited.
" She feels this very much, b u t she haa acted nobly."
The widow sighed aa ahe remembered t h a t the worat p a r t of
the struggle waa yet to come. She would have her son's indignation to encounter and to endure—not the stormy passion of
a strong man unfairly separated from the woman he loves, b u t
tlie fretful irritation of a spoUed child who has been robbed of a
favourite toy.
I t was nearly dark when Eleanor Vane reached the Pilastere.
She r a i d and dismissed the cab in Dudley Street, and made her
way on foot under the famiUar archway and into the Colonnade^
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where the same chUdren seemed to be playing the same games
in the dusky Ught, the same horses peering from the stable*
doors, the same cabmen drinking at the old-fashioned pubUchouse at the coi-ner.
The Signora was giving a singing-lesson to a stoUd young
person, •with a fat face and freckles, who waa being prepared for
the lyric drama, and •wished to appear at one of the operahouses aa Norma, after a dozen lessons or so. EUza PiciriUo vv-a s
trying her hardest to simpUfy a difficult passage for this embryo
Grisi's comprehension, when Eleanor Vane opened the door of
the Httle sitting-room and appeared upon the threshold.
I t would have been natural to the girl to have i-ushed to tlie
piano and flung herself Into the arms of the Signora at the risk
of upsetting the stoUd pupU; and there was something so very
unnatural in her manner as she paused in the open doorway,—
something so wan and ghostlike In her appearance, that Eliza
Picirillo rose from her music-stool in alarm, and stared aghast at
this unexpected visitor.
" Eleanor! " she exclaimed, " Eleanor ! "
" Yes, dear Signora, it Is I ! I—I know I have come back
very unexpectedly; I have a great deal to tell you by-and-by.
But I am tired to death. May I sit down, please, while you
finish your lesson ? "
" May you sit down! My darling Nelly ! is that the way you
talk In your old home ? My dear, dear child ! do you think you
can ever come so unexpectedly as to fail to find a welcome from
Eliza PicirUlo ? Here, my dear, sit down and make yourself as
comfortable as you can until I'm able to attend to you. Excuse
me. Miss Dodson; we'll go on with thj duet directly."
The music-mistress wheeled forward an old easy-chair, her o^wn
favourite seat, and Eleanor dropped wearUy into it. Signora
Picirillo removed the girl's bonnet, and tenderly smoothed her
tumbled hair; murmuring expressions of welcome and affection,
and whispering a promise that the lesson should be very soon
finished.
She went back to Norma after seeing Eleanor comfortably
ensconced in the arm-chair, and hammered away sturdily and
conscientiously at the " Deh, Conte " duet, in which Miss Dodson
gave a very mild Interpretation of the ItaUan composer's meaning, and sang about Pollio, her children, and her wrongs, as
placidly as If she had been declaiming her -wish to be a butterfly, or a daisy, or any other sentiment common to EngUsh
ballad-singers.
But when Miss Dodson had finished singing, and had put oii
her bonnet and shawl (which operation occupied a good deal of
unnecessary time), and had rolled up her music, and found her
gloves—which had fallen off the piano and hidden themselves in
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fin obscure and dusty corner of the room,—and had further entered uito a detailed and intricate explanation other engagementa
and domestic circumstances
jre making an appointment for
the next lesson, and had been finally hustled out of the room
and lighted down the stairs, and fully Instructed as to the nearest
way i'rom the Pilasters to Camden Town, EUza Picirillo Vv^as able
to give her fuU attention to the pale-faced girl who had returned
BO suddenly to her old shelter. The muslc-mlstreas was almost
frightened a t the expression of Eleanor Vane's face. She remembered only too well having seen t h a t look before, upon the
September night in Paris, when the girl of fifteen had sworn to
be revenged upon her father's enemies.
" Nelly, my darling," she said, seating herself beside Eleanor's
chair, " how is it t h a t you come home so suddenly ? Nothing
could be greater happiness t h a n to have you back, my dear. B u t
I know t h a t something has happened; I can see it in your face,
Nelly. TeU me, my love, what is it ? "
" I t Is nothing to be sorry about, dear Signora; I have come
away because—because Mrs. Darrell wished it. H e r son—her
only son—has come home from India, and she wants him to
marry a rich woman, and—and
"
" A n d he has fallen in love -with you, eh, N e l l y ? " asked the
Signora. " W e l l , I ' m not surprised to hear that, my dear; and
you are honourable enough to beat a retreat, and leave the young
man free to make a mercenary marriage at his mother's bidding.
Dear, dear, what strange things people are ready to do for money
now-a-days! I ' m sure you've acted very wisely, my darUng; so
cheer up, and let me see the bright smile t h a t we've been accustomed to. There's nothing In all this to make you look so pale,
Nelly."
" Do I look pale ? "
" Yes, as pale as a ghost weary •with a long night's wandering,
Nelly, dear," said the Signora, very gently, "you weren't In love
with this young m a n ; you didn't return his affection, did you ? "
" I n love with h i m ! " cried Eleanor Vane, with a shudder,
** oh ! no, no."
" And yet you seem sorry a t ha-ying left Hazlewood P "
" I am sorry; I—1 had many reasons for wishing to stay there."
" You were attached to your companion. Miss Mason ? "
" Yes, I was very much attached to her," answered Eleanor.
" Don't ask me any more questions to-night, dear Signora. I'm
tired out with my journey and the excitement of—all—that has
happened to-day; I will explain things more fully to-morrow. I
am glad to come back to you—very, very glad to see you once
more, dearest friend; but I had a strong reason for wishing to
stay a t Hazlewood,—I have a powerful motive for wanting to go
back there, if I could go back, which / fear I never can.
The
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girl stopped abruptly, as if absorbed in her own thoughts, and
almost unconscious of her friend's presence.
" Well, well, Nelly, I won't queation you any further," Eliza
Picirillo said, soothingly. " Goodness knows, my dear, I am glad
enough to have you with me, without worrying you about the
why and the wherefore. But I must go and try and get your
Uttle room ready again for yon, or perhaps, as it's late, you'd
better sleep with me to-night."
" If you please, dear Signora."
The music-mistress hurried away to make some preparations
in the bedchamber adjoining the Httle sitting-room; and Eleanor
Vane sat staring at the guttering tallow-candles on the table
before her—lost in the tumult and confualon of her thoughts,
which as yet took no distinct form in her brain.
At the very moment in which she had set a barrier between
herself and Hazlewood that might prevent her ever crossing the
threshold of Ita gatea, ahe had made a discovery which rendered
that retired country dwelling-house the one spot upon earth to
which she had need to have free access.
" I fancied that I was going away from my revenge when I left
London to go into Berkshire," she thought; "now I leave my
revenge beliind me at Hazlewood. And yet, how can it be as I
think ? How can it be so ? Launcelot Darrell went to India a
year before my father died. Can It be only a Ukeness after
all—an accidental Ukeness—between that man and Mrs. DarreU's
son?"
She sat thinking of these things—reasoning •with herself upon
the utter improbablUty of the identity of the two men, yet yielding again and again to that con^viction which had forced Itself
upon her, sudden and Irresistible, in the Windsor street,—whUe
the Signora bustled about between the two rooms, stopping to cast
a stolen glance now and then at Eleanor Vane's thoughtful face.
Mr. Richard Thornton came in by-and-by. The Phoenix was
closed as to dramatic performances, but the scene-painter's work
never stopped. The young man gave utterance to a cry of
deHght as he saw the figure sitting in his aunt's easy-chaiir.
" NeU! " he exclaimed, " has the world come to an end, and
have you dropped into your proper position in the general smash!
Eleanor, how glad I am to see you!"
He held out both his hands. Miss Vane rose and, mechanically,
put her white fingers in the weatherbeaten-looking paUna held
out to receive them.
In that moment the scene-painter saw that something, had
happened.
" What's the matter, NeU P " he cried, eagerly.
"Hush, Dick," said the girl m a whisper; " I don't iPiint tha
Signora to know."

In the Shipbroker's Office,

165

" You don't want the Signora to know what ?"
" I have found that man."
"Whatman?"
" The man who caused my father's death,"
CHAPTER X X n ,
IN THE S H I P B R O K E R ' S OFFICE,

employed the monUng after her arrival at the
PUasters in •writing to Laura Mason. She would have written a
long letter if she could, for she knew what grief her sudden
departure must have caused her chUdish and confiding companion;
but she could not write of anything except the one thought that
absorbed her whole brain, leaving her for the common busineaj
of life a purposeless and powerless creature. The explanation
which she gave of her sudden departure was lame and laboured;
her expressions of regard were trite and meaningless. I t was
only when she came to that subject which was the real purpose
of her letter; It was only when she came to write of Launcelot
Darrell that there was any •vigour or reality in her words.
" I have a favour to ask you, dear Laura," she •wrote; " and I
must beg you to use your best discretion in granting It. I want
you to find out for me the date of Mr. DarreU's departure for
Calcutta, and the name of the vessel in which he sailed. Do this,
Laura, and you will be serving me—perhaps serving him also."
" If I find that he really was in India at the date of my father's
death," Eleanor thought, " I m,ust cease to suspect him."
Later in the day. Miss Vane went out -with Richard into tha
streets and squares In which all their secret conferences had
taken place. She told the scene-painter very simply and briefly
of what had happened, and poor Dick Ustened to her story •witn
a tender respect, as he would have Ustened to anything from her.
But he shook his head with a sad smile when she had finished.
" What do you tliink now, Richard ? " she asked.
" I think that you are the dupe of a foolish fancy, Nelly," the
young man answered. " You are deceived by some chance
resemblance between this Mr. Darrell and the man you saw upon
the boulevard. Any dark pale-faced man lounging moodily on a
kerbstone would have reminded you of the figure which is so
interwoven with the memories of that mournful time in Pans.
Forget it, Nelly, my dear—forget that dark chapter in the history
of your girlhood. Your father's rest will be none the sweeter
because the brightness of your youth is bUghted by these bitter
iflcmories. Do your duty, Eleanor, in the state •to which you
are called. You are not called upon to sacrifice the fairest years
of your Ufe to a Quixotic scheme of vengeance."
ELEANOR VANE
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" Q u i x o t i c ! " cried Eleanor, reproachfully; " y o u would not
speak like this, Richard, if your father had suffered as my
father suffered through the villany of a gambler and cheat. I t
is no use talking to me, Dick," she added, resolutely. " If this
conviction, which I cannot get out of my mind. Is a false one,
its falsehood m u s t be proved. If it is true—why, then, it wUl
seem to me as if Pro^ridence had flung this man across my pathway, and t h a t I am appointed to bring punishment upon him
for his •wickedness."
" Perhaps, Eleanor, b u t this Mr. DarreU is not the man."
" How do you know he is not ? "
" Because, according to your o^wn account, Launcelot was b
..ndia In the year ' 5 3 . "
" Yes, they say t h a t he was there."
" H a v e you any reason to doubt the f a c t ? " asked Richard.
" Y e s , " answered Eleanor. " W h e n Mr. DarreU first returned
to Hazlewood, L a u r a Mason was very anxious to hear all about
what she called his ' adventures' in India. She asked him a
great many questions, and I remember—I cannot tell you,
Dick, how carelessly I Ustened at the time, though every word
comes back to me now as v m d l y as If I had been a prisoner, on
trial for m y life, listening breathlessly to the e^ridence of the
witnesses against m e — I remember now how obstinately Launcelot Darrell avoided aU L a u r a ' s questions, telling her at last,
almost rudely, to change the subject. The next day Mr. Monckton came to us, and he talked about I n d i a ; and Mr. Darrell
again avoided the question In the same sullen, disagreeable
manner. Y o u may think me weak and fooHsh, Richard, and I
dare say I am so ; but Mr. Monckton is a very clever man. He
could not be easily deceived."
" B u t w h a t of h i m ? "
" H e said, ' Launcelot Darrell has a secret; and t h a t secret is
connected with his Indian experiences.' I t h o u g h t very little of
this a t the time, Dick : but I think I understand it now."
" I n d e e d ! A n d the y o u n g man's secret
? "
" I s t h a t he never went to India."
"Eleanor!"
" Yes, Richard, I think and believe this ; and you m u s t help
me to find out whether I am right or wrong."
The scene-painter sighed. H e had hoped t h a t his beautiful
adopted sister had long since abandoned or forgotten her utoplan
scheme of vengeance in the congenial society of a gay-hearted
girl of her own age. A n d behold, here she was, vindictive, resolute, as upon t h a t Stmday evening, a year and a half ago, on
which they had walked together in those dingy London streets,
Eleanor Vane interpreted her companion's sigh.
" Remember your promise, Richard," she said. " Y o u pro«
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mised to serve me, and you mast do so—you wHl do so, won't
you, Dick?"_
The avenging fury had transfoimed herself Into a siren as she
spoke, and looked archly up at her companion's face, with her
head on one side, and a soft light In her grey eyes.
" You won't refuse to serve me, •wIU you, Richard ? "
"Refuse!" cried the young man. " O h ! NeUy, Nelly, you
know very well there Is nothing in the world I could refuse
you.''
Miss Vane accepted this assurance with great composure.
She had never been able to dissociate Richard Thornton -with
those early days In which she had accompanied him to Covent
Garden to buy mulberry leaves for his silkworms, and had
learned toplay " God save the Queen" upon the young musician's vioUn. Nothing was farther from her thoughts than the
idea that poor Dick's feelings could have undergone any change
since those childish days in the King's Road, Chelsea.
The letter which Eleanor so feverishly awaited from Laura
Mason came by return of post. The young lady's epistle was
very long, and rather rambling In Its nature. Three sheets of
note-paper were covered with Miss Mason's lamentations for her
Eleanor's absence, reproachful complainings against her cnielty,
and repeated entreaties that she would come back to Hazlewood.
George Vane's daughter did not linger over this feminine missive. A few days ago she would have been touched by Laura's
innocent expressions of regard; now her eyes hun-ied along the
lines, taking little note of all those simple words of affection and
regret, and looking greedily forward to that one only passage in
the letter which was Ukely to have any Interest for her.
This passage did not occur until Eleanor had reached the very
last of the twelve pages which Miss Mason had covered •with
flowing Italian characters, whose symmetry was here and there
disfigured by sundry blots and erasures. But as her eyes rested
upon the last page, Eleanor Vane's hand tightened upon the
paper In her grasp, and the hot blood rushed redly to her earnest
face.
" And I have found out all you want to know, dear Nell,"
wrote Miss Mason; " though I am puzzled out of my wits to
know why you should want to know it—when I did exerclsea
in composition at Bayswater, they wouldn't let me put two
'knows' so near together; but you won't mind it, wiU you,
dear ? Well, darling, I'm not very clever at beating about the
bush or finding out anything In a diplomatic way; so this afternoon at tea—I am writing to catch the evening post, and Bob
is going to take my letters to the •viUage for sixpence—I asked
Launcelot Darrell, who was not drinking his tea, like a Chris
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tian, but loUing in the •window, smoking a cigar : he has been a«
sulky as a bear ever since you left—oh, NeUy, Nelly, he Isn't in love
with you. Is he ?—I should break my heart if I thought he was
—I asked him, point-blank, what year and what day he saUed
for India. I suppose the question sounded rather impertinent,
for he coloured up scarlet all in a minute, and shrugged his
shoulders in that dear disdainful way of his that always reminds
me of Lara or the Corsair—L. and the C. were the same person,
though, weren't they ?—and said, ' I don't keep a diary. Miss
Mason, or I should be happy to afford you any Information you
may require as to my antecedents.' I thought I should have
dropped through the fioor, NeUy,—the fioor won't let one drop
through It, or else I am sure I should,—and I couldn't have
asked another question, even for your sake, dear; when, strange
to say, Mrs. DarreU got me quite out of the difficulty. ' I am
sorry you should answer Laura so very unkindly, Launcelot,
she said; ' there Is nothing strange in her question. I remember
the date of your departure from your native country only too
•vi\ridly. You left this house upon the 3rd of October, '62, and
you were to saU from Gravesend on the 4th, in the Princess
Alice, I have reason to remember the date, for it seemed as if
my uncle chose tlie very worst season of the year for sending
you upon a long sea-voyage. But he was prompted, no doubt,
by my sisters. I ought to feel no anger against him, poor old
man!'"
Eleanor Vane glanced hurriedly at the concluding words of
the letter. Then, with the last sheet crumpled In her hand, she
sat motionless and absorbed, thinking over its contents.
" If Launcelot Darrell sailed for India upon the 4th of October, '52, he is not Ukely to have been in Paris In '53. If I
can only j^rove to myself that he did sail upon that date, I -wUI
try and believe that I have been deluded by some fooUsh fancy
of my own. But why did his face fiush scarlet when Laura
questioned lum about his voyage ?—why did he pretend to have
forgotten the date ? "
Eleanor waited Impatiently for the a'rrival of her friend and
counseUor, Richard Thornton. He came in at about three o'clock
in the afternoon, while his aunt was stiU absent amongst her outof-door pupils, and flung himself, jaded and wom out, on the
chintz-covered sofa. But, tu-ed as he was, he aroused himself
by an effort to listen to that portion of Laura Mason's letter
which related to Launcelot Darrell.
" What do you think now, Dick ?" Miss Vane asked, when
she had finished reading.
" Pretty much what I thought before, Nell," answered Mr.
Thornton. " This young feUow's objection to talk of his Indian
royage is no proof that he never went upon that voyage. Ha
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may have half-a-dozen unpleasant recollections connected vrith
that part of his life. I don't particularly care about talking of
the Phoenix ; but I never committed a murder in the obscurity
of the fUes, or buried the body of my •victim between the stage
and the mezzanine floor. People have their secrets, NeU; and wa
have no right to pry into the smaU mysteries which may lurk
under a change of countenance or an impatient word."
Eleanor Vane took very Uttle notice of the young man's argument.
" Can you find out If Launcelot DarreU saUed in the Princess
Alice, Dick ? " she added.
The scene-painter rubbed his chin reflectively.
" I can try and find out, my dear," he said, after a pause,
"that's open to anybody. The Princess Alice I She's one of
Ward's ships, I think. If the shipbrokers are inclined to be
civU, they'U perhaps help me; but I have no justification for
bothering them upon the subject, and they may tell me to go
about my business. If I could give them a good reason for my
making such an inquiry, I might very Ukely find them wUUng
to help me. But what can I tell them—except that a very
beautiful young person with grey eyes and auburn hair has
taken an absurd crotchet into her obstinate head, and that I,
her faithful slave, am compeUed to do her bidding ? "
" Never mind what they say to you, Richard," Miss Vane
replied, authoritatively; "they must answer your question il
you only go on asking them long enough."
Mr. Thornton smiled.
"That's the true feminine method of obtaining information;
isn't It, Nell ? " he said. " However, I'll do my best: and if the
shipbrokers are to be ' got at,' as sporting gentlemen say, it
shall go hard if I don't get a Ust of the passengers who sailed
in the Princess Alice,"
" Dear, dear Dick!" cried Eleanor, holding out both her hands
to her champion. The young man sighed. Alas! he knew
only too well that all this prett v frIendUness was as far away
from any latent tenderness or hidc-n emotion as the blusterous
frozen North is from the splendid sunny South.
" I wonder whether she knows what love is," thought the
scene-painter; " I wonder whether her heart has been touched
ever so sUghtly by the fatal emotion. No; she is a bright
virginal creature, all confidence and candour, and she has yet to
learn the mysteries of life. I wish I could think less of hej
and fall In love •with Miss Montalembert—her name is plai'
Lambert, and she has added the Monta for the sake of euphony.
I •wish I could fall in love with Lizzie Lambert, popularly known
as Elise Montalembert, the soubrette at the Phoenix. She is a
good Uttle girl, and earns a salary of four pounds a week. She's
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fond of the Signora, too, and we could leave the PUasters and
go Into housekeeping upon our joint salaries."
Mr. Thornton's fancies might have rambled on in this •wise for
some time, but he was abruptly aroused from his reverie by
Eleanor Vane, who had been watching him rather Impatiently.
""When are you going to the shipbroker's, Dick?" she asked.
" When am I going ? "
" Yes ; you'll go at once, won't you ? "
" E h ! Well, my dear Nell, CornhUl's a good step from here."
" But you can take a cab," cried the young lady. " I've
plenty of money, Dick, and do you think I shall grudge it for
such a purpose ? Go at once, Richard, dear, and take a cab."
She pulled a purse from her pocket, and tried to force it into
the young man's hand; but he shook his head.
" I'm afraid the shipbroker's office would be closed, NeUy,"
he said. " We'd better w-ait tUl to-morrow morning."
But the young lady would not hear of this. She was sure
the shipbroker's ofiice wouldn't close so early, she said, with as
much authority as If she had been intimately acquainted with
the habits of shipbrokers; and she bustled Dick do^wn stairs
and out of the house before he well knew where he was.
He returned in about an hour and a half, very tired and
dusty; having preferred his Independence and an omnibus to
the cab offered by Eleanor.
" It's no use, Nelly," he said desjiondently, as he threw off his
hat, and ran his dirty fingers through the rumpled shock of duaty
brown hair that had been blown about his face by the hot August
wind, " the office was just closuig, and I couldn't get anything
out of the clerks. I was never so cruelly snubbed In my Ufe."
Miss Vane looked very much disappointed, and was sUent for
a minute or so. Then her face suddenly brightened, and she
patted Richard's shoulder •with a gesture expressive of patronage
and encouragement.
"Never mind, Dick," she said, smilingly, "you shall go again
to-morrow morning early; and I'll go -with you. We'll see if
these shipbroker's clerks will snub me!"
" Snub you!" cried Richard Thornton, in a rapture of admiration. " I think that, of aU the members of the human famUy,
paid officials are the most unj)leasant and repulsive; but I don't
think there's a clerk in Christendom Avho could snub you. Miss
Vane."
Eleanor smUed. Perhaps for the first time in her Ufe the
young lady was guilty of a spice of that feminine sin caUed
coquetry. Her boxes had an-ived from Hazlewood upon tho
previous evening. She was armed, theretore, with all those
munitions of war without which a woman can scarcely commence
a siege upon the fortress of man's indifference.
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She rose early the next morning—-for she was too much
absorbed in the one great purpose of her Ufe to be able to sleep
very long or very soundly—and arrayed herself for a •visit to the
shipbroker.
She put on a bonnet of pale blue crape, which was to be the
«hlef instrument in the siege—a feminine battering-ram or Armstrong gun before which the stoutest wall must have crumbled
—and smoothed her sUken locks, her soft amber-dropping
•Presses, under this framework of diaphanous azure. Then she
went into the Httle sitting-room where Mr. Richard Thornton
was loitering over his breakfast, to try the effect of this piece of
miUiner's artillery upon the unhappy young man.
"WIU the clerks snub me, Dick?" she asked, archly.
The scene-painter repHed with his mouth full of eg^ and
bread-and-butter, and was more enthusiastic than inteUigible.
A four-wheel cab jolted Miss Vane and her companion to
ComhIU, and the young lady contrived to make her way into
the sanctum-sanctorum of the shipbroker himself, in a manner
which took Richard Thornton's breath away from him, in the
fervour of his admiration. Every barrier gave way before the
blue bonnet and gUstening auburn hair, the bright grey eyes
and friendly smUe. Poor Dick had approached the officials with
that air of suppressed enmity and lurking hate with which the
Englishman generally addresses his brother EngUshman; but
Eleanor's friendliness and familiarity disarmed the stoniest of
the clerks, and she was conducted to the shipbroker's private
room by an usher who bowed before her as if she had been a
queen.
The young lady told her story very simply. She •wished to
ascertain if a gentleman called Launcelot DarreU had saUed in
the Princess Alice on the 4th of October, '52.
This was aU she said. Richard Thornton stood by, fingering
difficult passages in his last overture on the brim of his hat, out
of sheer perturbation of spirit, whUe he wondered at and admired
Miss Vane's placid assurance.
" I shall be extremely obUged if you can give me this information," she said in conclusion, "for a great deal depends upon my
being able to ascertain the tmth in this matter."
The shipbroker looked through bis spectacles at the earnest
face turned so trustingly towards his own. He was an old man,
with granddaughters as tall as Eleanor, but was nevertheless
not utterly dead to the influence of a beautiful face. Tho
auburn hair and diaphanous bonnet made a bright spot of colour
in the dinginess of his dusty office.
" I should be very ungallant were I to refuse to serve a young
lady," the old man said, politely.—" Jarvis," he added, turning
to the clerk who had conducted Eleanor to his apartment, "du
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you think you could contrive to look up the Ust of passengers
in the Princess Alice, October 4, '52 P"
Mr. Jarvis, who had told Richard to go about his business
upon the day before, said he had no doubt he could, and went
away to perform this errand.
Eleanor's breath grew short and quick, and her colour rose as
she waited for the clerk's retui-n. Richard executed impossible
passages on the brim of his hat. The shipbroker watched the
girl's face, and drew his own deductions from the fintter of
agitation -visible in that bright countenance.
" A h a ! " he thought, " a love affair, no doubt. This pretty
girl In the blue bonnet has come here to look after a runaway
sweetheart."
The clerk returned, carrying a ledger, -with his thumb between
two of the leaves. He oj)ened the uninteresting-looking volume,
and laid It on the table before his employer, pointing •with hia
spare forefinger to one particular entry.
" A berth was taken for a Mr. Launcelot Dan-eU, who was to
share his cabin •with a Mr. Thomas HaUiday," the shipbroker
said, looking at the passage to which the clerk pointed.
Eleanor's face crimsoned. She had •wronged the widow's son,
then, after aU.
" But the name was crossed out afterwards," continued the
old man, "and there's another entry farther down, dated
October 5th. The ship saUed without Mr. DarreU."
The crimson fiush faded out of Eleanor's face and left it deadly
pale. She tottered a few paces towards the table, with her hand
stretched out, as If she would have taken the book from the shipbroker and examined the entry for herself. But midway between
the chair she had left and the table, her streng-th failed her, and
she would have fallen if Richard Thornton had not dashed his
hat npon the ground, and caught her sinking figure in his out«
stretched arms.
" Dear m e ! " exclaimed the shipbroker, " bless my soul: a
glass of water, Jarvis; this is very sad, vei-y sad, indeed. A runaway lover, I suppose, or a brother, perhaps. These sort of
things are always happening. I assure you, if I had the gift
that some of you young people have, I could write half-a-doz(!n
romances out of the history of this office."
The clerk came back -with the glass of water; It was rather a
murky-looking fluid, but a few drops between Eleanor's pale Ups
served to bring the Ufe back to her.
She Hfted her head -with the proud resolution of a queen, and
looked at the compassionate shipbroker •with a strange smUe.
She had heard the old man's suppositions about lovers and
brothers. How far away his simple fancy led him from tha
bitter truth 1

Resolved.

175

She held out her hand to him as she rose from her chair, erect
and dauntless as a fair-haired Joan of Arc, ready to gird on the
•word In defence of her king and country.
" I thank you very much, sir," she said, " for what you have
done for me to-day. My father waa an old man—as old or older
perhaps than yourself; and he died a very cruel death. I
beheve that your kindness of this day -will help me to avenge
him."
CHAPTER X X I I I
RESOLVED.

LAUNC2L0T DARRELL had not sailed for Calcutta in the
Princess Alice. This point once estabUshed, It was utterly vain
for Richard Thornton to argue against that indomitable behef
which had taken possession of Eleanor Vane's mind, respecting
the Identity between the man who had won her father's money
at ecarte, and Mrs. DarreU's only son.
" I tell you, Richard," she said, when the scene-painter
argued •with her, " that nothing but proof positive of Launcelot
DarreU's absence in India at the date of my father's death would
have dispossessed me of the Idea that flashed upon me on the
day I left Berkshire. He was not in India at that time. He
deceived his mother and his friends. He remained in Europe ;
and led, no doubt, an Idle, dissipated life. He must have Hved
by his •wits, for he had no money from his mother—no one to
help him—no profession to support him. What is more Ukely
than that he went to Paris,—the paradise of scoundrels, I have
heard you say, Richard,—under an assumed name ? What more
Ukely ? Why, he was there! The man I saw on the boulevard,
and the man I saw in the Windsor street, are one and the same.
You cannot argue me out of that conviction, Richard Thornton,
for it is the truth. I t is the truth, and It shaU be the business
of my Hfe to prove that it is so."
" And what then, Eleanor ? " Mr. Thornton asked, gravely.
" Supposing you can prove this; by such evidences as will be
very difficult to get at—by such an Investigation as -will waste
your Hfe, bUght your girlhood, warp your nature, unsex your
mind, and transform you from a candid and confiding woman
into an amateur detective. Suppose you do aU tins,—and you
little guess, my dear, the humiUating falsehoods, the pitiful
deceptions, the studied basenesses, you must practise if you are
to tread that sinuous pathway,—what then? What good is
effected; what end is gained? Are you any nearer to the
accomplishment of the vow you uttered in the Rue de I'Arche*
vSque?"
" What do you mean, Richard P "
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" I mean that to prove tins nan's guilt ia not to avenge yom
father's death. Neither you ner the law has any power to punish
him. He may or may not have cheated your poor father. At
this distance of time you can prove nothing; except that he
played ecarte In the private room of a cafe*, and that he won -all
your father's money. He would only laugh in your face, my
poor Nelly, if you were to bring such a charge as this against
him."
" If I can once prove that, which I now believe as firmly as if
every mortal proof had demonstrated its truth, I know how to
ijunish Launcelot Dan-eU," replied the girl.
" You know how to punish him ? "
' Yes. His uncle—that is to say, his great-uncle—Maurice
a«s Crespigny, was my father's firmest friend. I need not teU
you that story, Dick, for you have heard it often enough from
my poor father's o-wn Ups. Launcelot Darrell hopes to inherit
the old man's money, and Is, 1 believe, Ukely enough to do so.
But if I could prove to the old man that my father died a
melancholy and untimely death through his nephew's treachery,
Launcelot DarreU would never receive a sixpence of that money.
I know how eagerly he looks forward to it, though he affects indifference."
" And you would do this, Eleanor? " aaked Richard, staring
aghast at his companion. " You would betray the secrets of
this young man's youth to his uncle, and compass his ruin by
that revelation ? "
" I would do what I swore to do In the Rue de I'Archeveque
—I would avenge my father's death. The last words my poor
father ever wrote appealed to me to do that. I have never forgotten those words. There may have been a deeper treachery
in that night's work than you or I knew of, Richard. Launcelot
Darrell knew who my father was; he knew of the friendship
between him and Mr. de Crespigny. How do we know that he
did not try to goad the poor old man to that last act of his
despair ?—how do we know that he did not plan those lossea at
cards. In order to remove his uncle's friend from his pathwa^v{
0 God! Richard, If I thought that
!"
The girl rose from her chair in a sudden tumult of passion,
with her hands clenched and her eyes fiashing.
" If I could think that lus treachery went beyond the baseness of cheating my father of his money for the money's sake, I
would take his Hfe for that dear Hfe as freely and as unhesitatingly as I Uft my hand up now."
She raised her clenched hand towards the ceiling as she spoke,
as if to register some unuttered vow. Then, turning abruptly to
tho scene-painter, she said, almost imploringly,—
" I t can't be, Richard; he cannot have been so base as that I
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H e he'd my hand in hia only a few days ago. I would cut ofl
t h a t hand if I could think t h a t Launcelot DarreU had planned
my father's death."
" B u t you cannot flunk it, my dear Eleanor," Richard answered, earnestly. " How should the young man know t h a t
your father would take his loss so deeply to heart ? We none
of us calculate the consequences of our sins, my dear. If this
man cheated, he cheated because he wanted money. For Heaven's
sake, Nelly, leave him and his sin In the hands of Providence !
The future is not a blank sheet of paper, for us to write any
story we please upon, b u t a wonderful chart, mapped out
by a Divine and unerring Hand. Launcelot Darrell will not
go unpunished, my dear. ' My faith Is strong in Time,' as
the poet says. Leave the young man to time—and to Providence. "
Eleanor Vane shook her head, smiling bitterly at her friend's
philosophy. Poor mad Constance's reply always rose, in some
shape or other, to the girl's Ups in answer to Richard's arguments. The Cardinal reasons with wonderful discretion, but the
bereaved mother utters one sentence t h a t ia more powerful t h a n
all the worthy man'a moraUtiea : " He talks to me t h a t never
had a son ! "
" I t Is no use preaclnng to me," Miss Vane said. " If your
father had died by this man's treachery, you would not feel so
charitably disposed towards him. I ID ill keep the promise
made three years ago. lioill prove Launcelot DarreU's guUt;
and t h a t guilt shall stand between him and Maurice de Crespigny's fortune."
" You forget one point in this business, Eleanor."
" W h a t point?"
" I t may take you a very long time to obtain the proof you
want. Mr. de Crespigny Is an old man and an invalid. H e may
make a •will in Mr. DarreU's favour and die before you are In
a position to teU him of his nephew's treachery to your poor
father."
Eleanor was silent for a few momenta. Her arched browa
contracted, and her mouth grew compresaed and rigid.
" I muat go back to Hazlewood, Dick," she said, slowly. " Yes,
you are r i g h t ; there Is no time to be lost. I must go back tA
Hazlewood."
" T h a t Is not very practicable. Is It, N e l l ? "
" I m,ust go back, if I go in some disguise—If I go and hide
myself In the -viUage, and watch Launcelot Darrell when he
least thinks he Is observed. I don't care how I go, Richard, but
I must be there. I t can only be from the discoveries I make in
the present t h a t I shall be able to trace my way back to the
bistory of the past. I must go there !"
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" A n d begin at once upon the business of a detective?
Eleanor, you shall not do this, if I can prevent you."
Richard Thornton's unavowed love gave him a certain degree
uf authority over the Impulsive girl. There Is always a dignitj
and power in every feeling that is really true. Throughout the
story of Notre Dame de Paris, the hunchback's love for Esmeralda is never once contemptible. I t is only Phoebus, handsome,
gUttering, and false, who provokes our scorn.
Eleanor Vane did not rebel against the young man's tone of
authority.
"Oh, Dick, Dick!" she cried, piteously, " I know how
•wicked I am. I have been nothing but a trouble to you and
the dear Signora. But I cannot forget my father's death—I
cannot forget the letter he •wrote to me. I must be true to
the vow I made then, Richard, if I sacrifice my Hfe in keeping
my word."
EUza PicirUlo came in before the scene-painter could reply to
this speech. I t had been agreed between the two young people
that the Signora should know nothing of Miss Vane's (Us
coveries; so Eleanor and Richard saluted the music-mistress in
that strain of factitious gaiety generaUy adopted under such
circumstances.
Signora PIcIrUlo's perceptions were perhaps a Uttle blunted
by the wear-and-tear of half-a-dozen hours' labour amongst her
out-door pupils; and as Eleanor bustled about the room preparing the tea-table and making the tea, the good music-mistress
fully believed In her protegee's simulated llveUness. When the
table had been cleared, and Richard had gone to smoke his short
meerschaum amongst the damp straw and invaUd cabs in tha
promenade before the Pilasters, Eleanor seated herself at the
piano, in order to escape the necessity of conversation. Her
fingers flew over the keys in a thousand complexities of hai-mony,
but her mind, for ever true to one idea, brooded upon the dark
scheme of vengeance which she had planned for herself.
" Come what may," she thought again and again, " a t any
orice I must go back to Hazlewood."
CHAPTER XXIVTHE
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lay awake through the greater part of the night
which succeeded her interview with the shipbroker. She lay
awake, trying to fashion for herself some scheme by which she
might go back to Hazlewood. The discovery which she had
to make, the proof positive that she wanted to obtain of Launcelot DarreU's guUt, could only be procured by long and patient
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watcliing of the young man himself; the evidence that was to
c^ondemn him must come from his own lips. Some chance admission, some accidental word, might afford a clue that would
guide her back to the secret of the past. But to obtain this
clue she must be in Intimate association with the man whom she
suspected. In the careless confidence of daily life. In the freedom of social Intercourse, a hundred chances might occur which
could never be brought about whUe the gates of Hazlewood
were closed upon her.
There was one other chance, it was true. Launcelot Darrell
had asked her to become his •wife. Plis love, however feeble to
vrithstand the wear and tear of time, must, for the moment at
least, be real. A Une from her would no doubt bring hun to her
side. She could lure him on by affecting to return hia affection,
and in the entire confidence of such an association she might
discover the truth.
No! not for the •wide world—not even to be true to her
dead father—could she be so false to every sentiment of womanly
honour!
" Richard was right," she thought, as she dismissed this Idea
with a humiliating sense of her own baseness in having even for
one brief moment entertained it. " He was right. What shame
and degradation I must wade through before I can keep my
promise!"
And to keep her promise she must go back to Hazlewood.
This was the point to which she always returned. But was it
possible for her to regain her old position in Mrs. DarreU's
house ? Would not Mrs. Darrell take care to keep her away,
ha^vIng once succeeded in banishing her from Launcelot's aociety P
Mlaa Vane was not a good schemer. Transparent, ingenuous,
and impulsive, she had the -will and the courage which would have
prompted her to denounce Launcelot Dan-eU as a traitor and a
cheat; but she did not possess one of the attributes which
are necessary for the watcher who hopes to trace a shameful
secret through all the dark intricacies of the hidden pathway
that leads to It.
I t was long after daylight when the young lady fell asleep,
wom out, harassed, and baffled. The night had brought no
counsel. Eleanor Vane dropjjed off into a fitful slumber, •with
a passionate prayer upon her lips,—a prayer that Providence
would set her in the way of bringing vengeance upon her
father's destroyer.
She flung herself upon Providence—after the manner of K
great many persons—when she found her own inteUect power*
Eiss to conduct her to the end she wanted to gain.
Thrc-ughout the next day Miss Vane sat alone on the chintzeovered sofa by the •window, looking down at the children playing
M
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hop-scotch, and gambling for marbles upon the nigged flags
below; " weary of the rolUng hours," and unable to bring herselt
to the frame of mind necessary for the ordinary purposes of Hfe.
Upon any other occasion she would have tried to do something
whereby she might Ughten the Signora's burden, being quite
competent to take the pupUs off her friend's hands ; but to-day
she had suffered Eliza PIcu-IUo to trudge out under the broUIng
August sky, through the stifling London streets, and had made
no attempt to lessen her labours. She seemed even incapable o\
performing the Httle domestic offices which she had been in the
habit of doing. She let the London dust accumulate upon the
piano; she left the breakfast-table scattered vrith the debris of
the morning's meal; she made no effort to collect the stray
sheets of music, the open books, the scraps of needlework that
littered the room; but -with her elbow on the smoky sill i->f the
window, and her head resting on her hand, she sat, looking
wearily out, •with eyes that saw nothing but vacancy.
Richard had gone out early, and neither he nor his aunt was
expected to retm-n till dusk.
" I can have everytliing ready for them when they come back,"
she thought, looking Ustlessly at the unwashed tea-things, which
seemed to stare at her in mute reproachfulness; and then her
eyes wandered back to the sunny -window, and her mind returned
with a cruel constancy to the one idea that occupied it.
Had she been really looking at the objecta on which her eyes
seemed to be fixed, she muat have been surprised by the advent
of a tall and rather diatlngulshed-lookin g stranger, who made
his way along the straw-Uttered promenade, between the
Colonnade and the stables, erasing the chalk diagrams of the
hop-scotch players -with the soles of his boots, and rendering
himself otherwise objectionable to the juvenUe population.
This stranger came straight to the shop of the shoemaker
with whom Signora Picirillo lodged, and inquU-ed for Miss
Vincent.
'The shoemaker had only heard Eleanor's assumed name a day
or two before, when Laura's letter had arrived at the PUasters.
He had a vague idea that the beautiful golden-haired young
Woman, who had first entered his dwelling in the early freshness
of budding gu-lhood, was going to distinguish herself as a great
musical genius, and intended to astonish the professional world
under a false name.
" It's Miss Eleanor you want, I suppose, sir P " the man said,
in answer to the stranger's question.
" Miss Eleanor P—yea."
" Then, If you'U please to step up-stairs, sir. The young lady'g
•11 alone to-day, for Mr. Richard he's over the water a scenepaintin' away for dear Ufe, and the S'nora she's out givin' lessons {
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«o poor young miss is alone, and dismal enough she must be,
cooped in-doors this fine weather. It's bad enough when one's
obliged to it, you know, sir," the man added, rather obscurely.
" Will you please to walk up, sir ? It's the door facing you at
the top of the stairs."
The shoemaker opened a half-glass door communicating with
a dingy back parlour and a steep staircase that twisted corkcrew-^wlse up to the first floor. The visitor waited for no further
invitation, but ascended the stairs In a few strides, and paused
for a moment before the door of Signora PicirlUo's sittingroom.
" He's one of these here London managers, I dessay," thought
the simple cordwalner, as he went back to his work. " Mr.
Cromshaw come here one day after Mr. Richard in a pheeaton
and pair, and no end of diamond rings and breastpins."
Eleanor Vane had not noticed the stranger's footsteps on the
uncarpeted stair, but she started when the door opened, and
looked round. Her unexpected visitor waa Mr. Monckton.
She rose in confusion, and stood with her back to the window,
looking at the la^wyer. She was too much absorbed by her one
idea to be troubled by the untidiness of the shabby chamber, by
the disorder of her own hair or dress, or by any of those external
circumstances which are generally so embarrassing to a woman.
She only thought of Gilbert Monckton as a link between herself
and Hazlewood. She did not even wonder why he had come to
see her.
" I may find out something; I may learn something from
him," she thought.
Against the great purpose of her Hfe, even this man, who of aU
others she most respected and esteemed, sank Into utter insignificance. She never cared to consider what he might think.
."She only regarded him aa an Instrument which might happen
to be of use to her.
" You are very much surprised to see me, Miss Vincent," the
la^wyer said, holding out his hand.
The girl put her hand loosely In his, and Gilbert Monckton
started as he felt the feverish heat of the slim fingers that
touched his so Ughtly. He looked into Eleanor's face. The
excitement of the last three days had left its traces on her
countenance.
Mrs. Darrell had made a confidant of the lawyer. I t had been
absolutely necessary to explain Eleanor's absence. Mrs. Darrell
had given her own version of the business, telling the truths
with sundry reservations. Miss Vincent waa a handsome and
agreeable girl, she said; it was of vital consequence to Launcelot
that he should not form any attachment or entertain any passing
fancy, that might militate against his future prospects. An
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imprudent marriage had aUenated her, Mrs. DarreU, from hei
imcle, Maurice de Crespigny. An imprudent marriage might
ruin the young man's chance of inheriting the Woodlands estate.
Under these circumstances it was ad^risable that Miss Vincent
should leave Hazlewood; and the young lady had ery generously resigned her situation upon the matter being put before
her in a proper Hght.
Mrs. Darrell took very good care not to make any allusion to
that declaration of love which she had overheard throtgh the
half-open door of her son's painting-room.
Mr. Monckton had expressed no Httle vexation at the audden
departure of hia ward's compaiuon; but his annoyance waa of
course felt solely on account of Miss Mason, who told him, with
her eyes streaming, and her voice half-choked •with sobs, that she
could never be happy without her darHng Eleanor.
The lawyer said very Httle in reply to these lamentations, but
took care to get Miss Vincent's addresa from hia ward, and on
the day after his •visit to Hazlewood went straight from his office
to the Pilasters.
Looking at the change in Eleanor Vane's face, Mr. Monckton
began to wonder very seriously if the departure from Hazlewood
had been a matter of indifference to her; and whether it might
not be that Mrs. DarreU's alarms about her son's possible admiration for the penniless companion were founded on stronger
grounds than the widow had cared to reveal to him.
" I was afraid that Laura's frivolous fancy might be caught by
this young fellow," he thought, " but I could never have believed
that this girl, who has ten times Laura's Intellect, would faU In
love with Launcelot Darrell."
He thought this, while Eleanor's feverish hand lay, loose and
passive, in his o^wn.
" It was not quite kind of you to leave Hazlewood •without
seeing me, or consulting me, Misa Vincent," he said : " you must
remember that I confided to you a trust."
" A trust!"
" Yes. You promised that you would look after my fooHsh
young ward, and take care that she did not faU in love with
Mr. i)arreU."
Mr. Monckton watched the girl's face very closely while he
pronounced Launcelot DarreU's name, but there was no revelation in that pale and wearied countenance. The grey eyes returned his gaze frankly and unhesitatingly. Their brightness
was faded, but their innocent candour remained. In all its virginal
bsauty.
" I tried to do what you vrished," Miss Vane answered. " I
am afraid that Laura does admire Mr. Darrell. But I can't
quite understand whether she is serious or not, and in any case
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notlUng I could say would influence her much, though I know
ehe loves me."
"No, I suppose not," said Mr. Monckton, rather bitterly;
"women are not easily to be influenced in these matters. A
woman's love is the sublimation of selfishness. Miss Vincent. It
is delightful to a woman to throw herself away ; and she is perfectly indifferent as to how many unoffending •victims she drags
to destruction In her downfall. An Indian woman sacrifices herself out of respect to her dead husband. An English woman
offers nj) her husband and children on the altar of a living lover.
Pardon me if 1 speak too plainly. We lawyers become acquainted
with strange stories. I should not at all wonder if my ward
were to insist upon making herself miserable for Hfe because
Launcelot Darrell has a Grecian nose."
Mr. Monckton seated himself, uninvited, by the table on which
the unwashed tea-things bore testimonies to Eleanor's neglect.
He looked round the room, but not rudely; for In one brief observant glance he was able to see everything, and to understand
everything.
" Have you ever lived here, Miss Vincent ?" he asked.
" Yes; I lived here a year and a half before I went to Hazlewood. I was very happy," Eleanor added, hastily, as If In deprecation of the lawyer's look, which betrayed a half-compassionata
interest. " My friends are very good to me, and I never wish
for a better home."
" But you have been accustomed to a better home, in your
chUdhood?"
" No, not very much better. I always Uved in lodgings, •with
my poor father."
" Your father was not rich, then ? "
" No, not at aU rich."
" He was a professional man, I suppose ? "
" No, he had no profes.sion. He had been rich—^very rich—
omoe.**
The colour rose to Eleanor's face aa she spoke, for she suddenly
recollected that she had a secret to keep. The lawyer mlglit
recognize George Vane by this description, she thought.
Gilbert Monckton fancied that sudden blush arose fron?
•rounded pride.
" Forgive me for asking you so many questions. Miss Viijcent," he said, gently. " I am very much interested in you. 1
have been very much Interested in you for a long time."
He was silent for some minutes. Eleanor had resumed het
seat near the window, and sat in a thoughtful attitude, with he*
eyes cast upon the ground. She was wondering how she was to
make good use of this interview, and discover as much as po8«
•ible of Launcelot DarreU's antecedents.
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" Will you forgive me tf I ask you a few more question^
Miss Vincent P " the lawyer asked, after this brief silence.
Eleanor raised her eyes, and looked him full In the face. T h a t
bright, straight, unfaltering gaze was perhaps the greatest
charm which Mias V a n e possessed. She had no reason to comilaln t h a t N a t u r e had gifted her with a niggardly h a n d ; she
lad beauty of feature, of outline, of colour; b u t this exquisitely candid expression was a rarer beauty, and a higher
gift.
" BeUeve me," said Mr. Monckton, " t h a t I am actuated by
no unworthy motive when I ask you to deal frankly with me.
You %\rill understand, by-and-by, why and by what right I presume to question you. I n the meantime I ask you to confide iu
me. Y o u left Hazlewood at Mrs. DarreU's •wish, did you n o t ? "
" Y e s : it was a t her wish t h a t I left."
" H e r son had made you an offer of his hand ? "
The question would have brought a bluah to the face of an
ordinai-y girl. B u t Eleanor V a n e was removed from ordinary
women by the exceptional story of her Ufe. From the moment
of her discovery of Launcelot DarreU's Identity, all thought of
him as a lover, or an admirer, had been blotted out of her mind.
H e was removed from other men by the circumstances of hia
guUt; as she waa set apart from other women by the revengefiil
purpose In her breast.
" Yes," she said. " Mr. Dan-eU asked me to be his •wife."
" A n d did you—did you refuse him ? "
" N o ; I gave him no answer."
" You cUd not love hun, then ? "
" Love lum ! Oh, no, no ! "
H e r eyes dilated with a look of surprise as she spoke, as If It
was most astounding to her t h a t Gilbert Monckton should ask
such a question.
" Perhaps you do not think Launcelot Darrell worthy of a
good woman's love ? "
" I do not," answered Eleanor. " Don't talk of him, please.
A t least, I mean, don't talk of him, and of love," she added,
hastily, remembering t h a t the very thing she wished was t h a t
the lawyer should talk of Launcelot DarreU. " You—you m u s t
know a great deal of his youth. H e waa idle and dissipated,
was he n o t ; a n d — a n d ^ a card-player? "
" A card-player?"
" Y e s — a gambler; a m a n who plays cards for the sake of
winning money ? "
" I never heard any one say so. H e was Idle, no doubt, and
loitered away his time In London under the pretence of studying a r t ; bu^t I never remember hearing t h a t gambUng was one
of his •yicea. However, I don't come here to speak of him, b u t
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of you. What are you going to do, now that yon have left
Hazlewood P "
Eleanor was crueUy embarrassed by this queation. Her moat
earnest •wish was to return to Hazlewood, or at least to the
neighbourhood of Launcelot DarreU's hom3. Absorbed by this
wish, she had formed no scheme for the future. She had not
even remembered that she stood alone in the world, with only a
few pounds saved out of her slender salary, unprovided with
that which is the most necessary of all weapons in any warfare,
Money!
" I — I scarcely know what I shall do," she said. "Mrs. Darlell promised to procure me a situation."
But as she spoke she remembered that to accept a situation
of Mrs. DarreU's getting would be in some manner to eat bread
provided by the kinswoman of her father's foe, and she made
a mental vow to starve rather than to receive the widow's
patronage.
" I do not put much confidence In Mrs. Dan-eU's friendship
when her own end is gained," Gilbert Monckton said, thoughtfully. " Ellen Darrell Is only capable of lo^vIng one person, and
that person Is, according to the fashion of the world, the one who
has used her worst. She loves her son, Launcelot, and would
sacrifice a hecatomb of her fellow-creatures for his advantage.
If she can get you a new home, 1 dare say she will do so. If
she cannot, she has succeeded In removing you from her son's
pathway, and wIU trouble herself very little about your
future."
Eleanor Vane lifted her head with a sudden gesture of pride.
" I do not want Mrs. DarreU's help," she said.
" But you would not refuse the counsel, or even the help of
any one you liked, would you, Eleanor ? " returned the lawyer.
" You are very young, vei-y inexperienced,—the life at Hazlewood suited you, and it might have gone on for years without
danger of unhappiness or disquiet, but for the coming of Launcelot Darrell. I have kno^wn you for a year and a half, Misa
Vincent, and I have watched you very cloaely. I think I know
you very well. Yes, if a lawyer's powers of penetration and
nabit of obsei-yatlon are to go for anything, I must know you by
thia time. I may have been an egregious fool twenty years ago ;
but I must be wise enough now to understand a girl of
eighteen."
He said this rather as if reasoning •with himself than talking
to Eleanor. Miss Vane looked at him, wondering what all this
talk would lead to, and what motive, under heaven, could have
induced a la^wyer of high standing to leave his chambers in tha
middle of the business day, for the purpose of sitting in a
ihabby lodging-house chamber, with his elbow resting upon a
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dirty tablecloth amid the confusion of unwashed breakfast cupa
and saucera.
" Eleanor Vincent," Mr. Monckton said by-and-by, after a
very long pause, " country people are most intolerable gossips.
You cannot have Uved at Hazlewood for a year and a half •avithout ha-ring heard something of my history."
" Your history ? "
" Yes, you heard that there was some secret trouble in the
early part of my life—that there were some unpleasant circumstances connected with my purchase of Tolldale."
Eleanor Vane was unskilled In the art of prevarication. She
could not give an evasive answer to a straight question.
" Yes," she said, " I have heard people say that."
" And you have no doubt heard them say that my trouble—
Uke every other trouble upon this earth, as it seems 'to me—waa
caused by a woman."
" Yes, I heard that."
" I was very young when that sorrow came to me, Eleanca
Vincent, and very ready to believe in a beautiful face. I wai
deceived. My story is aU told in those three words, and it is a
very old story after all. Great tragedies and epic poems have
been •written upon the same theme, untU it has become so hackneyed that I have no need to enlarge upon it. I waa deceived.
Miss Vincent, and for twenty years I have profited by that
bitter lesson. Heaven help me If I feel inclined to forget It now.
I am forty years of age, but I do not think that the brightness
of my Ufe has quite gone yet. Twenty years ago I was in love,
and in the ardour and freshness of my youth, I dare say I talked
a great deal of nonsense. I am in love once more, Eleanor.
WIU you forgive me if all my faculty for sentimental talk ia
lost ? WUl you let me tell you. In very few and simple words,
that I love you; that I have loved you for a long time; and
that you •wUl make me unapeakably happy if you can think my
earnest devotion worthy of some return? "
Every vestige of colour faded slowly from Eleanor's face.
There had been a time—before the return of Launcelot DarreU—
when a word of praise, an expression of friendUness or regard
from Gilbert Monckton, had been very precious to her. She had
never taken the trouble to analyze her feeUngs. That time,
before the coming of the young man, had been the sunniest and
most careless period of her youth. She had during that Interval
been false to the memory of her father—ahe had suffered herself
to be happy. But now a gulf yawned between her and that
lapse of forgetfulness. She could not look back clearly; she
could not remember or recall her former feeUngs. GUbert
Monckton's offer might then have awakened some answering
•ontiment in her own breast. Now his hand struck upon the
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tlaekened chorda of a shattered Instrument; and there waa no
music to respond harmoniously to the player's touch.
" Can you love me, Eleanor ? Can you love me ? " the lawyer asked. Imploringly, taking the girl's two hands In his own.
" Your heart is free : yes, I know t h a t ; and t h a t at least is
something. Heaven forgive me if I t r y to bribe you. B u t my
youth is jiassed, and I can scarcely expect to be loved for myself
alone. Think how dreary and undefended your life must be, if
you refuse my love and protection. Think of that, Eleanor.
A h ! If you knew what a woman is when thrown upon the
world without the shelter of a husband's love, you would thuik
seriously. I want you to be more t h a n my wife, Eleanor. I
want you to be the guardian and protectreaa of t h a t poor frivolous girl whose future h a s been trusted to my care. I want you
to come and li^ve at Tolldale, my darUng, so as to be near t h a t
poor child a t Hazlewood."
Near Hazlewood ! The hot blood rushed into Eleanor's face
Lt the sound of those two words, then faded suddenly away and
left her deadly white, trembUng and clinging to the back of her
chair for support. To all else t h a t Gilbert Monckton had said
she had listened In a dull stupor. B u t now her Intellect arose
and grasj)ed the full Importance of the lawyer's supplication.
I n a moment she understood t h a t the one chance which of all
other things upon this earth she had most desired, and which of
all other things had seemed farthest removed from her, was now
within her reach.
She might go back to Hazlewood. She might return as Gilbert Monckton's wife. She did not stop to consider how much
was involved In this. I t was her nature to be ruled by impulse,
and Impulse only; and she had yet to learn submission to a
better guidance. She could go back to Hazlewood. She would
have returned there as a kitchen-maid, had the opportunity of
so doing offered Itself to h e r ; and she was ready to r e t u m as
Gilbert Monckton's -wife.
" My prayers have been heard," she thought. " My prayers
have been heard: Providence will give me power to keep my
promise. Providence •will set me face to face with t h a t man."
Eleanor Vane stood with her hands clasped upon the back of
her chair, thinking of this, and looking straight before her. In
utter unconsciousness of the earnest eyes t h a t were fixed upon
her face, while the lawyer waited breathlessly to hear her
decision.
" Eleanor," he cried, entreatingly, " Eleanor, I have been
deceived once; do not let me be a woman's dupe, now t h a t there
are streaks of grey amongst my hair. I love you, my dear. I
can make you independent and secure; but I do not offer you a
fortune or a position of sufficient magnitude or grandeur to tempt
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an ambitious woman. For God's sake do not trifle with me. H
f ou love me now, or can hope to love me in the future, be my
wife. B u t If any other image holds the smallest place in your
heart—if there Is one memory, or one regret, t h a t can como
between us, Eleanor, dismiss me from you luihesitatlugly. I t
wiU be merciful to me—to you also, perhaps, to do so. 1 have
seen many a union in which there has been love on one side, and
uidifferenee—or something worse t h a n Indiflerence—upon the
other. Eleanor, think of aU this, and then teU me, frankly, if
you can be my -wife."
Eleanor "\'aiic dimly comprehended t h a t there was a depth of
passionate feeUug beneath the quiet earnestness of the lawyer's
manner. She tried to listen, she tried to u n d e r s t a n d ; but she
could not. The one idea whicli held possession of her miud,
kept t h a t mind locked against every other impression. I t was
not his love, it was not lus name, or his fortune, t h a t GUbert
Monckton ofiered her—he oflered her the chance of returning to
Hazlewood.
" You are very good to me," she eoid. " I wUl be your wife.
I will go back to Hazlewood."
She held out her hand to lum. N o trace of womanly confusion, or natural coquetry, betrayed itself in her manner. Pale
and absorbed, she held out her hand, and ofl'ered up her F u t u r e
as a smaU and unconsidered matter, when st^t against the one
idea of her life—the promise to her dead father.

CHAPTER XXV
ACCEPTED.

W H E N a man sets hia happlneaa Iu the balance, he is aj^t to be
contented with a very slight t u r n i n g of the scale. H e is not
Ukely to be critical as to the wording of the verdict which gives
him the prize he has asked for.
Mr. Gilbert Monckton had no contemptible opinion of hia own
judgment and deUberatiou, lus perceptive faculties and powers
of reasoning; b u t as blindly as Macbeth accepted the promises
of the oracular voices in the witches' cave, so did this grave and
eminent lawyer receive those few cold words in which Eleanor
Vane consented to be lus wife.
I t was not t h a t he refrained from reflecting upon the girl's
manner of accepting his offer. H e did reflect ui3on i t ; and
proved to hunself, by unerring logic, t h a t she could scarcely have
spoken in any other way. There were a thousand reasons why
she shoidd have employed those very words, and pronounced
them In t h a t very tone. Maidenly modesty, innocent surprise,
inexperience, girlish tinudity:—he ran over a whole catalogua
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of causes, naming every possible cause, save one, and that one
was the thing he had most di-eaded—Indifference, or even
repugnance to himself. He looked Into her face. His professional career had given him the faculty of putting together
the evidences of smiles and fro-wns, involuntary contractions of
the eyebrows, scarcely perceptible compressions of the Hps, every
tone and semi-tone In the facial diapason. He looked at Eleanor
Vane's face, and said to himself:
" This girl cannot be mercenary. She is as pure as an angel;
as unselfish as Jephtha's daughter; as brave as Judith, or Joan
of Arc. She cannot be anything but a good wife. The man
who wins her has reason to thank God for his bounty."
I t was •with such thoughts as these that the lawyer received
the feminine decision which was to Influence his future life. He
bent over the girl's fair head—taU as she was, her face was onl^
on a level with Gilbert Monckton's shoulder—and pressed his lips
to her forehead, solemnly, almost as If setting a seal upon his own.
" My darling," he said, in a low voice, " my darling, you have
made me very happy; I dare not teU you how much I love you.
I stniggled against my love, Eleanor. I once meant to have
kept the secret tlU I went down to my grave. I think I could
have kept sUence so long as you remained -within my reach,
protected and sheltered by people whom I could trust, happy in
the bright years of your innocent girlhood. But when you left
Hazlewood, when you went out into the world, my courage
faUed. I wanted to give you my love as a shield and a defence.
Better that I should be deceived, I thought; better that I should
be miserable, than that she should be undefended."
Eleanor Vane Ustened to the lawyer's happy talk. He could
have talked to her for ever, now that the ice was broken, and the
important step—so long considered, so long avoided—actually
taken. I t seemed as if his youth came back to him, bestowed
by some miraculous power; invisible, but most palpably present
in that shabby Bloomsbury dwelling. His youth came back;
the inteUectual cobwebs of twenty yeara were swept away by
one stroke of some benevolent -witch's broomstick. Cherished
prejudices, fondly nursed doubts and suspicions, were blotted
out of his mind, leaving the tablet fair and bright as it had been
before the coming of that shadow which had clarkened so much
of this man's life. Sudden almost as the conversion of Saul,
was this transformation of the misanthropical soUcitor under the
master infiuence of a ti-ue and pure affection.
For twenty years he had sneered at women, and at men's
belief In them; and now, at the end of twenty years, he
beUeved; and, escaping out of the prison which he had made
for himself, he spread his recovered wings and was free.
A sigh escaped from Eleanor's Hps aa she Ustened to her lover.
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The time in which she could have hoped to pay him back all
this great debt which he was heaping upon her, was past and
gone. She felt a sense of oppression beneath the load of this
obUgatlon. She began to perceive—as yet only dimly, so intense
was the egotism engendered out of the single purpose of her
Ufe—that she was binding herself to something that she might
not be able to perform; she was taking upon herself a debt that
she could scarcely hope to pay. For a moment she thought this,
and was ready, under this new impulse, to draw back and say,
" I cannot become yonr wife; I am too much tied and bound by
the obligations of the past, to be able to fulfil the duties of the
present. I am set apart from other women, and must stand
alone until the task I have set myself is accompUshed, or the
hope of ita fulfilment abandoned."
She thought this, and the words trembled on her lips; but in
the next moment the image of her father arose angry and reproachful, as if to say to her, " Have you so Httle memory of
my -wrongs and my sorrows that you can shrink from any means
of avenging me ? "
This idea banished every other consideration.
" I -wiU keep my promise fu-st, and do my duty to GUbert
Monckton afterwards," thought Eleanor. " I t -wIU be easy to be
a good mfe to him. I used to Hke him very much."
She recaUed the old days in which she had sat a Uttle way
apart from the lawyer and his ward, envying Laura Mason her
apparent Infiuence over Mr. Monckton; and for a moment a
faint thrUl of pleasure and triumph •vibrated through her veins
as she remembered that henceforth her claim upon him would
be higher than that of any other Uving creature. He would be
her own—her lover, her husband—adviser, friend, instructor;
everything in the wide world to her.
" Oh, let me avenge my father's cruel death," she thought,
" and then I may be a good and happy ^rife."
Mr. Monckton could have stood for ever by the side of his
betrothed •wife in the sunny •window loolring out upon the mews.
The prospect of the half-open stable doors ; the lounging grooms
smoking and drinking In the intervals of their labour; the
scantily draperled women hanging out newly-washed Unen, and
making as rt were triumphal arches of wet garments across the
narrow thoroughfare; the children playing hop-scotch, or called
away from that absorbing diversion to fetch damp steaming
quartern loaves and jugs of beer for theu- elders,—all these
things were beautiful m the eyes of the owner of ToUdale Priory.
An overplus of that sunshine which fiUed his own breast glorified
these common objects, and Mr. Monckton gazed upon the angular proportions of the bony Roman-nosed horses, the classic
onthnes cf decrepit Hansom cabs, and all the other objecta
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pecuUar to the neighbourhood of the Pilasters, with such a
radiance of contentment and delight upon his countenance as
might have induced the observer, looking at the lawyer's face,
and not at the prospect, to beUeve that the bay of Naples was
spread out In purple splendour under the open window of Miss
Vane's sitting-room.
Signora Picirillo returned fi-om her day's labours, and found
Eleanor's •visitor thus absorbed; but he understood directly
who she was, and greeted her with a cordiality that very much
astonished the music-mistress. Eleanor Vane sUpped out of the
room whUe Mr. Monckton was explaining himself to the Signora.
She was only too glad to get away from the man to whom she
had so rashly bound herself. She went to the glass to brush
her hair away from her hot forehead, and then threw herself on
the bed, prostrated by all the excitement she had undergone,
powerless even to think.
" I almost -wish I could He here for ever," she thought: " it
seems so Uke peace to Ue still and leave off thinking." Her
youth had held out bravely against the burdens she had put
upon her strength and spirits, but the young energies had given
way at last, and she feU Into a heavy dreamless slumber: a
blessed and renovating sleep, from which nature takes compensation for the wrongs that have been done her.
Gilbert Monckton told his story very briefly and simply. He
had no occasion to say much himself, for Eleanor had written a
great deal about him in her letters to the Signora, a,nd had often
talked of him during her one hoUday at the Pilasters.
EUza PiciriUo was too entirely unselfish to feel other^wlse than
pleased at the idea that Eleanor Vane had won the love of a
good man, whose position In life would remove her from every
danger and from every trial. But, mingled with this unselfish
delight, there was a painful recollection. The music-mlstreas
had fathomed her nephew's aecret; and she felt that Eleanor's
marriage would be a sad blow to Richard Thornton.
" I don't believe poor Dick ever hoped to vrin her love," Signora
PicirUlo thought; " but if he could have gone on lo-ving her and
admiring her, and aasoclatlug with her, in a frank brotherly
way, he might have been happy. Perhaps it's better as It is,
though; perhaps that very uncertainty might have bUghted his
life, and shut him out from some possible happiness."
" As my dear girl is an orphan," Gilbert Monckton said, " I
feel that yon, Madame PicirUlo, are the only peraon I need consult. I have heard from Eleanor how much she owes you; and
beUeve me that when I ask her to become my wife, I do not
•wish her to be less your adopted daughter. She has told me
that in the greatest miseiies of her life, you were as true a friend
to her as her own mother could have been. She has never tol4
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me what those nuaeries were, but I tniat her so fully that I do
not care to torment her with questions about a past which she
tells me was sorrowful."
EUza Picu-IUo's eyeUds feU under the earnest gaze of the lawyer: she remembered the deception that had been practised
upon Mra. DarreU In deference to the pride of Eleanor's halfsister.
"Thia Mr. Monckton must know Nelly's story before he
mames her," thought the straightforward Signora. She explained this to Eleanor the next morning, when the girl rose,
invigorated by a long sleep, and inspUed by a desperate hopefulness—the hope of speedily avenging her father's •wrongs.
For some time Miss Vane passionately combated the Signora's
arguments. Why should she teU GUbert Monckton her real
name ? she demanded. She -wished to keep it a secret from Mr.
de Crespigny: from the people at Hazlewood. She must keep
it a secret, she said.
But Uttle by Uttle EUza PicirUlo overcame this determination.
She explained to the -j-aaalonate girl that If her marriage was to
be legaUy unassailable, she must be married in her true name.
She explained this: and she said a great deal about the moral
•wrong which would be done if Eleanor persisted in deceiving her
future husband.
The marriage was pushed on •with terrible haste, as It seemed
to Richard Thornton and the Signora; but even the brief delay
that occurred between Gilbert Monckton's declaration of his love
.and the day fixed for the wedding was almost intolerable to
Eleanor. The all-Important step which was to make her the
lawyer's mfe seemed nothing to her. She Ignored this great
crisis of her Ufe altogether. In her desire to return to Hazlewood,
to discover and denounce Latmcelot DarreU's treachery before
Maurice de Crespigny's death.
There were preparations to be made, and a trousseau to be
pro^vlded. I t was a very simple trousseau, fitter for the bride of
some young curate with seventy pounds a year, than for a lady
who was to be mistress of ToUdale Prioi-y. Eleanor took no
interest in the pretty girUsh dresses, pale and deUcate in colour,
simple and inexpensive in texture and fashion, which the Signora
chose for her protegee. There was a settlement to be drawn up
also; for Gilbert Monckton Insisted upon treating his betrothed
as generously as if she had been a woman of distinction, with
an aristocratic father to bargain and diplomatize for her welfare;
but Eleanor was as Indifferent to the settlement as about the
trousseau, and could scarcely be made to understand that, on
and after her wedding-day, she would be the exclusive possessor
cf a smaU landed estate worth three hundred a year.
Once, and once only, she thanked GUbert Monckton for hia
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(feneroeity; and thia was when, for tho first time, the tnought
flashed into her mind, that this three hundred a year, to which
she was so indifferent, would enable her to place Eliza PiciriUo
in a position of independence.
" Dear Signora," she cried, " you shall never work after I am
married. How good it is of you to give me this money, Mr,
Monckton," she added, her eyes filling with sudden tears; " 1
will try to deserve your goodness, I will Indeed."
I t was upon the evening on which Eleanor spoke these few
grateful and earnest words to her betrothed husband, that tho
revelation of her secret was made.
" I am going to Doctors' Commons to-morrow moming, Signora," the lawyer said, as he rose to leave the Httle sitting-room
—he had spent his evenings in the Pilasters during his brief
courtship, perfectly at home and unspeakably happy in that
shabby and Bohemian colony. "Eleanor and I have determined
that our marriage Is to take place at St. George's, Bloomsbury.
I t is to be a very quiet wedding. My two partners, yourself,
and Mr. Thornton, are to be the only witnesses. The Berkshire
people vriU be surprised when I take my young wife back to
ToUdale."
He was going away, when the Signora laid her hands on
Eleanor's shoulder.
" You must tell him to-night, Nelly," she whispered; " he
must not be allowed to take out the Ucense In a false name."
The girl bent her head.
" I vnll do as you -wish, Signora," she said.
Five minutes afterwarda, when Gilbert Monckton gave Eleanor
his hand, she said, quietly :
" Do not say good night yet. I will come down stairs vrith
you; I have something to say to you."
she went do-wn the narrow staircase, and out Into the colonnade -with Mr. Monckton. I t was ten o'clock; the shops were
closed, and the pubUc-house was quiet. Under the August
moonlight the shabby tenements looked less commonplace, the
dUapidated wooden colonnade was almost picturesque. Miss
Vane stood •with her face turned frankly towards her lover, her
figure resting slightly against one of the slender piUars before
the shoemaker's emporium.
" What is it that you want to tell me, Eleanor dearest ? " Mr.
Monckton asked, as she paused, looking half-doubtfully In hia
face, uncertain what she should aay to him.
" I want to tell you that I have done very wrong—I have
deceived you."
" Deceived me! Eleanor! Eleanor!"
She saw the lawyer's face turn pale under the moonUght
fhat word decept^f^J^^«d. such a terrible meaning to him.

192

Eleanor's Victory.

" Tes, I have deceived you. I have kept a secret from yen,
and I can only tell It to you upon one condition."
" Upon what condition ? "
" T h a t you do not teU It to Mr. de Crespigny, or to Mrs.
DarreU, until you have my permission to do so."
GUbert Monckton smiled. His sudden fears fled away before
the truthfulness of the girl's voice, the eai-nestness of her
manner.
" N o t tell Mr. de Crespigny, or ]\Irs. DarreU? " he said; " of
course not, my dear. W h y should I tell them anything which
joncerns you, and t h a t you wish me t o keep from them ? "
" You promise, t h e n ? "
" Most certainly."'
" You give me your solemn promise t h a t you wIU not teU Mr
de Crespigny, or any member of his famUy, the secret which I
am going to confide to y o u ; under no circumstances whatever
will you be tempted to break t h a t promise ? "
'• Why, Nelly," cried Mr. Monckton, " y o u are as serious as
if you were the chief of a poUtical society, about to administer
some ten-ible oath to a neophyte. I shaU not break my promise, my dear, beUeve me. My profession has accustomed me
to keeping secrets. W l i a t is it, Eleanor; w h a t ia thia tremendous mystci-y ? "
Miss Vane lifted her eyes, and looked full in her lover's face,
npon the watch for any change of expression t h a t might indicate
displeasure or contempt. She waa very fearful of losing the
lawyer's confidence and esteem.
" '^^lien I went to Hazlewood," she said, " I went in a false
name, not at my o^wn wish, but to please my sister, who did
not want ]\Irs. Dan-eU to know t h a t any member of her family
could be In a dependent position. ]My name Is not A'incent. I
nm Eleanor A'ane, the daughter of Mr. de Crespigny's old
friend."
Gilbert Monckton's astonishment was unbounded. H e had
heard George Vane's history from Mrs. Dan-eU, but he had
never heard of the birth of the old man's youngest daughter.
" E l e a n o r V a n e ? " he said; " t h e n Mrs. Bannister is youj
bister."
" She Is my half-sister, and it was a t her wish t h a t I went to
Hazlewood under a false name. Y o u are not angry with me for
having done so, are y o u ? "
" A u g i y with you ? No, my dear, the deception was harmless enough; though It was a piece of foolish pride upon yout
sister's part. My Eleanor was in no way degraded by ha^ving
to t u r n her accompHshments to use and profit. My poor, seUreUant girl," he added, tenderly, " going out into the world with
a secret to keep. B u t why do you wish this secret to be still
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pregerved, Eleanor; yon are not ashamed of yoiar fether'a
r.ame ? "
" Ashamed of his name P Oh, no, n o ! "
" Why keep your real name a secret, then ? "
" I car't teU you why. But you'll keep your promise. Yoa
are too honourable to break your promise."
Mr. Monckton looked wonderingly at the girl's earnest face.
" No, my dear, I won't break my promise," he said. " But I
can't understand your anxiety for this concealment. However,
we -wIU say nothing more about It, Nelly," he added, as If In
reply to an aj)peallng look from Misa Vane; " your name will
be Monckton when you go back to Berkshu-e; and nobody -wiU
dare to question your right to that name."
The lawyer put his Hps to the girl's forehead, and bade her
good night upon the threshold of the shoemaker's door.
'' God bless you, my o^wn darling! " he said, in a very low
voice, " and preserve our faith In each other. There muat be
no secrets between yon and me, NeUy."

CHAPTER XXVL
AN

INSIDIOUS

DEMON,

ON a bright September morning a hired carriage took Misa
Vane and her fiienda to the quiet old church In Hart Street,
Blcomabury. There was a little crowd assembled about the
door of the shoemaker's dwelUng, and sympathetic spectators
were scattered here and there In the mews, for a marriage Is one
of those thinga which the cleverest people can never contrive to
keep a secret.
Miss Eleanor Vane's pale fa-wn-coloured silk dress, black
mantle, and simple white bonnet did not form the estabUshed
costume of a bride, but the young lady looked so very beautiful
in her gli-Hsh dress and -virginal innocence, that more than one
of the lounging grooms who came out of the stables to see her
go by to her hired carriage, confidentially remarked to an
acquaintance that he only wished he could get such a young
woman for /lis missus. Richard Thornton was not in attendanca
upon the fair young bride. There was a scene to be painted for
Spa-yln and Cromshaw upon that particular day which waa
more important than any scene Dick had ever painted before.
So the young mfin set out early upon that September bridal
moming, after salnting Eleanor Vane In the most tender and
brotherly fashion ,• but I am sorry to say that instead of going
atraight to the B^yal Phoenix Theatre, Mr. Thornton walked
with a RI-^W and bVtlcHs gait across Westminster Bridge, then
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plunged -with a sudden and almost ferocious impetus into tii-3
remotest intricacies of Lambeth, scowUng darkly at the street
boys who came in lus way, sldrting the Archbishop's palace,
glowering at the desolation of Vauxhall, and hurrying far away
into the soUtudes of Battersea Fields, where he spent the better
part of the afternoon In the dreary parlour of an obscure pubUchouse, drinking adulterated beer, and smoking bad tobacco.
The Signora wore a rastUng black sUk dress—Eleanor's present of the pre^vlous Christmas—in honour of her protegee's
wedding; bu't EUza PicIriUo's heart was sadly divided upon thlf
quiet bridal day; half rejoicing in LIIss Vane's fortune and advancement ; half sorrowful for poor desolate Dick wandering
away amongst the swamps by the water-side.
Mr. Monckton and his two partners were waiting for the bride
in the portico of the church. The senior of the two, an old man
•with white hair, was to give Eleanor away, and paid her many
appropriate though rather obsolete compliments upon the occasion. Perhaps It was now for the first time that Miss Vane
.jegan to regard the step she was about to take as one of a somewhat serious and Indeed awful nature; perhaps it was now for
the fu-st time that she began to think she had committed a sin
in accepting Gilbert Monckton's love so lightly.
" If he knew that I did not promise to marry him because I
loved him, but because I wanted to get back to Hazlewood," she
thought.
But presently the grave shadows passed away from her face
and a faint blush rose to her cheek and brow.
" I -wIU love him by-and-by, when I have avenged my father'a
death," she said to herself.
Some such thought as tlus was in her mind when she took her
place beside GUbert Monckton at the altar.
The autumn sunshine streamed in upon them through the
great windows of the church, and -wrapped them In yellow Hght,
Hke the figures of Joseph and Mary In an old picture. The
bride and bridegroom looked vei-y handsome standing side by
side In thia yeUow sunshine. Gilbert Monckton's twenty years'
seniority only dignified and exalted him; investing the holy
marriage promise of love and protection -with a greater solemnity
than It could have had when sjooken by a stripUng of one or two
and twenty.
Everything seemed auspiclotis Vi]:)on this wedding morning.
The lawyer's partners were In the highest spirits, the beadle and
pew-opener were elevated by the idea of prosiDcctive donations.
The Signora wept quietly while the man-Iage service was being
read, thinking of her nephew Richard smoking and drinking
(if ] i-v.-'.-felv, perhaps, in his desolate painting-room; but when
the CL:'-I;I- ny -,Y;ir:> over the good music-mistress dried hrr '..?ji.
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Vanishing aU traces of sorrow before she kissed aad compUmented
the bride.
" You are to come and see us at the Priory, dear Signora,"
Eleanor said, as she clung about her friend before lea-yhig the
vestry; " Gilbert says so, you know."
Her voice faltered a little, and she glanced shyly at her husband as she spoke of him by his christian name. I t seemed as
if she had no right to aUude so familiarly to Mr. Monckton, of
Tolldale Priory. And presently Eliza PicirUlo stood alone—or
attended only by the beadle, obsequiously attentive In proijortlon
to the Uberallty of the donation he had just received—under the
portico of the Bloomsbury church, watching the lawyer's carriage drive away towards the Great Northern railway station.
Mr. Monckton, m the absence of auy preference upon Eleanor's
part, had chosen a quiet Yorkshire watering-place aa the scene
of his honeymoon.
Signora PicirUlo sighed aa she went down the steps before the
church, and took her seat in the hired vehicle that was to take
her back to the Pilasters.
" So Bloomsbury has seen the last of Eleanor," she thought,
sadly; " we may go do^wn to see her, perhaps, in her grand new
house, bnt she will never come back to us. She will never wash
the tea-things and make tea and toast again for a tired-out old
music-mistress."
The dying glory of red and orange in the last sunset of September sank behind the grey line of the German Ocean, after the
closing day of Gilbert Monckton's honeymoon. Upon the first
of October the lawyer was to take his young wife to Tolldale
Priory. Mr. and Mrs. Monckton walked upon the broad sands
as that low orange Ught faded out of the western sky. The
lawyer was grave and silent, and every now and then cast a furtive glance at his companion's face. Sometimes that glance was
succeeded by a sigh.
Eleanor was paler and more careworn than she had looked
since the day after her visit to the shipbrokca-'s office. The
quiet and seclusion of the place to which Gilbert Monckton had
brought his bride had given her ample opportunity of brooding
on the one idea of her life. Had he plunged her Into a vortex
of gaiety, it is possible that she might have been true to that
deep-rooted purpose which she had so long nursed in her breast;
but, on the other hand, there would have been some hope that
the delights of change and novelty, delights to which youth
cannot be indifferent—might have beguiled the bride from that
for-cver-recumng train of thought which separated her from her
husband as effectually as if an ocean had rolled between them.
Yea, GUbert Monckton had discovered the fatal tmth thai
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mamage is not always union, and that the hoUest words that
were ever spoken cannot weave the mystic web which makes two
souls indlssolubly one. If there be one inharmonious thread in the
magical fabric. GUbert Monckton felt this, and knev/that there
was some dissonant note in the chord which should have been
sncli a melodious combination.
Again and again, whUe talking to his •wife—carried away,
perhaps, by the theme of which he was speaking, and counting
on her sympathy as a matter of course—he had looked into
Eleanor's face, and seen that her thoughts had wandered fai
away from him and his conversation, into some unknown region.
Ho had no clue by which he could follow those wandermgs; no
chance word ever fell from his •wife's Ups which might serve as
the traitor sUk that guided ruthless Eleanor to Rosamond's
hitUng-place. So thus, before the honeymoon was over, GUbert
Monckton began to be jealous of his bride, thereby fostering for
himself a nest of scorpions, or a very flock of young •vultures,
which were henceforth to make their meals off ms entraUs.
But It was not the ferocious or Othello-Uke jealousy. The
green-eyed monster did not appear under his more rugged
and uncI^vIUzed form, finding a vent for his passions in piUows,
poisons, and poniards. The monster disguised himself as a
smooth and philosophical demon. He hid his diaboUcal attributes under the gravity and wisdom of a friendly sage. In
other words, GUbert Monckton, feeUng disappointed at the result
jf his marriage, set himself to reason upon the fact; and was
for ever torturing himself -with silent arguments and mute conjectures as to the cause of that indescribable something in his
young •wife's manner, which told him there waa no perfect union
between them. The la^wyer reproached himaelf for hia weak
folly In ha^ylng built a fairy palace of hope upon the barren fact
oi Eleanor's acceptance of his hand. Did not girls, situated as
George Vane's daughter had been situated, marry for money,
again and again, in these mercenery days ? Who abould know
this better than GUbert Monckton the soUcitor, who had dra^wn
up so many marriage settlements, been concerned in so many
divorces, and assisted at so many matrimonial bargains, whose
sordid motives were as undisguised as in any sale of cattle
transacted in the purUeus of Smithfield? Who should know
better than he, that beautiful and innocent girls every day
bartered their beauty and innocence for certain considerations set
down by grave lawyers, and engroased upon sheets of parchment
at so much per sheet P
He did know this, and in his mad arrogance he had said to
himself, " I—amongst all other men—-wIU be an excei-itlon to the
common rule, llie girl I marry Is poor; but she will give herFclf to me for no meaner considerations than my love, .and my
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truth, and my devotion; and those shall be hers untU my dying
day."
Gilbert Monckton had said t h i s ; and already a mocking
demon had made a permanent perch for himself upon thia
•wretched man's shoulders, for ever whispering Insidious doubta
into his ear, for ever Instilling shadowy fears into his mind.
Eleanor had not seemed happy during those few honeymoon
weeks. She had gro^wn weary of the broad sands stretching far
away, flat and desolate under the September sky, and weary of
the everlasting and unbroken Une t h a t bounded t h a t •wide grey
sea. This weariness she had displayed frankly enough; b u t she
had not revealed Its hidden source, which lay in her feverish
impatience to go back to the neighbourhood of Hazlewood, and
to make the discovery she wished to make, before Maurice d«
Crespigny's death.
She had sounded her husband upon the subject of the old
man's health.
" Do you think Mr. de Crespigny -wIU Uve long ? " she asked,
one clay.
" Heaven knows, my dear," the lawyer answered, carelessl;-.
" H e has been an invalid for nearly twenty years now, and l.o
may go on being an Invalid for twenty years more, perhajis.
I fancy t h a t liis death vnll be very sudden whenever It doc.i
happen."
" And do you think t h a t he wiU leave his money to Launcelot
DarreU ? "
Eleanor's face grew a Httle paler as she mentioned the
young man's name. The Invisible famiUar perched upon ifr.
Monckton's shoulder directed the lawyer's attention to t h a t fa^.-t.
" 1 don't know. AVhy should you be Interested in 1\:;-.
DarreU's welfare ? "
" I am not Interested in his welfare; I only asked you a qu'.'.ition, Gilbert."
Even the malice of the famiUar could take no objection to i'le
tone in which Eleanor said this : and Mr. r\Ionckton was ashamed
of the passing twinge which Launcelot DarreU's name had
caused him.
" I dare say De Crespigny will leave his money to young
DarreU, my dear," he said. In a more cordial voice; " and thou;;h
I have no very high opinion of the young man's character, 1
tliink he ought to have the fortune. The maiden ladies should
have annuities, of course. Heaven knows they have fought
hard enough for the prize."
" How can people act so contemptibly forthe sake of money ! "
cried Eleanor, -with sudden Indignation.
The lawyer looked admiringly at her glo^wlng face, which liad
(jrimsoned with the intensity of her feeling'. Hh-^. vras thinki;;;;

198

Eha:ic>''s

Ticicnj.

of lier father's death, and of that hundred pounds which had
been won from him on the night of his suicide.
" No," thought Mr. Monckton, " she cannot be niercenP-:-y.
That bright impulsive creature could never be guUty of any
deUbei-ate meanness—and what could be a worse meanness than
that of the woman who coxdd marry a man out of sordid and
mercenaiy motives, beguilmg him by a simulated aft'ection, is
order to compass her o^vn advancement ? "
" If I have won her heart, in its untainted freshness," thought
GUbert Monckton, " I must be content, though that girUsh heart
may seem cold. She vriU love me better by-and-by. She wUl
learn to confide in me; she •wUl leam to sympatluze -with me."
By such arguments as these Mr. Monckton endeavoured t&
satisfy hlmseU"—and sometimes. Indeed, succeeded in doing so—•
that his young wife's absent and thoughtful manner was a matter
of course; the thoughtfulness of a girl unused to her new position, and perhaps a little be^wildered by Its strangeness. But on
the morning of the fu'st of October, GUbert Monckton perceived
a cliange in Eleanor's manner, and on that morning the demon
famUiar took up a jiermanent station upon the la^wyer's shoulder
Mrs. Monckton was no longer grave and Ustless. A feverish
impatience, a sudden flow of high spirits, seemed to have tak--i}
possession of her.
" You observe," whispered the demon famiUar, as Mr.
Monckton sat opposite his wife in a compartment of the express
train that was to take them to London, en route for Berkshire,
" you observe the glow in her cheeks, the brightness of her eyes.
You saw her turn pale the other day when she mentioned
Launcelot DarreU's name. You know what the young man's
mother told you. You can do the commonest sum in logical
aritlimetic, I suppose. You can put two and two together.
Your wife has been wearied to death of the north, and the sea,
and the sands—and of you. She Is in high spirits to-day, and
it is very easy to account for the change in her manner. She is
glad to go back to BerkshU-e—she Is glad to go back there,
because she w'dl see Launcelot Dan-eU."
Mr. Monckton, with a cambric handkerchief thro-wn over hia
face, kept a covert watch upon his wife from between its artfullyadjusted folds, and enjoyed such converse as this •with the spint
he had chosen for his comjjanlon.
CHAPTER X X V n ,
SLOW EIRES.

THE ne?7 Hfe which began for Eleanor Monckton ai ToUdale
Prinry eocT"ned very strancrc to her. The iT.-;ni ;-e?-/-o ' '::•-'.•• of
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the ol.t mansion weighed heavily upon her spirits. The best
part of her existence had been spent in a very free-and-easy and
Bohemian manner: and her improved position was at first morfi
strange than pleasant to her. The weU-tralned servants who
waited upon her In respectful sUence, acknowledging her as their
mistress, and obsequiously eager to give her pleasure, were very
different people to the famiUar landladies of those lodgings in
which she had Uved -with her father, or the good-natured shoemaker-landlord at the Pilasters.
At Hazlewood she had been only a dependent; and thosfi
who served her had given her their service out of love for her
brightness and beauty; rendering her little benefits •with frank
smiles and famiUar greetings. But the mistress of Tolldale had
a certain dignity to support; and new duties to learn in her ne^sr
position.
At first those duties seemed very hard to the impulsive girl,
who had a sort of instinctive contempt for all ceremonial usages
and stereotyped observances. They seemed more especially hard,
perhapa, because GUbert Monckton expected his young wife to
assume her new position as a tlUng of course, and was incUned
to be very jealous of any omission that derogated from her
dignity.
He was incUned to be jealous of her girlish Inconstancy of
thought and action, seeing In all this an evidence that she regretted the freedom of her girlhood. He waa incUned to be
jealous. That one sentence reveals the secret of a great deal of
misery which this gentleman made for himself. He was inclined
to be jealous of anything and everytlmig, where hia young wife
was concerned.
I t was thus that GUbert Monckton began his married Hfe.
I t was thus that, of his own doing, he set a breach between
himself and the woman he idolized. And when the breach waa
made, and the dreary gulf of distrust and misapprehension
stretched black and impassable between this weak man and
that which he loved dearest in all the world, he could only cast
himself down beside the ya-wnlng ravine and bemoan his desolation.
I have called Gilbert Monckton a weak man advisedly. In
aU the ordinary buainess of Ufe, and In all the extraordinary
businesses that feU in hia proiesslonal pathway, the lawyer's
clearnesa of perception and power of Intellect were unaurpassed
by any of his compeera. Strong; stern; decided and unyielding,
where hia judgment waa once formed; he was trusted as an oracle
by those who had deaUngs •with him. But In his love for his wife
he was weaker and more Irresolute than any desponding swain
of five-and-twenty.
ITc had been deceived once bv a woman whom he had loved a-S
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he now loved Eleanor; and he could not forget that early decep*
tion. The shadow that had fallen upon his Ufe was not to be
lifted off by any sunshine of trust and love. He had been
deceived once, and he might be deceived again.
The •wrong which a woman's falsehood does to the man whom
she betrays is a lastmg and sometimes irrecoverable •wrong,
The wound festers, deep down below the outer scar; and whUe
sympathetic friends are rejoicing in the slow obUteration of that
surface e-vldence of the past, the hidden canker stiU endures,
gaining force by time.
The secret sorrow of GUbert Monckton's youth had made him
•uspicious of aU womanly truth and purity. He watched his
•wife, as it had been his habit to watch his ward, doubtfuUy and
fearfuUy; even when he most admired her, regarding her in
some wlae as a capricious and irresponsible being who might at
any moment turn upon him and betray him.
He had fought against his love for hia ward's beautiful companion. He had tried to shut his mind against all consciousness
of her fascinations; he had endeavoured not to beheve In her. If
she had stayed a't Hazlewood, that sUent stmggle might have
gone on in the la^wyer's breast for years; but her sudden departure had taken the grave man of forty off his guard. Hurried
away by an impulse, he had revealed the secret that had been
so skilfuUy repressed, and, for the second time in his Ufe, periUed
his happiness upon the hazard of a woman's tmth.
" W h a t do I know of her more than I knew of Margaret
Ravenshaw ? " he thought sometimes; " can I trust her because
she looks fuU in my face, •with eyes that are as clear as the sky
above my head ? There is generaUy some landmark by which a
man's character can be imderstood, however practis-sd he may bo
in hypocrisy; but a woman
Bah! a woman's beauty defies a
physiognomist. We trust and beUeve because we admire. ' Sho
can't be -wicked with such a Grecian nose,' we say. ' Those red,
smiling Hps cannot speak anything but the t m t h ! ' "
If Gilbert Monckton's young wife had seemed happy in her
new home, he would have accepted the fair omen, and would have
Bunned himself In the brightness of her gaiety. But she was
not happy; he could clearly see that; and day and night he
tormented himself with vain endeavours to find out the cause of
her uncertain spirits, her fits of abstraction, her long pauses of
thoughtful silence.
And whUe Mrs. Monckton's husband was nursing all these
tortures, and every day •widening the gulf of his o^wn making, hia
wife, absorbed by her own. secret purpose, was almost unconscious
of all Mse in the world. If she saw the lawyer's face thoughtful
or gloomy, she concluded that his moodiness arose from business
Mixieties with which she had no coticern. If he sighed, she sef
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do^wn hia melancholy to the same professional causes. A tiresome
will case, a troublesome chancery suit—something in those dusty
offices had annoyed h i m ; and t h a t professional something had
•f course no concern for her.
Eleanor Monckton had taken upon herself an unnatural office;
she had assumed an abnormal d u t y ; and her whole Ufe fashioned
itself to fit t h a t unwomanly purpose. She abnegated the pri'rileges, and left unperformed the duties, of a wife—true to nothino
except to t h a t fatal promise made in the first madness of hcj:
grief for George Vane's death.
She had been more t h a n a week a t Tolldale Priory, and she
had not advanced one step upon the road which she had so
desperately determined to pursue. She had not yet seen Launcelot Darrell.
GUbert Monckton had spent the day after his r e t u m to Berkshire in riding about the neighbourhood, calling upon those few
people with whom he kept u p any acquaintance, and informing
them of his marriage with the young lady who, a few weeks
before, had been the companion of his ward. Of course he received
friendly congratulations and good wishes from every one to whom
he imparted this intelligence; and of course when his back waa
turned, the aame people who had tendered those good wishes set
to work to wonder at his folly, and to prognosticate all manner
of e-vil from hia abaurd and imprudent marriage.
His longest -visit was paid to Hazlewood, and here his tidings
afforded real and unmixed satisfaction. Launcelot Darrell was
at work in his painting-room, and was therefore out of the way
of hearing the news. The widow waa pleased to think t h a t
Eleanor's marriage would secure her son against the Immediate
danger of taking a penniless wife; and L a u r a was sincerely
rejoiced at the idea of seeing her friend again.
" I may come to Tolldale soon, mayn't 1, Mr. Monckton ? " sho
asked. " Dear Nelly, I do so long to see h e r ! But to think of
h-iT being man-iedto y o u ! I never was so surprised in my Hfe.
Why, you muat be old enough to be her father. I t does seem sc
funny!"
Gilbert Monckton did not feel particularly grateful to his ward
for the extreme candour of these remarks, b u t he in^rited the
young lady to spend the following d;,y vvith Eleanor.
" I shall be In town to-morrow," he said, " and I dare say Mra.
Monckton will find the Priory dull."
" Mrs. Monckton! " cried L a u r a ; " oh, to be sure; why, that's
Nelly, of course ! Find the Priory dull ? Yes, I should think
she would indeed! Poor Eleanor, in those damp, overgrown
gardens, •with the high walls all round, and the tops of the trees
above the walls. How lonely she'll be."
" Lonely ! I shaU come home to d-inner every day,"
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"Yes, at seven o'clock; and from breakfast time till sevet
(^»oor NeU must amuse herself in the best way she can. But I'ir.
liot going to grumble; I'm only too happy to tliink she vriU be
near me."
Mr. Monckton stood by the garden gate—that gate near which
he had so often loitered with Eleanor—Ustening with no very
great satisfaction to his ward's frivolous prattle. Hia young
wife would feel unhappy in the dulness of her new Ufe, perhaps.
If that were to be so, it would be proof positive that she did
not love him. He could never have felt dull or lonely in her
society, though ToUdale had been some grim and isolated habitation In the middle of an African desert.
" So you think she will be dull, Laura P" he said, rathci
despondently.
"Why, of course she will," answered the young lady; "but
now don't think me inquisitive, please," she added, in a very
insinuating tone, " but I do so much want you to teU me something."
" You want me to teU you what P " asked the la^wyer, rathe:
sharply.
Laura Unked her hand through his arm, and raising herself oii
tip-toe, so as to bring her rosy Ups •within easier reach of his ear,
whispered archly,
" Does she really love you? Y/as It really a love match? "
Gilbert Monckton started as •^riolently as if that infantine
whisper had been the envenomed hiss of a snake.
" What do you mean, child? " he said, turning sharply upor
his ward; " of course Eleanor and I married because we lovec
each other ? Why else should we have married ? "
" No, to be sure. Girls marry for money sometimes. I hearc
Mrs. DarreU say that one of the Penwoods, of Windsor, marrlec
a horrid, old, rich city man for the sake of his money. But 1
don't think Eleanor would do that sort of thing. Only It seems
so funny that she should have been in love -with you aU tlu
time."
"All what t i m e ? "
" Why, all the time she and I were together. How co-old sh<
help talking of you, I wonder ? "
The lawyer bit his Up.
" She never talked of me, then P" he said, •with a feeble atteni] •
to make his tone careless.
" Oh, yes, she spoke of you sometimes, of course; but not ii
that way."
" Not in what way ? When wUl you leam to express yoursel
clearly, Miss Mason ? Are you going to be a chUd all your Ufe ? '
Gilbert Monckton's ward looked up at him •with a half comic
lool? of t-^rror. PJc was not a-cciistomcd to siicak so sban^ilv to hjv
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•"Don't be angry, please," she sail, " I know I don't alwaya
express myself clearly. T dare say It's because I used to get
olher girls to do my themes—they call exercises in composition
tnemea, you know—when I was at school. I mean that Eleanor
didn't talk of you as If she was in love with you—not as I talk—
not as I should talk of any one if I were In love -with them,"
added the young lady, blushing very much as she con-ected herself.
Miss Mason had only one idea of the outer evidences of the
niaster-passlon. A aecret or unrequited affection, which did not
make Itself known by copious quotations of Percy Shelley and
Letitia Landon, was in her mind a very commonplace affair.
Mr. Monckton shrugged his shoulders.
" Who set you up as a judge of how a woman should speak of
the man she loves ? " he said, sharply. " My wife has too much
modesty to advertise her affection for any man. By the bye, Misa
Mason, would you like to come and live at Tolldale ? "
Laura looked at her guardian with unmitigated surprise.
" Come and Uve at Tolldale! " she said; " I thought you didn't
Hke me; I thought you despiaed me because I'm so frivolous
and childish."
"Despise you, Laura," cried Gilbert Monckton, "not Uke you!
My poor dear child, what a brute I must have been If I ever havo
given you such an impression as that. I am very fond of you,
my dear," he added, gravely, laying his hand upon the girl's
head as he spoke, and looking down at her with sorrovfful tenderness. " I am very much attached to you, my poor dear child.
If I ever seem vexed with your girlish frivoUty, It Is only because
I am anxious about your future. I am very, very anxious about
your future."
" But ^hy are you so anxious? "
" Because your mother was childish and light-hearted like
you, Laura, and she was led to do a very cruel thing for want of
thought."
" My poor mother. Ah, how I wish you would teU me about
her."
Laura Mason looked very serious as sho said this. Her hands
were folded round the lawyer's arm; her bright blue eyes seemed
to grow of a more sombre colour as she looked earnestly upward
to his grave face.
" Not now, my dear; some day; some day, perhaps, we'U
talk about all that. But not now. You haven't answered my
question, Laura. Would you Hke to Hve at Tolldale ? "
The young lady blushed crimson and dropped her eyelids.
" I should dearly Uke to Uve with Eleanor," she said.
" Bnt
"
"But what?"
" I il•--'.'+ think it woi:;ld bo nr.itc right to Ic-pys Mrs. DarreU
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would it ? The money you pay her Is of great use to her, yon
know; I have heard her say she could scarcely get ou without
it, especially now that Launcelot—now that -^lr. DarreU hu,u
come home."
The blushes deepened as Laura Mason said this.
The lawyer watched those deepening blu-shes with considerable uneasiness. " She is in love -with this dark-eyed young
ApoUo," he thought.
" You are very scrupulous about Mrs. DarreU and her convenience, Laura," he said. " I should have fancied you would
have been deUghted to Uve •with your old friend and companion.
You'U come to-morrow to spend the day with Eleanor, I suppose?"
" Oh, yes ; If you please."
"I'U send the carriage for you, after it has taken me to
Slough. Good-bye."
Mr. Monckton rode slowly homewards. His interview with
Laura had not been altoge'ther agreeable to him. The girl's
surprise at hia marriage •with Eleanor had irritated and disturbed him. I t seemed Uke a protest against the twenty years
that di'vlded his age from that of his young •wife. There was
something abnormal and exceptionable in the marriage, it seemed,
then; and the people who had congratulated him and •wished
him weU, were so many bland and conventional hypocrites, who
no doubt laughed in their sleeves at hia folly.
The lawyer rode back to ToUdale Priory with a moody and
overclouded brow.
" That girl ia in love -with Launcelot DarreU," he thought.
" She betray c-d her secret in her chikUsh transparence. I'lie
young man must be wonderfully attractive, since people fall in
love •with him In this manner. I don't Uke him; I don't beheve
in him; I should not Uke Laura to be hia •wife."
Yet in the next moment Mr. ilonckton reflected that, fiuer
all, a marriage between his ward and Launcelot might not be
altogether unad^vlsable. The young man waa clever and gentlemanly. He came of a good stock, and had at least brilliant expectations. He might marry Laura and go to Italy, where he
conld devote a few years to the cultivation of his art.
" If the poor ohud is in love with him, and he returns her
affection, it would be cruel to come between them •with anv
prudential tyranny," thought Mr. Monckton. " The young man
eeems reaUy anxious to achieve success as an artist, and if he 'u
to do so he ought certainly to study abroad."
The la^wyer's mind dwelt upon this latter point throughout
the remainder of his ride, and when he crossed the stone-paved
hall where the cavaUers' boots and saddles hung in the glo%viug
Ught that stole through the embla~oncd •windows, he had almo;^t
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COmi to the determination that Laura Mason and Launcelot
Darrell ought to be married forthwith. He found his wife sitting
iu one of the vrindows of the Ubrary, •with her hands lying idle
in her lap, and her eyes fixed upon the garden before her. She
started as he entered the room, and looked up at him with a
bright eagerness in her face.
" You have been to Hazlewood ? " she said.
" Yes, I have just come from there."
" And you have seen
?"
She stopped suddenly. Launcelot DarreU's name had rispt
to her lips, but she checked herself before uttering it, lest she
should betray her eager Interest In him. She had no fear of
that interest being misconstrued; no Idea of such a possibility
had ever entered her head. She only feared that some chance
look or word might betray her vengeful hatred of the youug
man.
"You saw Laura—and—and Mrs. DaiTcU, I suppose?" she
said.
" Yea, I saw Laura and Mrs. Darrell," answered Gilbert
Monckton, watching hia -wife's face. He had perceived the hesitation vrith which she had asked this question. He saw now
that ahe was disappointed in his reply.
Eleanor was incaj)able of dissimulation, and her disappointment betrayed Itself In her face. She had expected to hear
something of Launcelot Darrell, something which would have
at least given her an excuse for questioning her husband about
him.
"You did not see Mr. Dan-eU, then?" she said, after a pause,
during which Mr. Monckton had placed himself opposite to hei
in the open window. The afternoon sunshine feU full upon
Eleanor's face ; lighting up every change of expression ; revealing every varying shade of thought that beti-ayed itself unconsciously in a countenance whose mobility was one of its
greatest charms.
" No, Mr. Darrell was in his painting-room; I did not see him."
There was a pause. Eleanor was silent, scarcely knowing
how to fashion any question that might lead to her gainii.g
801 le information about the man whose secrets she had set herselt to unravel.
" Do you know, Eleanor," said the lawyer after this pause,
during which he had kept close watch upon his -wife's face,
" 1 think I have discovered a secret that concerns Launcelot
DarreU."
" A secret ? "
Sudden blushes Ut up Eleanor ^fonckton's cheeks like a
flaming fire.
" A secreil" she rcj-jeated. " You have fi-innd out a scert* ' "
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" Yes, I beUcve t h a t my ward, L a u r a Mason, has fallen in
love •with the young man."
Eleanor's face changed. Her feverish eagerness gave place
to a look of Indifference.
" I s t h a t a l l ? " she said.
She had no very great beUef in the intensity of Miss ilasouV
feeUngs. The girl's sentimental talk and demonstrative admiration had to her muid something spurious in their n a t u r e ; i l r s .
Monckton waa ready to love Laura very dearly when the businesa
of her Ufe should be done, and she could have time to love anybody; but in the meantime she gave herself no uneasiness about
Miss l\Iason's romantic passion for the young painter.
" Laura Is as inconstant as the -wind," she t h o u g h t . " She
will hate Launcelot DarreU when I tell her how base he is."
B u t what was Eleanor's surprise when Mr. Monckton said,
very quietly:
" If the girl is reaUy attached to this young man, and he
returns her affection—she Is so pretty and fascUiatlng, t h a t I
should think he could scarcely help being in love -with her—I
don't see why the match should not take place."
Eleanor looked u p suddenly.
" Oh, no, no, no," she cried; " you would never let Laura
mn,iTy Launcelot Darrell."
" A n d why not, Mrs. Monckton ? "
The insidious imp which the la^wyer had made his bosom
companion of late, at this moment transformed himself Into
a raging demon, and gnawed ravenously at the vitals of Its
master.
" 'Why shouldn't L a u r a marry Launcelot D a r r e U ? "
" Because you have a bad opinion of him. W h a t did you say
to me by the garden-gate at Hazlewood, when Mr. Dan-eU first
came home ? You said he was selfish, shaUow, frivolous; false,
perhajDS. You said there was a eec-ret in his Ufe."
" I thought so then."
" A n d have you ceased to thuik so now ? "
" I don't know. I may have been prejudiced against tbe
yonng man," answered Mr. Monckton, doubtfully.
" I don't think you were," Eleanor said; " 1 don't think he ia
a good man. Pray, pray don't let Laui-a marry him."
She clasped her hands in her eagerness, as she looked up in
her husband's face.
GUbert Monckton's brow darkened.
" W h a t does It m a t t e r to you ? " he asked.
Eleanor looked surprised at the almost angry abruptness of
iier husband's manner.
" I t matters a great deal to me," she said. " I should be v ery
gorry if L a u r a were to make an u n h a p p y marriage."
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" B u t must Lcr marriage with Launcelot DarreU be necessarily
unhappy?"
" Yea; becauae he is a bad man."
" W h a t right have you to say that, unless you have yome
special reason for thinking It ? "
" I have a special reason."
" W h a t reason?"
" I cannot tell you—now."
The ravenous demon's tooth grew sharper t h a n usual when
Eleanor said this.
" Mrs. Monckton," the lawyer said, sternly, " I am afraid that
there can be very Uttle happiness in store for you and me If you
begin your married Hfe by keeping secrets from your husband."
Gilbert Monckton was too proud to say more t h a n tlus. A
dull despair was creeping Into his breast, a sick loathing of hlmBclf and of his folly. Every one of those twenty years which
made him his young -wife's senior rose u p against him, and
gibed and t^witted him.
^Vhat right had he to marry a young •wife, and believe t h a t
she could love him ? W h a t justification could he find for his
own foUy In taking this gu-1 from poverty and obscurity, and
then expecting t h a t she should feel any wanner sentiment t h a n
some feeble gratitude to him for ha^vmg given her an advantageous bargain ? He had given her a handsome house and
attentive servants, carriages and horaea, prosperity and independence. In exchange for her bright youth and beauty, and he
vras angry with her because she did not love him.
Looking back at t h a t interview In the Pilasters—every clrcumsiancc of which was very cloar to him now, by the aid of a pair
of s|ie!'tacles lent him by the jealous demon, his familiar—''.Ir.
Jliinekton remembered t h a t no confession of love had drojoped
f'i-oin Eleanor's lips. She had consented to become his •wife,
notliing moi-e. She had, no doubt—In those momor.tn of
m.'iiilenly hesitation, during which he had waited so 'orcathlessly
•—deliberately weighed and carefully balanced the advantages
t h a t were to be won from the sacrifice demanded of her.
Of course the perpetual brooding upon such fancies as these
very much tended to make Gilbert Monckton an agreeable and
Uvely companion for an Impulsive girl. There Is something remarkable in the persistency with which the sufferer from t h a t
terrible disease called jealousy strives to aggravate the causes of
bis torture.
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CHAPTER

XXVIIl

BT THE SUNDIAL.

LAURA MASON came to live at Tolldale. GUbert Monckton
argaied with himself t h a t his most reasonable motive for marrying Eleanor Vane had lain m his desire to provide a secure
home and suitable companionslup for his ward. The girl was
very glad to be with Eleanor; b u t a little son-y to leave Hazlewood, now t h a t Mr. Launcelot DarreU's presence gave a new
charm to the place.
" N o t t h a t he ia very Uvely, you know, Nelly," Mias Mason
remarked to her guardian s wife in the course of a long discussion of Mr. DarreU's merits. " H e never seems happy. He's
always roaming about the place, looking as If he had something
upon his mind. I t makes him look very handsome, though, you
know; I don't think he'd look half so handsome if he hadn't
a n y t h i n g on his mind. H e was awfully duU and gloomy after
you went away, NeU; I ' m sure he m u s t have been In love with
you. Mrs. Darrell says he wasn't; and t h a t he admu-es another
person: quite a different person. Do you think I ' m the person,
Eleanor d e a r ? " asked the yonng lady, blushing and smiling, as
she looked shyly u p a t her companion's grave face.
" I don't know, L a u r a ; but I almost hope not, for I should
be very sorry if you were to marry Launcelot DarreU," Eleanor
said.
" B u t why should you be soiTy, N e l l y ? "
'• Because I don't think he's a good man."
IMiss Mason pouted her under Hp and slu-ugged her shoulders,
with the prettiest air of Impatience.
" I t ' s very unkind of you to say so, NeU," she exclaimed.
" I ' m sure he's good! Or If he Isn't good, I Uke him all the
better lor it," she added, with chai-ming Inconsistency. " 1 don't
want to man-y a good man, Uke my^ guardian, or Mr. Neate, the
curate of Hazlewood parish. The Corsair wasn't good; but see
how fond Gnlnare and Mcdora were of him. 1 don't suppose it
was good of the Giaour to kill H a s s a n ; but who could have had
the h e a r t to refuse to marry the G i a o u r ? "
Mrs. Monckton did not a t t e m p t to argue with a young lady
who expressed such opinions as these. Laura's romantic infatuation only made Eleanor more Impatient for the coming of t h a t
hour In which she should be able to denounce Launcelot DarreU
as a cheat and a traitor.
" H e shall be disappointed in his hope of a fortune, and
tlirough me," she thought. " l i e shall be cast oft"by the woman
who has loved him, and through mc. A n d when hesufl'ers niost
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I will b3 aa pitiless to his suffering, as he waa pitUcss to the old
tlian whom he cheated and abandoned to despair."
A fortnight j^assed after Eleanor's arrival at the Priory before
she had any ojiportunity of seeing Launcelot Dai-rell. She had
projoosed going to Hazlewood several times, b u t upon cnch ficciision 'MY. Monckton had contrived to interpose some objection to
iier visit. She began to despair of entering npon the silent
struggle with her father's destroyer, i t seemed as if she had
come to Tolldale for no iDurpose. I n her Impatience she dreaded
t h a t Maurice de Crespigny would die, leaving his fortune to his
nephew. She knew t h a t the old man's Hfe h u n g by a slender
thread, which at any moment might be severed.
B n t at last the opportunity she had ao anxiously awaited
arrived unexpectedly, not brought about by any scheming or
foresight npon her part. L a u r a had been a f'e-iv days at tlii^
Priory^, and the two girls were walking In one of the sheltered
pathways of the old-fashioned garden, waiting for Gilbert JMonel-:tou's arrival, and the clanging summons of the great dinner-bell
The October sunshine was bright and pleasant; the autiinin
flowers enlivened the dark luxuriance of the garden with tlieir
gaudy splendour. The tall hollyhocks waved in the breeze.
The two girls had walked up and down the smooth gravci
path for some time in silence. Eleanor was absorbed in hei
own thoughts, and even L a u r a could not talk for ever without
enconragement.
B n t presently this latter young lady stopped with a blush and
a start, clasping her hand tightly about her comijanion's wrist.
A t the other end of the sheltered walk, amongst the fUckering
patches of sunshine t h a t trembled on the filbert-trees, she had
perceived Launcelot Darrell advancing towards them.
Eleanor looked up.
"AVhat is the matter, L a u r a ? " she asked.
I n the next moment she recognized ]\Ir. DaiTcli. The chari-?;
had come at last.
'L'he young man advanced to meet IMrs. IMoncktoii and hci'
coni])anion. He was jjale, and had a certain gravity In his face
expressive of some hidden sorrow. He had been In love with
Eleanor Vane, after his own fashion, and was very much disposed
to resent her desertion of him. His mother had told him the
reason of t h a t desertion very frankly, after Eleanor's marriage.
" 1 come to offer yon my congratulations, IMrs. Monckli.i ."
he said. In a tone which was intended to wonnfi the } onng \,i;e
to the quick, b n t which, like everything (Isc abont this youn.,'
man, had a certain sjnirionsness, au air of melodrama t h a t robbed
it of all force. " I slionld lia-v'e accompanied my mother when
ghs called on you the other day—but
"
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H e paused abruptly, looking at L a u r a •with an air of illconcealed vexation.
" C a n I speak to you alone, Mrs. Monckton ? " he asked; " I
have sonietlUng particular to say to you."
" B u t you can say it before Laura, I suiDpose?"
" No, not before Laura, or before any one. I m u s t speak ta
you alone."
Miss Mason looked at the object of her admiration •\^rith a
pitei'ms expression In her childish face.
" H o w cruel he Is to me," she t h o u g h t ; " I do believe he ia
in love with Eleanor. How -wicked of lum to Le in love with my
guardian's •wife."
]\Irs. Monckton cUd not a t t e m p t to refuse the pii-vUege which
the young man demanded of her.
" 1 am quite wilUng to hear anything you may have to aay to
me," she said.
" Oh, very weU ! " cried Laura. " I ' m sure I'U go away if you
want to talk about secrets t h a t 1 m u s t n ' t hear. Only 1 don't
see how you can have any secrets. You haven't known AIr.
DarreU a day longer than I have, Eleanor; and I can't imagine
what he can have to say to yon."
After this protest Miss Mason tui-ned her back upon her companions, and ran away towards the house. She shed a few
silent tears behind the shelter of a great clump of crysautheniunis.
" H e doesn't care for me a Ijit," she muttered, as she dried her
•tyes : " Mrs. Darrell is a wicked old story-teller. I feel j u s t ' a s
poor Gnlnare must have felt when the Corsair was so rude to her,
after she'd committed a murder for his sake."
Eleanor and Launcelot left the sheltered pathway, and walked
jlo^wly across the broad lawn towards an old sundial, quaint In
shape, and covered with the moss t h a t had slowly crept over the
grey stonework. Here the young man stopped, lounging against
the moss-grown pedestal, and resting his elbow npon the ln-oken
dial.
" I have come here to-day to tell you t h a t you have treated me
very III, Eleanor Monckton," he said.
The young wife drew herself uj^ proudly
" w h a t do you m e a n ? " she asked.
" I mean t h a t you jilted me."
"Jilted you!"
" Yes. You played fast and loose wjth me. iow listened to
my declaration of love. Y o u suffered me to beUeve t h a t you
loved me."
"Mr. DarreU!"
" Y o u did more, Eleanor," cried the yonng man, pnRsi(-;nate]y;
" yon i//'(/love me. This marriage with CJil'iert -Monrkton." n
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man twenty jTears your senior, is a marriLige prompted by baso
and mercenary motives. You loved me, Eleanor; your silence
admitted It t h a t day, if your words did not. You had no r i g h t
to be cajoled by my mother; you had no right to leave Hazlewood without a word of explanation to me. You are false-hearted
and mercenary, Mrs. Monckton; and you have married this man
here because he is the owner of a fine house, and can give you
money to spend upon your womanly caprices—your selfish
vanities."
H e pointed scornfully to her silk dreaa as he spoke, and to the
golden trinkets t h a t glittered at her waist.
She looked at him with a strange expression In her face.
" Think of me as you please," she said; " think t h a t I was in
love -with you, if you Hke."
I t was as If she had said to him, " Fall Into a trap of your
own setting. If you please. I am not base enough to lay such
a snare for you."
" Yea, Eleanor, you were false and mercenary. You were
fooUsh, perhaps, as well: for I may be a rich man before very
long. I may be master of the Woodlands property."
" I don't think you ever will Inherit t h a t fortune," Eleanor
aaid, slowly. " You talk of my being base and mercenary ; you
are at liberty to think so if you please. B u t have you never
done base things for the sake of money, Launcelot D a r r e l l ? "
The man's face darkened.
" Nobody Is Immaculate, I dare say," he answered. " I have
been very poor, and have been obUged to do what the rest of the
world does when Its purse Is empty."
A s Eleanor watched his moody face she suddenly remembered
t h a t this was not the way her cards m u s t be played. The task
which she had set herself to perform was not to be accomplished
by candour and openness. 'This man had betrayed her father,
and she must betray him.
She held out her hand to Launcelot Darrell.
" Let us be friends," she said; " I wish to be friends with
There were two witnesses looking on a t this gesture. L a u r a
Mason was standing by her guardian, watching the group beside
the sundial. Gilbert Monckton had returned from town, and
had come into the garden in search of his wife.
" They sent me away from them," L a u r a said, as her guardian
looked at Launcelot and Eleanor. " H e had something particular to say to h e r : so I wasn't to hear it, and they sent me
away. You'U ask him to dinner, I suppose P "
" No," answered the lawyer, sharply.
Launcelot Darrell held Eleanor's hand some moments bcfora
he released It.
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" I ^rish to be friends with you, Mr. DarreU," she said ; '' I"J
come to Hazlewood to-morrow to see your pictm-es, If you please.
I want to see how the Rosalind and CeUa goes on."
She hated herself for her hypocrisy. Every generous impulse
of her soul revolted against her falsehood. But these thinga
were only a natural part of the unnatural task which she had
set herself to perform.

CHAPTER X X I X
KEEPING WATCH.

Two pair of jealous eyes kept constant watch upon Eleanor
Monckton for some time after that October afternoon on
which the la-wyer and Miss Mason stood side by side, looking al
the two figures by the sundial.
GUbert Monckton was too proud to complain. He laid down
the fair hopes of his manhood in the grave that ah-eady held the
broken dreams of his youth. He bowed his head and resigned
himself to his fate.
" I was mistaken," he thought; " it waa too prepoaterous to
suppose that at forty I could win the love of a girl of eighteen.
My -wife Is good and true, but
"
But what ? Could this girl be good and true ? Had she not
deceived her lover most crueUy, most deliberately, in her declaration of utter Indifference towards Launcelot DarreU.
Mr. Monckton remembered her very words, her sudden look of
astonishment, her almost shuddering gesture of surprise, as he
asked the Important question,
"And you do not love Launcelot DarreU?"
" Love him ! oh, no, no, no !"
And in spite of this emphatic denial, Mrs. Monckton had, evei
since her arrival at Tolldale Priory, betrayed an intense, an
almost feverish Interest in the young scapegrace artist.
"Ifshe Is capable of falsehood," thought the la-wyer, "there
must surely be no truth upon this earth. ShaU I trust her and
wait patiently for the aolutlon of the mystery ? No ; between
man and wife there should be no mystery! She has no right
to keep any secret from me."
So Mr. Monckton hardened his heart against his beautiful
young wife, and set himself stei-nly and indefatigably to watch
her every look, to Usten to every intonation of her voice, to
^cep a rigorous guard over hia own honoui- and dignity.
Poor Eleanor was too innocent to read aU these signs aright;
«he only thought that her husband was changed; that thia stern
ani] gloomy coni;ianion was not the same Gilbert Alonckton
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whom ehe had ka.own at Hazlewood; not the patient " gi-Ude,
plulosopher, and friend," whose subdued bass voice, eloquent in
the dusky evenings long ago—a year is very long to a girl of
eighteen—In Mrs. DarreU's simple drawing-room, had seemed a
kind of Intellectual music to her.
Had she not been absorbed always by that one thought, whose
mtenslty had reduced the compass of her mind to a monotone,
the young -wife would very bitterly have felt this change in her
husband. As It was she looked upon her disappointment as
something very far away from her; something to be considered
and regretted by-and-by ; by-and-by, when the grand business
of her Hfe was done.
But while the gulf between the young wife and her husband
every day grew wider, this grand business made no progress.
Day after day, week after week passed by, and Eleanor Monckton found herself no nearer the end.
She had jaaid several •visits to Hazlewood; she had acted her
part to the best of her abilities, which were very mediocre In all
matters where deception is necessary; she had watched and
questioned Launcelot Darrell; but she had obtained no vestige
of proof to set before Maurice de Crespigny when she denounced
his niece's son.
No; whatever secrets were hidden In the young man's breast,
he was so guarded as to baffle Eleanor Monckton at every
point. He was so thoroughly self-possessed as to avoid betraying himself by so much as a look or a tone.
He was, Y Irever, thro-wn a good deal in Eleanor's society,
for Mr. Ml" ^kton, with a strange persistence, encouraged the
penniless artist's attentions to Laura Mason ; while Launcelot
Darrell, too shallow to hold long to any Infatuation, Influenced
npon one side by hia mother, and flattered upon the other by
Laura's unconcealed admiration, was content, by-and-by, to lay
down his aUeglance at thia new shrine, and to forgive Mrs.
Monckton for her desertion.
" Eleanor and my mother were both right, I dare say," the
young man reflected, contemplating his fate •with a feeling of
despondent languor. " They were wiser than I was, I daro
say. I ought to marry a rich woman. I could never drag out
an existence of poverty. Bachelor poverty Is bad enough,
but, at least, there's something artistic and Bohemian abou't
that. Chambertin one day, and vin ordinaire the next; Veuve
Cliquot at the Trois Freres or the Cafe de Paris to-night, and
small beer In a garret to-morrow morning. But married poverty!
SquaUd desolation instead of reckless gaiety; a sick wife and
lean hungry chUdren, and the husband carrying wet canvases
to the pa-wnbroker! Bah! Eleanor was right; she has done a
good thing for herself; and I'd better go in and win the heiress,
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and ma^e myself secui-e against any caprice of my worthy
great-uncle."
I t waa tliua that Launcelot DaiTell became a frequent visitor
at ToUdale Priory, and as, at about thia time, Mr. Monckton's
business became so unimportant as to be easUy flung entirely
into the hands of the tv?o junior partners, the la-wyer was almost
always at home to receive his guest.
Nothing could have been more antagonistic than the characters of the two men. There was no possibUity of sympathy or
assimilation between them. The weakness of one was rendered
more evident by the strength of the other. The decided character
of the la-wyer seemed harsh and rigid when contrasted with tht>
eaay-golng languid good-nature of the artist.
Eleanor Monckton, perceiving this wide difference between the
two men, admired her husband as much as she despised Launcelot Darrell.
If the lawyer conld have kno-wn this,—If he could have kno^wn
that when his wife's earnest eyes followed every change of expression in the young man's face, when she listened most
intently to his careless and rambling, yet sometimes almost
Ijrilliant talk, she read his shaUow nature and Its wortlUessness
better than that nature had ever yet been read by the closest
observer,—if Gilbert Monckton conld have understood these
things, what wasted agonies, vrhat futile tortures, might have
bren spared him!
" What would have become of me if I had loved tliia man ? "
Eleanor thought, as day by day, with an intellect rendered preijernatnrally clear by the Intensity of her one desire, she grew
more familiar with Launcelot DarreU's character.
In the meanwhile, Laura Mason walked along a pathway of
roses, whose only.thorns were those jealous tv.ringes which the
young lady experienced on account of Eleanor Alonckton.
" He loved her first," the heiress thought, despondently, " 1
know he did, and he made her an offer upon the day the dressmaker brought home my blue silk, and it was so short-waisted I
was obUgcd to make her take It back for alteration. And that
was why she—I mean Eleanor, not the di-essmaker—left Hazlewood. And It's not pleasant to think that the man one idolizes
has idolized somebody else not three months before he propose.-^
to one ; and I don't think it was right of Eleanor to lead liim
on."
I t was by this latter very vague phrase that Miss Mason wa>j
in the habit of excusing her lover's deUnquency. Eleanor had
led him on; and he was thereby In a manner justified for tliat
brief infatuation which had beguiled him from poor Lanra. In
what this " leailing on'' had consisted the young lady did not
»eek to understan<i. "^o wanted to forgive her lover, and she
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wanted reasons for her forgiveness; as weak women do when
they deliver themselves u p to the bondage of a sentimental
affection for a handsome face. B u t although Launcelot Dan-ell
had made his peace -with Mr. Monckton's ward, wooing her with
a great many -tender words and pretty stereotyqDed phrases under
tlie gloomy shadow of the yew-trees in the old-fashioned priory
garden, and although he had fonnally demanded her hand, and
had been accepted by her guardian and herself, Laura was not
yet quite satisfied. Some lingering sentiment of distrust still
held Its place in her breast, and the jealous twinges, which, ua I
have said, constituted the thorns upon her rose-bestre^wn pathway, were very sharp and numerous.
Nor was Mr. Monckton wholly free from anxiety on his ward'.»
account. H e had consented to her engagement •with Launcelot
Darrell. H e had done even m o r e ; he had encouraged the
young man's suit; and now t h a t It was too late to undo his
work, he began to argue with himself as to the wisdom of his
conduct.
H e tried to palter •with his conscience; but he could not disguise from himself t h a t the leading motive which had Induced
him to consent to his ward's engagement vvras his desire to
remove Launcelot Darrell out of the society of his wife. He could
not be so blind to his own weakness as to be unaware of the
secret pleasure he felt In being able to demonstrate to Eleanor
•ihe worthlessness of an affection which could be so easily transfen-ed from one object to another.
A p a r t from this, Gilbert Monckton tried to believe t h a t he had
taken the best course within his power of choice, for the frivolous
girl whom it was his duty to protect. To have opposed Laura's
attachment would have been to cause her great unhappiness.
The young man was clever and agreeable. H e was the descendant
of a race which was almost noble by right of its origin. His
character would grow stronger with tim^e, and it would be the
guardian's duty to foster all t h a t was good in the nature of his
ward's husband ; and to p u t him In a fair way of occupying an
honourable position.
" I -wIU try and develope his talent—his genius, perhaps,"
fc'ilbert Monckton t h o u g h t ; " h e shall g o t o Italy, and study
the old masters."
So it was settled t h a t the marriage should take place early in
tho spring, and t h a t Launcelot and his wife should start immediately afterwards upon a tour through tho great art cities Ov
the continent. I t was arranged t h a t they should remain away
fir at least a twelvemonth, and t h a t they shotdd spend tho
winter in Rome.
Eleanor Monckton grew deathly pale when her hu.sband iai=
nounced h < her the probable date of the marriage.
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" So soon ! " she said, in a low, half-stifled voice. " So soon,
whv, December has ah-eady begun—the spring -will be hero
directly."
Gilbert Monckton watched her face -with a thoughtful frown.
" "What is there to wait for ? "* he said.
Eleanor was sUent for a few moments. "\ATiat could she say ?
Could she snfter this engagement to continue ? Could she allow
Launcelot DarreU to hold his place amongst these people who
so Ignorantly tnisted in Mm ? She would have spoken, perhaps,
and confided at least some p a r t of her secret to her husband,
but she refraUied from doing so : for might not he too laugh at
her, as Richai-d Thornton had done ? Might not he, who had
gro^wn lately cold and resei-ved in his manner towards her, sometimes even sarcastic and severe—might not he sternly reprobate
jier mad desire for vengeance, and in some manner or other
I'l-ustrate the gi-eat purpose of her Ufe ?
She had trusted Richard Thornton, and h a d Implored Ida help.
No good had ever come of t h a t confidence: nothing b u t reI'.ionstrances, reproaches, entreaties; even ridicule. W h y , then,
should she t r u s t any one else ? No, she was resolved hencefor\^.-ard to hold her secret in her own keepuig, and to look to herself
ulone for victory.
" W h y should the marriage be delayed?"' Mr. Monckton
demanded, rather sharply, for the second tinie; " i s there any
reason for delay ? "
" N o , " Eleanor faltered, " n o t If you thuik Mr. Darrell worthy
cf Laura's confidence; not if yon think hun a good man."
" Have you any reason to tliink otherwise of him ? "
Mrs. Alonckton evaded a direct answer to this question.
" I t was yon who first taught me to doubt him,'' she said.
" Indeed ! " answered her husband ; " I had quite forgotten
c^iat. I wonder, Eleanor, t h a t you should appear so much ini'rested In tlils yonng man, since you have so bad an opinion of
him."
Mr. Monckton left the room after launching tliis dart at the
breast which he believed was giUlty of hiding from him a secret
regard for another.
" God help her, poof child! " t h o u g h t the lavryer, " she
nianied me for my position; and perhaps thought tliat it
would be an easy thing to conquer some slight sentimental
]iredIlectIon for Launcelot Darrell. She tries to do her duty, I
believe; and vdien this young m a n Is safely out of the way she
n a y leam to love mc iicrhaps."
Snch reflections as these were generally foUowed by a change
in the lawyer's manner, and Eleanor's failing spirits revived in
the new sunshine of lus affection. She had resjieeted and
admired GUbert Monckton from the hour of her meeting with
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hun at the Great Western terminns ; and she was ready to lovf>
nim truly and cordiaUy whenever she could succeed in her great
purpose, and disengage her mind from its one absorbing idea.
CHAPTER XXX.
AN

OLD

MAN'S

FANCY.

Eleanor Monckton's utmost watchfulnesa revealed to
her nothing that could be t'wisted into a proof of Launcelot
DarreU's identity with the man who had been the indirect cause
of her father's death, she made some progress In another quarter,
very much to the annoyance of several people, amongst whom
must be Included the young painter.
Maurice de Crespigny, who for some years past had not been
known to take an interest in anything, exhibited a very great
interest in Gilbert Monckton's young wife.
The old man had never forgotten the day upon which he had
been suddenly carried back to the past, by the apparition of a
fair-haired girl who seemed to him the living Image of his lost
friend. He had never forgotten this: and when, a few days
after Eleanor's arrival at Tolldale, he happened to encounter her
in one of his airings, he had Insisted on stopping to talk to her,
much to the aggravation of his two maiden warders.
Eleanor caught eagerly at any chance of becoming familiar
with her father's friend. I t was to him she looked for her promised vengeance. The law could give her no redress; but
Maurice de Crespigny held In his hand the disposition of that
wealth for which his young kinsman hoped, and thus possessed
power to punish the cheat and traitor who had robbed a helpless
old man.
Even if this motive had not existed, Eleanor's love for her
dead father would have been sufficient to Inspire her -with every
cender feeling towards the o^wner of Woodlands. Her manner,
modified by this tenderness, acted almost like a speU npon
Maurice de Crespigny. He insisted upon coming, in the course
of his daily airing, to that part of the grounds where the two
estates were only divided by a slender wire fence, and where he
might hope to meet Eleanor. By-and-by he extorted from her
the promise to meet him on every fine day at a particular hour,
and it was in vain that the maiden sisters endeavoured by every
stratagem they could devise, to detain him in-doors at this
sppolnted time. They were fain to pray for perpetual wet
weather, for storms and fogs, whirlwinds, and other caprices of
nature, which might keep the InvaUd a prisoner to the house.
But at last even rain and tempest ceased to be of any avail
to these distressed and expectant spinsters, for Maurice de
ALTHOUGH
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Crcsjngny insisted upon invitmg Mr. and Airs. MoncTcton V^
Woodlands. They were to come whenever tliey eould, every
day if they could, the old man •wi-ote, with a tremulous hand
that was apt to go a Httle astray over the paper; bnt which
was yet strong enough and firm enough to inscribe a decent
signature at the foot of a •will.
The two sisters never saw liim •write •without flunking of this
document. AYas It made, and made In their favour ? AVas it
y^et to make? Or was it made in accordance ^^ith the expei.tiitions of EUen Dan-eU and her son P
Lavinia and Sarah de Crespigny were agonized by the mere
thought of this latter possibility. I t was not the money alone
that they thought of, the lands and tenements alone that they
considered. There was the family house in which they had
Hved so long, the household treasures which their o^wn careful
hands had dusted, as things too sacred to be approached by
meaner fingers.
There were the old sUver salvers, the antique tea and coffee
services, the great dragon-china jars on the staircase, the inlaid
card-tablea in the green parlour,—would the nithless young man
come into possession, and seize even upon those particular household goda which were most sacred to the maiden sisters ?
They knew that they had no claim to any great mercy from
Launcelot Darrell. Had they not urged his Indian voyage, and
for ever offended him by so domg ? It would have been better
erhaj^is to have been friendly towards him, and to have suffered
im to remain in England, and to be as much at AA^oodlanJs aa
he pleased, thereby aftbrding him ample opportunity for giving
offence to his great-uncle.
" AVho can count upon an old man's caprices? " thought the
maiden sisters; "perhaps because our uncle has seen very little
of Launcelot, he may be aU the more kindly disposed towards
him."
On the other hand, there was now the more imminent danger
of this sudden fancy with which Eleanor Monckton had inspired
I he invaUd; and the sisters grew paler and more lugubrious
iwery day as they watched the progress of this eccentric friendship.
GUbert Monckton placed no obstacle ui the way of his -wife's
viilts to AA''oodlands. He knew how sternly the doors of Mr. do
Crespigny's house were guarded against his widowed niece an!
her son; and he knew that there at least Eleanor was not Ukelj
to meet Launcelot DaiTell.
Mrs. Monckton was therefore free to •visit her dead father's
friend when she pleased ; and she was not slow to avail herself
of thia privilege. I t was of •rit"J importance to her to bo c.n
ffijnUiar terms •with Maurice de Crespigny, to I'O able to enter
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his house when and how she would. She saw enough in the
old man's face. In the fearful uncertainty of his health—which
one day suffered him to be bright and cheerful, and on the next
laid him jjrostrate and helpless upon a sick bed—to convince
her that his state was terribly precarious. He might Unger for
years. He might die suddenly. Ho might die, lea^vlng hia
fortune to Launcelot Darrell.
The sisters wat-^ihed, with ever-Increasing alarm, the progregs
that Mrs. Monckton was making In their uncle's favour. The
old man seemed to brighten under the influence of Eleanor's
society. He had no glimmering Idea of the truth; he fully
beUeved that the likeness which the lawyer's young wife bore to
George Vane was one of those accidental resemblances so com
mon to the experience of every one. He believed this; and yet
in spite of this he felt as if Eleanor's presence brought back
sometlung of his lost youth. Even his memory was revmfied
by the comijanlonship of his dead friend's daughter; and he
would sit for hours together, talking, as his nieces had not heard
him talk in many monotonous years, telUng familiar stories of
that past in which George Vane had figured so prominently.
To Eleanor these old memories were never wearisome; and
Maurice de Crespigny felt the delight of talking to a listener
who was really In^terested. He was accustomed to the polite
attention of his nieces, whose suppressed ya^wns sometimes
broke In unpleasantly at the very climax of a story, and whose
wooden-faced stolidity had at best something unpleasantly suggestive of being listened to and stared at by two Dutch clocks.
But he was not accustomed to see a beautiful and earnest face
turned towards him as he spoke; a pair of bright grey eyes
Hghting np with new radiance at every crisis In the narrative;
and lovely lips half parted through intensity of Interest.
These •things the old man was not accustomed to, and he became entirely Eleanor's slave and adorer. Indeed, the elderly
damsels congratulated themselves npon Miss Vincent's marriage
with Gilbert Monckton; otherwise Maurice de Cresjilgny, being
besotljcd and Infatuated, and the young woman mercenary, there
might have been a new mistress brought home to Woodlands
instead of to Tolldale Priory.
Happily for Eleanor, the anxious minds of the ma,idr-,i sisters
were ultimately set In some degree at rest by o. ff;; words which
Maurice de Crespigny let drop in a conversation with Mrs.
Monckton. Amongst the treasures possessed by the old man—
the relics of a past life, whose chief value lay In associationthere was one object that was peculiarly precious to Eleanor.
This was a miniature portrait of George Vane, In the cap and
gown which he had wom sixty years before, at Magdalen
College, Oxford.
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This picture was very dear to Eleanor Monckton. I t was n&
very wonderful work of art, perhaps, bnt a laborious and patient
performance, whoae production had cost more time and money
than the photographic representations of half the members of
the Lower House would cost to-day. It showed Eleanor a fairhaired stripling, with bright hopeful blue eyes. I t was th«
shadow of her dead father's youth.
Her eyes filled with tears as she looked at the Uttle ivory
ortralt in its oval case of sH23f)ci'y red morocco.
" Crocodile! " thought one of the maiden sisters.
" Sycoi)hant! " muttered the other.
Bu-t this very miniature gave rise to that sj^eech which had so
much effect in calming the terrors of the two ladies.
" Yes, my dear," Maurice de Crespigny said; " that portrait
was painted sixty years ago. George Vane would have been
close upon eighty If he had lived. Yes, close upon eighty, my
love. You don't see your own likeness to that picture, perhapa;
people seldom do see resemblances of that kind. But the lad's
face Is like yours, my dear, and you bring back the memory of
my youth, just as the scent of some old-fashioned flower, •that
our advanced horticulture has banished to a cottager's garden,
brings back the grass-jDlot upon which I played at my mother's
knees. Do you know what I mean to do, Mrs. Monckton? "
Eleanor lifted her eyebrows with an arch smile, as who
should say, "Your caprices are quite beyond my power of
divination."
" I mean to leave that miniature to you In my will, ray dear."
The maiden sisters started simultaneously, agitated by the
game emotion, and their eyes met.
" Yes, my dear," Maurice de Crespigny repeated, " I shall
leave that miniature to you when I die. It's not worth anything intrinsically; but I don't want you to be reminded of me
when I am dead and gone, exoeiDt through your own tender
feelings. You have been Interested in my stories of George
Vane—who, with all his faults, and I'm not slow to acknowledge
them, was a brighter and better man than I was—and It may
please you sometimea to look at that picture. You've brought
a ray of sunlight across a very dismal pathway, my love,"
added the invalid, quite Indifferent to the fact that this remark
was by no meana coniiiUmentary to Ms devoted nurses and
guardians, " and I am grateful to you. If you were poor, I
should leave you money. But you are the wife of a rich man ;
and, beyond that, my fortune is already disjtosed of. I am not
free to leave It as I might wish; I have a duty to perfonn, my
dear; a duty which I consider sacred and imperative; and I
shall fulfil that duty."
The old man bad never before spoken so freely of lua inten-
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lione with regard to hia money. The slaters sat staring blankly
at each other, with quickened breaths and pale faces.
W h a t conld this speech mean ? Why, clearly t h a t the money
must be left to them. W h a t other duty could Maurice de Or{>spigny owe to any one ? H a d they not kept guard over him for
)'ears, shutting him In, and separatmg him from every Uving
creature? AVhat right had he to be grateful to any one bnt
them, inasmuch as they had taken good care t h a t no one else
should ever do him a service ?
B u t to the ears of Eleanor Monckton, the old man's speech
had another algnification ; the blood mounted to her face, and her
heart beat violently. " H e is thinking of Launcelot Darrell,"
she t h o u g h t ; " ho will leavo his fortune to Launcelot Darrell.
H e will ilie before he learns tho secret of my father's wrongs.
Hia will is already made, no doubt, and he will die before I can
dare to say to lum, ' Your niece's son is a -i^riekster aud a
villain!'"
This was tho only occasion upon which Maurice de Crespigny
ever spoke of his intentions with regard to the fortune t h a t he
must leave behind him. He said, plainly enough, t h a t Eleanor
was to have none of his money; and the sisters, who had until
now kept a jealous watch upon the old man and his favourite,
were henceforward content to let Mrs. Monckton come aud go
as she pleased. B n t for all this Eleanor was no nearer the
aceomplishment of her great purpose.
Launcelot Darrell came to Tolldale, and in a certain easy and
somewhat indifterent manner paid his homage to his affianced
wife. Laura was happy by tits and s t a r t s ; and by tits and
starts utterly miserable, when the horrible i)angs of jealousy—jealousy of Eleanor, and jealous doubts of her lover's t m t h —
tortured her breast. Gilbert Monckton sat day after day in the
library or the drawing-room, or Eleanor's morning-room, as the
case might be, keeping watch iiver lus wife and the lovers.
B n t though the days and weeks went by with au unnatural
rapidity, as it seemed to Mrs. Monckton—with a wearisome
slowness iu the opinion of her husband—the progress of time
brought George Yane's daughter no further onward, by so much
as one step, upon the pathvvay which she had chosen for herself.
Christmas came; and the girl whose youth had been sjient in
the shabby lodgings m which her father had hidden the poverty
of his decline, the patient y^oung housekeeper who had been
used to eke ont ounces of tea, and to entreat for brief respite
and grace frcnn aggrieved chandlers, was called upon to play my
Lady Bountiful at Tolldale Priory, and to dole out beef and
bread, blankets and brandy, coals and flannels, to a host of
hunsjiy and shivering claimants.
Christmas passed, and the new year struggled into Hfe under
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every d;s,id\ antagc of bad weather; while tiie spring, the
dreaded early spring, which was to witness Laura's marriaue,
approached with a stealthy footfall, creeping day by day nearer
and nearer.
Eleanor, m very despair, appealed to Richard Thornton.
She appealed to him from the force of habit, perhaps : as a
fretful child complains to Its m o t h e r : rather t h a n from any
hope t h a t he could aid her In her great scheme.
" Oh, Eichard,'' she wrote, despairuigly, " h e l p me. help me,
help m e ! I thought all would bo so easy If I conld once come
to this place. B u t I am here, and I see Launcelot Darrell every
day, and yet I am no nearer the end. AVhat am I to do?
J a n u a r y is nearly over; and in I\larch, Laura ]\lason is to marry
t h a t man. Mr. de Orespiguy is very III, and may die a t any
moment, leaving his money to ids niece's son. Is this man.
who caused my father's death, to have aU the brightest and
best things this world can give ? I s he to liave a noble fortune
and an amiable wife ? and am I to stand by and permit lum to
be h a p p y ; remembering what happened upon t h a t dreadful
night in Paris—remembering t h a t my father lies in his uncon
secrated grave, and t h a t his blood is upion this man's head?
llel]i me, Eichard. Come to m e ; help) me to find proof positive
of Launcelot DarreU's guilt. You can help mc, if you pilease.
Yonr brain is clearer, your perception quicker, t h a n mine. 1
am carried away by my own passion—blinded by my Indignation. You were right when you said 1 should never succeed in
tliia work. I look to you to avenge my father's death."

CHAPTER

XXXI

A rOWEllFUL ALLY.

RiCHAJiD THORNTON was not slow to respond to Eleanor's summons. The same post whicli carried Mr. Monckton's letter to
the young m a n conveyed a^'K^ther letter, addressed to t i e
Signora., urging her to abandon her pupils, for a time a t least,
and to come at once to Tolldale.
Eleanor had not forgotten the faithful friends who had succoured her in the day of her desolation, but the Sigiun-a's habita
of independence were not to bo conquered, and Mrs. Monckton
found there was very little t h a t Eliza PicirUlo would consent
to accept from her.
She had Insisted upon removing the music-mistress from the
eccentric regiona of 'the Pilasters to a comfortable first-floor in
Dudley Street. She had furnished this new shelter with easy
chairs, and Brussels carjiets, an Erard's piano, and proof iiiinressions of the Signora's favourite ]nctures; wi^' "> -Ijiiuff tlua
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she ha>l vei^v nearly exhausted her first year's income, niuch to
the satisfaction of (Jilliert Monckton, who implored her to call
upon him freely tt)r any money she niit^ht want for her friends.
I t ])loased lum i.o sec her do these things. I t was a delight
J.^ him to see her t h u s tenderly grateful to tho friends of her
ftdvcrslty.
" A niercenary woina.n would luive cast oft' these humble
assoeiaiions," ho t h o u g h t : " t h i s girl must be tho noble creature 1 believed her to be, when 1 Hnng down my happiness for
the second iime at- a woman's feet."
B u t althongh Eleanor would have gladly lavished every shilling she jiossessed npon Eliza Picirillo and her luphew, sbe
conld not persuade either tho music-uiistri'ss or the scenepainter to work less hard than it had been their wont to do for
many wearisome vi'ars. The Sii;n(n-a. still went from house to
lionse in a-llcndance upon her onf-of-dnor pnjiils, aud still received vouug ladies bent upon wearing the laurel erowu of the
Ivrii- drama, liiehard still ]iaini,ed smnv-elad mountain-tops,
and im|iossiblc .-Alpine passt's, inqiraeiii-aMy prosperous villages,
and wide-spreadmg farm-lands of yellow corn, bounded by
fragile white pallings. and occupied by husl)Liiubnen in linen
gaiters and chintz waistcoats. I t was iu vain, therefore, that
Mrs. Monckton had hitherto implored ber friends to come to
Tolldale, and it w;is onlv in eonsequenec of a very serious nc-snnderstandlng with Messrs. Spavin and Cromshaw, which for a
time threw the sceiu'-paiutcr out of omploynient, t h a t Ivichard
Thornton was able to respond to I'lleanor's earnest appeal.
A January th"+. bad been bleaker and colder than even Jannai-y
is expected to W: was drawing to a close, when Signora PiciriUo
and her ue]>hew arrived at the Priorv. The woods round Tolldale were shrouded with sninv. the broad lawns before AVoodla.nda
V r e as white as Richard's Al]iine passes, and Maurice de Crespigny had been for many weeks a prisoner to the honae. Laurn'j
wedding-day was appointed for the tiftcenth of Alarch, and t i n t
young lai'v. when nnoeenpied by her lover's society, was entirely
iiibsorbed in the luilllnery and mantna-making necessary for the
preparation of her bridal outtit.
Kiehard Thornton had considerably modilied the eccentric
fashion of his liearc' 'lud had bouidit a new suit of clothes in
liouour of his fair young hostess. Tlio scene-painter had not seoJi
Eleanor siui'c the morning on wbich ho had tied away from the
Pilasters to hide his sorrows amongst the swamps of Baffersia.
The meeting, therefore, was a painful one to him; all the moro
painful, ]ierha]>s, beeanse l\trs. IMoncktou n'eei\ed him with the
frankly atreetionate welcome wdiieh she would have bestowed
up(>n a I rot her.
" V(--i niii-:f help nic. Dick," sho said, " fov the sake of othci-s.
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If not for my sake; you cannot now refuse to fathom thii
mystery. If Launcelot Darrell is the man I believe him to be,
he Is no fit husband for an affectionate and tmsting girl. He
has no right to inherit Maurice de Crespigny's fortune ! The
mariiaee between Laura and this man is to take place npon the
fif'teentn of Alarch. Maurice de Crespigny may die to-morrow.
We have very little time before us, Richard."
So Mr. Thornton was fain to obey the imperious young lady,
who had been in the habit of ordering him about ever since the
days in which he had kept rabbits and silkworms for her gratification. He set himself to his task very faithfuUy; and did his
best to become acquainted with Launcelot DarreU's character.
The well-born young artist, who meant to do something very
great in the Academy at his earUest convenience, treated the
scene-painter with a supercilious good-nature that was by no
means agreeable to Mr. 'rhomton.
Dick had resolved not to be prejudiced against Eleanor's
fancied enemy, lest that young lady's vehement Impulses should
have led her into rather an awkward mistake; but there was
something in the insolent assurance of Launcelot DarreU that
aroused Richard's indignation, and it was not without an effort
that he contrived to be commonly civil to poor Laura's affianced
husband.
Launcelot dined at ToUdale upon the evening of the arrival of
Eleanor's guests, and It was at the dinner-table that Richard
first had an opportunity of obser-ying the man he had been
entreated to watch. Mr. Monckton, sitting at the bottom of the
table, and looking at his wife athwart a gUttering array of glass
and sUver, became aware of a change in Eleanor's manner,—a
change that mystified and be-wUdered him, but which was not
altogether unpleasant to him.
The lawyer's jealousy had been chiefly aroused by the perpetual uneasiness of Eleanor's manner when Launcelot Darrell
was present; by the furtive yet unregarded watch which she
kept upon the young man's movements. To-night, for the first
time, her manner had changed. I t was no longer Launcelot
Darrell, but Richard Thornton whom she watched.
FoUo-wing every varying expression of her face, Gilbert
Monckton saw that she looked at the scene-painter with an
earnest, questioning, appealing glance, that seemed to demand
something of him, or urge him on to the performance of something that she wanted done. Looking from his wife to Richard,
the lawyer saw that Launcelot Darrell was stUl watched; but
this time the eyes that observed him were those of •the Signora'i
nephew.
Mr. Monckton felt very much Uke a spectator who looks 02
at a drama which is being acted in a language that is unknown
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to nim. The drn'mafis personce come In and go o u t ; they are
earnest or vehement, joyous or soiTowful, as tho case may be:
but not having any clue to the plot, the •wretched looker-on can
scarcely feel mtenso deUght in the performance.
Eleanor contrived to question her ally in the course of the
evening-.
'• AA'ell, Eichard," she said, " i s Launcelot DarreU the man
who cheated my- father ? "
" I don't know abont that, Mrs. Monckton, b u t
-"
" B u t you tliink
?"
" 1 think he la by no means the most delightful, or the best c'
meu. Ho snubs me l:ioc;mse 1 paint scenery for the Phcenix;
and he accepts t h a t silly little girl's homage v,ith the air of \:
sultan."
" Then you don't like him, Dick! "
Mr. Thornton drew a long breath, as if by some powerful
effort of his vriU he repressed a vehement and unseemly expression of feeling.
" I flunk he's—you know what a great tragedian used to call
people when they rang do-wn the act-drop three minutes before
Lear had finished using bad language to his eldest daughter, or
came n p In the witches' cauldron vrith their backs to the audience
—and nei-vons jDCople have been known to do that, Eleanor:—
it isn't pleasant to stand on a rickety ladder and talk to a quicktempered tragedian out of a canvas saucepan, with a smeU of
bnmiiig roshi in yoiu- nostrUs, and another nervous apparition
wanting to get yon off the ladder before you've finished yo-or
speech. I thuik Launcelot Darrell is—a BEAST, Mrs. Alonckton;
a-!id I have no donbt he would cheat at cards. If he had the chance
of doing it with perfect safety and convenience."
" You think t h a t ? " cried Eleanor, seizing npon tliis latter
part of Eiehard's speech; " yon think t h a t he would cheat a
helpless old man ? Prove that, E i c h a r d ; prove It, and I wIU
1)0 as mercUess to Launcelot Darrell as he was to my father—
Vis uncle's friend, too; he knew t h a t . "
" Eleanor Monckton," Eichard said, earnestly, " I have never
Leer; serior.s before upon this m a t t e r ; I have hoped t h a t you
would outUve yom- girlish resolution; I hoped above all that
when yon m a n i e d "—his voice trembled a little here, but he
went bravely on—" new duties would make you forget t h a t old
promise; and I did my best. Heaven knows, to wean yon from
the infatuation. B u t now t h a t 1 have seen this man, Launcelot
Darrell, it seems to me as If there may have been something oi
kispiratlon In yonr sudden recognition of him. I have already
seen enough of him to know at least t h a t he la no Ut linsband
for t h a t pi.or little romantic girl vriili the prinirose-eoloii.rcc
V-'ijTltts ; and I -wUl do my best to find out vrir.n-e he was, a:v;l
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what he was doing, during those yoars in which he is supposed
to have been in India."
" You wiU do this, Richard ?
"Yes, Mrs. Monckton." The young m.an addressed his old
companion by this name, using the unfamiliar appellation as a
species of rod by which he kept in order and subdued certain
rebellious emotions that would arise as he remembered how
utterly the beautiful girl, whose presence had made sunshine in
the shabbiest, if not the shadiest of places, was now lost to him.
" Yes, Mrs. Monckton, I wUl try and fathom the mystery. 'Thia
Launcelot Darrell must be very clever if he can have contrived
to do away with every vestige of the years in which he was or
was not in India. However softly Time may tread, he leaves
his footmarks behind him ; and it will be strange if we can't
find some tell-tale impression whereby Mr, DarreU's secret may
be discovered. By the bye, Mrs. Monckton, you have had a good
deal of time for observation. What have you done towards investigating the young.man's antecedenta ? "'
Eleanor blushed, and hesitated a Httle before she answered
this very direct question.
" I have watched lUm very closely," _ she said, " and I've
Ustened to every word he haa ever said
"
" To be sure. In the expectation, no doubt, that he would
betray hunself by frowns and scowls, and other facial contortions,
after the manner of a atage •villain; or that he would aay, ' At
Buch a time I was in Paris;' or ' At such a time I cheated at
erarte.' You go cleverly to work, Mrs. Monckton, for an amateur
detective!"
" AVhat ought I to have done, then? " Eleanor asked, despon*
dcntly.
" You should have endeavoured to trace up the history of the
paat by those evidences which the progress of life can scarcely
fail to leave behuid it. AVatch the man'a habita and associatlona,
rather than the man himself. Have you had access to the rooms
in which he Uves ? "
" Yes; I have been -^vlth Laura to Hazlewood often since I
came here. I have been In Lauucelot DarreU's rooms."
" And have you seen nothing there P no book, no letter; no
scrap of evidence that might make one Unk in the story of thia
man's life ? "
" Nothing—nothing particular. He has some French novels
on a shelf in one corner of his sitting-room."
" Yes; but the possession of a few French novels scarcely
proves that he was in Paris In the year '53. Did you look at the
titles of the books?"
" No ; what could I have gained by seeing them P"
" Something, pcrnaps. The French are a volatile
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Tlie f isliiiin of one year is not tho fashion of another. If you
nad found some work t h a t made afii.fOfo in t h a t jiarticnlar year,
you might have argued t h a t Launcelot Darrell was a flaneur in
the Cialerie d'Orlcans, or on the Boulevard, where the book was
newly exhibited m tho shop-windows. If tho novels were new
ones, and not Michel Levy's eternal rciarints of Sand and Soulie,
Balzac and Bernard, you might have learnt something fron
them. The science of detection, j\lrs. Monckton, lies in the observation of insignificant thuigs. I t is a species of mentai
geology. A geologist looks into the gravel pit, and tells you
the history of the creation; a clever detective ransacks a man's
carpet-bag, and convicts t h a t man of a murder or a forgery."
" 1 know I have been very stupid," Eleanor murmured, almost
piteously.
" Heaven forbid t h a t you should ever be very clever In such a
line as this. There must be detective officers; they are the
polished bloodhounds of our civilized age, and very noble and
estimable animals when tbey do their duty conscientiously : but
fair-haired young ladies should be kept out of this ijaVcre. Think
no more of this business, then, Eleanor. If Launcelot Darrell
was tho man who played ccarfc with your father on the l l t l i of
August, '5:!, I'll find a piroof of hia guilt. Truat me to do t h a t . "
" I will trust you, Richard."
Mrs. Alonckton hold ont her hand with a certain qneenliness
of gesture, as if she would thereby have ratified a bond between
herself and her old friend ; and as tho flower of bygone chivalry
were wont to vow the accomplishment of great deeds on the
jewelled hilt of a cross-handled sword, so Eichard Thornton,
bonding his honest head, swore allegiance upion the hand of
Gilbert IM onckton's yonng wife.
" One word more, Mrs. Monckton," said the scene-painter,
" and then wo had better leavo off talking, or people will begin
to wonder why wo aro so coniidential and mysterious. This
Mr. Darrell Is an artist, I understand. Doct; he paint much ? "
" Oh, yes, a great deal; t h a t Is to say, he begins a great many
things."
" rrecisely; he docs a good many rough sketches, scraps of
pencil and crayon, e h ? "
"Yes."
" A n d he fiUs portfoUos with snch scraps, and litters hia
fftudio with t h e m ? "
"Yes."
" Then I m u s t have a look at his studio, Mra. Monckton. A n
s-rtist—yes, even the poorest artist, the furthest away from the
eublimity of g o n l u s ^ I s sure to bo fond of his art. H e makes
u confidant of i t ; he betrays a hundred secrets, t h a t ha
k'ops locked froMi every living creature, in the freedom of lus
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Btudic. His pencil is the outer expression of his n.ind ; and
whatever falsehoods ho may impose upon his fellow-men, hia
sketeh-book will teU the truth. It •wUl betray him when he ia
false, and reveal him when he Is true. I must have a look at
Launcelot DarreU's studio, Mrs. Monckton. Let me see the
man's pictures; and I may be able to tell you mure about ti-o
man himself."
CHAPTER XXXU.
T i n ; lESTIlIONY OF THE SK-ETCH-BOOK.

IT is only natural that one painter ahould take an interest in
the work of another. Mr. Darrell testified no surprise, therefore, when Richard Thornton appeared at Hazlewood the morning after his arrival at Tolldale, under convoy of Mrs. Monckton
and Laura.
" I've come to say how sorry I was at your not coming to
dinner last night, dear Mrs. Darrell," Laura said, to the lady
who was so soon to be her mother-in-law; " and I want to ask you
whether I ought to have the sprigged musUn morning dresses
tiiinnied with pink or blue, or whether I ought to have three of
them pink and tlu-ee blue, for Launcelot might get tired of seeing
me in the same colours, you know, and I might have two of
them trimmed -with peach. If It came to that; and Eleanor haa
come •^vith me; and Air. Thornton—Mr. Thornton, Mrs. DarreU;
Mrs. DarreU, Mr. Thornton—has come too, because he Is an
artist and wants to see Launcelot's pictures—especiaUy the
beautiful picture that's going Into the Academy, and that the
committee is sure to hang on the Une; and I'm sure Launcelot
-will let Mr. Thornton see bis studio—won't you, dear Launcelot?''
Aliss Alason pursed up her rosy lips, and put her head on ono
side Uke an Insinuating canary, as she addressed her affianced
husband. She looked very pretty In her winter costume, -with
a good deal of rich brown fur about her, and a dash of scarlet
h(.'re and there. She looked Uke a fasluonably-dressed Red
Ridlnghood, simple enough to be deluded by the weakest-minded
of v.'olves. She was so pretty that her lover glanced do^wn at
lier with a gratified smile, deriving considerable pleasure from
tho idea that sho belonged to him, and that she was, on tho
whole, something to be rather proud of; something that added
to the young sultan's dignity, and bore testimony to his
ciipreme merits.
Eleanor looked at the lovers with a contemptuous cni-ve lifting her firm upper Hp. She despised Launcelot DarreU ao
utterly, that she was almost cruel enough to despise Laura for
lovuig him.
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" Y e s , " she thought, " M r . Monckton is right.
Shallow,
Eclfish, and frivolous ! H e is all these, aud ho is false as •well.
Heaven heljs you, Laura, if I cannot save you from a marriage
•mth this man."
Mr. Darrell was very well pleased to do the honours of hia
studio to Richard Thornton. I t would be quite a new sort of
thing to this scene-painting fellow, the embry^o Academician
thought: the poor devil would pick u p fresh ideas, and get E
glimpse at the higher regions of art, for the first time In his llfo
-oerhapis.
Launcelot Darrell led the way to t h a t pleasant, prettily-furnished room which he called his studio. The " Rosalind and
CeUa" still occupied the post of honour on the easel. Air
Darrell worked very h a r d ; but In t h a t spasmodic fashion which
is antagonistic to anything like progress.
The enthnciasm
which upon one occasion kept him at his picture long after the
fading light had given him notice to leave it, entirely desertea
him upon another; and was perhaps followed by a fit of disgust
with himself and with his art, which kept him Idle for week<*
together.
H e made a merit of this fitfulness, depreciating a power o<
steady and persistent labour as the faculty of a tradesman,
rather t h a n an artist. H e took credit to himself for the long
pauses of idleness In which he waited for what he called inspiration ; and imposed upon his mother by his grand talk about
earnestness, conscientiousness, reverence for tho sublimity of
art, and a great many more fine phrases by which he contrived
to excuse tho simple fact of his laziness. So Eleanor Vane, aa
Borrowful Rosalind, still smiled sadly upon a simpei-Ing Celia :—
it had been quite Impossible to prevent Aliss Alason's assuming
the conventional simper of the weak-minded sitter who can't
forget t h a t his portrait is being taken, and t h a t he Is In the
very act of handing down his smile to posterity, or to the fur
niture brokers—out of an unfinished background, and clad In
robes of unfinished satin and velvet. Mr. Thornton wondered
cs he looked at the young man's work, and remembered how
many miles of canvas It had been his own fate to cover since
first he had handled his brushes and splashed In sky borders
End cloud pieces for the chief scene-iDainter at the Phoenix.
Launcelot DarreU, -with his mahlstlck In his hand, smiled with
subUme patronage upon Eleanor's humble friend.
" This sort of thing Is rather different to what you've been
used to, I s u p p o s e ? " he said; " r a t h e r another kind of work
than your pantomime scenes, your grots of everlasting bliss,
and caves of constant conten^t, where t'ne waterfalls are spunglea
?,eAvn upon white tape, and ,he clo'adlcss skies are blue gauza
and silver foU?"
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• ' B u t we're not always painting transformatiiuis, you kuow,
Mr. Thornton answered, In n o w s e oft'ended by the artist's graced
ful insohnce ; " scene-painting Isn't all done with Dutch m e t i
and the gliie-pot: we're obUged to know a Uttle about perspeo
tive, and to have a sUght knowledge of colour. Some of my
brotherhood have turned out tolerable landscape-painters, M r
DarreU. By the bye, you don't do anytlung in the way of landscape, do y o u ? "
" Yes," Launcelot DarreU answered, indifferently, " I used to
try my hand a t landscape ; b u t h u m a n interest, h u m a n Interest,
Mr. Thornton, Is the strong point of a p)Icture. To my mind a
pictm-e should be a story, a drama, a tragedy, a poem —something t h a t explains Itself without any help from a catalogue."
" Precisely. A n epic upon a Bishop's half-length," Richard
Thornton answered, rather absently. H e saw Eleanor's watchful eyes fixed upon him, and knew t h a t with every moment she
was losing faith in him. Looking round the room he saw, too,
that there were a couple of bloated portfoUos leaning against
the wall, and running over with sheets of du-ty Bristol board
and crumpled drawing paper.
" Yes," Launcelot DarreU repeated, " I have tried my hand
at landscape. There are a few in one of those portfoUos—the
upper one, I flunk—not the purple one; I keep private memoranda and scraps in that. The green portfolio, Mr. Thornton;
you may find some things there t h a t wUl interest you—tiiat
might be useful to you, perhaps."
The artist tlire-w down his mahlstlck, and strolled across the
room to talk to Laura Mason and his mother, who were sitting
near the fire. I n doing this he left Elea:.or and Richard side by
side, near the easel and the corner in which the portfoUos leaned
against the wall.
There was a large old-fashioned window in this corner of the
room, the casement against which Eleanor had stood when
Launcelot Darrell asked her to be his wife. The window was
in a deep recess, shaded by thick crimson curtains, aud In the
recess tliere was a table. A n y one sitting a t this table waa
almost concealed from the other inmates of the room.
Eichard Thornton lifted both the portfolios, and placed them on
this table. Eleanor stood beside him, breathless and expectant.
'• Tho purple portfoHo contains pirlvate memoranda," whispered
the young m a n ; " i t Is in t h a t portfolio wo must look, i\Irs.
.Monclvton. There is no such thing aa honour on the road wa
have chosen for ourselves."
The scene-painter untied the strings of the loaded scrap-boiik,
and flung it open. A chaotic mass of drawings lay before liiiu.
C: ay on sketches; pencil scraps ; nnfinisliod and fiuislied watercoloured drawings; rough caricatures in pcn-and-mk, and in
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Water-colo-ars; faint indications of half-obliterated subjects;
heads, profiles, chins, aud noses; Hthographed costumes ; prints;
etchings; Illustrations torn out of books and newspapers; all
flung together In bewildering confusion.
]\Ir. Thornton, seated at the table with his head bent over tho
papers before him, and with Eleanor standing at his shoulder,
began steadily and deUberately to examine the contents of thin
purple portfolio.
H e carefully scrutinized each drawing, however slight, how»vor roughly done, however unpiretentious. H e looked also at
the back of each drawing, sometimes finding a blank, sometimes
a faint pencil mdlcatlon of a rubbed-out sketch, or a rough outUne In pen-and-ink.
For a long time he found nothuig In which the utmost ingenuity conld discover any relation to t h a t period of Lauucelot
DarreU's existence which Eleanor beUeved to have been spent in
Paris.
" Belisarius. Girl -with basket of strawberries. Marie Antoinette. Headsman. Flower-girl. Oliver Cromwell refusing
tho crown.
Oliver Cromwell denouncing Sir H a r r y Vane.
Oliver Cromwell and his daughters.
Fairfax," — muttered
Richard, as he looked over the sketches. " Didn't I tell y^oii,
Eleanor, t h a t a man's sketch-book contains the record of his life ?
Those Cromwell drawings are all dated in the same year. Nearly
ton yoars ago; t h a t Is to say, when Mr. DarreU had very little
knowledge of anatomy, and a tremendous passion for republicanism. Further on we come to a pastoral strata, you aee.
The Watermlll: Rosa. There is a perpetual recurrence of Rosa
and the AVatermUl; Rosa In a bridal dress ; the mill by moonlight ; Rosa In a nisset cloak ; tho iiiUl in a thunderstorni: Rosa
sad; the mill a t sunset; and the series bears date two y-earj
later, when the artist was desperately In love with a rustia
beauty in this nolghbourhood. Now we lose sight of Rosa, and
come upon a Roman j^criod; the artist goes in for the grand
and classic. The Roman period lasts a very short time. Now
we arc In London; yes, wo are u p to our eyes in student life in
tho metropolis. Here are sketches of artist existence Ui ClipBtone Street and tho purUeus of Fitzroy Square. Here is the
Haymarkct by night. A n opera-box. Lady Clara Vere de Vere.
Lady Clara at the fiower-show—in Hyde P a r k — a t a concert.
A h a ! the artist Is m love a g a i n ; and this time the beauty ia
highborn and unapproachable. Hero are peii-and-mk hinta at
conteinplatod suicide; a young man lying on a pallet bed, an
empty bottle on the floor labelied Prussic .Void; the same yaiung
man leaning over the parapet of AVaterloo Bridge on a moonlit
night, with St. Paul's in the background. Yes, there have b<>en
watted love and despair, and a wild yearning for death, *«id that

232

^.'canor's

Viclof;;.

ponorally morbid and uniileasant state of mind which is the
common result of idleness and strong Uquors. S t a y ! " cried
Richard Thornton, suddenly, " we're all wrong liei-e."
" What do you mean ? " asked Eleanor. She had watched the
yonng man's examination of the dra-wlngs •with eager inteicst,
\\rith ever-Increasing Impatience, in her desu-e to come to something t h a t should be evidence against Launcelot Dan-eU.
" W h a t do you m e a n ? " she said, and then she added, imp)atiently, " How slow you are, Dick ! AATiat do I want to kno-w
of this m a n except the one proof t h a t -wUl Identify him •with that
man upon the B o u l e v a r d ? "
" I ' m afraid we've been making a mistake all this time,"
Richard said. In rather a despondent tone. " These sketches
must have been done 'oy some companion of Mr. DarreU's. I'm
afraid they're none of them his."
" N o t his ? B u t why—why not ? "
" Because the first lot, the Cromwells and the Rosas, are all
signed with a flourishing autograph—' Launcelot DarreU, pinxt.,'
in full, as if the y^oung man was rather proud of his name."
" Yes, ye.»; but what t h e n ? "
" The London-life sketches, the L a d y Claras, and the suicides,
which are much better t h a n the first lot, though 1 should have
thought t^ey had been by the same man, are aU signed with a
monogram.'"
" A monogram ? "
" Yes, of two Initials. I've been trying to make them out for
ever so long, and I've only just succeeded. The two letters are
R. L."
Richard Thornton felt Eleanor's hand, which had been resting
Ughtly up'^n the back of Iris chan-, tighten suddenly upon the
rosewood scroll-work; he heard her breath grow quicker; and
when he turned his head he saw t h a t she was deadly pale.
" I t Is coming home to him, Richard," she said. " The man
who cheated my father called himself ' Robert L a n — ' P a r t oi
the name was toi-n away^ in my father's letter, b u t the Initials of
t h a t false name are R. L. Go on, Dick; go on quickly^, for
pity's aake; we shall find something more present!}-."
Eleanor Monckton had spoken In a w'nisper, but at thia
moment the scene-painter laid his hand iijiou her wrist aud reminded her by a gesture of the need of caution.
B u t Air.
DarreU, and the two ladies at the other end of the roomy studio,
were In no manner observant of anything t h a t might be going
on In the curtained recess of the -avindow. L a u r a was talking,
and her lover was laughing a t h e r ; half pleased, half amused,
by her childish frivoUty.
Richard Thornton turned over a heap of sketches withr-ut
sp<:-iking.
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B n t pjresently he came npon a water-colour dra-wing of a long
lamplit street, crowded with figures In grotesque costumes, and
rith masks upon their faces.
" AVe have crossed the Channel, Eleanor," he said. " Hero is
Paris in Carnival time, and here Is the assumed name, too, in
full,—' Robert Lance, March 2nd, '53.' Be quiet, Eleanor, be
calm, for Heaven's sake. The man is guilty; I believe that,
now, as fully as you do; b u t we have to bring his guilt homo to
him."
" K e e p t h a t sketch, Richard," whispered the girl, " k e e p it.
I t Is the proof of his false name. I t Is the proof t h a t he was iq
Paris when he was believed to be In India. I t Is the proof t h a t
he was hi Paris a few months before my father's death."
The scene-painter folded the tumbled sheet of drawing-paper
and t h r u s t it into the breast-pocket of his loose overcoat.
" G o on, Eichard; go on," said Eleanor; " t h e r e may be something more t h a n this."
The young man obeyed his eager companion; one by one he
looked at the pen-and-ink sketches, the crayon dra^wings, the unfinished scraps in Indian Ink or water-colour.
They all bore evidence of a life in Paris and Its neighbourhood.
Now a dchardeur hanging on the arm of a student; now a grisctte
drinking lemonade with an artisan beyond the barrier; a funeral
train entering the gates of Pere la Chaise; some children, with
garlands in their hands, kneeUng by a grave; a showman on the
Boulevard; a group of Zouaves ; a bit of landscape in the forest
of Saint Germain, with equestrian figures beneath an arch of
foliage; a scene in tho Champs Elysees.
A n d at last, a rough pencil sketch of a group In a small
chamber at a cafe ; an old man seated at a lamplit table playing
ecarte •with a man whose face was hidden; an aristocratic-looking, shabby-genteel old man, whose nervous fingers seemed to
clutch restlessly at a Httle pile of najioleons on the table before
him.
There was a third figure; the figure of a smartly-dressed
Frenchman standing behind the old man's chair; and in this
watcher of tho game Eleanor recognized the man who had persuaded her father to leave her on the Boulevard,—the comiDanion
of the sulky Englishman.
The sketch was dated A u g u s t 12,1853; the very day on whicli
.Richard Thornton had recognized the dead m a n in the ghastly
chamber of the Morgue. On tho back of the drawing were
written these words, " Sketch for finished picture, to be caUe^
' The last of tho Napoleons'—Robert Lance."
The Hkeness of the principal figure to George V a n e was unmistakable. The m a n who had been heartless enough to cheat
his kinsman's friend, had made tlus record of the scene of hia
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cnielty; but had not been so callous as to carry out his dcsig
after the suicide of his victim.
CHAPTER

XXXin.

HAUKICE DE CRESPIGNY'S -WILL.

RiCH.iRD THOENTON folded the pencU sketch and put it in \r.z
pocket with the water-coloured drawing.
" I told you t h a t Launcelot Dan-eU would make a confidant of
his pencU," he said, in a low voice. '' AA'e may as weU tie u p the
portfoUo, Mrs. Alonckton; there will be nothing more In it t h a t
can help us. The memory of yonr father would scai-cely be
pleasant to this young man after the Vlxh of August. AVhen
he made this sketch he had yet to l e a m the consequences of
what he had done."
Eleanor stood behind the scene-f>ainter's chair, sUent and
motionless. H e r face was pale, and her mouth compressed and
rigid -with the effort by which she controUed her agitation. But
a flame of fire burned In her eyes, and her nostrUs qiuvered -with
a con^vulslve movement. Mi-. Thornton cai-efuUy replaced the
sketches In the purple portfoUo, tied the strhigs. and laid the
book in Its old place against the waU. Then, unfastening the
green portfoUo, he went rapidly through the landscape scraps
which it contained.
" The h a n d Is weak here," Richard said: " Mr. Launcelot
Darrell has no sympathy •with nature. H e might be a clever
figure painter If he had as much perseverance as he has talent.
His pictures are Hke himself; shallow, ai-tlficial, and meretricioufl;
b u t they are clever."
The scene-painter said this with a purpose. H e knew tha'
Eleanor stood behind him, erect and statuesque, with her banc
grasping the back of his chair, a pale Nemesis bent on reveng
and destruction. H e wanted, if possible, to let her down t^.
commonplace feeling, by his commonplace talk, before Launcekit
Dai-reU saw her face. But, looking round at t h a t pale youns
face, Eichard saw how terrible was the stmggle in the gii-l's
breast, and how Ukely she was a t any moment to betray
herself.
" Eleanor," he whispered, " If you want to carry this business
to the end, you m u s t keep your secret. Launcelot DarreU ie
coming this way. Remember t h a t an ai-tist Is quick to ob
serve. There Is the plot of a tragedy in your face a t th'vf
moment."
3Irs. Monckton tried to smUe; b u t the attcmpit was ver^
feeble; the smUe wan and sickly. LauncelotDaiTcU cametotli*
enrtamed recess, but he was not alone: Laura Alason came witli
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him, talking very fast, and asking inuumcrable questions, now
turuinff to her lover, nov/ appealing to Eleanor or Richard
Thornton.
" W h a t a time you've been looking over the sketches," sho
said, " and how do you Uke them, and which do you like best ?
Do you Uke the sea-side bits, or the forest sketches ? There's a
picture of Tolldale vrith the cupola and the dinner-bell, Eleanor;
I like the sketches in the other portfolio best; Launcelot lets me
look a t them, though he won't allow any one else to see them.
B u t I don't like Rosa. I ' m t e m b l y jealous of Rosa—yes, I am,
Launcelot; and It's not a bit of use telling me you were never in
love vrith her, and you only admired her because sho was a pretty
rustic model. Nobody In the world could behove that, coulj
they, Mr. Thornton ? Could they, Eleanor ? AVhen an artist
paints the same face again and again, and again and again, ho
must be in love with the original; m u s t n ' t he now ? "
Nobody answered the young lady'seager questions. Launcelot
DarreU smiled and twisted his dark moustache between his
slender womanish fingers. Laura's unrestrained admiration of
him was very agreeable; and he was beginning to be In love
•with her, after his o-wn fashion, which was a very easy one.
Eleanor lookod at her husband's ward with a strange expression In her face—a stern unpltying gaze, t h a t promised Httle
good to the young heiress.
" AVhat Is this foolish girl's fancy to mo, t h a t It should weigh
against my father's death? " she thought. "AVhat is it to me
t h a t she may have to suffer ? L e t me remember the bitterness
of his sufferings; let me remember t h a t long night upon which
I watched for h l m , ^ t h a t miserable night In wluch he despaired
and died. Surely the remembrance of this wUl shut every
thought of pity from my heart."
Perhaps Eleanor Monckton had need to reason -with herself
thus. I t nUght be difficult to be true to her scheme of vengeance,
when. In the p a t h she had to tread, this girl's heart must be
trampled upon ; this innocent, childish, confiding little creature
who had clung to her, and trusted in her, and loved her, from
the hour of their first meeting.
" Should I be pitiful, or merciful, or j u s t to her, if I suffered
| e r to marry a bad m a n ? " Mrs. Monckton asked herself. " N o ;
for her sake, as much as for the memory of my father, It is my
duty to denounce Launcelot Darrell."
Throughout the drive back to Tolldale, Mrs. Monckton silently
brooded upon the morning's work. Richard Thornton had Indeed
l/roved a powerful ally. How often she had been in t h a t studio,
| n d not once htA the idea occurred to her of looking amongst tha
artist's sketches for the evidence of his life.
" I told yo;; t h a t you could help me, Richard," she said, when

2fi(;

Eleanor's

Ticiory.

HIIC found herself alone v/ith tho scene-pain tor. " Y o u have
given mo tho proof which I have waited for so long. I wiU go
to AVoodlands to-night."
"What for?"
" To show those two sketches to Mr. de Crespigny."
" B u t will t h a t proof be strong enough to convince a m a n
whose powers of perception m u s t be weakened by age ? W h a t
if Mr. de Crespigny should fail to understand the evidence of
those sketches ? W h a t If he should refuse to believe your
accusation of his nephew ? "
" I will show him my father's letter."
" Y o u forget t h a t your father's letter accuses Robert I/a nee,
and not Launcelot Darrell."
" B u t tho sketches aro signed ' Robert L a n c e ' "
" A n d Mr. Darrell may deny his identity with the man who
eigned himself by t h a t name. You cannot ask Alaurice de
Crespigny to believe In his nephew's guilt on the testimony of a
pencil drawing which t h a t neijhow may boldly repudiate. No,
Eleanor, the work of to-day Is only one step upon the road we
have to tread. W e m u s t be patient, and wait for more conclu •
slvo proof t h a n t h a t which we hold in these two sketches."
Eleanor sighed wearily.
" A n d in the meantime the 15th of March may come, or Mr
de Crespigny may die," she said. " Oh, let me go to him at
once; let me tell him who I am, and show him my father's letter ; let me tell him the cruel story of his old friend's death I
H e knows nothing b u t t h a t which he learned from a brief notice
in a newspaper. H e cannot refuse to believe me."
Richarcl Thornton shook his head.
" You have asked me to help you, Eleanor," ho said, gravely ;
" i f I am to do so, you m u s t have some faith In my counsel.
W a i t until we have fuller power to prove our case, before yon
reveal yourself to Mr. de Crespigny."
Mrs. Monckton could not very well refuse to submit herself
to the scene-painter's guidance. Pie had already most decisively
demonstrated the superiority of his deliberate poUcy, as compared with the impulsive and unconsidered course of action
recklessly followed by a headstrong girl.
" I must obey you, Dick," Eleanor said, " because you are sd
good to me, and have done so much to prove t h a t you are a great
di-al wiser t h a n I am. B u t If Mr. do Crespigny should die
while wo are waiting for further proof, I
"
" You'll blame me for his death, I suppose, Mrs. Monckton,"
mterruptod Eichard, with a quiet smile, " after the manner of
yonr s e x ? "
Eleanor had no little difficulty in obeying her counsellor, for
when Gilboi-t Alonekton met his wife a t dinner, he told her thai
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be lia-1 been at Woodlands t h a t moming, and t h a t her friend
Maurice de Crespigny was daily growing weaker, and was not
expected to live through the early spring months.
" The old man Is fading slowly away," the lawyer said. " His
quiet and temperate habits have enabled him to hold out much
longer t h a n the doctors expected. I t Is like the gradual going
out of a candle, they say. The flame sinks little by little in the
socket. Y o u must go and see the poor old man, Eleanor, before
he dies."
" Before he dies !" repeated Mrs. Monckton, "before he dies !
Do yon think he will die very soon, thou, or suddenly ? "
" Yes, I think he may go off suddenly a t last. The medical
men say as much, I understand."
Eleanor looked a t Richard Thornton.
" I must see him, and must see him before 'no dies," she said.
" I s his mind unimpaired, Gilbert ? I s his Intellect still as clear
i s It was a week ago ? "
" Y e s , " answered Mr. Monckton, " I have every reason to
believe so; for wliUe I was talking to the two, ladies In the
breakfast-parlour, the chief clerk to Henry Lawford, the Windsor
attorney, came In, and asked mo to go u p to Mr. do Crespigny's
room. W h a t do you think I was wanted for, Eleanor ? "
" I have no idea."
" I was wanted to act as witness to the old man's will. In conjunction with Lawford's clerk. I t seems the old man had sent
to Windsor In a great hurry for Lawford; but Lawford happened to be out, so his clerk went Instead, and De Crespigny
had dictated the will to him. I need scarcely tell yon I was
not a little astonished to find t h a t Maurice de Crespigny had
only now made up his mind as to the disposal of his money. I
suppose he has made half-a-dozen wills, and destroyed one after
another according to his humour. I only hope the maiden
sisters may get a decent reward for their long yeara of patience
and expectation."
Eleanor's trembling fingers trifled nervously with the ornaments a t her watch-chain. I t was with cUfficulty t h a t she conld
control her agitation.
" B u t to whom is the fortune left ? " she asked, breathlessly.
" Did you hear that, G i l b e r t ? "
" No, my dear, it isn't usual to make the witness to a will
acquainted \rith the body of the deed. I saw poor Maurice do
Crespigny execute h\§ feeble autograph, and I p u t my own
muscular-looking signature in tho place indicated to me, and I
asked no questions. I t was enough for me to know t h a t I had
no interest in tho document."
" B u t did AIr. do Crespigny say nothing—nothing t h a t couli
lead you to guess who
"
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" MI:, de Crespigny said nothmg whatever calculated to thro^w
any Ught upon his intentions. He seemed relieved by the Idea
that his will was made and the business settled. The cleik
wanted to carry off the document, bnt the old man Insisted on
keeping It in his possession. He wished to look over it, he said.
Ue wanted to see If his intentions had been fuUy carried out, in
the spirit as well as in the letter. He put the parchment under
his pillow, and then laid do^wn •with an air of satisfaction. I
dare say he has gone through the same Httle comedy again and
again before to-day."
"Perhapa he wUl destroy this wiU?" Eleanor said, thoughtiiUy.
" Yes," Mr. Monckton answered. Indifferently, " the old mai
may change liis mind again. If he Uves long enough to repent oV
this new -wiU. But I doubt his survl-ving so long as to do that."
"And have you no idea, GUbert,—have you no idea as to
whom the fortune is left ? "
Mr. Monckton smUed.
" This is a question that concerns you, Laura," he said, " a
great deal more nearly than it does us."
" What question ?" asked illss Alason, looking up from an
elaborate piece of embroidery which she had been sho-wlng to
Signora PicirUlo.
" We are talking of Mr. de Crespigny's fortune, my dear; you
are Interested in the disposal of that, are you not ? "
" Oh, yes, of course," answered the young lady, " I ought to
be interested for Launcelot's sake, I know ; and I know that he
ought to have the fortune, and that nobody has any right to
deprive him of It, especially those nasty old maids who had him
sent to India against his wUl, and I dare say he -wiU have horrid
alns In his liver from the cUmate when he's older. Of course
e ought to have tho fortune, and yet sometimes I think it
would be nicer for him to be poor. He may never be a great
artist if he's rich, perhapa; and I'd rather go to Rome with
him and sit by his eaael while he worka, and pay the hctel bUls,
and the travelHng expensea, and all that sort of thing, out of
my own money, than have him a country gentleman. I
shouldn't Hke him to be a country gentleman; he'd have to
hunt, and wear top-boots and nasty leather gaiters, Hke a common ploughman, when he went out shooting. I hate country
gentlemen. Byron hasn't one country gentleman in aU hia
poems, and that horrid husband in Locksley HaU •wiU show you
what an opinion Tennyson haa of them."
Miss Mason went back to the Signora and the embroidery,
fatisfied with ha^vIng settled the business in her o^wn manner.
" He couldn't look Uke the Corsair if he had AA'oodlands," she
murmured, despondingly; " he'd have to shave off his moustache
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if they made him a magistrate. AVhat vrould be the good of big
talking seriously to poachers if he wore turned-down collars ank
(oose handkerchiefs round his neck ? People would never respect
ntm unless he was a Guy, with creaky boots, and big seals
hanging to his watch-chain."
Eleanor pushed the question still further.
" You think that Mr. de Crespigny has left his fortune to
Launcelot DarreU, don't you, Gilbert ? " she asked.
Her husband, prompted by the e-vil sph-it that was his occasional companion, looked at her, rather suspiciously; but her
eyes met his o^wn •with an unfaltering gaze.
" Why are you so interested in tins fortune, and in Launcelot
DarreU?" he said.
" I wUl tell you by-and-by. But tell mo now, if you think the
estate Is left to Mr. DarreU ?"
" I think It scarcely unUkely that it is so. The fact of
Maurice de Crespigny making a fresh will vrithin six months of
the yoimg man's return looks rather aa If he had been led to
relent of some previous determination by the presence of his
niece's son."
"But Mr. de Crespigny has seen very Uttlo of Launcelot
DarreU."
"Perhaps not," answered Mr. Monckton, coldly. " I may be
quite wrong In my conjecture. You ask for my opinion, and I
give It you freely. Pray let us change the subject. I hate the
idea of all this spioculation as to who shall stand In a dead man's
shoes. As far as Launcelot DarreU's interests are concerned, T
really think there Is an undercurrent of common sense In Laura's
romantic talk. He may be all the better for being a poor man.
He may bo all the bettor for having to go to Italy and work at
his art for a few years."
Mr. Monckton looked sharply at his young -wife as he said
thia. I rather think that the demon familiar had prompted
this speech, and that tho lawyer watched Eleanor's face in the
desire to discover whether there was anything unpleasant to her
in the idea of Launcelot DarreU's long absence from his native
country.
But, clever as Gilbert Monckton was, the mystery of hia
•wife's face was as yet beyond his power to read. He watched
her in vain. Th. -^le and thoughtful countenance told nothing
to tho man who wanted the mastw key by wLv.h alone it?
expression could be r«i^-
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CHAPTER XXXIV
RICHARD'S

DISCOVERT.

AN almo=t ungovema'ole impulse prompted Eleanor Moiirkton
to mcke her way at once into A-taurice de Crespigny's s:c-kchamber, and say to him, " Launcelot DarreU Is t'ne wretch who
caused your old friend's cruel death. I caU upon you, by the
memory of the past, to avenge that dead friend's -wrongs !"
The stmggle was a terrible one, but 'iiscretion in the end
triumphed, and Eleanor submitted herself to the guidance of
her devoted slave and aUy. She knew now that Lancelot
Darrell was guilty ; but she had knowTi that from the moment
in which she had seen him lounsting in the Windsor street.
The task that lay before her was to procure snch proof as must
be convincing to the old man. In spite of her impetuous desire
for immediate action, Eleanor was compeUed to acknowledge
that the testimony of the sketch-book was not strong enough
in itself to condemn Lancelot DarreU.
The yonng man's answer to any accusation brought against
him on such evidence would be simple enough.
Nothing could be easier than for him to say, " My name is not
Robert Lance. The dra-wing abstracted by unfair means from
my portfoHo is not mine. I am not responsible for the actions
of the man who made that sketch."
And against this simple declaration there would be notliing
but Eleanor's unsupported assertion of the Identity between the
two men.
There was nothing to be done, then, except to foUow Eichard
Thornton's ad-vice, and wait.
This waiting was very weary work. Estranged from her husband by the secret of her U«e; unhappy in the society of Laura
Mason, against whose happiness she felt that she was, in a
manner, plotting; restrained and IU at ease even in the fanii'iiar
companionship of EUza PicirUlo,—Eleanor Monckton wandered
about the great rambling mansion which had become her homo,
restless and unhappy, yearning •with a terrible impatience for
the coming of the end, however dark that end might be. Every
day, and often more than once in the course of the dav, she
locked herself in her room, and opened the desk in which she
kept Launcelot DarreU's sketches and her dead father's last
letter. She looked at these things almost as if she feared that
by some diaboHcal influence they might be taken from her befcire
they had served as the instruments of her revenge. So the
weary days wore themselves out. The first week of Richard'a
visit; the second week of Richard's •risit passed by; the middle
if F ' / i u a r y came, and nothing more had heen done.
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kleanor's health began to suflcr from t'ho |ierj)otual ment.'il
fever of anxiety and impatience, l l c r hnsliaml saw her day by
day L;-rowing thinner and paler; a hectic flush crimsoned her
che<'k now at every trifling agitation, with every sunirisc, however insignificant; but, cxccjit for these transient flashes, her
face waa as colourless as marble.
Her husband saw this, and made himself miserable because of
the change In hia youn.g •wife. H e made himself still more
wretched by reason of those unworthy doubts and suK]iicions
t h a t were for over torturing him. " Why was Eleanor III? W h y
was sho u n h a p p y ? " Ib^ asked himself this latter question a
thousand tinics a day, and always answered it more or lesa after
the same fashion.
Sho was unhdjqiy bocauac of the swiftly approaching marriage betw(H'u Laura Mason and Launcelot Darrell. She bad
op))(,'sedthat marriage with all the j-xjwor sho poBsosscd. She
bad ovcr-ostimatod her own fortitude when she sacrificed her
love forthe young artist to her desire to win a brilliant position.
" W h y should she be different from other w o m e n ? " the
lawyer thought. " She has married mc for my money, and sho
is sorry for what alio haa dom^ and perhaps njion the eve of
])oor Laura's wi'dding day, there will bo a reixslition of the
scene t h a t took j)laco a t Lansaimo nearly twenty yoars ago."
This was tln^ manner of meditation to which Mr. Monckton
abandoned himself when tho black mood was njion him.
All this tinn^ Lanncelot DarreU cain(! backwards and forwards
between Hazlewood and ToUdale, after tho fre(vand-easy manner
of an accepted lover, who feds that, wliat('vcr adva-ntagi's he
may obtain by tho matrimonial treaty which he is about to
form, his own transcendant merits aie so far above (wcry nn^auor
ciinsidcratiou as to render the lady the gainer by the liargaiu.
Ho caino, therefore, wlienev<'r I^t ph-ascd him to como. Now
dawdling away a, nionnnif over tho jiiaiio with Laura Mason ;
now jilaying billiards with E i d i a r d Thornton, who associated
with hiin aa It wore umlcr protest, hating hini most cordially all
the time.
" Tho dctoctivos m u s t havo a bard time of It," reflected
l\fr. Thornton, alter one of tlies<' niornings. " Iina.gino having
til hob-and-nob with a William Palmer, on the chance of bis
diopping ont a word or two t h a t niinht. hclj) to bring him to the
gallows. The )n-ol'cssit)u is e.\.trcm(dy bouourablc, no doubt, but
I don't think it can bo a very pl(>a,sa,ut one. 1 fancy, upon the
wliole, a muddy crossing and a good broom must be more agrccnble t.o a man's feelinn's."
The 15th of February came, d.ark, ci)ld, and dreary, and
Eleanor reminded tlu^ sceue-jiainter t h a t only one month now
r„^)ain",d bclbrc the day apji'.iuted for Ijanra's marriage. That
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young lady, absorbed amongst a cliaos of ribbon? and laces,
silks and velvets, had ceased to feel any jealousy of her guardian's wife. Her lover's easy acceptance of her devotion was
sufficient for her happiness. AA'hat should the Corsair do but
t-wist lus black moustaches and permit Medora to worship hl_m P
I t was on this very 15th of February that, for the first time
since the •visit to Launcelot DarreU's studio, Mr. Richard
Thornton made a discovery.
It was not a very Important one, perhaps, nor did it bear
directly upon the secret of the artist's Hfe, but It was something.
The scene-painter left Tolldale soon after breakfast upon this
oleak February day, in a Ught dog-cart which Mr. Alonckton
placed at the disposal of any guest who might -wish to explore
the neighbouring country. Richard did not return untU dusk,
and he broke in upon Eleanor's soUtude as the shadows were
gathering outside the window of the room In which she sat.
He found his old companion alone in a little morning-room
next her husband's study. She was sitting on a low stool by
the hearth, her head resting on her hands, and the red firelight on her face ; her attitude altogether expresalve of care and
despondency.
The door of communication between Gilbert Monckton's study
and the room in which Eleanor sat was closed.
The girl started and looked up as Richard Thornton opened
the door. The day had been wet as well as cold; drops of rain
and sleet hung about the young man's rough great-coat, and he
brought a damp and cliUly atmosphere into the room.
" Is it you, Richard ? " Eleanor aaid, absently.
" Yes, Mrs. Monckton, I have been out all day; I have been
to Windsor."
"Indeed!"
" Yes. I met Launcelot Dan-eU there."
" You met Launcelot Dan-eU ! " repeated Eleanor. " Richard,"
ehe cried, suddenly, rising as she spoke, and going to where the
/onng man stood, "you have foimd something more."
" I have not found what we want, Eleanor. I have not found
llie proof that you mftst lay before Air. de Crespigny, when you
n sk him to leav e his estate away from his nephew. But I think
I have made a discovery."
" AVhat discovery ? " asked Mrs. Monckton, -with suppressed
aagemess. " Do not speak londly, Dick," she added, in a whisper,
" my husband Is in the next room. I sit -with him sometimes
when he Is at work there with his law papers, but I can't help
fancying that my presence annoys him. He is not the same t/3
n e that he used to be. Oh, Richard, Richard, I feel as if I waa
divided from every creature In the world, except you: I CAj
trust you, for you know joy secret. AVlion •wUl tlus end? "
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soon, my dear, 1 hope," AIr. Thornion answered,
gravely. " There was a time when I urged you to abandon y our
purpose, Eleanor, but I do so no longer. Launcelot Dai-rell is a
bad man, and the poor Httle girl -with the blue eyes and flaxen
ringlets must not be suffered to faU Into Ids power."
" No, no, not for the world. B u t you havo made some discovery to-day, Richard? "
" I think so. You remember what Mr. Monckton told ns tlij
other day. You remember his telling us t h a t Mr. de Crespigny
had only t h a t day made lus wUl ? "
" Yes, I remember It perfectly."
" L a u r a Mason was present when her guardia-n told us this.
I t Is only natural she should teU Launcelot Darrell what had
haiipened."
" She teUs him everything; sho would be sure to tell him that."
" Precisely, and Mr. Darrell has not boon slow to act upon
tho hint."
" AVhat do you mean ? "
" I mean t h a t Launcelot Dan-eU has been guilty of the baseness of bribing Mr. Lawford's clerk, in order to find out the
secret of the contents of t h a t will."
" How do you know this ? "
" I discovered It by the merest chance. You owe me no praises,
Eleanor. I begin to think t h a t the science of detection is, after
all, very weak and imperfect; and t h a t the detective officer owes
many of his greatest triumphs to patience, and a series of happy
accidents. Yes, Eleanor, Mr. Lanncelot DarreU's eagerness, or
avarice, whichever you will, would not suffer him to wait until
his great-uncle's death. H e was determined to know tho contents
of t h a t will; and, whatever the knowledge may have cost him,
I fiincy t h a t he is scarcely satisfied vrith his bargain."
"AVhy ? "
.
" Because I beUeve t h a t the Woodlands property Is not left
to him."
There was a noise as of the movement of a heavy chair in the
next room.
" H u s h ! " Eleanor whispered; " my husband is going to dress?
for dinner."
A boll rang while she vras speaking, and Richard heard the
door of the next room opened and shut.
CHAPTER
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•WHAT ITAPPENED AT WINDSOR.

" Y f . s , " repeated Richard Thornton, " I have reason to believg
that the will witnessed bv -i-i.nr b^islnnd ir a vnrv iinpleasaui
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J ilecc of Uterature in tho estimation of Lanncelot Darrell, for 1
fancy t h a t it gives a death-blow to all lils expectations,^ and
leaves him vrithout even the meagre consolation of t h a t soUtary
shUUng which Is usuaUy inherited liy unhappy elder sons."
" B u t teU me why yon think this. Richard."
" I wiU, my dear Mrs. Alonckton. The story is rather a long
one, b u t 1 think I can tell it in a quarter of an hour. Can yov
dress for dinner in the other quarter ? "
'' Oh. yes, yes ! "
" AAliat a musance cl-vUIzatlon is, NeUy. W e never dressed
for dinner in the Pilasters; Indeed, the fashion amongst the
leading famUies in t h a t locaUty leans rather the other way. The
gentlemen in the cab and chimney line generaUy take oft" their
coats when the mid-day meal Is announced, in order •to dine
cooUy and comfortably in theu- shirt-sleeves."
' Richard, Richard ! " cried Eleanor, impatiently.
'' Well, weU, Mrs. Monckton, seriously, you shnll have my
AVindsor adventui-es. I hate this man, Launcelot Dan-eU, for I
beUeve he Is a shaUow, selfish, cold-hearted coxcomb; or else I
don't think I could have brought myself to do what I've done
to-day. I've been playiug the spy, Eleanor, for a couple of houra
at least. The Duke of Otranto used to find plenty of people for
tlus kind of work—artists, actors, actresses, priests, women, every
creature whom you would least susiDOct of Ijaseness. B u t they
manage these •thinga better In France. AA"e don't take to the
busmess so readUy upon this side of the water."
" Richard! "
The gul's impatience was almost uncontroUable. She watched
the hands of a little clock upon the chimney-piiece : the fireUght
fiashed every now and then upon the dial, and then faded ont,
lea^vlng it dark.
" I ' m coming to the stoiy, Nell, If you'll only be iiatient,"
remonstrated AIr. Thornton. H e was getting over t h a t secret
sorrow which he had nursed for such a long time In the lowest
depiths of a most tnio and faithful breast. H e was growing
reconciled to the Inevitable, as we aU must, sooner or later; and
he h a d resumed t h a t comfortable brotherly familiarity which had
been so long h a l i t u a l to lum in his intercourse with Eleanor.
" Only be patient, my dear, and let me tell my story my own
way," he pleaded. " I left here early this morning in your
husband's dog-cart, intending to drive over to AVindsor and
amuse myself by exploring the town, and the castle, if pxissible,
to see If there was anything in my way to be picked up—doni.jn
teeps, turret staircases, secret corridors, and so on, you know.
You remember what sort of a morning it was, bleak and dismal
enough, b u t until twelve o'clock no rain. It was within a quarter
of an hour of twelve when T got into AA'indsor, aud the rain waa
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just beginning, spiteful droits of rain and particles of sleet, t h a t
came down obUquely and cut into your face like so many needlepoints. I stopped at an inn m a perpendicular street below the
castle, which looks as if it moans to topple do-wn and anmhilate
t h a t part of the town some of these days. I p u t u p the dog-cart,
and asked a few questions about the possIblUty of getting admission to the royal dwelUng-place. Of course I was informed
that such admission was to-day utterly impracticable. I could
have aeon the state apartments yesterday. I could see them,
most likely, by the end of next week; b u t I couldn't see them
when I wanted to see them. I liinted t h a t my chief desire waa
to see secret passages, donjon keeps, moats, and sUdIng panels;
but neither the landlord nor the waiter seemed to understand me,
and I sat down rather despondently by the -window of the tavern
parlour to wait tUl the rain was over, and I could go out and
j^rowl upon the castle ten-ace to study -wintry effects in the park."
" B u t Launcelot DarreU, Richard — where did you meet
Launcelot Dan-eU ? "
" I am comuig to him presently. The perpendicular street
wasn't particularly Uvely upon this wretched February d a y ; so,
as there weren't any passers-by to look at, I amused myself by
looking at the houses facing the Inn. Immediately opposite to
me there was a house very sujjorior to the others in style—a red
brick houae of the Georgian era, modernized by plate-glaaa wlndowa and green bUnds—not a large house, but eminently respectable. A dazzling brass plate adorned the door, and upon this
brass plate, which •winked and t^winkled ui tho very face of the
rain, I read the name of Mr. Henry Lawford, soUcitor."
" The lawyer whose clerk made Mr. de Crespigny's wUl ? "
" Precisely. Upon one side of the door there was a bell-handlo
inscribed 'Visitors,' on the other a dupHcate handle Inscirlbed
' Office.' I h a d n ' t been looking at the house above five minutea,
when a young man, with a slender sUk umbreUa, struggUng
against the wmd, rang the offico-beU."
" T h e young man was Launcelot D a r r e U P " Eleanor cried,
quickly.
" He was. The door was opened by a boy, of whom Mr.
Darrell asked several questions. Whatever tho answers were,
ho walked away, and the door was shut. B u t from his manner
of strolHng slowly along the street, 1 was convinced t h a t he was
not going far, and t h a t he meant to como back. People don't
usually stroll in a sharp rain t h a t comes down obUquely and
BOenis to drift In your face from every point of the compass.
He'll como back presently, I t h o u g h t ; so I ordered a bottle o?
pale ale, and I waited."
" And he came back ? "
back iu about half an. hour; but, ten minutes
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or so before he returned, I saw a shabby-genteel, elderly man let
himself in with a latch-key at a sniaU green side door -with
' Clerks' Office' painted In wlute letters on tho panel. I knew
by the look of this man t h a t ho must be a clerk. There's a look
about an attorney's clerk t h a t you can't mistake, oven when he
doesn't carry a tjlue b a g ; and tlus man did carry pne. Ten
minutes afterwards Launcelot DarreU retui-ned. This time he
knocked with the handle of liia umbreUa a t the green door, which
was opened by the boy, who went to fetch t h e elderly clerk.
This elderly clerk and Mr. DaiTeU stood on the door-step talking
f-onfidentiaUy for about five minutes, and then our friend the
artist went a w a y : b u t this time again stroUed slowly through
the r a i n ; aa if he h a d a certain intei-val to dlapoae of, and
scarcely knew w h a t to do with himself.
" I suppose the amateur detective business fUls a man's mmd
•with all manner ol suspicious fancies, Eleanor. However t h a t
may be, I could not help thinking t h a t there was something
queer In these two visits of Launcelot Dan-eU to the red brick
house oi^poslte me. AMrat did he w a n t -with a la.^wyer in the
first place? and If he did want a lawyer, why didui't he go
straight to Mr. La^wford, who was at homo—for I could see his
head across the top of the \\ire bUnd in one of the pilate-glass
wmdows as he bent over his desk—instead of tanip)ering with
small boys and clerks?
There was something mysterious iu
the manner of his hanguig abont the place; and as I had been
watching lilm wearily for a long time without being able to find
out anyr'tliing mysterious in his conduct, 1 determined to make
the most of my chances and watch him to some jDurpose to-day.
" ' He'U come back,' I thought, ' unless I ' m very much mistaken.'
" I was very much mistaken, for Launcelot DarreU did not
come back; b u t a few minutes after the clock struck one, the
green door opened, and the elderly clerk came out, without the
blue bag this time, and walked nimbly u p the street in the
direction t h a t Launcelot DarreU had taken.
" ' He's going- to his dinner," I thought, 'or he's going to nic-et
Launcelot Darrell.'
" I p u t on my bat, and went out of the house. The clerk was
toiling up the perpendicular street a good way a-head of me. h i t
I managed to keep him in sight and to be close upon lus heel3
when ho turned the corner Into the street below the towers of
the castle. H e walked a Httle way along thia street, and then
went Into one of the principal hotels.
" ' A h , my friend!' I said to myself, ' y o u don't ordinarUy
t'-J:e yonr dinner at t h a t house, I imagine. I t ' s a cut above ycui
fccpiis'emcnts, I should thhik.'
" J -.•!-'?!L into the li(-''(,l, and made n;y wav to the ci'!y..'o-rc! ;"i.

'WJiat Happened

at Windsor.

247

Mr. Launcelot Darrell aud the sliabby-gcnteol clerk were sitting
at a table, drinking sherry and soda-water. The artist waa
talking to hia companion in a low voice, and very earnestly. I t
•was, not difficult to see t h a t he was tryring to persuade the seedy
clerk to something which the clerk's sense of caution revolted
from. Both mon looked u p as I went into the room, which they
had had aU to themselves until t h a t moment; and Lanncelot
DarreU fiushed scarlet as he recogmzed me. I t was e-yident,
therefore, t h a t he did not care to be seen in t h e company of
Mr. Lawford's clerk.
" ' G o o d moming, Mr. Darrell,' I said; ' I ' v e come Over to
have a look at the castle, but I find strangers are not admitted
to-day, so I ' m obUged to content myself •with walking about in
the wet for an hour or two.'
" Launcelot Darrell answered me in t h a t patronizing manner
which renders him so deUghtful to the people he considers Inferior
to himself. H e had quite recovered from the confusion my
sudden aiDpearance had caused, and muttered something abont
Mr. Lawford, the attorney, and ' business.' Then he sat biting
bis nails In an uncomfortable and restless manner, whUe I drank
another bottle of pale ale. That's another objection to the detective business; it Involves such a lot of drinking.
" I loft the hotel, and left Air. Dan-ell and the clerk together;
but I didn't go very far. I contrived somehow or other to be
especially interested In t h a t part of the exterior of the castle
visible from the street in which tho hotel is situated, and, In a
mannor, kept one eye upon the stately towers of the royal residence, and tho otlier upon the doorway out of which Launcelot
Darrell and Mr. Lawford's clerk must by-and-by emerge. I n
about half-an-hour I had the satisfaction of seeing them appear,
and contrived, most innocently, of course, to throw myself exactly
m their way at the corner of the perpendicular street.
" I was amply rewarded for any -trouble I had t a k e n ; for I
lever saw a face •that so plainly expressed rage, mortification,
sasappomtment, almost despair, as did tho face of Launcelot
"DarreU. when I came against him at the street corner. H e was
as wnite as a sheet, and he scowled at me savagely as he passed
•ae by. Not as if he recognized m e ; the fixed look In his face
gnowed t h a t his mind was too much absorbed by one thought for
any consciousness of exterior t h i n g s ; but as if in his suppressed
tury he was ready to go blindly against anybody or anything
m a t came In his way."
• But why, Richard, why was he so angry ? " cried Eleano;-,
'rith her handa clenched and her nostrils quivering vrith tha
passage of her rapid breath. " W h a t does it all mean ? "
" Unless I ' m very much mistaken, Mrs. Monckton, it means
that Launcelot Darrell has been tampering vrith tlv,.- ck-rk of tli<;
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lawyer who drew u p Mr. de Crespigny's last wIU, and t h ^ t he
now knows the worst
"
" And t h a t is
"
" Tho plain fact, t h a t unless t h a t wUl Is altered t h e briUiant
Mr. Dan-eU wUl not inherit a penny of his kinsman's fortune."
The second dinner-bell rang wlulo Richard was speaking, and
Eleanor ran away to make some hurried change in her toUette,
and to apijiear in the drawing-room, agitated and Ul a t ease, ten
muintes after Mr. Monckton's punctiUous butler had made hia
formal announcement of the principal meal of tlie day.
CHAPTER
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LAUNCELOT DARRELL came to ToUdale Priory upon the day after
Richard's visit to AA'indsor, and it was easy for Eleanor, assisted
by her knowledge of what had transpired, to see tho change in
his manner. She spent an hour in the dra-wlng-room t h a t
morning for the purpose of seeing this change, and thereby
finding confirmation of t h a t which Richard Thornton had told
her. B u t the alteration In the young man's manner must have
been very ob-yious, for even Laura, who was not particularly
-ibservant of any shades of feeUng t h a t did not make themselves manifest by the outward expression of word or gesture,
perceived t h a t there was something amiss -with her lover, and
drove Launcelot DarreU weU-nIgh mad •with her chUdish questionings and lamentations.
AAHiy was he so quiet ? W h y was he so much paler t h a n
usual ? AA'hy did he sigh sometimes ? AATiy did he laugh in
that strange way ? Oh, no, not in his usual way. I t was no use
saying t h a t it was so. H a d he a headache ? H a d he been
sitting u p late at night ? H a d he been drinking lionid -wine
t h a t had disagreed •with him ? H a d he been a n a u g h t y , naughty,
ciucl, false, treacherous boy, and had he been to seme party
t h a t he h a d n ' t told his poor L a u r a about, drinking champagne
and flirting with girls, and dancing, and all t h a t ? Or had ho
been working too much at his new picture ?
AVith such questions as these did the young lady harass and
torment her lover throughout t h a t uncomfortable February
morning; until at last Mr. Darrell turned upon her in a rage,
declaring t h a t his head was nearly spbt asunder, and plainly
tolling her to hold her tongue.
Indeed, Mr. Launcelot Dan-eU made very Httle effort to diapnise hia feelhigs, b u t sat over the fu-e in a low easy chair, with
tiis elbows res'tiiig on his knees, and his handsome dark eyes
bv-ut moodily npon the bla?;e- He roused himaelf now -ind then
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from a fit of gloomy thought to snatch u p tho I'oiishcd-stccl
poker, and plunge It savagely amongst the coals, as if It waa
some relief to him to punish even them. Another m a n might
have feared the inferences wluch spectators might draw from
his conduct, but the principle upon which Launcelot DarreU's
Ufe had been based Involved an utter contempt for almost every
ll-ylng creature except himself, and he apprehended no danger
from the watchfulness of the Inferior beings about him.
Lanra Mason, sitting on a low ottoman at his feet, and employed in working a pair of embroidered slippers—the third pair
she had begun far the use of her future lord and master—•
thought him more Hke the Corsair to-day t h a n ever; b u t
thought at the same time t h a t some perioda of Medora's existence must have been rather dreary. No donbt it was Conrad's habit to sit and stare at tho coals, and to poke the fire
savagely when things wont amiss with h i m ; when his favourite
barque was scuttled by a mutinous crew, or hia cargo confiscated
by the minions of the law.
Launcelot Dan-eU was engaged to dine at the Priory upon
this 16th of F e b m a r y . Mr. Monckton had invited him, in
order t h a t some matters comiected with Laura's fortune might
be discussed.
" I t Is fully time we should understand each other, Darrell,"
the lawyer said; " so I shall expect you to give me a couple of
^"•inrs in my study this evening after dinner, if you've no object.:,-ii.

Of course Mr. DarreU had no objection, but he had an almost
spiteful manner t h a t day In his intercourse •with poor Latu-a,
who was bewildered by the change In hun.
" You think It's 8"trange t h a t I should dIsUke all this ceremony about settlements and aUowance. Yes, Laura, that's a
pleasant word. Isn't it ? Your guardian honoured mo by telUng
me ho should make us a handsome allowance for the first few
years of our married life. You think I ought to take kindly to
this sort of thing, I dare say, and drop quietly into my position
'jf genteel pauioerism, depondent upon my pencil, or my -wife, foi
*vho dinner I oat, and the coat I wear. No, Laura," cried th^
young man, passionately, " I don't take kindly to i t ; I can't
stand It. The thought of my position enrages me against myself, against you, against everybody and everything In the world.'
Launcelot Darrell talked thus to his betrothed while Richai J
and Eleanor were both in the room; the scene-painter sitting la
a window niakUig furtive sketches •with a fat little stump of
lead pencil npon the backs of cUvers letters; Airs. Alonckton
standing at another window looking out at the leafless trees, the
black flowerloss garden beds, the rain-drops hanging on tb.a
dingy firs and evergreens
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Mr. DarreU know that ho waa overheard; but he had no •wish
that it should be otherwise. He did not care to keep his grievances a secret. The egotism of his nature exhibited Itself In
this. He gave himself tho airs of a victim, and made a show of
despising the benefits he was about to accept from his confiding
betrothed. He In a manner proclaimed himself injured by the
existence of his future wife's fortune; and ho forced her to
apologize to him for the prosperity which she was about to
bestow upon him.
" A s if It was being a pauper to take my money," cried Miss
Mason, with groat tenderness, albeit in rather obscure English;
" a a i f I grudged you the horrid money, Launcelot. Why, I
don't even know how much I'm to have. I t may be fifty pounda
a-year—that's what I've had to buy my dresses and things
since I was fifteen—or it may be fifty thousand. I don't want
to know how much it Is. If it is fifty thousand a-year, you're
welcome to it, Launcelot, darling."
" Launcelot darling" shrugged his shoulders-with a peevish
gesture, which exhibited him rather as a discontented darUng.
" You talk Uke a baby, Laura," he said, contemptuously; " I
suppose the ' handsome alloii'""-iCe' Mr. Monckton promises wUl
be about two or three hnnured a year, or so; som.ething that
I'm to eke out by my industry. Heaven knows he has preached
to me enough about the necessity of being industrious. One
would think that an artist was a bricklay^er or a stonemason, to
hoar him talk."
Eleanor turned away from the window as Launcelot Darrell
said this; she could not suffer her husband to be undefended
while she was by.
" I havo no doubt whatever Mr. Monckton said was right,
Mr. Dan-eU," she exclaimed, lifting her head proudly, as if In
defiance of any voice that should gainsay her husband's merits.
" No doubt, Mrs. Monckton; but there's a certain sledgehammer-like way of propounding that wluch is right that isn't
always pleasant. I don't want to be reminded that an artist'a
calling Is a trade, and that when the Graces bless me with a
hajspy thought I must work like a slave untU I've hammered it
out upon canvas and sent It into the market for sale."
" Some people think the Graces are propjitlated by hard
labour," Richard Thornton said, quietly, without raising his
eyes from hia rapid pencil, " and that the happiest thoughts are
apt to come when a man haa his brush In his hand, rather than
when he is lying on a sofa reading French novels; though I
have known artists who preferred that method of waiting for
inspiration. For my o-wn part, I beUeve in the inaplratlon that
growa out of patient labour."
"Yes," Mr, Darrell a^nswered, with an air of lazy indifference,
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—an air \.Iiich plainly exi:iressed that he disdained to discuss
art-topics with a scone-painter, " I dare say yon find it answer
•—In yonr line. You must splash c^ver a good deal of canvas
oefore you can produce a transformaaon-s-Vi->'^, -I si;;;'!').'-ise ? ' '
" Peter Paul Rubens got over a good deal of canvas,'' said
Richard, " and Raffaelle Sanzio d'UrbIno did something In
t h a t way, if we may judge by the cartoons and a few other
trifles."
" Oh, of course, there were giants in those days. I don't
aspire to rival any such Patagonlans. I don't see why people
should be compelled to walk thi-ough a pIctnre-gaUery a mile
long before they can pronounce an opinion npon a painter's
merits. I should be very well contented If my chance with
posterity rested upon half-a-dozen pictures no bigger t h a n
MlUais's ' H u g u e n o t s ; ' and as good."
" A n d I ' m sm-e you could do dozens and dozens as good aa
t h a t , " cried Laura. " AATiy, It's only a lady tying a scarf round
her lover's arm, and a lot of green leaves. Of course It's very
pretty, you know, and one feels very much for her, poor thing,
and one's afraid t h a t he'U let those cruel CathoUcs kill him, a.ud
t h a t sho'U die broken-hearted. B u t you could paint lota of
pictures like that, Launcelot, If you chose."
The yonng man did not condescend to notice his affianced
wife's art-criticism. H e relai.ised into gloomy sUence, and once
nio-re betook himself to t h a t savage kind of consolation afforded
by a sturdy exercise of the poker.
" But, Launcelot," pleaded Miss Alason, presently, " I ' m sure
you needn't be uiihaj:ip)y abont niy having money, and yonr being
poor. There's Mr. de Crosiiigny's fortune, you know; he can't
be shameful and wicked enough to leave it to any one but you.
My guardian said, only the other day, t h a t ho thought It would
be left to you."
" Oh, ah, to be sure,"muttered Mr. DarreU,moodUy; "there's
that chance, of course."
" He couldn't leave AA'oodlands to those two old maids, yon
know, Launcelot, could he ? "
To the snrjjiise of the two Hsteners, Richard Thornton and
Eleanor, the young man burst Into a harsh disdainful laugh.
" My respected maiden aunts ! " he exclaimed; " poor dovUs,
they've had a nice time of it."
Until this moment Richard and Eleanor had most flrmly
behoved t h a t the -wIU which disUihorited Launcelot Darrell
bequeathed the Woodlands fortune to the two maiden sisters,
La\rinla and Sarah de Crespigny; but the young man's disdainful laugh, and the contemptuous, yet half-pitying tone in which
ho sijoke of the two sisters, plainly revealed t h a t if he knew the
e-,;:-ct of the disposal of A.Uiurico dc Cresi-iignv's fortune, ar-]
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knew t h a t it was not left to himself, he knew also tLr.t cq-ai*
disapjoointmont and mortification awaited his aunts.
H e had been In the habit of speaking of them with a savage
though suppressed animosity. To-day his tone was utterly
changed. H e had a maUcIous pleasure, no donbt, In thinking
of the disappointment In store for t h e m ; and he could afford
now to feel a kind of disdainful compassion for aU their wasted
labours, their useless patience.
B u t to whom, then, could the fortune be left ?
Eleanor and Richard looked at each other in amazement. It
might have been supposed t h a t the old m a n h a d left his wealtlj
to Eleanor herself. Influenced by the caprice t h a t h a d induced
him to attach himself to her, because of her Ukeness to his dead
friend. B u t tlus could not be, for the invalid had distinctly
declared t h a t he should leave nothing but George Vane's miniature to Ms new favourite; aud Maurice de Crespigny was not a
m a n to say one thing and mean another. H e had spoken of a
duty to be fulfUled, a d u t y which he was determined to perform.
Yet, to whom could he possibly owe any duty, except to his
kindred ? H a d he any other relations except his three nieces and
Launcelot Darrell? H e might have other claims npon him.
H e might have some poor and modest kindred who had kept
aloof from him, and refrained from paying court to him, and
whose forbearance he might choose to reward In a n unlooked-for,
unthought-of manner.
A n d again, he might have bequeathed his money to some
charitable institution, or in t r u s t for some new scheme of philanthrojDy. Such a course would scarcely be strange In a lonely old
man, who In his nearest relations might only recognize eager,
expectant harpies keepuig anxious watch for the welcome hour
of his death.
Eleanor Monckton did not trouble herself much about this
question. She believed, from Launcelot DarreU's manner, t h a t
Richard Thornton had drawn the right Inference fr-om the meeting of the young man and the lawyer's clerk.
She believed implicitly 'Chat Launcelot DarreU's name wag
omitted from his great-uncle's last wIU, and t h a t he knew It.
This belief InsiDired her with a new feeUng. She could afford
to be patient now. If Alaurlce de Crespigny should die suddenly,
he would not die lea^vlng his wealth to enrich the traitor who had
cheated a helijloss old man. H e r only t h o u g h t now must be to
rcvent Laura's marriage; and for this she m u s t look to her
nsband, Gilbert Monckton.
" H e vrill never let the girl whose destiny has beeu confided to
him man-y a bad man," she t h o u g h t ; " I have only to teU him
the story of my father's death, and to prove to lum Launc(>lct
Dan-eU's guilt."
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ITie dinner went off very quietly. Mr. Alonckton wag reserved
B,nd silent, as It had lately become liis habit to be. Launcelot;
Darrell had still tho gloomy, discontented air t h a t had made him
a very unpleasant companion tlu-oughout t h a t day. Tho young
man was not a hypocrite, and had no ^Dowor of concealing hia
feelings. H e could toll any number of Hes t h a t might bo necessary for his own convenience or safety ; but he was not a hypocrite. Hypocrisy Involves a groat deal of trouble on the part of
those who practise I t : and is, moreover, the vice of a man who
sets no Httle value upon the opinion of his fellow-creatures. AIr.
DarreU was of a Ustless and lazy temperament, and nourished
i n utter abhorrence of all work, either physical or mental. On
the other hand, he had so good an opinion of himself as to be
tolerably Indifferent to tho opinions of others.
If ho had been accused of a crime he would have denied
ha'vlng committed it, for his own sake. B n t he never troubled
himself to consider what other posple might think of him, so
long as their ophilon had no power to affect his personal comfort
or safety.
The cloth had been removed; for old fashions held their ground
at Tolldale Priory, where a dinner d. la Russe would have been
looked upon as an absurd institution, moie like a child's feast of
fi-uit and flowers, cakes and sugar-plums, than a substantial
meal intended for sensible people. The cloth had been removed,
and t h a t dreary ceremonial, a good old English dessert, was In
progress, when a servant brought Launcelot Darrell a card upon
a salver, and presented It to him solemnly, amid the sUence ol
the company.
The young man was sitting next Eleanor Monckton, and sho
saw t h a t the card was of a highly glazed and sUppery nature
and of an abnormal size, between the ordinary sizes of a gentleman's and a lady's card.
The blood rushed to Launcelot DarreU's forehead as he read
the name upon the card, and Eleanor saw his under lip contract
•with a sudden movement, expressive of intense vexation.
" How did this—this gentleman come bore ? " ho asked, turning to the servant.
" The gentleman has driven over from Hajzlewood, sir. Hearing you were dining here, he came on to see you, he says; is he
to be shown Into the drawing-room ? "
" Yes—no: I'll come ont and see him. Will you excuse me,
Mr. Monckton : this ia an old acquaintance of mine ? Rather a
pertinacious acquaintance, aa you may perceive by hia manner
of following me up to-night."
Mr. Darrell rose, pushed aside his chair, and wont out of the
dining-room, followed by the servant.
The hall -was brUliantly li'dited, and in the few moniciits
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during which the servant slowly followed Launcelot Darrell,
Eleanor had an opportunity of seeing the stranger who had
oome to the Priory.
H e was standing under the Ught of tho large gas-lamp, shaking
•ihe rain-drops from lus hat, and •with his face turned towards the
.•Hnlng-room door.
H e was short and stout, smartly dressed, and fojiplsh-looking
.'von in his travelling costume; and he was no other t h a n the
talkative Frenchman who had persuaded George Vane to leave
his daughter alone upon the Boulevard on the night of A u g u s t
n t h , 1853.

CHAPTER
LAUNCELOT'S

XXXVn.
TROUBLES.

ELEANOR MONCKTON sat looking at the door which had closed
upon the scene in the lamplit hall, almost as If the Intensity of
her gaze could have pierced the soUd oaken panel and revealed
to her t h a t which was taking place outside the dining-room.
Richard Thornton and her husband, both watching her face,
marvelled at the sudden change in Its expression,—•the look of
r a p t wonder and amazement t h a t had come over It from the
moment in which Lanncelot Darrell had gone out into the hall.
Richard guessed t h a t something strange and unexpected had
occurred, but Gilbert Monckton, who was quite in the dark as
to his wife's feelings, could only stare blankly a t her face, and
mutely wonder at the mystery which tortured him.
Laura
Mason, who had been throughout the day alarmed by her lover's
manner, was too anxious about Launcelot Dan-ell to observe the
face of her friend.
" I ' m sure there's something •wrong," she said; " I ' m sure
there is, Mr. Monckton. You don't know how Launcelot's been
going on aU day, frightening mo out of my •wits. H a s n ' t he,
now, Eleanor ? H a s n ' t he, Mr. Thornton ? Saying he won't be
a pauper, dependent upon liis wife, and t h a t you've wounded hia
feelings by talking about art as If you were a bricklayer; or as
if he was a bricklayer, I forget which. I had a presentiment all
day t h a t something was going to h a p p e n ; and Lanncelot did
go on so, staring a t the fire, and hammering the coals, and slglim g as if he had something awful on his mind—as if he'd committed a crime, y^ou know, and was brooding over it," added the
young lady, •with an evident relish of the last Idea.
Mr. Monckton looked contemptuonsly a t his ward. The girl'a
frivolous babble was In horrible discord with his o'wn anxiety—
B li-id of jiarody of his own alarm.
" Wliat do vou mean by committing crin-?-;^ L a u r a P " he said,
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^ I'm afraid you'll never learn to talk like a reasonable being.
I s there anytlung so very miraculous in the fact t h a t some old
acquaintance of Mr. DarreU's has come down to Berkshire to
Bee him ? "
Ijaura Mason breathed a sigh of reUef.
" Y o u don't think, then, t h a t Launcelot has done something
dreadful, and t h a t this man has come to arrest him ? " she asked.
" I t seems so odd his coming here on a dark winter's n i g h t ; and
Launcelot looked angry when he saw the card the servant gave
him. I ' m sure it's something dreadful. Let's go Into the drawing-room, Eleanor. AVe shall havo to pass through tho haU,
and If there'a anything wrong we can find out all about It."
Eleanor started as L a u r a addressed her, and rose suddenly,
aroused by the necessity of having to attend to something
t h a t had been said to her, but scarcely knowing what t h a t
something was.
" E l e a n o r ! " exclaimed her husband, " h o w pale you are, and
how strangely you look at t h a t door. One -avould think t h a t you
were infinenced by Laura's absurd fears."
" Oh, no ! I am not frightened of a n y t h i n g ; only I
"
She paused, hesitating, and looking down in painful embarrassment.
"Only what?"
" I happened to see the person who has come to speak to
Mr. Darrell, and—and—his face reminded me of a man I saw a
long time ago."
Richard looked u p quickly.
" B u t was there anything so very startling in the mere coiu"
cidence of a likeness ? "
" Oh, no, nothing startUng."
" Upon my word, Eleanor," exclaimed Gilbert Monckton, impatiently, " we seem to live In an atmosphere of mystery, whicli,
to say the least of It, is far from agreeable to those who only
occupy the position of lookers-on. There, there, go to the drawing-room with Laura. Mr. Thoi-nton and I will follow you
almost Immediately. W e shall have very Uttle pleasure In sitting
Over our wine with a consciousness t h a t a kind of Gunpowder
Plot is going on in the hall outside."
The lawyer filled his glass with claret, and pushed the crystal
jug towards Richard; but he left the wine untasted before him,
and he sat silently brooding over his suspicions, -with a bent brow
and rigidly-compressed lips.
I t was no use to struggle agalnat hia destiny, he thought.
Life waa to be always a dreary French novel, in which he waa
to play the victim husband. He had loved and trnsted this girl.
He had ,soen innocence and candour beaming in her face, aud
be had dared to believe in h e r ; and from tlio vi-ry hour of her
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marriage a horrible transformation had taken place in this han\
and fearless creature. A hundi-ed changes of expression, aU
equally mysterious to lum, had converted the face he loved inta
a wearisome and Incomprehensible enigma, which it was tha
torment of his life to endeavour vainly^ and hopelessly to guess.
Richard Thornton opened the door, aud Eleanor gladly made her
escape from the dining-room, holding Laura's hand in hers, and
with the Signora foUowing close behind her. The three women
entered the haU in a group, and paused for a moment looking at
t/anncelot Darrell and the stranger.
Mr. DarreU stood near the open hall-door with his hands ir
bis jiockets, and lus head bent in that sulky attitude which
Eleanor had good reason to remember. The stranger, smoothing
the wet nap of his hat with a careful hand, seemed to be talking
iu a tone of remonsti-ance, and, as It were, urging sometliing
upion his companion. Thia was only to be guessed by the expression of his face, as the voice in which he spoke was scarcely
above a whlspier.
The three ladles crossed the hall and went into the drawingroom. Eleanor had no need to confirm her sudden recognition of
the Frenchman by any second scrutiny of his face. She sat
down near the broad heai-th, and began to think how this man'a
unlooked-for coming might affect the fulfilment of her purpose.
AA'ould he be likely^ to thwart her ? or could he not, perhaps, be
induced to help her ?
" I must talk to Richard," she thought. " He knows the
world better than I do. I am almost as much a chUd aa
Laura."
AATUle Mrs. ]\Ionckton sat looking absently at the fire, and
ta-ying tc 'uiagine how the advent of the Frenchman might be
made subservient to the scheme of her Ufe, Miss Mason burst
into a torrent of panegyric upon the stranger s ajipcarance.
"He's such a good-natnred-looking dear," sue exclaimeii
" with curly hair and a moustache jns^t Hke the Emperor's; and
the idea of my frightening myself so about him, and thinlring he
was a dreadful creatui-e iu a slouched hat, and •with his coatcollar turned up to hide his face, come to arrest Lauucelot for
some awful crime. I'm not a bit frightened now, and I hope
rjauncelot wUl bring him In to tea. The idea of his being a
foreigner, too! I think foreigners are so interesting. Don't
you,'Nelly?"
Eleanor Monckton looked up at the sound of her name. She
had not heard a word that Laura had said.
"AVhat, dear?" she asked, Ustlessly
" Don't you think foreigners interesting, Nelly P" repeated tha
young lady
" Interesting P No."
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" What! not Frenchmen ? "
Mrs. Monckton gave a faint shiver.
"Frenchmen!" she said. "No, I don't Hke them, I How do I know, Laura ? Baseness and treachery belong to no
pecuHar people, I suppose ? "
Mr. Monckton and the scene-painter came Into the dravringroom at this moment, foUowed pretty closely by Launcelot
DarreU.
" What have you done -with your friend, Darrell ?" Gilbert
Monckton asked, •with a look of surprise.
" Oh, he's gone," the young man answered. Indifferently.
" You've let him go without asking him to rest, or take some
refreshment ? "
" Yes, I contrived to get rid of him."
" We don't usually ' contrive to get rid' of people when they
come here on a wet •winter night," said Mr. Monckton. " You'll
give ToUdale Priory a reputation for Inhospitality, I fear. Why
did you not ask your friend to stop ? "
" Because I didn't care to Introduce him to you," Launcelot
Darrell answered, coolly. " I never said he was a friend of mine.
He's only an acquaintance, and a very intrusive acquaintance*
He had no right to ferret out my whereabouts, and to come
do-wn here after me. A man doesn't want past associations
forced upon him, however agreeable they may have been."
" And stUl less when those associations are disagreeable. I
understand. But who is this man ? "
" He's a Frenchman, a commis voyageur, or something of
that kind; by no means a distinguished acquaintance. He's
a good fellow, in his o^wn particular fashion, and would go out
of his way to do me a service, I dare say; but he's rather too
fond of absinthe, or brandy, or any other spirit he can get
hold of."
" You mean that he Is a drunkard," said Mr. Monckton.
" I don't say that. But I know that the poor dovU has had
more than one attack of doUrlum tremens in the course of his
life. He's over here in the interests of a patent mustard, I
beUeve, lately Invented by some groat Parisian gastronomer."
" Indeed; and where did you make his acquaintance ? "
The same crimson hue that had mounted to Mr. DarreU'a
forehead when the Frenchman's card was handed to him dyed
his face now, and he hesitated for a few moments before replying
to GUbert Monckton's straight question. But he recovered him
self pretty quickly, and answered with his accustomed carelessness of manner:
" Whore did I know him ? Oh, in London, of course. He
w?.s an Inhabitant of that refuge for the destitute of aU nations,
some years s^o, while I was sowing my wild oats there."
R
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' Before you went to India P "
" Yes, of course, before I went to India."
Mr. Monckton looked sharply at the young man's face.
There were momenta when the lawyer's prudence, when the
conscientious scruples of an honest man got the better of the
husband's selfish fears; and in those moments GUbert Monckton
doubted whether he was doing his duty towards his ward in
Buffering her to marry Launcelot DarreU.
Was the yonng man worthy of the trust that was to be confided to him ? AA'as he a fitting husband for an inexperienced
and frivolous gUi ?
Mr. Monckton could only answer this question in one way.
He could only satisfy his conscience by taking a cynical -view of
Jhe matter.
" Launcelot DarreU is as good as other young men, I dare
say," he argued. " He's good-looking, and conceited, and shaUow,
and Idle; but the poor Uttle gul has chosen to faU in love -with
him, and If I come between them, and forbid this marriage, and
make the sUly chUd unhappy by forcing my choice upon her,
I may be quite as much mistaken as she, and after all marry
her to a bad man. I may just as weU let her draw her osra.
number in the great lottery, and trust to Providence for its
being a lucky one."
But to-night there was something in Launcelot DarreU's
manner which aroused a vague suspicion in the breast of the
lawyer.
" Then your friend the commis voyageur has gone back to
Windsor, I suppose ? " he said.
" N o ; I couldn't vei-y weU avoid gi-ving him shelter, as he
chose to come, though he came unin^vlted. I sent bim back to
Hazlewood -with a few Unes addressed to my mother, who vrill
do her best to make him comfortable, I dare say. Poor soul,
she would scarcely refuse to shelter a stray dog, if the wandering cur were in any way attached to me."
"Yes, Mr. DarreU, you have reason to value your mother's
affection," answered the lawyer, gravely. " But we must not
forget that we've a good deal of business to transact to-night.
WUl you come •with me Into my study, as soon as you've finished
that cup of tea ? "
Launcelot DarreU bowed, and set down his teacup on the
nearest table. Eleanor and Richard had both watched him
closely since his coming into the dra^wing-room. I t was easy to
see that he had by no means recovered from the unpleasant surprise caused him by the Frenchman's -visit. His careless manner
was only assumed, and it was -with evident difficulty that h<
responded to each new demand made upon his attention.
He fcUowed Gilbert INfonckt^n slowly and silently from the
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room, without having Ungered to speak so much as a word to
Laura, •without having even made her happy by so much as a loo^
" He might have spoken to me," the young lady murmured,
disconsolately, as she watched her lover's retreating figure.
Two hours elapsed before the gentlemen returned to the drawing-room ; two dreary hours for Laura, who sat ya^wnlng over a
book, or playing vri^th her two dogs, which, by •virtue of theli
high breeding and good conduct, were constant occupanti ot
the dra-wing-room at ToUdale. Richard Thornton and Mrs.
Monckton played a game of chess, the strangest game, perhaps,
that ever was played, for the moving backwards and forwards
of the ivory pieces was a mere pretence, by means of which
Eleanor contrived to take counsel •with her faithful ally.
"Do you think this man's coming •will help us, DIckP " a't^i
asked, when she had told the story of her recognition of the
Frenchman.
Richard shook his head, not negatively, but reflectively.
" How can I tell P " he said; " the man may or may not be
inclined to betray his friend. In any case it wiU be very difficult
for us to get at him."
" Not for yoti, Richard," murmured Eleanor, persuasively.
" Not for me," echoed the young man. " Syren, mermaiden,
•witch of the sea, avaunt! I t was you and the blue bonnet that
settled for the shipbroker and his clerks. Have you the blue
bonnet still, Nell; or have you any other influence in the
mUUnery line that you can brmg to bear upon this traveUer in
mustard P "
" But If he should remember me P "
" That's scarcely likely. His face was impressed upon your
mind by the awful circumstance that followed your meeting
•with him. You have changed very much since you were fifteen
years of age, Mrs. Monckton. You were a feminine hobbledehoy then. Now you are—never mind what. A superb
.Nemesis in crinoline, bent on deeds of darkness and horror.
No, I do not see any reason to fear this man's recognition of
you."
The expression of Launcelot DarreU's face had subsided into
a settled gloom when he reappeared in the dra^wIng-room •with
Mr. Monckton.
The lawyer seated himself at a reading-table, and began to
open the evening papers, which were sent from Windsor to
ToUdale. Launcelot strolled over to Laura Mason, and, sitting
do^wn beside her, amused himself by pulling the sUky ears of * ha
Skye terrier.
''Do teU me everything, Launcelot," said Miss Mason. " Yon
don't know how much I've suffered all this evening. I hope tha
bitjervJew waa a pleasant one P "
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" Oh, yes, remarkably pleaaant," answered the young man,
with a sneer. " I shall not be exposed to the reproach of ha^ving
made a mercenary marriage, Laura, at any rate."
" What do you mean, Launcelot ? " cried the young lady,
staring aghast at her lover. " You don't mean that my guardian's been deceiving me aU this time, and that I'm a poor
pennUess creature after all, and that I ought to have been a
companion, or a nursery governess, or something of that kind,
as Eleanor was before her marriage. You don't mean that,
Launcelot!"
" Not precisely," answered Mr. Darrell; " but I mean that
the noble allowance of which your guardian has talked so much
is to be two hundred a year: which, aa we are ao unfortunate aa
to possess the habits of a gentleman and a lady, wUl not go very
far."
" But ain't I rich,—ain't I an heiress ? " cried Miss Mason.
" Haven't I what-you-may-call-'ems—expectations ? "
" Oh, yes. I beUeve there is some vague promise of future
wealth held out as a compensation for aU present deprivations.
But really, although your guardian took great pains to explain
the dry business details to me, I was almost too tired to Usten
to him; and certainly too stupid to understand very clearly
what he meant. I beUeve there Is some money which you are
to have by-and-by, upon the death of somebody. But as it
seems that the somebody is a person in the prime of Hfe, who
has the power of altering his will at any moment that he may
take It Into his head to do so, I look upon that expectation as
rather a remote contingency. No, Laura, we must look our
position straight in the face. A Ufe of hard work Ues before
me; a Ufe of poverty before you."
Miss Mason made a wry face. Her mind had Httle power to
realize anything but extremes. Her Idea of poverty was something very horrible. An exiatence of beggary, •with the chance
of being caUed upon to do plain needlework for her daily bread,
and •with a workhouse at the end of the prospect.
" But I shaU love you all the aame, Launcelot," she whispered,
" however poor we may be, and I'U wear dresses without any
trimming, and imitation lace. I suppose you wouldn't know
imitation lace from real Valenciennes, Launcelot, and it's so
cheap. And I'll try and make pies and puddings, and I'U leam
to be economical, and I've lots of jeweUery that my guardian
haa given me, and we can sell that. If you like. I'U work aa
hard as that poor woman in the poem, Launcelot, for your sake.
' Stitch, stitch, stitch, band and gusset and seam.' I don't mind
the seams, dear; they'd be easy if one didn't prick one's fingers
and make knots in one's thread ; but I'm afraid I shall never be
able to manage the gussets. Onlv nrnmise me that you'U lave
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file still, Tjauncelot. TeU me that you don't hate me because
I'm poor."
The young man took the soft Httle hand that was laid •with an
implonng gesture on his wrist, and pressed it tenderly.
" I should be a brute If I wasn't grateful for your love, Laur^"
he said. " I didn't •wish you to be rich. I'm not the sort of
feUow who could contentedly accept a degraded position, and
sponge upon a •wife's fortune. I only wanted—I only wanted what
I had been taught to expect," he muttered, •with a savage accent;
" I'm set upon and hemmed in on every side, and I've a hundred
mortifications and miseries to bear for want of money. Bnt I'll
try and make you a good husband, my dear."
" You wUl, Launcelot," cried the girl, melted by some touch
of real earnestness in her lover's tone that was now and welcome
to her. " How good it is of you to say that. But how should
you be othervrise than good; and you wiU be a great painter,
and all the world •wUl admire you and talk about you, and we
ahaU be so happy,—shan't we, Launcelot ?—wandering through
Italy together."
The young man answered her •with a bitter laugh.
" Yes, Laura," he said, " the sooner we get to Italy the better.
Heaven knows, I've no particular interest that need keep me in
England, now."
CHAPTER X X X V I I I .
MR. MONCKTON BRINGS GLOOMY TIDINGS FROM WOODLANDS.

FOR some few daya after the Frenchmarfs arrival, Launcelot
Darrell stopped away from the Priory, much to the regret of hi»
betrothed, whose delight in her trousseau was not sufficient to
fUl the blank made by her lover's absence. Miss Mason reamed
disconsolately about the house, looking out at the bare trees,
and the desolate garden walks, and quoted Tennyson untU she
became obnoxious to her feUow-creatures by reason of her
regret that he did not come, and her anxiety that the day
should be done, and other lamentations to the same effect.
She ran out of doors sometimes under the bleak Febmary
aky, •with a cambric handkerchief over her head as a sensible protection from the bitter atmosphere, and her Hght ringlets flying
in the •wind, to stand at a Httle doorway in the high garden
waU, and. watch for her lover's coming by a narrow pathway
through the wood, by which It was his wont to make a short
cut for himself in dry weather.
She was standing in this narrow doorway upon the afternoon
of the 22nd of February—only twenty-one days before that
eventful moming which was to make her Launcelot DarreU'a
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•wife—with Eleanor Monckton by her side. The short -winter's
day was closing in, and the shadows were thickening in the low
woodland, whatever Hght might Unger on the hUl-tops above
ToUdale. The two women were silent: Eleanor was in very
low spirits, for on this day she had lost her friend and counseUor, Richard Thornton, who had had no alternative but to
leave ToUdale, or to forfeit a very remunerative and advantageous engagement at one of the Edinburgh Theatres, whither
he had been summoned to paint the scenery for a grand Easter
burlesque, about to be produced •with unusual splendour, by a
speculative Scottish manager; and who had, therefore, departed, taking his aunt -with him. George Vane's daughter felt
terribly helpless in the absence of this faithful aUy. Richard
had promised to attend to her summons, and to return to ToUdale at any hour, if she should have need of his services; but
he was separated from her by a long distance, and how conld
she teU when the moment of that need might come ? She was
alone, amongst people who had no sympathy •with the purpose of her Hfe, and she bitterly felt the desolation of^her
position.
I t was no very great wonder, then, if she was thoughtful and
sUent, and by no means the joyous, Hght-hearted companion
whom Laura Mason had loved and clung to at Hazlewood, before
the coming of Launcelot DarreU. This young lady watched her
now, furtively, almost fearfuUy, wondering at the change in her,
and speculating as to the cause of it.
" She must have been in love with Launcelot," Laura thought;
" how could she help being in love •with him ? And she married
my guardian because he's rich, and now she's sorry for having
done so. And she's unhappy because I'm going to be married
to Launcelot. And, oh! suppose Launcelot should stUl be in
love •with her; like the hero of a dreadful French novel!"
The dusk was deepening In the wood, when two figures
emerged from the narrow pathway. A taU, slenderly-buUt
young man, who s^wltched the low brushwood and the fern with
his light cane as he walked along, and a puffy little individual
with a curly-brimmed hat, who trotted briskly by his aide.
Laura was not slow to recognize her lover even in that doubtful Hght, and Eleanor knew that the young man's companion
was the French commercial traveUer.
Mr. DarreU introduced his friend to the two ladles
" Monsieur Victor Bourdon, Mrs. Monckton, Miss Mason," he
muttered, hastUy. " I dare say you have thought me very
neglectful, Laura," he added; " but I have been dri-vmg Monsieur Bourdon about the neighbourhood for the last day or two.
He's a stranger In this part of the country, though he's almost
as much an EngHshman as I am."
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Monsieur Bourdon laughed as he acknowledged the compHment, •with an air that was evidently intended to be fascinating.
" Y-a-a-se," he said, " we have been to Vindsor. I t Is very
naice."
Launcelot DarreU frowned, and looked angrily at his companion.
" Yes, Bourdon wanted to have a look at the state apartments," he said; " he wanted to compare them with those interminable gaUeries at VersaiUes, I suppose, to the disparagement of our national glory."
" But the apartments are closed," said Eleanor.
" Oh! of course," answered Mr. Dan-eU, looking at her rather
suspiciously, " they always are closed when you happen to want
to see them. Just Uke everything else in this world of anomaUes
and paradoxes."
" H e has taken his friend to Windsor," Eleanor thought;
" had this -visit any relation to his last visit ? Did he go there
to see Mr. Lawford's clerk ? "
She was helpless •without Richard, and could not answer this
question.
" I'U write to him to-night," she thought, " and ask him to
oome back to me directly."
But in the next moment she was ashamed of herself for her
selfishness. She might sacrifice her o^wn life to her scheme of
vengeance. The voice of her father crying to her from his unsanctified grave, seemed for ever urging her to do that; but
she had no right to call upon others to make the same sacrifice.
" No," she thought, " wherever the road I have chosen may
lead me, however difficult the path may be to foUow, I wIU henceforward tread it alone. Poor Dick! I have tormented him long
enough •with my sorrows and my helplessness."
" You've come to dine, of course, Launcelot," Miss Mason
said, whUe Eleanor stood motionless and sUent in the doorway,
absorbed in these thoughts, and looking Uke some pale statue
in the dusk; " and you've brought your friend, Monsieur—Monsieur Bourdon, to dine
"
" Ah, but no, mademoiseUe," exclaimed the Frenchman, in a
transport of humUIty. " I am not one of yours. Monsleul
DarreU is so good as to caU me his friend, but
"
The Frenchman murmured something of a deprecatory
nature, to the effect that he was only a humble commercial
traveUer in the interests of a patent article that was very much
appreciated by all the cro-wned heads of Europe, and which
would doubtless, by the aid of his exertions and those of his
compatriots, become, before long, a cosmopoUtan necessity, and
the source of a colossal fortune.
Eleanor shuddered and shrank away from the man •with a
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gesture almost expressive of disgust, as he turned to her in hia
voluble depreciation of himself and glorification of the merchandise which It was his duty to praise.
She remembered that It was this man, thia loquacious vulgarian, who had been Launcelot DarreU's tool on the night of her
father's death. This was the wretch who had stood behind George
Vane's chair, and watched the old man's play, and telegraphed
to his accompHce.
If she could have forgotten Launcelot DarreU's treachery, this
presence would have been enough to remind her of that pItUesa
baaeneaa, to inspire her •with a tenfold disgust for that hideous
cruelty. I t seemed as if the Frenchman's coming had been
designed by Pro^vldence to urge her to new energy, new determination.
" The man who could make this creature his accompHce in a
plot against my father shaU never inherit Maurice de Crespigny's
fortune," she thought; " h e shaU never marry my husband's
ward •'
She linked her arm in Laura's as she thought this; as if by
that simple and involuntary action she would have shielded her
from Launcelot DarreU.
In the next moment a footstep—the firm tread of a man—
sounded on the crisp gravel of the garden walk behind the two
girls, and presently GUbert Monckton laid his hand Ughtly upon
hia wife's shoulder.
She was startled by his unexpected coming, and turning
suddenly round, looked at him with a scared face; which was a
new evidence against her in his troubled mind, a new testimony
that she was keeping some secret from him.
He had left ToUdale Priory early that moming to give a day's
attention to that business of which he had been lately so neglectful, and had returned a couple of hours before his usual time for
coming home.
" "What brings you out into the garden this bitter afternoon,
Eleanor ? " he said, sternly; " you'll catch cold In that thin
shawl; and you, too, Laura; I should have thought a seat by
Jhe dra'wing-room fire far more comfortable than this dreary
garden. Good evening, gentlemen; you had better bring your
friend into the house, Mr. DarreU."
The young man muttered something of an apologetic nature,
and Monsieur Victor Bourdon acknowledged the la^wyer's cold
salutation •with an infinite number of bows and smirks.
" You have come home by an earUer train than usual, GUbert,"
Mrs. Monckton said, by way of saying something that might
break the sUence which had followed her husband's coming; " we
^d not expect you untU seven."
" I came to Windsor by the three o'clock express," answered
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Mr. Monckton. |' I have not come straight home. I stopped
a t Woodlands to inquire after the InvaUd."
Eleanor looked u p •with a new and eager expression in her face.
" A n d Mr. de Crespigny—he Is better, I hope."
" No, Eleanor, I fear t h a t you wUl never see him again. TTie
doctors scarcely hope t h a t he vrill last out the week."
The girl set her Ups firmly, and raised her head •with a resolute
gesture—a mute expression of determination and defiance.
" I will see him again," she t h o u g h t ; " I •will not trust my
hope of vengeance to a chance. H e may have altered his will,
perhaps. Come what may, I will stand beside his sick bed. I
will tell him who I am, and call upon him, in my dead father's
name, to do an act of justice."
Lanncelot DarreU stood with his head bent and his eyes fixed
npon the ground.
A s it was the habit of Eleanor to lift her forehead •with something of the air of a young war-horse who scents the breath of
the battle-field afar, so it was this young man's manner to look
moodUy earthward under t h e infiuence of any violent agitation.
" So," he said, slowly, " the old man Is dying ? "
" Yes," answered Mr. Monckton; " your great-uncle is dying.
You may be master of Woodlands, Launcelot, before many days
are paat."
The young man drew a long breath.
" Yea," he m u t t e r e d ; " I m a y : I may."

CHAPTER XXXIX.
LAUNCELOT'S

COUNSELLOR.

M R . DARRELL, and his friend the commercial traveller, did not
Unger long at the garden gate. There was nothing very cordial
or concUiatory in Gilbert Monckton's manner, and he had evidently no wish to cultivate any intimate relations with Monsieur
Victor Bourdon.
N o r was Launcelot Darrell by any means anxious t h a t his
companion should be invited to stop at Tolldale. H e had brought
the Frenchman to the Priory, but he had only done so because
Monsieur Bourdon was one of those pertinacious gentlemen not
easily to be shaken off by the •victims who are so unfortunate as
to have fallen into their power.
" Well," said the artist, as the two men walked away from tho
Priory In the murky dusk, " what do you think of her p "
" Of which her ? La belle future, or the otha-i-r ? "
" "^Vhat do you think of Mrs. Monckton ? I don't want yom
opinion of my future wife, thank you."
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Monsieur Bourdon looked at his companion •with a smile that
was half a sneer.
" He is so proud, this dear Monaieur Lan— DarreU," he said,
'' You ask of me what I think of Mrs. Monck-a-tonne," ha
continued, in EngHsh; " shaU I teU you what I think without
reseive ? "
" Yes, of course."
" I think, then, that she is a woman of a thousand—in aU that
there is of resolute—in all that there is of impulsive—in aQ
that there is of daring—a woman unapproachable, unsurpassable;
beautiful! to damn the angels ! If in the Httle business that we
came to talk about lately this woman is to be in the way, I say
to you, my friend, beware! If there is to be any contest between
you and her, beware ! "
" Pray don't go into heroics. Bourdon," answered Launcelot
DarreU, •with e^vldent displeasure. Vanity was one of the artist's
strongest •vices; and he •writhed at the notion of bemg considered inferior to any one, above aU to a woman. " I knew
Mrs. Monckton, and I knew that she was a clever, high-spirited
girl before to-day. I don't want you to teU me that. As to any
contest between her and me, there's no chance of that arising.
She doesn't stand in my way."
" Amd you refuse to teU to your devoted friend the name of
the person who does stand in your way ? " murmured Monsieur
Bourdon, in his most insinuating tones.
" Because that information cannot be of the least consequence
to my devoted friend," answered Launcelot DarreU, coolly. " If
my devoted friend has helped me, he •wiU expect to be paid for
nis help, I dare say."
" But, certainly! " cried the Frenchman, •with an air of candour ; " you •wUl recompense me for my services if we are successful ; and above all for the suggestion which first put into
your head the idea
"
" The suggestion which prompted me to the commission of
ft

"

" Hush, my friend, even the trees in this wood may have ears."
" Yes, Bourdon," continued Launcelot, bitterly, " I have good
reason to thank you, and to reward you. From the hour iu
which we first met nntU now, you have contrived to do me some
noble services."
Monsieur Bourdon laughed a dry, mocking laugh, which had
aometbing of the dIabolicaUy grotesque in its sound.
" Ah, what a noble creation of the poet's mind is Faust! " he
exclaimed; " that exceUent, that amiable hero; who would never,
of his own will, do any harm; but who Is always led into tho
commission of all manner of •wickedness by Mephistopheles.
And then, when this noble but unhappy man is steeped to tke
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very lips in sin, he can turn upon that -wicked counseUor and
aay, ' Demon, it is for your pleasure those crimes have been committed !' Of course he forgets, this impulsive Faust, that it
was he, and not Mephistopheles, who was in love vrith poor
Gretchen!"
" Don't be a fool. Bourdon," muttered the artist, impatiently.
" You know what I mean. When I started in Hfe I was too
proud to commit a dishonourable action. I t is you, and such as
you, who have made me what I am."
" Bah!" exclaimed the Frenchman, snapping his fingers with
a gesture of unutterable contempt. " You ask me just now to
spare you my heroics; I say the same thing now to you. Do
not let us talk to each other Hke the personages of a drama at
the Ambigu. I t is your necessities that have made of you
what you are, and that vrill keep you what you are, so long as
they exist, and are strong enough to push you to disagreeable
courses. Who says It is pleasant to go out of the straight Une ?
Not I, faith of a gentleman. Monsieur Lance! Beheve me, it is
more pleasant, as weU as more proper, to be virtuous than to be
wicked. Give me an annuity of a few thousand francs, and I
wiU be the most honourable of men. You are afraid of the
work that Ues before you, because it is difficult, because It Is
dangerous; but not because it is dishonourable. Let us speak
frankly, and caU things by thefr right names. Ton want to
inherit this old man's fortune ? "
" Yes," answered Launcelot Darrell. " I have been taught
from my babyhood to expect it. I have a right to expect it."
"Precisely; and you don't want this other peraon, whose
name you won't teU me, to get it."
"No."
" Very well, then. Do not let us have any further dispute
about the matter. Do not abuse poor Mephistopheles because
he has shown the desire to help you to gain your own ends, and
has already, by decision and promptitude of action, achieved
that which you would never have effected by yourself alone.
TeU Mephistopheles to go about his business, and he wUl go.
TJut he wUl not stay to be made a—what you caU—an animal
which is turn out Into the wilderness -with other people's sins
upon his shoulders ?—a scapegoat; or a paws-cat, which pull
hot cheatnuts from the fire, and bum her fingers in the interests
of her friend. The chestnuts, in this case, this, are very hot,
my friend; but I risk to bum my fingers with the sheUs in the
hope to partake the inside of the nut."
" I never meant to make a scapegoat of you, nor a cat's-paw,"
said Launcelot DarreU, •with some alarm in his tone. " I didn't
mean to offend you. Bourdon. You're a very good fellow in your
way, I know; and if your notions are a Uttle loose upon some
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subjects, why, aa you say, a man's necessities ue apt to get the
upper hand of hia principles. If Maurice de Crespigny has
chosen to make an iniquitous •wiU, for the mere gratification of
an old madman s whim, the consequences of his injustice must
rest on his head, not on mine."
"Most assuredly," cried tho Frenchman, '•that argument ie
not to be answered. Be hapj-py, my fiiend; -xve •wUl bring abou
a posthumous adjustment of the old man's errors. The •wrong
done by this deluded testator shall be repaired before his ashes
are carried to their reating-place. Have no fear, my friend; aU
is prepared, as you know, and, let the time come when It may,
we are ready to act."
Launcelot Dan-eU gave a long sigh, a fretftil, discontented inspiration, that was expressive of utter wearineas. This young
man had in the course of his Ufe committed many questionable
and dishonourable actions; but he had always done such wrong
aa it were under protest, and -with the air of a victim, who is
innocently disposed but too eaaUy perauaded, and who reluctantly auffers himself to be led away by the counsels of e^vUmlnded •wretches.
So now he had the air of yielding to the subtle arguments of
his friend, the agent for patent mustard.
The two men walked on in sUence for some little time. Thoy
had left the wood long ago, and were in a broad lane that led
towards Hazlewood. Launcelot Dan-eU strolled sUently along,
•with his head bent and his black eyebrows contracted. His companion's manner had Its naual dapper airiness; but every now
and then the Frenchman's sharp greenish-blue eyes glanced from
the pathway before him to the gloomy face of the artist.
" There Is one thing that I forgot m speaking of Mrs. Monckton," Monsieur Bourdon said, presently; " and that is, that I
fancy I have seen her somewhere before."
"*0h, I can account for that," Launcelot DarreU a-.i3wered,
carelessly. " I was inclined to think the same thing myself
when I first saw her. She is like George Vane'a daughter."
" George Vane's daughter ? "
" Yes, the girl we saw on the Boulevard upon the night
"
The young man stopped abruptly, and gave another of those
fretful sighs by which he made a kind of sulky atonement for
the errors of his Hfe.
" I do not remember the daughter of George Vane," murmured the Frenchman, reflectively. " I know that there was a
young girl •with that wearisome old Englishman—a handsome
young person, with bright yeUow hair and big eyes; an overgrown chUd, who was not easily to be shaken off; but, I remember no more. Nevertheless, I flunk I have seen this Mrs.
Monckton before to-day."
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" Because, I tell you, Eleanor Monckton is like t h a t girl. I
•aw the likeneas when I first came home, though I only caught
one glimpse of the face of George Vane s da,nglitor on the Boulevard t h a t night. And, if 1 bad not had reason for thinking
otherwise, I should have been almost inclined to behove t h a t the
old schemer's daughter had come to Hazlewood to plot against
my Interests."
" I do not understand."
" You remember George Vane's talk about his friend's promise, and the fortune t h a t he was to i n h e r i t ? "
" Yes, perfectly. Wo used to laugh at tho poor hopeful old man."
" You used to wonder why I took auch an interest In the poor
old fellow's talk. Hoavon knows I never wished him ill, much
leas meant him any h a r m
"
" Except so far as getting hold of his money," murmured
Monsieur Bourdon, in an undertone.
The young man turned impatiently upon his companion
" w h y do you delight in raking u p unpleasant memories?"
he said, in a half-savage, half'-p(icwish tone. " George Vane was
only one amongst many others."
" Most ct;rtainly ! Amcjng.st a great many others."
" A n d if I hapipened to play ecarte bettor t h a n most of the
men we know
"
" To say nothing of t h a t pretty little trick with an extra king
in tho lining of your coat sleeve, which I t a u g h t you, ray friend.
— B u t about George Vane, about tho friend of George Vane,
about tho j>r(3raIso
"
" Georgo Vane's friend is my groat-uncle, Maurice de Crespigny ; and the promise was made when the two were young
men at Oxford."
" A n d the promise was
"
" A romantic, boyish business, worthy of the Minerva Press.
If either of tho two friends died unraarriod, he was to leave all
his possessions to tho other."
" Supposing the other to survive him. B u t Monsieur de
Crespigny cannot leavo his money to the dead. George Vane ia
dead. You need no longer fear him."
" No, 1 have no reason to fea,r /t/'/ji.'"
" B u t of whom, then, have you fearP"
Laum-dot l)a,rrcll shook his head.
" Never you mind t h a t . Bourdon," he said. " Y o u ' r e a very
clover follow, and a very good-natured fellow, when you p)lcase.
B u t it's soinctimcs safest to keep one's own secrets. You know
what we talked about yesterday. Unless I take your advice
I ' m a ruined man."
" B u t you will take it P Having gone so far, and taken so
much trcj-ablo, and confided so much in strangers, you will surely
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not recede?" said Monsieur Bourdon, in his most insinuating
tones.
" If my great-uncle ia dying, the crisis has come, and I must
decide one way or the other," answered Launcelot DarreU,
slowly, in a thick voice that was strange to him. " I—I—can't
face ruin. Bourdon. I think I must take your advice."
" I knew that you would take it, my friend," the commercial
traveUer returned, quietly.
The two men turned ont of the lane and climbed a rough
etUe leading into a meadow that lay between them and Hazlewood. The Ughts burned brightly in the lower vrindows of Mrs.
DarreU's house, and the clock of the -vUlage church slowly struck
six as Launcelot and his companion crossed the meadow.
A dark figure was dimly visible, standing at a low wicket-gate
that opened from the meadow into the Hazlewood shrubbery.
"There's my mother," muttered Launcelot, "watching for
me at the gate. She's heard the news, perhaps. Poor soul, if
I didn't care about the fortune for my own sake, I should for
hers. I think a disappointment would almost kiU her."
Again a coward's argument,—a new loophole by means of
which Launcelot Darrell tried to creep out of the responsibUity
of his own act, and to make another, in a manner, accountable
for his sin.
CHAPTER
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walked slowly back to the house by the
side of her husband, whose eyes never left his wife's face during
that short walk between the garden-gate and the long French
window by which the two girls had left the drawing-room.
Even in the dusk, Gilbert Monckton coiUd see that his wife'a
face was unusuaUy pale.
She spoke to hiin as they entered the dra^wing-room, laying
her hand upon his arm as she addressed him, and looking
earnestly at him in the red fireUght.
" Is Mr. de Crespigny really dying, GUbert ? " she asked.
" I fear that, from what the medical men say, there is very
Httle doubt about it. The old man Is going fast."
Eleanor paused for a few moments, with her head bent, and
her face hidden from her husband.
Then, suddenly looking up, she spoke to him again; this time
with intense earnestness.
" GUbert, I want to see Mr. de Crespigny before he dies; I
want to see him alone—I must see him !"
The la^wyer stared at his wife in utter bewilderment. What,
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ia. Heaven's name, was the meaning of this sudden energy, this
intense eagerness, which blanched the colour m her cheeks, and
held her breathless? Her friendly feeUng for the invaUd, her
womanly pity for an old man's infirmities, could never have been
powerful enough to cause such emotion.
"You want to see Maurice de Crespigny, Eleanor?" repeated
Mr. Monckton, in a tone of undisguised wonder. " But why do
you want to see him ? "
" I have something to teU him—something that he nviist knoT
before he dies."
The lawyer started. A sudden Ught broke in upon his be•wUdered mind,—a Hght that showed him the woman he loved in
very odious colours.
" You want to teU him who you are ? "
"To teU him who I am? yes!" Eleanor answered, absently.
" But for what reason ? "
Mrs. Monckton was silent for a moment, looking thoughtfully
at her husband.
"My reason is a secret, GUbert," she said; " I cannot even
tell it to you—yet. But I hope to do so very, very soon. Perhaps to-night."
The lawyer bit his under Up and walked away from his wife
•with a frown upon his face. He left Eleanor standing before
the fireplace, and took two or three turns up and down the room,
pacing backwards and forwards in moody sUence.
Then, suddenly returning to her, he said, •with an air of angry
resolution that chUled her tunid confidence in him, and cast her
back upon herself, " Eleanor, there is something in all this that
wounds me to the very qtuck. There is a mystery between us;
a mystery that has lasted too long. Why did you stipulate that
your maiden name should be kept a secret from Maurice de
Crespigny? Why have you paid him court ever since your
coming to this place ? And why, now that you hear of his
approaching death, do you want to force yourself into his presence ? Eleanor, Eleanor, there can be but one reason for aU
this, and that the most sordid, the most miserable and mercenary
of reasons."
George Vane's daughter looked at her husband with a stare
of blank dismay, as if she was trying, but trying in vain, to
attach some meaning to his words.
" A sordid reason—a mercenary reason," she repeated, slowly,
in a half whisper.
"Yes, Eleanor," answered Gilbert Monckton, passionately.
" "Why should you be different from the rest of the world ? It
has been my error, my mad delusion, to think you so; as I once
thought another woman who crushed my hopes of happiness as
recklessly as a child shatters a pkythUig it haa got tired of It
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has been my folly to trust and beUeve in you, forgetful of tha
ast, false to the teaching of most bitter experience. I have
een mistaken—once more—aU the more egregiously, perhaps,
because this time I thought I was so deUberate, so cautious.
You are not different to the rest of the world. If other women
are mercenary, you too are mercenary. You are not content
•with ha^ving sacrificed your inclination for the sake of making
what the world calls an advantageous marriage. You are not
satisfied with having won a wealthy husband, and you seek to
inherit Maurice de Crespigny's fortune."
Eleanor Monckton passed both her hands across her forehead,
pushing back the loose masses of her hair, as if she would by
that movement have cleared away some of the clouds that overBhadowed her brain.
" J seek to inherit Mr. de Crespigny's fortune!" she murmured.
" Yes! Your father no doubt educated you in that idea. I
have heard how obstinately he buUt upon the inheritance of hia
friend's wealth. He taught you to share his hopes: he bequeathed them to you as the only legacy he had to give
"
" N o ! " cried Eleanor, suddenly; "the inheritance I received
at my father's death waa no inheritance of hope. Do not say
any more to me, Mr. Monckton. I t seems as if my brain had
no power to bear all this to-night. H you can think these base
things of me, I must be content to endure your bad opirUon. I
know that I have been very forgetful of you, very neglectful of
you, since I have been your -wife, and you have reason to think
badly of me. But my mind has been so fuU of other things: so
fnU, that it has seemed to me as if aU else in Hfe—except those
thoughts, that one hope—sUpped by me Hke the events of a
dream."
GUbert Monckton looked half-fearfuUy at his •wife as sha
spoke. There was something In her manner that he had never
seen before. He had seen her only when her feeUngs had been
held in check by her utmost power of repression. That power
was beginning to wear out now. The strain upon Eleanor's
inteUect had been too great, and her nerves were losing theii
power of tension.
"Do not say anything more to me," she cried, imploringly;
" do not say anything more. I t •wIU soon be over now "
"AVhat •will soon be over, Eleanor?"
But Eleanor did not answer. She clasped her hands before
l>er face; a half-stifled sob broke from her Hps, and she hurried
from the room before her husband could repeat his question.
Mr. Monckton looked after her with an expression of unmingled anguish on his face.
'' How can I doubt the truth P " he thought; " her indignant
repudiation of any design on Maurice de Crespigny's fortune
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exonerates her at least from t h a t charge. B u t her agitation,
her tears, her confusion, aU betray the t r u t h . H e r heart has
never been mine. She married me •with the determination to do
her duty to me, and to be true to me. I beheve t h a t . Yes, in
spite of aU, I •wiU beUeve t h a t . B u t her love is Launcelot
DarreU's. H e r love, the one blessing I sought to •win,—the
blessing which in my mad foUy I was weak enough to hope for,
—is given to L a u r a ' s betrothed husband.
W h a t could be
plainer t h a n t h e meaning of those last broken words she spoke
just now: ' I t wiU soon be over; it will soon be over P' W h a t
should she mean except t h a t Launcelot DarreU's marriage and
departure •will p u t an end to the struggle of her Ufe ? "
Mingled with the bitterness of his grief, some feeling akin to
pity had a place in Gilbert Monckton's heart.
H e pitied her—yes, he pitied this girl, whose life it had been
his fate to overshadow. H e had come between this bright young
creature and the affection of her innocent girlhood, and, presenting himself before her in the hour of her desolation, had
betrayed her into one of those mistakes which a Ufetime of
honest devotion Is not always able to repair.
" She consented to marry me on the impulse of the moment,
clinging to me in her loneliness and helplessness, and bUnded to
t h e future by the sorrow of the present. I t was an instinct of
confidence, and not love, t h a t drew her towards m e ; and now,
now t h a t there is no retreat—no drawing back—nothing b u t a
long -yista of dreary years to be spent vrith a m a n she does not
love, this poor u n h a p p y girl sufl'ers an agony which can no
longer be concealed, even from me."
Mr. Monckton paced u p and down hia spacious drawing-room,
thinking of these things. Once he looked -with a sad, bitter
smile a t the evidences of wealth t h a t were so lavishly scattered
about the handsome chamber. On every side those evldencet.
met his eyes. The Guido, upon which the fireUght gleamed,
kindling the face of a m a r t y r Into supernatural glory, was worth
a sum t h a t would have been a fortune to a poor man. Every
here and there, half hidden amongst the larger modem pictures,
lurked some tiny gem of Italian art, a few square inches of
painted canvas, worth full a hundred times its weight of unaUoyed gold.
" If my -wife were as frivolous as Laura," t h o u g h t M i .
Monckton, " I could make her happy, perhaps. Fine dresses,
and jewels, and pictures, and furniture, would be enough to make
happiness for an empty-headed woman. If Eleanor had been
influenced by mercenary feeUngs when she married me, she
would have surely made more use of my wealth; she leonld have
paraded the jewellery I have given her, and made bnrself a lay
Uguro for the display of railUner's work; »+ ieast vhile tlrp
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novelty of her position lasted. B u t she has dressed as plaiuiy
as a village tradesman's wife, and the only money she haa spent
is t h a t which she has given to her friend the music-mistress."
The second dinner-bell rang wlule Gilbert Monckton waa
pacing the empty drawing-room, and he went straight to the
dining-room in his frock-coat, and with no very great appetite
for the dishes t h a t were to be set before him.
Eleanor took her place at the top of the table. She -wore a
brown silk dreaa, a few shades darker t h a n her auburn hair, and
her white shoulders gleamed liked Ivory against bronze. She
had bathed her head and face •with cold water, and her rippUng
hair was still wet. She was very pale, very grave; b u t aU traces
of •violent emotion had passed away, and there was a look of
quiet determination about her mouth.
L a u r a Mason came matling and fluttering into the room, as
Mr. and Mrs. Monckton took their places a t the dinner-table.
" I t ' s my P I N K , " said the young lady, alluding to a very
elaborate toilette of blush-rose coloured sUk, bedizened with innumerable yards of lace and ribbon.
" I thought you would like to see m y pink, and I want to
know how it looks. I t ' s the new colour. Launcelot says the
new colour is like strawberry ices, but I like it. I t ' s one of t h e
dinner dresses in my trousseau, you know," she murmured,
apologetically, to Mr. Monckton; " and I wanted to t r y t h e
effect of it, though of course it's only to be worn a t a p a r t y .
The trimraings on the cross set beautifully; don't they,
Eleanor?"
I t was fortunate, perhaps, on this occasion a t least, t h a t Miss
Mason possessed the faculty of keeping u p a kind of conversational monologue, for otherwise there m u s t have been a very
dreary silence at the dinner-table upon this particular evening.
Gilbert Monckton only spoke when the business of the meal
compelled him to do so. B u t there was a certain tenderness of
tone In the very few words he had occasion to address to his wife
which was utterly different to his manner before dinner. I t was
never Mr. Monckton's habit to sit long over the dismal expanse
of a dessert-table ; b u t to-night, when the cloth had been removed and the two women left the room, he followed them
without any delay whatever.
Eleanor seated herself in a low chair by the fireplace. She
had loolvcd a t her watch twice during dinner, and now her eyes
Wandered almost involuntarUy to the dial of the clock upon the
chimney-piece.
Her husband crossed the room and leant for a few moments
over her chair.
" I am sorry for what I said this afternoon, Eleanor," ho
murmured, in a low voice; " can you forgive me ? "
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His wife Hfted her eyes to his face. Those luminous grey
eyes had a look of mournful sweetness in them.
" Forgive y o u ! " exclaimed Eleanor, " it is you who have
so much to forgive. B u t I -wIU atone—I wiU atone—after tonight."
She said these last words almost in a whisper, rather as if sh«
had been speaking to herself t h a n to her h u s b a n d ; but Gilbert
Monckton heard those whispered syllables, and drew hia o-wr,
conclualons from them. Unhappily, every word t h a t Mrs,.
Monckton uttered tended to confirm her huaband's doubts and
to increase his wretchedness.
H e seated himself in a reading-chair upon the opposite side
of the hearth, and, dravring a lamp close to his elbow, buried
himself, or appeared to bury himaelf, in hia newspapers.
B u t every now and then the upper margin of the " Times,"
or the " P o s t , " or the "AthouEeum," or the " Saturday," or
whatever journal the lawyer happened to be perusing—and he
took u p one after the other with a fretful i-estlessness t h a t betokened a mind III at ease—dropped a little lower t h a n the level
of the reader's eyea, and Mr. Monckton looked across the edge
of the paper a t hia wife.
Almost every time he did so he found t h a t Eleanor's eyes
were fixed upon the clock.
The discovery of this fact speedily became a torture to him.
He followed his wife's eyes to the slowly moving hands upon
the enamelled dial. H e watched the minute hand as It glided
from one figure to another, marking intervals of five minutea
t h a t seemed like five hours. Even when he tried to road, t h e
Joiid ticking of the •wretched timepiece came between him and
the sense of the page upon which his eyes were fixed, and the
monotonous sound seemed to deafen him.
Eleanor sat quite still in her low easy chair. Scraps of fancywork and open books lay upon the 'table beside her, b u t she
made no effort to beguile the evening by any femuune occupation. L a u r a Mason, restless for want of eraployment and companionship, fiuttored about the room like some discontented
butterfiy, stopping every now and then before a looking-glass to
contemplate some newly-discovered effect In the elegan't costume
which she called her " p i n k ; " but Eleanor took no notice
whatever of her murmured exclamations and appeals for sympathy.
" I don't know what's come to you, NeUy, since your marriage," the young lady cried a t l a s t ; after vainly trying to draw
Mrs. Monckton's attention to the manifold beauties of gauze
puffings and fioating streamers of ribbon; " you don't seem to
take any interest in Hfe. You're quite a different girl to what
you were at Hazlewood—before Launcelot came home."
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Mr. Monckton threw down the " Athenseum," and took np
" Punch," at this juncture. H e stared with a stony face at one
of Mr. Leech's most genial cartoons, and glanced almost vengefuUy at the famihar double columns of jokes. Eleanor looked
away from the clock to answer her companion's peevish complaint.
" I am thinking of Mr. de Crespigny," she said; " he may
be dying wliUe we are sitting here."
Mr. Monckton dropped " P u n c h , " and looked, openly this
time, at his wrife's face.
Could It be, after all, t h ^ t her abstraction of manner really
arose frora no deeper cause t h a n her regret for the k^ss .jf this
old man, who was her dead father's friend, and who had displayed an especial affection for her ?
Could It be ao ? N o ! Her worda t h a t night had revealed
more t h a n a common sorrow such as this. They had betrayed
the secret of a hidden struggle—a woman'a grief—not easUy to
be repressed or overcome. There Is no knowing how long the
la^wyer might have sat brooding over his troubles under cover of
the newspapers, but presently he remembered some papers which
he had brought from London t h a t afternoon, and which it was
his imperative duty—In the interests of a very Important cUent
—to read t h a t night.
H e pushed away the lamp, rose from his low chair, and went
to the door of the dra^wing-room.
" I am going to my study, E l e a n o r ; " he said; " I shall
most Ukely spend the rest of tho evenmg there, and I m a y be
obUged to be very late. You won't sit u p for me ? "
" Oh, n o ; not unless you wish It."
" On no account. Good night. Good night, L a u r a . "
Even whUe his wife wished him good night, her eyes wandered
oneasUy back to the clock. A quarter to ten.
" A n d he hasn't once lookod at my p i n k ! " murmured Miss
Mason, as her guardian left the drawing-room.
Scarcely had the door closed when Eleanor Monckton rose
from her chair.
H e r flushed cheeks flamed -with ciimson brightness; her eyea
were lighted up as if a fire had b-arned in her dilated pupils.
_ " I am going to bed, Laura," ahe said, a b r u p t l y ; " I am very
tired. G o o d n i g h t ! "
She took a candle from a table near the door, Utit, a n d h u m e d
from the r(;()m before L a u r a could question her or remonstrate
with her.
" She doesn't ]nok tired," t h o u g h t Miss M a s o n ; " she looks
as if she were going to a baU; or going to have the scarletina.
I tliink I looked Uke t h a t when I was going to bave the scarlatina.; and when Lanncelot proiiosed to me."
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Five minutes after the stable-clock had struck ten, the great
door of Tolldale Priory waa opened by a cautloua hand, and Mra.
Monckton stole out of her house with a woollen cloak vsrapped
about her, and her head almost buried in the hood belonging to
the thick •winter garment. She closed the door softly; and
then, •without stopping to look behind her, hurried down the
broad stone steps, acroaa the courtyard, along the gravelled
garden pathway, out at the narrow wooden door In the wall, and
away Into the dreary darkneaa of the wood that lay between the
Priory grounds and the dwelling-place of Maurice de Crespigny.

CHAPTER XLI,
A TERRIBLE

SURPRISE.

W I T H the chlU -winds of February blo-wing in her face, Eleanor
Monckton entered the wood between Tolldale and Mr. de Crespigny's estate.
There were no atara In the blank grey sky above that lonely
place; black masses of pine and fir shut in the narrow path upon
either side; mysterious noises, caused by the capricious moaning
of the •winter •wind, sounded far away In the dark recesses of "the
wood, awfuUy distinct amid the stUlnoss of the night.
I t was very long since Eleanor had been out alone after dark,
and she had never before been alone in the darkness of such a
place as this. She had the courage of a young Honess, but she
had also a highly nervous and sensitive nature, an imaginative
temperament; and the solemn loneliness of this wood, resonant
every now and then -with the dismal cries of the nlght-^wlnd, was
very terrible to her. But above and beyond every natural
womanly feeling was this girl's devotion to her dead fa'fcher; and
she walked on with her thick shawl gathered closely round her,
and •with both her handa pressed against her beating heart.
She walked on through the soUtude and the darkness, not indifferently, but devotedly; in sublime self-abnegation; in the
heroic grandeur of a soul that is elevated by love; as she would
have walked through fire and water, if by the endurance of such
an ordeal she could have given fresh proof of her affection for
that hapless suicide of the Faubourg Saint Antoine.
" My dear father," she murmured once. In a low voice, " I
have been slow to act, but I have never forgotten. I have never
forgotten you, lying far away from me In that cruel foreign grave.
I have waited, but I •wiU wait no longer. I -will speak to-night."
I think she beUeved that George Vane, divided from her by
the awful chasm wlilch ya^wns, mysterious and unfathomable,
betwixt Ufe and death, was yet near enough akin to her, in hisr
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changed s t i t e of being, to witness her actions and hear her
words. She spoke to him as she would have written to him had
he been very far away from her, in the beUef t h a t her words
would reach him, sooner or later.
The walk, which in the daytime seemed only a pleasant ramble,
was a weary pUgrimage under the starless -winter sky. Eleanor
stopped once or t-wlce to look back at the Hghted -svindows of
Tolldale, lying low In the hoUow behind h e r ; and then hurried
on vnth a quicker step.
" If Gilbert should miss m e , " she thought, " what •wUl he do P
w h a t •wiU he think ? "
She quickened her pace even more as she thought of her
husband. W h a t unlooked-for difficulties m i g h t she not have
to combat if Mr. Monckton should discover her absence, and
Bend or go himself in search of her.
She had reached the outskirts of the wood by this time, and
the low gate in the iron fence—the gateway through which she
had passed upon the day when, for the first time, she saw her
father's old friend, Maurice de Crespigny.
This gate was very rarely locked or bolted, b u t to-night, to her
surprise, she found It vride open.
She did not stop to wonder a t this circumstance, b u t hurried
on. She had gro^wn very famiUar -with every pathway in the
grounds during her walks beside Mr. de Crespigny's InvaUd
chair, and she knew the nearest way to the house.
This nearest way was across a broad expanse of turf, and
through a shrubbery Into the garden at the back of the rooms
occupied by the old man, who had for m a n y years been unable
•to go u p and down stairs, and who had, for t h a t length of time,
inhabited a suite of rooms on the ground-floor, opening with
French vrindows on to a tiny lawn, shut in and sheltered by a
thick belt of pine and evergreens. I t was In this shrubbery tha^t
Eleanor paused for a few moments to recover her breath after
hurryring u p the bill, and to reassure herself as to t h e safety of
the papers which she carried in the bosom of her dress—Launcekit DarreU's water-colour sketch, and her father's letter. The
picture and the letter were safe. She reassured herself of this,
and was about to h u r r y on, when she was arrested by a sound
near her. The laurel branches close beside her h a d rustled, aa
if parted by a man's strong hand.
Many times in her journey through the wood, Eleanor had
been terrified by a rustUng amongst the long grass about the
trunks of the trees ; bnt each time the sight of a pheasant flying
across her pathway, or a frightened hare scudding away Uito
the darkness, had reassured her. B u t this time there could be
no mistake as to what she had heard. There was no game in
Mr. do Croajolgny's garden.
She was not alone, therefore.
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There was a man lurking somewhere under the shadow of the
evergreens.
she stopped; clutched the documents that she carried in her
breast, and th .-m emerged from the shrubbery on to the la-wn,
ashamed of her fears.
The man whose presence had alarmed her was, no doubt, one
of the servants—the gardener, most Ukely—and ho would admit
her to the house and save her any encounter with the maiden
sisters.
She looked about the garden, but could see no one. Then, in
a low voice, she called to the man by name: but there was no
answer.
Lights were burning in Mr. de Crespigny's bedroom, but tho
windows of the room which the old man caUed his study, and
the windows of his dressing-room, a Uttle apartment between
the bed-chamber and the study, were dark.
Eleanor waited a few minutes in the garden, expecting to hear
or see one of the servants emerge from the shrubbery; but all
was quiet, and she had no alternative except to go round to the
principal door of the house, and take her chance of being admitted.
" I am certain that there was some one close to me," she
thought. " I t must have been Brooks, the gardener; but how
odd •that he didn't hear me when I called to him."
The principal entrance to Mr. de Crespigny's house was by a
pair of half-glass doors, approached by a double flight of stone
steps, either from the right or the left, as might suit the visitor's
convenience. I t was a handsome entrance; and the plate glass
which formed the upper halves of the doors appeared a very
sUght barrier between the visitor waiting on the broad stone
platform •without and the interior of the house. But, for aU
this, no portculHs of the Middle Ages, no sturdy postern-gate of
massive oak studded by ponderous iron naUs, was ever more impregnable to the besieger than these transparent doors had been
under the despotic sway of the rich bachelor's maiden nieces.
Despairing poor relations, standing hopeless and desperate •without those fatal doors, had been well-nigh tempted to smash the
plate-glass, and thus make their way into the citadel. But, aa
this would have scarcely been a Ukely method by which to ingratiate themselves into the favour of a testy old man, the glass
remained undamaged; and the hapless kinaf'^lk of Maurice de
Crespigny were fain to keep at a diatance and hope—almost
Egamat hope—that he would get tired of his maiden watchers,
and revenge himself upon their officlonsness by leaving hig
money away from them.
It was outside these glass doors that Eleanor Monckton stood
to-night, •with very different feelings in her breast to those whicb
were wont to animate the visitors who came to Woodlands.
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She pulled the brass handle of the beU, which w t s stiff from
Uttle usage, and which, after resisting her efforts for a longtime,
gave way at last •with an angry spring t h a t shook the distant
clapper vrith a noisy peal which seemed as if it would have never
ceased ringing sharply through the stillness.
But, loud as this peal had been, it was not answered immediately, and Eleanor had time to contemplate the prim furniture of
the dImly-Ughted hall, the umbrella-stand and barometer, and
some marine views of a warlike nature on the walls; pictures in
which a De Crespigny of Nelson's time distinguished himself
unpleasantly by the blowing np of some very ugly ships, which
exploded in blazes of yoUo-?/ ochre and vermilion, and the
bombardment of some equally ugly fortresses in burnt sienna.
A butler or factotum,—for there was only one male ser\'ant in
the house, and he was old and unpleasant, and had been cherished
by the Misses de Crespigny because of those very qualifications,
which were Ukely to stand in the way of his getting any import a n t legacy,—emerged at last from one of the passages at t h e
back of the haU, and advanced, vrith indignation and astonishment depicted on his grim features, to the doors before which
Eleanor waited. Heaven only knows how impatiently.
" Launcelot DarreU may have come here before me," she
t h o u g h t ; " h e may be •with his uncle now, and m a y induce him
to alter his •will. H e must be desperate enough to do anything,
if he really knows t h a t he is disinherited."
The butler opened one of the haU doors a very Httle way, and
suspiciously. H e took care to plant himself in the aperture, in
sucn a manner aa would have compeUed Eleanor to walk t h r o u g h
his body before she could enter the h a l l ; and as the butler was
t h e very reverse of Mr. Pepper's ghost In consistency, Mrs.
Monckton could only parley with him in the faint hope of taking
the citadel by capitulation. She did not know t h a t the citadel
was already taken, and t h a t an avyful guest, to whom neither
closely guarded doora nor oaken posterns lined -with stoutest iron
formed obstacle or hindrance, had entered t h a t quiet mansion
bef->rc her; she did not know this, nor t h a t the butler only kept
her a t bay out of the sheer force of habit, and perhaps •with a
spiteful sense of pleasure in doing battle •with would-be legatees
" I w a n t to see Mr. de Crespigny," Eleanor cried, eagerly; " )
want to see him very particularly, if you please. I know t h a t
he will see me If you wUl be so good as to tell him t h a t I am here."
The butler opened his mouth to speak, b u t before he could do
so a door opened, and Miss Lavinia de Crespigny appeared. She
was very pale, and carried a handkerchief in her hand, which she
put to her eyes every now and then; but the eyes were quite dry,
and she had not been weeping.
" W h o is t h a t P " she exclaimed, sharply. "AVhat is the matter,
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Parker P "Why can'-t yon teU the person that wo can see nobody
to-night P';
" I was just a-goin' to tell her so," the butler answered; "but
it's Mrs. Monckton, and she says she wants to see poor master."
He moved away from the door, as if his responsibiUty had
ceased on the appearance of his mistress, and Eleanor entered
the haU.
" Oh, dear Miss La-vlnia," she cried, almost breathless in her
eagerness, " do let me see your uncle. I know he •wIU not refuse
to see me. I am a favourite vrith bin., you know. Please let
me see him."
Miss Lavinia de Crespigny appHed her handkerchief to her dry
eyes before she answered Eleanor's eager ei.treaty. Then she said
very slowly,—
"My beloved uncle departed this Hfe an hour ago.
He
breathed his last In my arms."
" And in mine," murmured Miss Sarah, who had foUowed her
sister into the haU.
" And I was a-standing by the bedside," obsei-ved the butler,
•with respectful firmness; "and the last words as my blessed
master said before you come Into the room. Miss Lavinia, was
these: 'You've been a good servant, Parker, and you'll find
you're not forgotten.' Yes, miss, ' You'U find you're not forgotten, Parker,' were his last words."
The two ladles looked very sharply and rather suspiciously at
Mr. Parker, as if they were meditating the possibUity of 'that
gentleman ha^vIng fabricated a •wiU constituting himself sole
legatee.
"I did not hear my dear uncle mention you, Parker," Miss
Sarah said, stiffly; " but we shall not forget any one he wished to
have remembered ; you may be sure of that."
Eleanor Monckton s^tood, silent and aghast, staring straight
before her, paralyzed, dumbfounded, by the tidings she had just
heard.
" Dead!" she murmured at last. " Dead ! dead!—before I
could see him, before I could teU him
"
She paused, looking round her with a bewildered expression in
her face.
" I do not know why you should be so eager to see my uncle,"
said Misa La-rinia, forgetting her assumption of grief, and becoming very genuine in her spiteful feeling towards Eleanor, aa
a possible rival, " nor do I know what you can have had to say
to him. Bnt I do know that yon have not exhibited very good
taste In intruding upon us at snch an hour as this, and, above
aU, in remaining, now thnt you hear the sad affliction"—the
handkerchief went to the eyes again here—"which has befallen
tts. If you come here," added Mias Lavinia, suddenly becoming
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spiteful again, " i n Lie hope of ascertaining how my uncle'a
money has been left—and It would be only like some people to
do so—I can give you no Information npon the subject. The
gardener has been sent to AVindsor to summon Mr. Lawford's
clerk. Mr. Lawferd himself started some days ago for Now
York on business. I t ' s very unlucky t h a t ho should be away at
such a time, for we p u t every confldcncc in him. However, I
suppose the clerk will do as well. He will put seals ou my
uncle's effects, I beUeve, and nothing will be known about the
•will until the day of the funeral. B u t I do not think you need
trouble yourself upon the subject, my dear Mrs. Monckton, as I
perfectly remember my beloved relative *t!lllng you very distinctly t h a t he had no Idea of leaving yon anything except a
picture, or something of t h a t kind. AVe shall be vei-y happy to
see t h a t you get the picture," concluded the lady, •with frigid
^•)oliteiiess.
Eleanor IMoncktou stood with one hand pushing the glossy
ripples of auburn hair away from her forehead, and with a look
upon her face which the Misses de Crespii::ny—whose minds had
run In one very narrow groove for the last twenty y^ears—could
only construe into some disappointment upon the subject of the
wUl. Eleanor rci-overed her self-command with an effort, aa
Miss Lavinia finished speaking, and said, very quietly :
" Believe me, I do not want to Inherit any of Mr. de Cres]iigny's property. I am very, very sorry t h a t he Is dead, for
there was something t h a t I wanted to tell him before he died;
something t h a t I ought to have told him long ago. I havo been
foolish—cowardly—to wait so long."
She said the last words not to the two ladies, b u t to herself;
and then, after a pause, she added, slowly:
" I hope your nucle has left lus fortune to you and your sister.
Miss Lavinia. Heaven grant t h a t he may h ive left it s o ! "
Unfortunately the Misses de Crespigny weie in the humour t o
take offence at anything. The terrible torture of suspense which
was gnawing at the heart of each of the dead man's nieces disiiosed them to be snappish to any one who came in their vs-ay.
To them, to-night, it seemed as if t h e earth was peopled by
expectant legatees, all eager to dispute for the heritage wnich by
right was theirs.
" W e are extremely obliged to you for your good wishes, Mrs.
Monckton," Miss Sarah said, with vinegary politeness, " a n d we
can perfectly appreciate their sincerity. Good evening."
On this hint, the butler opened the door with a solemn flourish,
and tbe two ladies bowed Eleanor out of the house. The door
closed behind her, and she went slowly down the steps, lingerina
without purpose, entirely bewUdered by the t u r n t h a t events had
taken.
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'' Dead ! " she exclaimed, in a half-whisper, " dead! I never
thought t h a t he would die so soon. I waited, and waited, thinking that, whenever the time came for me to speak, he would be
aUve to hear m e ; and now he Is dead, and I have lost my chance;
I have lost my one chance of avenging my father's death. Tho
law cannot touch Launcelot Darrell; but this old man had the
power to punish him, and would have used t h a t power. If he
had known the story of his friend's death. I cannot doubt
that. I cannot doubt t h a t Maurice de Crespigny dearly loved
my father."
Eleanor Monckton stopped for a few minutes a t the bottom of
the steps, trying to collect her senses—trying to think If there
was anything more for her to do.
No, •there was nothing. The one chance which fortune, by a
aeries of events, not one of which had been of her own contriving, had thro^wn mto her way, was lost. She could do nothing
but go quietly home, and wait for the reading of the wiU, which
might, or might not, make Lanncelot DarreU the owner of a
noble estate.
B u t then she remembered Richard Thornton's visit to Windsor, and the Inferences he had drawn from the meeting between
Launcelot and the lawyer's clerk. Richard had most firmly
beUeved t h a t the propierty was left away from the young m a n ;
and Launcelot DarreU's conduct since t h a t day had gone far
tovs^ards confirming the scene-painter's assertion. There was
very Uttle doubt, then, t h a t the will which had boon dra-wn u p
by Mr. Lawford and witnessed by Gilbert Monckton, was a will
that left Maurice do Cresp-jlgny's fortune away from Launcelot
Dan-eU. The old man had spoken of a duty which he meant to
perform. Surely he must have aUuded to his two nieces' devotion, and the recompense which they had earned by their patient
attendance upon hira. Such untiring watchers generally succeed
in reaping the reward of then- labours; and why should It be
otherwise in this case ?
But then, on the other hand, the old m a n was fretful and
capricious. His nerves had 'I'een shattered by a long Ulness.
How often, in the watches of the night, he might have lain
awake, pondering upon the disposal of his wealth, and doubtful
what to do with It In his desu-e to act for the best! I t waa
known t h a t he had made otber wUls, and had burned them when
the humour seized hira. He had had ample opportunity fcir
changing bis mind. H e had very Hkoly destroyed the •will witnessed by Gilbert Monckton, in order to make a new one in
Launcelot's favourEleanor stood a t tne t)ottom of the broad flight of steps, •with
her hand upon the iron raUing, thinking of all this. Then, yntt
s ppgretful sigh, she widked away from the front of the house.
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CHAPTER XLH.
IN THE TKESENCE OF TIIE DEAD.

T H E rooms t h a t had been occupied by Maurice de Cresjngny
were a t tbe back of the house, and Eleanor, returning by t h e
way t h a t she had come, had occasion to pass once more through
the garden and shrubbery upon which the windows of these
rooms looked.
Mrs. Jlonckton paused amongst the evergreens t h a t grew near
the house, sheltering and darkening the windows with their thick
luxuriance. The Venetian shutters outside the windows of the
room in which the dead man lay were closed, and the light within
shone brightly between the slanting laths.
" Poor old man," Eleanor murmured, as she looked mournfully
towards tlus death-chamber, " he was very good to m e ; I ought
to be sorry for his death."
The evergreens whicli grew in groups on cither side of the
•windows made a thick screen, behind wluch half-a-dozcn people
might have safely hidden themselves upon this moonless and
starless February night. Eleanor Ungered for a few moments
amongst these clustering laurels before she emerged upon tho
patch of smooth turf, which was scarcely large enough to be
dignified with the title of a lawn.
A s she Ungered, partly because of a regretful tendemess
towards the dead man, partly because of t h a t irresolution and
nncertainty t h a t had taken j>ossessIoii of her nund from the
moment In which she had heard of hia death, she was startled
once more by the rustling of the branches near her. This time
she was not left long m doubt: the rustling of the branches was
followed by a hissing whlspier, very cantious and subdued, bnt a t
the same time very distinct In tbe stillness ; and Eleanor j\lonckton \vas not slow to reciigni/.e the accent of the French commercial traveller. Monsieur A'ictor Bourdon.
" Tho shutters are not fastened," this m a n whispered; " there
is a chance yet, mon ami."
The spieaker was within two paces of Eleanor, but she wns
hidden from him "tiy the shrubs. Tho companion to whom ba
had spoken was of course Launcelot Darrell; tliere conld be no
doubt of that. B u t why were these men here ? H a d tho artist
come In ignorance of his kinsman's death, and in tho hope of
introducing himself secretly into tho old man's apartments, and
thus ontmauLTBUvrlng the maiden nieces ?
A s the two men moved nearer one of the windows of the bedchamber, moving very cautiously, but still disturbing the branehea
as they went, Eleanor drew back, and stood, motionless, iibiiost
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breathless, close against the blank wall between the long French
windows.
I n another moment Launcelot Darrell and his companion were
standing so_ close to her t h a t she could hear their hurried breathing as distinctly as she heard her o-wn. The Frenchman softly
drew back one of the Venetian shutters a few inches, and peeped
very cautiously through the nan-ow aperture Into the room.
" There is only an old woman there," he whispered, " an old
woman, very grey, very respectable ; she is asleep, I t h i n k ; look
and see who she is."
Monsieur Bourdon drew back as he spoke, making way for
Launcelot Darrell. The young m a n obeyed his companion, but
in a half-sulky, half-unwilUng fashion, which was very much Uke
his manner on the Parisian Boulevard.
" AVho Is it ? " whispered the Frenchman, as Launcelot leant
forward and peered Into the lighted room.
" Mrs. Jepcott, my uncle's housekeeper."
" la she a friend of yours, or an enemy P "
" A friend, I think. I know t h a t she hates my aunts. She
would rather serve me t h a n serve them."
" Good. W e are not going to t r u s t Mrs. J e p c o t t ; b u t it's aa
weU to know t h a t she Is friendly towards us. Now Usten to me.
my friend ; we m u s t have the key."
" I suppose we must," muttered Latmcelot DarreU, very
stdklly.
" You suppose we m u s t ! B a h ! " whispered the Frenchmair
•with intense scornfulness of manner. " I t is likely we should
draw back, after having gone so far as we have gone, and made
snch promises aa we have made. I t Is Hke you Englishmen h
turn cowards a t the very last, in any difficult business like this.
You are very brave and very great ao long aa you can make a
great noise about your honour, and your courage, and youi
loyalty; so long aa the drums are beating and the flags flying,
and aU the world looking on to admire you. B u t the moment
there ia anything of difficult—anything of a Httle hazardous, or
anything of criminal, perhaps—you draw back, you havo fear.
B a h ! I have no patience with you. Y o u are a great nation,
bnt you have never produced a great Impos'tor. Your Perkin
Warbecks, your S t u a r t Pretenders, they aa-e all the aame. They
ride u p hills -with forty thousand men, and,"—here Monsieur
Bourdon hissed out a very big French oath, to give strength to
his assertion,—" when they get to the top they can do nothing
better t h a n ride down again."
I t is not to be supposed that, in so critical a situation as t h a t
in which the two men had placed themselves, the Frenchman
would have said all this without a purpose. H e knew Launcelot
Darrell, and he knew t h a t ridicule was the best spur with which
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to urge him on when ho was incUned to come to a stand-stlll.
The young man's pride took fire a t his companion's scornful
banter.
" W h a t do you want me to do ? " he asked.
" I want you to go into t b a t room and look for your uncle's
keys. I would do it, and perhaps do It better t h a n you, but if
t h a t woman woke and found me there, she would rouse the
house; if she wakes u p and sees you, any sentimental story of
your desire to look for the last time upon your kinsman and
benefactor will satisfy her and stop her mouth.
You muat
search for the keys. Monsieur Robert Lance, pardon !—Monsieur
Launcelot Darrell."
The young man made no immediate answer to this speech.
H e stood close to the •window, •with t h e half-oi")on shutter in hia
hand, and Eleanor could see, by the motion of this shutter, t h a t
he waa trembling.
" I can't do it. Bourdon," he gasped, after a long p a u s e ; " I
can't do It. To go u p to t h a t dead man's bedside and steal his
keys. I t seems Hke an act of sacrUege—I—I—can't do it."
The commercial traveUer shrugged his shoulders so high t h a t
it almost seemed he never meant to bring them do^wn again.
" G o o d ! " he said, " C'est fini! Live and die a pauper.
Monsieur Darrell, but never again ask me to help you in a great
scheme. Good night."
^
The Frenchman made a show of walking off, b u t went slowly,
and gave Launcelot plenty of time to stop him.
" Stay, Bourdon," the young man m u t t e r e d ; " don't be a fool.
If you mean to stand by me in this business, you m u s t have a
little patience. I'll do what must be done, of course, however
unpleasant It may be. I've no reason to feel any great compunction about the old man. H e h a s n ' t shown so much love
for me t h a t I need have any very sentimental affection for him.
I'll go iu and look for the keys."
H e had ojoened the shutter to Its widest extent, and he p u t hia
liand upon the window as he spoke, b u t t h e Frenchman checked
him.
" W h a t are you going to d o ? " asked Monsieur Bourdon.
" I ' m going to look for the keys."
" N o t t h a t way. If you open t h a t window the cold air will
blow into the room and awaken the old woman—what you caU
ber—Madame Jepcott. No, you m u s t take off your boots, and
go in through one of the windows of the other rooms. AA^e saw
Just no^w t h a t those rooms aro empty. Come with me."
The two men moved away towards the windows of the sittingroom. Eleanor crept to the Venetian shutters which Launcelot
Laa closed, and, drawing one of them a Uttle way open, looked
into the room in which the dead man lay. The liousekeej^r.
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Mrs. Jepcott, sat in a roomy easy-chair, close to the fire, which
l.'urned brightly, and had evidently boon very lately replenished.
The old woman's head had fallen bac'K upon the cushion of her
chair, and the monotonous regularity of her snores gave sufficient evidence of the soundness of her slumbers. Voluminous
curtains of dark green damask were drawn closely round the
massive four-post bed; a thick wax candle, hi an old-fashioned
silver candlestick, burned upon the table by the bedside, and a
pair of commoner candles. In brass candlesticks, brought, no
doubt, from the housekeeper's room, stood upon a larger table
near the fireplace.
Notlung had been disturbed since the old man's death. The
maiden ladies had made a merit of this.
" AVe shall disturb nothing," Miss Lavinia, who was t h e
more loquacious of the two, had said; " we shall not pry about
or tamper with any of our beloved relative's effects. You will
take care of everytlung in your master's room, J e p c o t t ; we place
everything under your charge, and you -wiU see t h a t nothing is
touched; you •will take care t h a t not so much as a pockethandkerchief shaU be disturbed until Mr. Lawford's clerk comes
from Windsor."
I n accordance with these directions, everything had remained
exactly as it had been left at the moment of Maurice de Creapigny's death. The practised sick-nurse had retired, after doing
her dismal d u t y ; the stiffening Umbs had been composed in the
last calm sleep; the old man's eyeUds had been closed upon
the sightless eyebaUs; the curtains had been d r a w n ; and t h a t
was all.
The medicine bottles, the 0])en Bible, the crumr)led handkerchiefs, the purse, and paper-knife, and spectacles, and keys, lying
in disorder upon the table by the bed, had not been touched.
Eager as the dead man's nieces were to know the contents of hia
will, the t h o u g h t of obtaining t h a t knowledge by any surreptitious means had never for one moment entered into the head of
either. They were conscientious ladies, who attended church
three times upon a Sunday, and who would have recoUed aghast
from before the mere thought of any infraction of the law.
Eleanor, •with the Venetian shutter a very Httle way open, and
with her face close against the window, stood looking into the
lighted room, and waiting for Launcelot Darrell to appear.
The great four-post bedstead stood opposite the windows; the
door was on Eleanor's right hand. About five minutes elapsed
before there was any sign of the intruder's coming. Then the
door waa opened, very slowly, and Launcelot DarreU crept into
the room.
Hia face waa almost Hvid, and he trembled violently. A t first
he looked helplessly about him, as if paralyzed by fear. Then he
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took a handkerchief from hia pocket, and wiped the cold perspiration from hia forehead, still looking helplessly right and left.
But presently the Frenchman's head appeared round the edge
of the door, which Launcelot DarreU had left a Uttle way open,
a fat Httle hand pointed to the table by the bed, and Monsieur
Bourdon's hissing whisper vibrated in the room.
" Via,—the table—the table—straight before you."
FoUowing this indication, the young man began with trembling
hands to search amongst the disorder of the Uttered table. He
had not occasion to seek very long for what he wanted. The
dead man's keys lay under one of the handkerchiefs. They
jingled a Uttle as Launcelot took them up, and Mrs. Jepcott
stu-red in her sleep, but she did not open her eyes.
" Como away, come !" whispered the Frenchman, as Launcelot
stood -with the keys in his hand, as if too much bewildered even
to know that his purpose was accompUshed. He obeyed Monsieur
Bourdon, and hurried from the room. He had taken off his
boots at his companion's Instigation, and his stockinged feet
made no sound upon the thick carpet.
" What is he going to do -with those keys P " Eleanor thought.
•'If he knows the contents of the wUl, as Richard beUeved, what
good can the keys be to him ? "
She stIU looked into the Ughted bed-chamber, wondering what
could hapi^en next. Where had Launcelot DarreU gone, and
what was he going to do with the keys ? She crept along by
the side of the house, past the window of the dressing-room,
which was atiU dark, and stopped when she came to the window
of the old man'a study. All the windows upon thia fioor were
in the aame style—long French windows, opening to the ground,
and they were aU sheltered by Venetian shutters. The shutters
of the study were closed, but the window was open, and through
the bara of the shutters Eleanor saw a faint gUmmer of Hght.
She drew the shutter nearest her a Uttle way open, and looked
into the room. The Ught that she had seen came from a very
smaU bull's-eye lantern, which the Frenchman held In his hand.
He was standing over Launcelot DarreU, who was on his kneea
before the lower half of an old-fashioned secretaire, at which
Mr. de Crespigny had been in the habit of •writing, and in which
he had kept papers.
The lower half of this secretaire contained a great many Httle
drawers, which were closed In by a pair of Inlaid ebony doors
The doors were open now, and Launcelot DarreU was busy
examining the contents of the drawers one by one. His hands
stUl trembled, and he went to work slowly and awkwardly. The
Frenchman, whose nerves appeared in no way shaken, contrived
to throw the light of the bull's-eye always upon the papers ix
the young man's hand.
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" Have you found what you want ? " he askoi.
"'No, there's nothing yet; nothing but old leases, receipts,
letters, bUls."
" Be quick ! Remember we have to put the keys back, and to
get away. Have you the other ready ?"
"Yes."
They spoke In whispers, but their whispers were perhaps more
distinct than their ordinary tones would have been. Eleanor
could hear every word they said.
There was a long pause, during which Launcelot DarreU
opened and shut several drawers, taking a hurried survey cS.
their contents. Presently he uttered a half-smothered cry.
" You've got it ? " exclaimed the Frenchman.
"Yea.';
" Put in the substitute, then, and lock the cabinet."
Launcelot Darrell threw the document which he had taken
from tho drawer upon a chair near him, and took another paper
from his pocket. He put this second paper In the place from
which he had taken the first, and then shut the drawer, and
closed and locked the doors of the cabinet. He did all this In
nervous haste, and neither he nor his companion perceived that
a third paper, very much Hke the first In shape and size, had
faUen out of one of the drawers and lay upon the carpet before
the cabinet.
Now, for the first time, Eleanor Monckton began to comprehend the nature of the conspiracy which she had -witnessed.
Launcelot Darrell and his accompHce had substituted a fictitious
paper for the real -will signed by Maurice de Crespigny and
witnessed by Gilbert Monckton and the lawyer's clerk. The
genuine document was that which Launcelot DarreU had flung
npon the chair by the side of the secretaire.

CHAPTER X L I I L
A BRIBE TRIUMPH.

first Impulse was to rash Into the room
and denounce Launcelot DarreU In the presence of thoae who
would be sure to come In answer to her call. He would be
scarcely likely to find much mercy at the hands of his aunts:
he would stand before them a detected wretch, capable of any
crime, of any treachery, for the furtherance of his own Interest.
But a second impulse, as rapid as the first, restrained the
impetuous girl. She wanted to know the end, she wanted to
see what these two plotters would do next. Under the Influenr>e
of her desu-e to rush into the room, she had moved forwara a
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few paces, rustling tho leaves abont her as she stirred. Tfe«
Frenchman's acute hearing had detected that rustHng s-ound.
" Quick, quick," he whispered; " take the keys back; there is
some one in the garden."
Launcelot DarreU had risen from hia kneea. The door between the study and the dressing-room had been left ajar; the
young man pushed it open, and hurried away vritk the keya in
nia hand. Victor Bourdon closed his lantern, and came to the
•window. He thrust aside the Venetian shutters, and stepped
ont Into the garden. Eleanor crouched down •with her back flat
^ u i n s t the waU, completely sheltered by the laurels. The
frenchman commenced his search amongst the bushes on the
right of the window. Eleanor's hiding-place was on the left.
This gave her a moment's breathing time.
" The •wiU!" she thought in that one moment; " they have left
the genuine •wiU upon the chau- by the cabinet. If I could get
that!"
The thought had flashed Hke Ughtning through her brain.
Reckless in her excitement, she rose from her crouching position,
and sUd rapidly and noiselessly across the threshold of the open
•vrindow Into the study, before Victor Bourdon had finished his
examination of the shrubs on the right.
Her excitement seemed to intensify every sense. The only
light in the room waa a faint ray which came across the smaU
intermediate chamber from the open door of Maurice de Crespigny's bedroom. This Ught was very Uttle, but the open door
was opposite the cabinet, and what Hght there was fell upon the
veiy spot towards which Eleanor's dUated eyes looked. She
could see the outhne of the paper on the chair; she could see
the other paper on the floor, faint and grey in the dim glimmer
from the distant candles.
She snatched the vriU from the chair, and thrust it Into the
pocket of her dress; she picked up the other paper from the
floor, and placed It on the chair. Then, with her face and flgure
obscured m the loose cloak that shrouded her, she went back
into the garden.
As ehe drew back Into the shelter of the laurels she felt a
man's gai-ments brushing against her own, and a man's hot
breath upon her cheek. The Frenchman had passed her so
closely that It was almost impossible he could have failed to perceive her presence; and yet he had seemed utterly uncouscloua
of it.
Launcelot Darrell came back to the study almost the moment
after Eleanor had left it. He was breathing quickly, and stopped
to •wipe his forehead once more vrith his handkerchief.
"Bourdon!" he exclaimed, in a loud whisper. "Bourdon,
where are vouP"
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^ 8 Frenchman crossed the threshold of the •window as tha
fuung m a n called to him.
" I have been on the look-out for spies," he said.
" Have you seen any one ? "
" N o ; I fancy it was a false alarm."
-' Come, then," said Launcelot Dan-ell, " we have 'oeen luckier
than I thought we should be."
" H a d n ' t you better unlock t h a t door before we leave ? " asked
Monsieur Bourdon, pointing to the door which communicated
with the other p a r t of the house. Launcelot had locked it on
first entering the study, and had thus secured himself from any
sm-prlse in t h a t direction. The two men were going away when
Monsieur Bourdon stopped suddenly.
" You've forgotten something, my friend," he whispered, laying
his hand on Launcelot's shoulder.
"V^Tiat?"
" T h e vrill, the genuine •will," answered the Frenchman, pointing to the chair. " I t would be a clever thing to leave t h a t
belUnd, e h ! "
Launcelot started, and p u t hia hand to his forehead.
" I must be mad," he muttered; " this business is too much
for my brain. W h y did you lead me into it, Bourdon ? Are you
the De-vU, t h a t you m u s t always prompt me to some new mischief?"
" You shaU ask me t h a t next week, my friend, when you are
the master of this house. Get t h a t paper there, and come a w a y :
unless you want to stop till your maiden a u n t s make their appearance."
Launcelot Darrell snatched u p the paper which Eleanor had
p u t upon the chair by the cabinet. H e was going to t h r u s t it
into his breast-pocket, when the Frenchman took It away from
him.
" You don't particularly want to keep t h a t document; or to
drop it anywhere about the garden; do you ? We'll burn it, if
it's aU the same to you, and save them all trouble at—what you
call your law court—Common doctors, Proctor's Commons, eh ? "
Monsieur Bourdon had p u t his bull's-eye lantern In his coatpocket, after looking for spies amongst the evergreens. H e now
produced a box of fusees, and setting one of them ahght, watched
it fizz and sparkle for a moment, and then held It beneath the
corner of the document In his left hand.
The paper was slow to catch fire, and Monsieur Bourdon had
occasion to Hght another fusee before he succeeded in doing
more t h a n scorching It. B u t it blazed u p by-and-by, and by
the Hght of the blaze Eleanor Monckton saw the eager faces of
the two men. Launcelot DarreU's Uvid countenance was almost
like t h a t of a m a n who looks on a t an assassinatioa. The com-
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niorclal traveller watched the slow burning of the document
with a smile ujion his face—a smUe of triumph, as it seemed to
Eleanor Monckton.
" V i a ! " he exclaimed, as the paper dropped, a fraU sheet of
tinder, from hia hand, and fiuttored alowly to the ground.
" V i a ! " he cried, stamping upon the feathery grey ashes; "ao
much for that; and now our Uttle scheme of to-night is safe, I
fancy, my fiiend."
Launcelot Dan-oU drew a long breath.
" Thank God, It's over," he muttered. " I wotUdn't go through
this business again for twenty fortunes."
Eleanor, stUl crouching npon the damp grass close against
the wall, waited for the two men to go away. She waited,
with her hands clasped upon her heart; thinking of her
triumph.
The vengeance had come at last. That which she had said to
Richard Thornton was about to be fulfilled. The law of the land
had no power to punish Launcelot Dan-eU for the cowardly and
treacherous act that had led to an old man's most miserable
death: but the traitor had by a new crime placed himself at the
mercy of the law.
" The ^vill he has placed in the cabinet is a forgery," she
thought; " and I have the real wUl in my pocket. He cannot
escape me now,—he cannot eacape me now! Hia fate is in my
hands."
Tho two men had walked past the laurels out on to the grassplat. Eleanor rose from her crouching position, rustling tho
branches as she did so. At the same moment she heard voices
in the distance, and saw a Hght gleaming through the leaves.
One of the voices that she had heard was her husband's.
" S o much the better," she thought. " I wUl teU him what
Launcelot Darrell Is. I wIU teU him to-night."
The voices and the Ughts came nearer, and she heard Gilbert
Monckton say:
" Impossible, Miss Sarah. "Wliy should my -wife stop here F
She must have gone back to ToUdale; and I have been unlucky
enough to miss her on the way."
The lawy^or had scarcely spoken when, by the Hght of the
lantern wluch he held, he saw Launcelot Darrell making off mto
the shrubbery that surrounded the grass-plat. The young man
had not succeeded In escapiing from the open space into tlus
friendly shelter before Gilbert Monckton perceived him. !Aloneieur Boiu-don, perhaps better accustomed to take to his heels,
had been more fortunate, and had plunged in amongst the
evergreens at the first sound of the la-wyer's voice.
" DarreU ! " cried Mr. Monckton, " what in Heaven's name
brings you here ? "
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The young man stood for a few moments, irresolute, and
BuUen-looking.
" I've as good a right to be here as any one else, I suppose,"
he said. " I heard of my uncle's death—and—and—I came to
ascertain If there was any t r u t h in the report."
" You heard of my beloved uncle's d e a t h ! " cried Miss Sarah
de Crespigny, peering sharply a t her nephew from under the
shadow of a pent-house-like garden-hood, in which she had invested herself before venturing into the night afr. " How could
you have heard of the sad event ? My sister and I gave special
orders t h a t no report should go abroad untU to-morrow moming."
Mr. DarreU did not care to say t h a t one of tbe Woodlands
servants was in his p a y ; and t h a t tho same servant, being no
other t h a n Brooks, the gardener, had galloped over to Hazlewood, to communicate the tidings of his master's death, before
starting for AVindsor.
" I did hoar of It," Launcelot Snid, " and t h a t ' s enough. I
came to ascertain if it was t r u e . "
" B u t you were going away from the house when I saw you ! "
said Mr. Monckton, rather suspiciously.
" I was not going away from the house, for I h a d not been to
the house," Launcelot answered. In tho same tone as before.
H e spoke in a sulky^, grudging manner, because he knew t h a t
he was teUIng a deliberate Ho. H e waa a man who alwaya did
•wrong acts under jirotest, as being forced to do them by the
injustice of the world; and held society responsible for aU his
errors.
" Have you seen my vrife ? " Gilbert asked, still suspiciously.
" No. I have only this moment come. I have not seen anybody."
" I must have missed her," muttered the lawyer, with an
anxious air. " I must have missed her between this and TollJale. Nobody saw her leave the house. She went out without
leaving any message, and I guessed a t once t h a t she had come
u p here. I t ' s very odd."
" I t is very o d d ! " Miss Sarah repeated, -with spiteful emphasis,
" I must confess t h a t for my own part I do not see what motive
Mrs. Monckton could have h a d for rushing u p here in the dead
of the night."
The time which Miss Sarah de Crespigny spoke of as the dead
of the night had beeu something between ten and eleven o'clock.
I t waa now past eleven.
The la-wyer and Miss de Crespigny walked slowly along the
gravelled pathway t h a t led from the grass-plat and shrabbery to
the other side of the house. Lauucelot DarreU went with them,
lounging by his aunt's side, with his head do^wn, and lus hands
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in his pockets, stopping now and then to ki;k the pebbles from
his pathway.
I t was impossible to imagine anything more despicable than
this young man's aspect. Hating hunself for what he had done;
hating the man who had prompted him to do it; angry against
the very workings of Providence—since by his reasoning it was
Providence, or his Destiny, or some power or other against whicli
he had ample gi-ound for rebelUon, that had caused all the nuschief and dishonour of his Ufe—he wont uirwIUIngly to act out
the part which he had taken upon himself, and to do his best to
throw GUbert Alonckton off the scent.
His mind was too much distm-bed for him to be able clearly t<j
reaUze the danger of his position. To have been seen there was
ruin—perhaps ! If by-and-by any doubts should aiise as to the
vaUdltv of the wUl that would be found In Maui-ice de Cresi>igny's
secret aire, would It not be remembered that he, Launcelot Dan-ell,
had been seen lurking about the house on the night of the old
man s death, and had been only able to give a very lame explanation of his motives for being there. He thought of this as he
walked by Ins aunt's side. He thought of this, and began to
wonder U' it might not be possible to undo what had been done P
No, It was Impossible. The crune had been committed. A step
had been taken which could never be retraced, for Victor Bourdon
had biu-ned the real -wIU.
" Cui-se his officlonsness," thought the yotmg man. " I could
have undone it aU but for that."
As the lawyer and his two comp)anIons reached the angle of the
house on their way to the front entrance, whence Mr. Monckton
and Miss de Crespigny had come Into the garden, a dark figure,
shrouded in a loose cloak, emerged from amidst the shnibs bv
the windows of the dead man's apartments, and approached
them.
" AATio is that ? " cried the lawyer, suddenly. His heart began
to beat violently as he asked the question. I t was quite a supererogatory question; for he knew weU enough that it was hia
•wife who stood l)efore lum.
" I t Is I, GUbert," Eleanor said, quietly.
" You here, Mrs. Monckton! " exclaimed her husband, in a
harsh voice, that seemed to ring through the air Hke the vibration of metal that has beeu stmck—" you here, hiding in this
shrubbery! "
" Yes, I came here—^how long ago. Miss Sarah P It seema
half a centui-y to me."
" You came here exactly^ twenty muiutes ago, MJrs. Monckton,"
Misa de Crespigny answered. Icily.
" And by a really remarkable coincidence," cried GUbert
Monckton, in the same nnuotural voice in which he bad spoken
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before, " Mr. Darrell happens to be here too: only I muat do you
the juatlce to say, Mrs. Monckton, that you appear less discomposed than the gentleman. Ladies always have the advantage
of us; they can carry off these things so easily; deception seems
to come natural to them."
" Deception!" repeated Eleanor.
What did he mean ? Wliy was he angry -with her ? She wondered at his manner as she walked -with him to the house. No
suspicion of the real nature of her husband's feelings entered her
mind. The absorbing idea of her Ufe was the desire to punish
her father's destroyer; and how could she Imagine that her husband was tortured by jealous suspicions of •this man: of this
man, who of aU the li^ving creatures upon the earth was most
hateful to her ? How could she—knowing her own feelings,
and taking It for granted that these feelings were more or loss
obvious to other people—how could she imagine the state of
Gilbert Monckton's mind ?
She went into the hall -with her husband, followed by Miss
Sarah de Crespigny and Launcelot Darrell, and from the hall into
the sitting-room usuaUy occupied by the two ladies. A lamp
burned brightly upon the centre table, and Miss Lavinia de
Crespigny sat near it, with some devotional book in her hand.
I think she tried her best to be devout, and to employ herself
•with serious refiections upon the dread event that had so lately
happened; but the fatal power of the old man's wealth was
stronger than any hoUer Influence, and I fear that Miss Lavinia's
thoughts very often wandered away from the page on wluch her
eyes were fixed, into sundry intricate calculations of the cumulative interest upon Exchequer bUls, India five per centa., and
Groat Western RaUway shares.
" I must have an explanation of this business," Mr. Monckton
said: " it is time that we should all understand each other.
There has been too much mystification, and I am moat heartUy
tired of it."
He walked to the fireplace and leaned his elbow upon tha
marble chimney-piece. From this position he commanded a -view
of every one In the room. Launcelot DarreU flung himself into
a chair by the table, nearly opposite his aunt Lavinia. He did
not trouble himself to notice this lady, nor did he bow to
Eleanor; he sat with his elbow resting upon the arm of his
chair, his chin in the palm of his hand, and he employed himself
by biting his naUs and beating his heel upon the carpet. He
was stUl thinking, as he had thought in the garden, " If I could
only undo what I have done. If I could only undo the work of
the last quarter of an hour, and stand right •with the world
again."
But Ul tlus intense desire that had taken possession of Lp.-.iS"
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celot DarreU's mind there was mingled no regretful horror of
the •wickedness of what he had done; no remorseful sense of
the great injustice which he had plotted; no •wish to atone or to
restore. I t was selfishness alone tha^t. influenced his every
thought. He wanted to put himself right. He hated thia new
position, which for the last few minutea he had occupied for_ the
first time in his Hfe; the position of a dehberato crimiual,
amenable to the laws by which the commonest felons are tried,
likely to suffer as the commonest felons suffer.
I t seemed to him aa If his brain had been paralyzed untU
now; It seemed to bim aa if he had acted in a stupor or a
di-eam; and that he now for the first time comprehended the
natui-e of the deed which he had done, and waa able to foresee
the piossible consequences of his o-wn act.
" I have committed forgei-y," he thought. " If my ciime is
discovered I shaU be sent to Bei-muda to work amongst gangs of
mui-derous i-uffians tUl I drop do-wn dead. If my crime Is discovered ! How shall I ever be safe fi-om discovery, when I am
at the mercy of the -wi-etclies who helped me ? "
Eleanor tlu-ew off her cloak, but she refused to sit do-wn in
the chair which Aliss Sarah offered her. She stood dl-vlded by
the •width of half the room from her husband, •with her face
fronting his, in the fuU glai-e of the lampUght. Her large grey
eyes were bright -with excitement, her cheeks were flushed, her
hau- feU loosely about her face, bro-wn in the shadow, and gUttering Hke ruddy gold In the Ught.
In aU the beauty of her gu-lhood, from the hour in which
GUbert Alonckton had lu'st seen her untU to-night, she had
ne^er looked so beautiful as she looked now. The sense that she
had ' viumphed, the thought that she held the power to avenge
her father's death, lent an unnatirral biilUancy to her loveliness.
She was no longer an ordinary woman, only gifted •with the
earthly charms of lovely womanhood: she was a splendid
Nemesis, radiant •with a supernatural beauty.
CHAPTER XLIVLOST.

'*You asked me why I came hero to-night," she said, looking
at her husband. " I wiU tell you, Gilbert: but I must t^U you
a long story fU-st, almost aU the story of my Ufe."
Her voice, resonant and musical, roused Launcelot DarreU
from his gloomy abstraction. He looked up at Eleanor, and for
the fu-st time began to wonder how and why she had come there.
They had met her in the garden. AA'hy had she been there ?
What had she been doing thereP Could it be possible that she
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had played the spy upon him ? No! Surely there ccmld be no
fear of that ? What reason should she have for suspecting or
watching him ? That terror was too cowardly, too absurd, he
thought; but such foolish and unnecessary fears would be the
perpetual torment of his Ufe henceforward.
" You remember, GUbert," Eleanor continued, " that when I
promised to be your -wife, I told you my real name, and asked
you to keep that name a secret from the people in this house ;
and from Launcelot Darrell."
"Yes," answered Mr. Monckton, " I remember."
Even in the midst of the tortures which arose out of hia
jealousy and suspicion, and which to-night had reached their
cUmax, and had taken entire possession of the lawyer's mind,
there was some half-doubtful feoHng of wonder at Eleanor's
cahn and self-assured manner.
And yet she was deceiving him. He knew that. He had
long ago determined that this second hazard of hia life waa to
reault in ignominious failure, Hke the first. He had been deceived before; gulled, hoodvrinked, fooled, jilted: and the traitress
had smiled in his face, -with the innocent smile of a guileless
chUd. Eleanor was perhaps even more skiUed in treachery than
that first traitress ; but that was all.
" I •will not be deluded by her again," he thought, as he looked
gloomily at the beautiful face opposite to him: " nothing she
can say shaU make me her dupe again."
" Shall I tell you why I asked you to keep that secret for me,
GUbert ? " continued Eleanor. " I did so because I had a motive
for coming back to the neighbourhood of this place. A motive
that was stronger than my love for you—though I did love you,
Gilbert, better than I thought; if I thought at all of anything
except that other motive which was the one purpose of my
Hfe."
Mr. Monckton's upper lip curled scornfully. Love him!
That was too poor a fancy. What had he ever been but a dupe
and a cat's-paw for a false woman; fooled and cheated many
years ago in his early manhood; fooled and cheated to-day in
his prime of life. He smiled contemptuously at the thought of
his ovyn folly.
" Launcelot DarreU," cried Eleanor, suddenly, in an altered
voice, " shall I tell you why I was so eager to come back to this
neighbourhood? Shall I tell you why I wanted the secret of
my name kept from you and from your kindred ? "
The young man Hfted his head and looked at Eleanor. Wonder
and terror were both expressed in his countenance. He wondered why Gilbert Monckton's wife addressed him with such
earnestness. He was afraid, without knowing what he feared.
•' I don't know what yon mean, Mrs, Monckton," be faltered
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" What could I have to do -with your false name, or yonr oommn
back to this place ? "
" EVERYTHING ! " cried Eleanor: " it was to be near you that
I came back here."
" I thought as much," muttered the lawyer, under hia
breath.
" It was to be near you that I came back," Eleanor repeated;
" it was to be near you, Launcelot Darrell, that I was so eager
to come back: so eager, that I would have stooped to any
stratagem, encountered any risk. If by so doing I could have
hastened my retum. I t was for this that I took the moat
solemn step a woman can take, without stopping to think of its
solemnity. I t was to deceive you that I kept my name a secret.
I t was to denounce you as the wretch who cheated a helpless
old man out of the money that was not his own, and thus
drove him to a shameful and a sinful death, that I came here. I
nave watched and waited long for this moment. I t has come at
last. Thank Heaven, it has come at last! "
liauncelot DarreU rose suddenly from his chair. His white
face was stUl turned towards Eleanor; his eyes were fixed in a
stare of horror. At first, perhaps, he contemplated rushing ont
of the room, and getting away from this woman, who had
recaUed the sin of the past, at a moment when his brain was
maddened by the crime of the present. But he stopped, fascinated by some irresistible power in the beautiful face before him.
Eleanor stood between the coward and the door. He could not
pass her.
" You know who I am now, Launcelot Darrell, and you know
how much mercy yon can expect from me," this girl continued,
in the clear, ringing voice In wluch she had first addressed her
enemy. " You remember the eleventh of August. You remember the night upon which you met my father upon the Boulevard. I stood by his side upon that night. I was hanging upon
his arm, when you and your vUe associate tempted bim away
from me. Heaven knows how dearly I loved him; Heaven
knows how happUy I looked forward •to a Hfe in which I might
be with him and work for him. Heaven only knows how happUy
that blight dream might have been reaUzed—but for you—but
for y^ou. May an old man's sin rest upon your head. May a
daughter's bUghted hope rest upon your head. You can guess
now why I am here to-night, and what I have been doing; and
you can guess, perhaps, what mercy you have to expect frorc
George Vane's daughter."
" George Vane's daughter!"
Sarah and La^vlnia de Crespigny Hfted up their hands anc
eyes in mute dismay. Was this woman, this •viper, who riaC
gained access to the very heart of the citadel which they ha/l
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guarded so jealously, the very creature who of aU others they
would have kept remote from the dead man ?
No ! it was impossible. Neither of Maurice de Crespigny's
nieces had ever heard of tho birth of George Vane's youngest
chUd. The old m a n had received tidings of the little girl'a
advent in a letter sent by stealth, and h a d kept the intelUgence
a secret.
" I t is too a b s u r d ! " Miss Lavinia exclaimed; " George Vane's
youngest daughter is Hortensia Bannister, and she m u s t be at
least five-and-thirty years of age."
Launcelot Darrell knew better t h a n this. He could recaU a
dismal scene t h a t h a d occurred in the pale grey Hght of an
A u g u s t moming. H e could remember a white-haired old man,
sitting amidst the sordid splendour of a second-rate coffee-house,
crying about his youngest daughter, and bewailing the loss of
the money t h a t was to have paid for his darUng's education; a
•wretched, broken-hearted old man, who had held his trembUng
hands aloft, and cursed the wretch who had cheated him.
H e could see the figure now, with the shaking hands Hfted
high. H e could see the wrinkled face, very old and wom. In
t h a t grey morning light, and tears streaming from the faded
blue eyes. H e had Hved under the shadow of t h a t curse ever
since, and It seemed as if it was coming home to him to-night.
" I am Eleanor Vane," Gilbert Monckton's -wife said, in
answer to Miss Lavinia. " I am Hortensia Bannister's halfsister. I t was because of her foolish pride t h a t I came to
Hazlewood under a false name. I t was in order to be revenged
upon Launcelot DarreU t h a t I have since kept my real name a
secret."
Eleanor Vane ! Eleanor V a n e ! Could it be true ? Of all
whom Launcelot Darrell had reason to fear, this Eleanor Vano
was the most to be dreaded. If he had never wronged her
father, even if he had not been indirectly the cause of the old
man's death, he would still have had reason to fear Eleanor
Vane. H e knew what t h a t reason was, and he dropped back
into his chair, livid and trembling, as he had trembled when he
stole the keys from his dead uncle's bedside.
" Maurice de Crespigny and my father were bosom friends,"
continued Eleanor. H e r voice changed as she spoke of her
father, and the light in her face faded as a tender shadow stole
over her countenance. She could not mention her father's name
•without tendemess, speak of him when or where she might.
" They were bosom friends; everybody here knows t h a t ; and
my poor dear father had a foolish fancy t h a t if Mr. de Crespigny
died before him, he would inherit this house and estate, and
t h a t he would be rich once more, and t h a t we sbould be very
happy together. I never thought t h a t . "
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Launcelot Darrell looked u p -with a strange, eager glance, bni
said nothing. The sisters, however, could not suffer Eleanor'e
words to pass •without remark.
" You never t h o u g h t t h a t ; oh dear no, I dare say not," MifiO
La-vinla observed.
" Of course you never entered thia house -with any mercenary
ideas upon t h e subject of my dear uncle's wUl," Miss Sarah
exclaimed, vrith biting Irony.
" I never buUt any hoi:)e upon m y dear father's fancy," resumed Eleanor, so Indifferent to the remarks of the two ladier.
t h a t It seemed as if they had been unheard by h e r ; " b u t I
humoured it as I would have humoured any fancy of his, however fooHsh. B u t after his death I remembered t h a t Mr. de
Crespigny h a d been his friend, and I only waited to convince
myself of t h a t man's guilt "—she pointed to Launcelot DarreU
as she spoke—" before I denounced him to his great-uncle. I
t h o u g h t t h a t m y father's old friend would Usten to me, and
knowing what h a d been done, would never let a traitor inherit
his wealth. I thought t h a t by this means I should be revenged
upon t h e m a n who caused m y father's death. I heard to-day
t h a t Mr. de Crespigny h a d not long to Uve; and when I came
here to-night I came -with the intention of telling him the real
character of the m a n who was perhaps to inherit his fortune."
The maiden ladles looked at each other. I t would not hav3
been a bad thing, perhaps, after all, If Eleanor had arrived in time
to see the dying man. I t was a pity t h a t Maurice de Crespigny
should have died in Ignorance of his nephew's character, when
there was j u s t a chance t h a t he might have left a wUl Ui t h a t
nephew's favour.
B u t on the other hand, George V a n e ' s
daughter was even a moro formidable person t h a n Launcelot.
W^ho could tell how she might have contrived to tamper with
the old m a n ?
" I have no doubt you -wished to denounce Mr. DarreU ; and
to denounce us, too, for the matter of that, I dare say-," observed
Miss Sarah, " in order t h a t you yourself might profit by my
uncle's •will.
" I profit! " cried E l e a n o r ; " w h a t should I want with the
poor old man's money P "
" My wife Is rich enough to be above any suspicion of t h a t
kind. Miss de Crespigny," Gilbert Monckton said, proudly.
" I came too late," Eleanor said; " I came too late to aee my
father's friend, b u t not too late for what I have so long prayed
for—revenge upon my father's destroyer. Look a t your sister's
son, Miss do Crespigny. Look a t him, Aliss Lavinia; you have
good reason to be proud of him. H e has been a Har and a
traitor from first to last; and to-night he has advanced from
treachery to crime. The law could not punish him for tha
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ernelty tLat kUled a helpless old iiian; the law can punish hun
for t h a t which he has done to-night, for he has committed a
eiinie."
" A crime!"
" Y e s . H e has crept Uke a thief into the houae in which his
uncle Ues dead, and has Introduced some document—a wUl of
his own fabrication, no donbt—In the place of the genuine -wiU
left Ul Mr. de Crespigny's private secretaire."
" H o w do you know •this, Eleanor? " cried Gilbert Monckton.
" I know It because I was outside the -window of the study
when he changed the pap>ers in the cabinet, and because I have
the real will In my possession."
'• I t is a lie ! " shouted Lanncelot DarreU, starting to his fee^t,
" a damnable lie, the real will
"
" AVas burnt, as you think, i l r . Darrell; bnt yon are mistaken.
The document whicli yonrfrieud, ]\Iousienr Victor Boui-don, b u r n t
was a paper which yon dropped out of the secretaire whUe you
were searching for the will."
" A n d where Is the genuine document, E l e a n o r ? " GUbert
asked.
" Here," answered his wife, triumphantly.
She put her hand into her pocket. I t was empty. The wiU
was gone.
CHAPTER XLV
AT SEA.

T H E will was gone. Eleanor tried to think how or where she
conld have lost it. I t might have dropped from her pocket, perhaps. T h a t was the only solution of the mystery t h a t presented
itself to her muid. The open piocket of her i-ess might have been
caught by one of the laurel boughs as she crouched upon the
ground, and when she rose the paper had dropp^ed out. There
was no other way in which she eould have lost It. She had been
80 absorbed In the watch she had keptt on Launcelot DarreU, as
to forget the value of the document which she had tlirust
carelessly Into her pocket. Her father's letter and Launcelot
DarreU's sketch were stiU safe in the bosom of her dress; b u t
the \vill, the genuine will, in pilace of which the y^oung man had
introduced some fabrication of his own, was gone.
" Let me see this •vlll, Eleanor,"' Gilbert Monckton said, advancing to his wife. Although she had been the most skUful
actress, the most accomplished deceiver amongst aU womankind,
her conduct to-night conld not be all acting, it could not be all
deception. She did not love him : she had confessed that, very
plainly. Sho did not love him ; and ahe had only m a n i e d him
in order to serve a purpose of her o^wn. But then, on the other
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hand, if her passionate worda were to be beUevcd in, she did not
love Launcelot Darrell. There was some comfort in that. " Let
me see the •^vUl, Eleanor," he repeated, as his •wife stared a t him
blankly, in the first shock of her discovery.
" I can't find it," she said, hopelessly. " I t ' s g o n e ; it's lost.
Oh, for pity's sake, go out Into the garden and look for It. I
must have dropped It amongst the evergreens outside Mr. de
Crespigny's room. P r a y go and look for it."
" I •will," the la^wyer said, taking u p his h a t a n d walking
towards the door of the room.
B u t Alisa La-vinla de Crespigny stopped him.
" N o , Mr. Monckton,'' sho said; " p r a y don't go out Into the
night air. Parker is the proper person to look for this document."
She rang the bell, which was answered by the old butler.
" H a s Brooks come back from AA^indsor ? " she asked.
" No, miss, not yet."
" A paper has been dropped In the garden, Parker, somewhere
amongst the evergreens, outside my uncle's rooms. AA'Ul you
take a lantern, and go and look for it ? "
" Dear, d e a r ! " exclaimed Miss Sarah, " Brooks has been a
very long time going from here to Windsor and back again. 1
•wish Mr. Lawford's clerk v/ere come. The place would be taken
care of then, and we should have no further anxiety."
The lady looked suspiciously from her nep)hew to Eleanor, and
from Eleanor to Gilbert Monckton. She did not know whom to
trust, or whom most to fear. Launcelot Darrell sat before her,
biting savagely a t his nails, and •with his head bent upon his
breast. Eleanor had sunk into the chair nearest her, utterly
dumbfounded by the loss of the •wiU.
" Y o u need not fear t h a t we shall long Intnide upon you.
Miss de Crespigny," GUbert Monckton said. " M y ^vife haa
made an accusation against a person In this room. I t is only
right, in your interest, and for the juatlficatlon of her t r u t h an*
honour, t h a t thia business should be investigated—and immediately."
" The •will must be found," Eleanor cried; " it m^ist have faUcn
from my pocket In the shrubbery."
Launcelot DarreU said nothing. H e waited the Issue of the
search t h a t waa being made. If the vrill was found he was prepared to repudiate i t ; for there was no other course left to him.
H e hated this woman, who had suddenly arisen before him as an
enemy and denouncer, who had recaUed to him the bitter memory
of his first great dishonour, and who had detected him iu tha
commission of his firat crime. H e hated Eleanor, and was ready
to sacrifice her to his own safety.
H e lifted his head presently, and looked about him •with a
tcomful laugh.
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•'Is this a farce, or a conspiracy, Mra. Monckton?" he asked.
** Do you expect to invalidate my great-uncle's genuine •wiU—•
wherever that •wUl may happen to be found—by the production
of some document dropped by you in the garden, and which has,
very Ukely, never been Inside this house, much less in my uncle's
possession ? You surely don't expect any one to beUeve your
pretty, romantic story, of a suicide in Paris, and a midnight
scene at Woodlands ? I t would be an excellent paragraph for a
hard-up penny-a-Uner, but, reaUy, for any other purpose
"
" Take care, Mr. DarreU," Gilbert Monckton said, quietly,
" you wiU gain nothing by insolence. If I do not resent your
impertinence to my wife, it is because I begin to beUeve that yon
are so despicable a scoundrel as to be unworthy of an honest
man's anger. You had much better hold your tongue."
There was no particular eloquence in these last few words, but
there was something in the lawyer's tone that effectually silenced
Launcelot Darrell. Mr. Monckton's cane lay upon a chair by the
fireplace, and whUe speaking he had set do-wn his hat, and taken
up the cane; unconsciously, perhaps; but the movement had not
escaped tho guilty man's furtive glance. He kept silence; and
with his face darkened by a gloomy scowl, still sat biting his
nails. Tho will would be found. The genuine document would
be compared •with the fabrication he had placed amongst his
great-uncle's papers, and perpetual shame, punishment, and
misery would be his lot. What he suffered to-night, sitting
amongst these people, not one of whom he could count as a
friend, was only a foretaste of what he would have to suffer by
and-by in a criminal dock.
For some time there was silence in the room. The two sisters, anxious and perplexed, looked almost despairingly at each
other, fearful that at the end of all thia business they would be
the sufferers; cheated. In their helplessness, either by George
Vane's daughter or by Launcelot DarreU. Eleanor, exiiansted
by her own excitement, sat •with her eyes fixed upon the door,
waiting for the coming of the old butler.
More than a quarter of an hour passed in this way. Then
the door opiened, and Mr. Parker made his appearance.
"You have found It!" cried Eleanor, starting to her feet.
" No, ma'am. No, Miss La^vInla," added the butler. " I have
searched every inch of the garding, and there Is nothink in the
shape of a paper to be found. The 'ousemald was with me, and
she searched likewise."
" I t must be in the garden," exclaimed Eleanor, " it must be
there—unless it has been blown away."
" There's not wind enough for that, ma'am. The s'mbberieo
are 'igh, and it would take a deal of wind to blow a paper acrosa
the tops of the trees."
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" A n d you've searched the ground under the trees?" asked
Mr. Monckton.
" Yes, sir. We've searched everywhere; me and the 'ousemald."
Launcelot DarreU burst into a loud laugh, an insolent, strident
laugh.
" Why, I thought as much," he cried; " the whole story is a
farce. I beg your pardon, Mr. Monckton, for calling it a conspiracy. I t is merely a slight haUucination of your -wife's ; and
I dare say she Is as much George Vane's daughter as I am the
fabricator of a forged wUl."
Mr. DarreU's triumph had made him foolhardy. In the next
moment Gilbert IMonckton's hand was on the coUar of his coat,
and •Uie cane upUfted above his shoulders.
" Oh my goodness me ! " shiieked Sarah de Crespigny, with a
dismal wail, " there'U be murder done presently. Oh, this Is too
dreadful; In the dead of the night, too."
But before any hai-m conld happen to Latmcelot DarreU,
Eleanor clung about her husband's upraised arm.
" AATiat you said just now was the truth, GUbert," she cried;
" he is not worthy of It; he Is not indeed. He is beneath au
honest man's anger. Let him alone; for my sake let him alone.
Retribution must come upon him, sooner or later. I thought
it had come to-night, but there has been -witchcraft in aU this
businesa. I can't understand It."
" Stay, Eleanor," said Gilbert Monckton, putting down his
cane, and turning away from Launcelot DarreU as he might have
turned from a mongrel cur that he had been dissuaded from
punishing: " This last will—what was the wording of it—to
whom did It leave the fortune P "
Launcelot Darrell looked up eagerly, breathlessly waiting for
Eleanor's answer.
" I don't know," she said.
" AVhat, have you forgotten P "
" No, I never knew anything about the contents of the wUl.
I had no opportunity of looking at it. I took it from the chair
on whicli Launcelot Dan-eU threw It, and put it in my pocket.
From that moment to this I have never seen it."
" How do you know, then, that it was a wUl P " asked GUbert
Monckton.
" Because I heard Launcelot DarreU and IUs companion speak
of it as the genuine will."
The young man seemed infinitely reUeved by the knowledge ot
Eleanor's ignorance.
" Come, Mr. Monckton," he said, with an air of mjured inno'
eence, "you have been very anxious to investigate the grounds
f your wife's accusation, and have been very ready to beUeve in
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a most absurd story. You have even gone so far as to viish to
execute summary vengeance upon me -with a walking-stick. I
think it's my t u r n now to ask a few questions."
" You can ask as many as you please," answered the lawyer.
His mind was bewUdered by what had happened. Eleanor's
earnestneas, which had seemed so real, had all ended in nothing.
How If it was all a c t i n g ; how if some darker mystery lurked
beneath aU this t u m u l t of accusation and deiUal ? The canker
of suspicion, engendered by one woman's treachery, had taken
deep root In Gilbert Monckton's breast. H e had lost one of the
purest and highest gifts of a noble nature—the power to truat.
" Very well, then," aaid Launcelot Darrell, turning to E l e a n o r :
" perhaps you wiU tell me how I contrived to open this cabinet,
out of which you say I stole one document, and into which you
declare I introduced another? "
" You took the keys from Mr. de Crespigny's room."
" Indeed! B u t is there no one kccp)iiig watch In t h a t room P "
" Yes,'' cried Miss Sarah, " Jepcott is there. Jepicott has been
there ever since my beloved uncle expired. Nothing has been
disturbed, and Jepcott has had the care of the room. AA'e could
trust Jepcott with untold gold."
" Yes," said Miss Lavinia, " w i t h untold gold."
" B n t she was asleep! " cried Eleanor, " the woman was asleep
when t h a t man went Into the room."
'• Asleep)! " exclaimed Miss S a r a h ; " oh, surely not. Surely
Jepcott would not deceive us ; I can't think t h a t of her. The
very last words I said to her were, ' Jepcott, do you feel a t all
sleepy ? If you feel In the least degree sleepiy, havo the housemaid to sit with you—make assurance doubly sure, and have
the h o u s e m a i d ! ' ' No, Miss,' Jep)Cott said, ' t never felt more
wakeful in my life, and as to the gul, she's a poor, frightened
slUy, and I don't t h m k yon could Induce her to go Into master's
room, though y^ou were to offer her a five-p>ound note for doing
it.' A n d if Jepcott went to sleep after tlus, knowing t h a t everything was left about j u s t as it was when my uncle died, it was
really too bad of her."
" S e n d for Mrs. Jepcott," said Launcelot Dan-eU; " l e t us
heai- what she has to say^ about this very probable story of my
stealing my great-uncle's keys."
Miss Lavinia de Crespigny rang the bell, whicli was answered
by Mr. Pai-ker, who, though usually slow to respond to any summons, was wonderfully prompt in his attendance tlus evening.
" Tell Mrs. Jepcott to come here," said Miss Lavinia; " I want
to speak to her."
The butler departed upon this errand, and again there was a
ailent pause, which seemed a very long one, b u t wluch OIUT"
"Extended over five minutes.
A t the end of t h a t time Mrt
u
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Jepcott appealed. She was a respectable-lo(>kIng woman, prim,
and rather grim in appearance. She had been in the dead man's
service for five-and-tlurty years, and was about fifteen years older
t h a n the Misses de Crespigny, whom she always spoke of as '" the
young ladies."
" Jepcott," said Aliss Sarah, " I want to know whether anybody whatever, except yourself, has entered Mr. de Crespigny's
room sine*- you have been placed In charge of It ? "
" Oh, dear no, miss," answered the housekeeper, promptly,
"certaiiUy not."
" Are you sure of that, Jepcott ? "
" Quite sure, miss; as sure as I am •that I am standing hero
this moment."
•• You speak very confidently, Jepcott, b u t this is really a most
serious business. I am told that you have been asleepi."
" Asleep, Miss de Crespigny ! Oh, dear, who could say anything
of the kind ? AVho could be so •wicked as to tell sueh a story ? "
" Y o u are certain t h a t you have not been asleep ? "
" Y'es, miss, quite certain. I closed my eves sometimes, for
my sight la weak, aa you know, miss, and the Hght dazzled me,
and made my eyes ache. I close my eyes generaUy when I sit
down of an evening, for my sight doesn't allow me to do needlework by candleUght, neither to read a newspaper; and 1 mav
have closed my eyes to-night, b u t I didn't go to sleep, miss, oh
dear n o ; I was too nervous and anxious for t h a t , a great d e a l ;
besides, I am not a good sleeper at any time, and so I should
have heard if a mouse had stirred in the room."
" You didn't hear me come into the room, did you, Mrs. J e p cott? " asked Launcelot DaneU.
" You, Mr. DarreU?
Oh, dear, no ; neither yon nor anybody
else, sir."
" And you don't think t h a t I could have come Into the room
without your knowing it ? Y o u don't think I could have come
in whUe you were asleep ? "
" B u t I wasn't asleep, Mr. DarreU; and as for you or anybody
omin' in without my hearin' 'em—why I heard eveiy leaf t h a t
istirred outside the •windows."
" I fear t h a t a t least this part of your charge must drop to the
ground, Mrs. Monckton," Launcelot DarreU said, scoi-nfuUy.
" Jepcott," said Jiliss Lavinia de Crespigny, " go back and see
if my uncle's keys are safe."
" Yes, do, !AIrs. Jepcott," exclaimed Launcelot DarreU; " and
be sure you take notice whether they have been disturbed since
your master died."
The housekeeper left the room, and returned after about
Ihree minutes' absence.
" The keys are quite safe Mi^s Tjaviuia," .sho said

At Sea.
** And they have not been disturbed ? " asked Launcelot.
" No, Mr. Dan-eU, they haven't been moved a quarter of an
mch. They're lyin' just where they lay when my poor master
died, half hid under a pocket-handkerchief"
I;auncelot Darrell drew a long breath. How wonderfully these
fooHsh women had played into his hands, and helped him to
escape.
" That -wIU do, Jepcott," said Miss Sarah; " you may go now.
Remember that you are responsible for everytliing in my uncle's
loom untU the arrival of Mr. Lawford's clerk. I t would have
been a very bad business for you if Mr. de Crespigny's keys had
been tampered vrith."
Mrs. Jepcott looked rather alarmed at this remark, and retired
•without delay. Suppose she had been asleep, after all, for five
minutes or so, and some nuschief had arisen out of it, what
might not her punishment be. She had a very vague idea of
the power of the law, and did not know what penalties she might
have incurred by five minutes' unconscious doze. This honest
woman had been in the habit of spending the evening in a series
of Intermittent naps for the last ten years, and had no idea that
whUe closing her eyes to shade them from the glare of the Ught,
she often slumbered soundly for an hour at a stretch.
" WeU, Mrs. Monckton," Launcelot DarreU said, when the
housekeeper had left the room, " I suppose now you are convinced
that all this midwinter night's dream is a mere hallucination c/
your own ? "
Eleanor looked at him •with a contemptuous smile, whose open
scorn was not the least painful torture he had been obliged to
bear that night.
" Do not speak to me," she said; " remember who I am; and
let that memory keep you sUent."
The door-beU rang loudly as Eleanor finished speaking.
" Thank Heaven!" exclaimed Miss de Crespigny, " Mr. Lawford's clerk has come at last. He wUl take charge of everything,
and if anybody haa tampered with my uncle's papers," she added,
looking first at Launcelot and then at Eleanor, " I have no doubt
that he will find out all about It. We are poor unprotected
women, but I dare say we shaU find those who wUl be able to
defend our rights."
" I don't think we have any occasion to stop here," said Mr.
Monckton; " are you ready to come home, Eleanor P "
" Quite ready," his wife answered.
" You have nothing more to say P "
"Nothing."
" Put on your cloak, then, and come. Good night. Miss de
Crespigny. Good m'ght. Miss Lavinia."
Mr. Lawford's clerk came in while Gilbert, Monckton and his
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•wife were leaving the room. He was the same old man whom
Richard Thornton had seen at AVindsor. Eleanor perceived that
this man was surprised to see Launcelot DarreU. He started,
and looked at the artist with a half-frightened, half-inquiring
glance; but the young man did not retum the look.
CHAPTER

XLVL

LAURA'S TROUBLES.
GILBERT MONCKTON offered Eleanor his arm as they went ont of
tho haU and do-wn the steps before the front entrance.
" I would have got a conveyance for you if It had been possible,
Eleanor," he said; " but of course at this time of night that ia
utterly out of the question. Do you think that you can manage
the walk home ? "
" Oh, yes ; very weU indeed."
She sighed as she spoke. She felt completely baffled by what
had occurred; terribly prostrated by the defeat which had befaUen
her. There was no hope, then. This base and treacherous man
was always to triumph, however •wicked, however criminal.
" Is it very late ? " she asked, presently.
" Yes, very late—past one o'clock."
The husband and wife walked homewards in sUence. The roaa
seemed even drearier than before to Eleanor, though this tlm«
she had a companion in her dlamal journey. But this time
despair was gnawing at her breast; she had been supported
before by excitement, buoyed up by hope.
They reached Tolldale at last. The butler admitted them.
He had sent aU the other servants to bed, and had sat up alont
to receive his master. Even upon this night of be^wUdermen"
GUbert Monckton endeavoured ^to keep up appearances.
" We have been to Woodlands," he said to the old servant.
" Mr. de Crespigny is dead."
He had no doubt that his own and his •wife's absence had given
rise to wonderment in the quiet household; and he thought by
this means to set aU curiosity at rest. But the dra^wing-room
door opened while he was speaking, and Laura rushed Into tho
haU.
" Oh, my goodness gracious," she exclaimed, "hereyou are at
last. AVhat I have suff'ered this evening ! Oh! what agonies I
have suffered this evening, wondering what had happened, aud
thinking of aU sorts of horrid things."
" But, my dear Laura, why didn't you go to bed ? " asked Mr.
Monckton.
" f/fi to bed!" screamed the young lady. " Go to bed, •with my
DOor brain bursting with suspense. I'm sure U' people's braina
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Ao burst, it's a wonder mine hasn't to-night, and I thought evoi
BO many times it was going to do It. First Eleanor goes out
•without leaving word whore she's gone; and then you go out
•without lea-ring word where you're gone; and then you both
stay away for hours, and hours, and hours. A n d there I sit all
the time watching the clock, •with nobody b u t the Skye to keep
me company: until I get so nervous t h a t I daren't look behind
me, and I almost begin to feel as If the Skye was a demon dog !
And, oh, do teU me what in goodness' name has happened."
" Come into the dra.,wing-room, L a u r a ; and pray don't talk so
fast. I'U teU you presently."
Mr. Monckton walked into the dravring-room, followed by L a u r a
and his wife. H e olosed the door, and then sat do-wn by •the fire.
" I've h a d coais p u t on five times," exclaimed Miss M a s o n ;
" but aU the coals In the world wouldn't keep me from shivering
and feeling as if somebody was coming in through the door and
looking over my shoulder. If It h a d n ' t boon for the Skye I
should have gone mad. W h a t has happened ? "
" Something has happened at Woodlanda—" Mr. Monckton
began, gravely; b u t L a u r a Interrupted him -with a little shriek.
" Oh, don't," she cried, " don't, please; I ' d rather you didn't.
I know what you're going to say. You m u s t come and sleep
•with me to-night, Eleanor, if you don't want to find me raving
mad in the morning. N o wonder I felt as if the room was peopled
with ghosts."
" Don't be fooUsh, Laura," Mr. Monckton said, impatiently.
" Y o u asked me w h a t has happened, aud I teU you. To speak
plain, Mr. de Crespigny ia dead."
" Yes, I guessed that, of course, directly you began to speak
in t h a t solemn way. I t ' s very dreadful—not t h a t he should be
dead, you know; because I scarcely ever saw him, and when I
did see him he always seemed to be deaf, or grumpy—but It
seems dreadful t h a t people should die at all; and I always fancy
they'll come walking Into the room a t night when I ' m taking
my hair do^wn before the glass, and look over my shoulder, as
they do in German stories."
" Laura!"
" Oh, please don't look contemptuously a t me," cried Miss
Mason, piteously; " of course, if you haven't got nerves It's very
easy to despise •these t h i n g s ; and I -vrish I'd been born a man
or a la^wyer, or something of t h a t sort, so t h a t I might never be
nervous. N o t t h a t I beUeve in ghosts, you know; I ' m not so
chUdish as that. I don't beUeve in them, and I ' m not afraid of
t h e m ; but I don't like them I"
GIllDert Monckton's contemptuous expression changed to a loot
of pity. This was t h e fooUsh girl whom he had been about tc
entrust •to the man be now knew to be a vUlain. H e now knew;
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—Iwib, he hnd paltered wit h bis own conacienoo. Ho had know*
it trom the first. And this poor diild lovod liauncelot Darrell.
Her hopes, like his own, were slupwrci-kod; oven in tho cirotisi'i
of his misery tlie strong man felt some oomjiaaaiou for thia helpless girl.
"So. l^lr. do Crespigny is dciid," Laura said, aftorapauao;
"does Ijauucolot know it yetP "
" He does."
" AVas he there to-night—up at Woodlanda, in spite of hit
i^asW old auntaP"
" Yes, ho was there."
Eleanor looked anxiously, almost i)itcoualy, at Laura. The
great disiippointmonf. tho dcaih-blow of ovory liopc, was coming
down upon her; and Mlonnor, who could sec fhe hand upliftod
to sfriko, niid the cruel knife bared ready to inflict the fatal stab,
shivered as she thought of tho misery tho thoughtless girl muat
Inivo to suil'cr.
" But what cun her misery be against my father'a," ahe thought,
" and how am I accountable for her sorrow P I t is all Launcelot
Dantdl's work; it is his wicked work from first to last."
" And do you think lio wUl have the fortune P " Laura asked.
" 1 don't know, my dear," her guardian answered, gravely,
"but I think it nia.tlors very little cither to you or me whether
he may got the fortune or not."
" WhiU. do you lucan?" cried tho girl, "how strangely you
speak; how cmelly and coldly you spcalc of Launcelot, just aa
it you didn't care whotbor lie was rich or poor, (.)li, good
heavens," sho shrieked, suddenly grovring wild with terror. " why
do you both look at nie Uko thatP "Wiiy do you both look so
anxious? I know that something dreadful has happened.
Sometlung bus luinponed to Launcelot I It's not Mr. de Creapigny, it's Launcelot that's dead!"
"No, no, Laura, ho is not dead. I t would be better perhapa
if ho w<n-o. Ho is not a good intvn, Laura, and he can never he
your husband."
" Oh, 1 don't ciin» a bit about hia not being ^ood, aa long aa
he isn't dead," cxclMlnicd Laura. " 1 mwcr said ho was good,
and never wanted him to bo pood. I'm not gt)od; for I don't
like going to church throe times ovory Sundiiy. Tho idea of
rour saying my poor dear Launcelot mustn't inan-y mc bocauao
le isn't good! I like him to bo a little wicked; like the Giaour,
or Maiiirod—though goodness gracious only knows what he'd
done that he should go on as ho did—I never naked him to be
good. Goodness wouldn't go well with his style of looks. It'a
fair people, with wishy-washy blue oyoa and straight hnii-, and
no eyebrows or eyelasnea in particular, that aro generally good.
I hate good people, and if yon don't lot mo marry Launcelot

J

£«mvi*« SS'OHhhM.

811

DMTr»U axm, I nhall mmry him whwi !*»« of «g*, and that'll W
itt Uu\>« yt>a.\V t.uui-',"
Miaa Mason said *ll iliis with ^n>at Teih«tm«noe wui indignatid»*, »ttd th^n YnUkfHl towarda th« do<\r i^' tlu> iwwu; bnt Kl<«ant>r
lit«)m>Q«l hor, «M»d <».n^ht th^ aliMuW littlo fijjxnw in h w iwma.
" AUl l<«nm, iiftwi^" s\»<^ wi(\l, "yon must liatm to ns. yo«
mnat h««r «a, my l^^^r diM^i»\)j. I kuow it styvms vt^rv o n w to
ap««.k «»Ai«at th* man ^Mi lovxs hut it would W fitly t.»nu>s moiw
cr«*li V^ w t y o u WMTY liim, wul hviw yon t»> diawYW afbtxrwaixls,
whon yxMtr 'lif* w w lialwHi to hi«k wid n^vw, novw oonld ly> a
h*ppv lif* a^viu if j^artsxl tViwx hi>n. that h<» waa xwrnvthy of
To«r1f»>f«. I f it ia tWTibl© to W told tlus now, L»ni«, it AvonUl
Iw H thousAttd tiwtvs mor«^ ti*rr»W« U> h*ar it. ilwn. Oowe with
»«* tn>your r\vx«\, d^MT; I w U stay with yon all to-night., I will
ti«ill y\>u *U I know aboxit LAunt.>a)ot D«MT«''H. I iwjjbt. to h a w
Wldy\k« hiftlrvw, 1M>rhal^ai but I w«it*vlj I w«it<\I t\\r what I
iMfiu to think will n^w* IHW»«\"
" I wo»)i> K»1H!»W Mkytlxitx.tf a ^ u a t him." m v l I^nra, passion«
«My» dii!»»v>WS«>St l»<M^f tViMu KKvunVa wxilvra^Hn " I vpon^
UatMt te y\Wi. ^w^^^^'t h«>«r a woixh I know why TOX» d<w^
w*»t m* t» m*rry hin\. You \ w w ii» lore vvith lum yvwrs«>lf,
y<»u kttow y\Mi vwr«v and y v w V i<Mloas of »\«\ ai»d w n want to
jBWVWt w\v b«4n|t h«j^»yVith lum."
i V all tht> xuOuoky s|><>vh<Na that oowld h*v\^ heim mado iu the
Bre*M»<w of Gill>*»'t Monckton, this w«s jv^rhaiva thi> most wnfswJfey. M* stwrti^i *s if h<i» h»id Kvu stmi^. ami risinj? JVcnn liia
a<>attt<«arIJM^ 6 I « . t^x^k a %htiiHl vHU)dl« tVom « sid» t»M«\ and
ii<iUk^\ to th* door.
" I I<<S»UY «itti*t ^»d«K> all tliis," k« aaid. " Kl»>a»«\r. Y\l W w
j j w with Itaxvin. S;iv what w w h a w to say aK>\\t Launc^ot
PMT«>tl. Mvd ^ p\(v's aak«> £»t m<> n<>vw h t w h » nam<> a ^ u .
Ck*i>d ittarht."
Th* two jfirla xwnr* hvt\ aKvivA t\^th<«p. Laum had tluv»wr
W»e>lf xtpoik * SK»^ And w»$ $!obibin^ vi^vkvatly. BkvuKtr sto^->d a
few )Ya««« fitom h«Mr, lo<.vtiu^ at h*>r with th* s*m* t^n<W ai\d
OQ«n>)k$)aioaat« «x}M[«asioH with which sht^ had i^jpuxlod h w from
" \Yh<»ii I *** TOW tJv>wW*a, IAXXT*," »h* said.. " I ahuosit forB«4 jujr o\«ai. l i y ivxsr dtwr child. CJod km>w» how truly I pity

yo»."

" B u i I \VmH w»»\t yoxw j^itr." dried Lam«. " I shall hat«
yiai if ;f<m «sisy Mvrthiu^ a$<Mu$« LanucyJotv Why shwiKi auy• ^ f l*ty m* ? i «»»* *«s*S«<i to th* man I k>v>\"th* o»Uy man
1 •t«r h>x^l^you know UMA. Kl«a»«r; you know how I JMl in
lov* ^riUi him i^iKVtly h« ««a»« to HaaWwood.—-and I xriU nvurv
kimhr qvit^ofalltMworid. I »haU h* «f < ^ in thr*» YV>ai«.
Mti than no h o m d stta^itialil MA p n ^ m t m y doii^( what I uk^
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" B u t you would not marry him, Laura, if yon knew him to
be a bad m a n ? "
" I would never beUeve that he is a bad man!"
" But, my darUng, you -wIU Usten to me. I must teU you the
truth. I have kept it from you too long. I have been very
guilty in keeping I^t from you. I ought fx) have told you when
I first came back to Tolldale."
" Wliat ought you to have told m e ? "
" The story of my Ufe, Laura. But I thought you would
come between me and the victory I wanted to achieve."
" W h a t victory?"
" A •victory over the man who caused my father's death."
Then, Httle by Uttle, interrupted by a hundred exclamations
and protestations from the sobbing girl whose head lay on her
shonlder, and whose waist was encircled by her arm, Eleanor
Monckton told the story of her return to Paris, the meeting on
the Boulevard, and George Vane's suicide. Little by Uttle she
contrived to explain to the •wretched girl who climg about her,
and who declared again and again that she icould not beheve
anything against Launcelot, that she could not think bim cruel
or treacherous,—^how the artist and his vUe asaoclate, VIctca"
Bourdon, had cheated the old man out of the money which repreaented hia own honour and the future welfare of his chUd.
" You think me hard and mercUess, Laura," she cried, " and
I sometimes wonder at my o-wn feeUngs; but remember, only
remember what my father suffered. He was cheated out of
the money that had been enti-usted to him. He was afraid to
face his own chUd. Oh, my poor dear, how could you •wrong me
so cruelly," she murmured, in a low voice, as if addressing her
dead father, " how could you think that I should have spoken
one word of reproach, or loved you any the less, if you had lost a
dozen fortunes of mine? No, Laura, I cannot forget what my
father suffered; I cannot be merciful to this man."
Eleanor's task was a very hard one. Laura would not behove ; that ia to aay, she would not acknowledge that she
believed; but she had none of the cahn assurance which a perfect and entire faith In her lover should have given her. It was
useless to reason -with her. All Eleanor's logic waa powerless
against the passionate force of this girl's perpetual cry, the gist
of which was, " I wiU behove no harm of him ! I love him, and
I wiU not ceaae to love him !"
She would nol argue, or Haten to Eleanor's cahn reasoning;
for Mrs. Monoid on was very calm in the knowledge of her o-^vn
defeat, almost despairingly resigned, in the idea that all struggle
against Launcelot Dan-eU was hopeless. Laura would not
listen, would not be con-vlnced. The man whom Eleanor had
seen in Paris was not Launcelot. He was in India at that very
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time. H e had •written letters from TTidia, and pos-ted t h e n
thence, with foreign p j i t a g e stamps. The s h i p t r c i c r ' s c-<:"ji3
were all •wrong: •what •was more Uielv t h a n t h a t s-tapid shipbrokers' clerks sh'juld make •wrong entries in their horrid fcc>:ks?
I n s h o r t according to poor Laura's reasoning. Launc-elot DsrreU was t h e victim of a series of coincidences. There had h a p pened to be a person who resembieii him in. Paris at the ticie of
George Y a n e ' s death. There happen&i to be a mistake in
the shipbroker's books. T h e tigxLre in the water-colciirei sketch
that Eleanor h a d stolen happened tC' be like the old m-iTiMiss Mas'jn reje<:te«i circumstantial evidence in toto. A s for the
stor> of the forg-ery. she declare! t h a t it •was all a fabricatic n of
Eleanor's, invented in order •that t h e marriage shotild ce postponed.
" You're very cruel, Eleanor," she QTiei, " a n d you've a c t e i
very treaoherc usly, and I shouldn't have thotLght it of TOIL First
yon fall in love with Lanncelot DarreU; and t h e n you go a n d
m a r r y m y g a a r d i a n ; a n d then, when you find t h a t yon don t
hke m y gnardian, yon besruoge me m y happiness: a3.d you rr.-sivant t o set me against Launcelot: h u t I WLH not be set against
him.

THERE!"

This last ie'iisive monosyUa'cle was uttered a m i i s t a torrent
of sobs, and then, fcr a long time, the two iirls sat in silence
upon the sc^fa befjre •the exp'irina tire. Bj-and-cy, L a u r a
nestled her head a Uttle closer npon Eleanor s shoulder: thrii a
Ut^le hand, very cold, by reason of its o-wner's agitation, stole
into the open palm lying idle upon i l r s . Monckton s lap -. and
a t last, in a low voice, almost stiUei by tears, she mtLnniir-ed:
"T'o yen think t h a t he 15 •wicke»i? O h ! Eleanor, do vcu
reeiuy tbi-nV t h a t it was h e who cheated your poor old father ?'"
" I know t h a t it -was he, L a n r a . "
" A n d do yon believe t h a t he has made a false -wilL for t h e
iake of t h a t dreadful money ? Oh, how could h e c-are for tho
money, when we miirht have been S'j h a p p y tO'^ether p o o r ! Do
you naUy believe t h a t he ba.-; cominitted—fori-ery!-''
She dropped her voice to a whisper as she sp-jke t h e word
t h a t •was so awful to her when uttere'l in relation to Latuicelot
DarreU.
" I beheve it, a n d I know it, l a n r a , " Eleanor answered, gravely.
" B u t what •win they do t o biTn .- "What •wiU become of him :
They won't b a n g bim—^wQl they, Eleanor ? They don't hang
ciple for forgery now. Oh, Eleanor, what •wiH become of h i m ?
love biTTi s j dearly, I don't care w h a t h e is. cr what he haa
done. I love h i m stiU, and would die t o save him.''
" ^"oin need not be afraid, Lanra," Mrs. Alonckton answered,
titterlv. " L a n n c e l o t D a n e U •sriB. escape aU evfl consequences
cf what he haa done. Y o n m a y be sure of t h a t . H e w ^ ludd

r

814

Eleanor's

Vicloty.

his head lugher than he ever held it yet, Laura. He wUl be
master of W^oodlands before next week is over."
" But his conscience, Eleanor, his conscience! He wUl bt. ao
unhappy—he will be so miserable."
Laura disengaged herself from the loiring arm that had supported her, and started to her feet.
" Eleanor !" she cried, " where is he ? Let me go to him ! I t
is not too late to undo aU this, perhaps. He can put back the
real will, can't h e ? "
" No, the real wiU is lost."
" He can destroy the false one, then."
" I don't think he •will have the chance of doing that, Laura.
If his heart Is not hardened against remorse, l.e will have plenty
of time for repentance between this and the time when the wUl
is read. If he •wiahea to undo what he haa done, he may make
a confeaaion to hia aunta, and throw himself upon their mercy.
They are the only persons Ukely to be injured by what he has
done. The money was left to them In the original -wiU, no donbt."
" H e shall confess, Eleanor!" cried Laura. " I -vriU throw
myself upon my knees at his feet, and I won't leave him tiU he
promises me to undo what he has done. His auuts •wiU keep
the secret, for their o^wn sakes. They wouldn't Hke the world
to know that their nephew could do such a -wicked thing. He
shaU confess to them, and let them have the fortune, and then
we can be married, and then we shaU be as happy together as if
he had never done •wrong. Let me go to him."
" Not to-night, Laura. Look at the clock."
Eleanor pointed to the dial of the timepiece opposite them.
It was half-past two o'clock.
" I wUl see him to-morrow morning, then, Eleanor. I will see
him."
" You shaU, my dear; if you think it •wise or right to do so."
But Laura Mason did not see her lover the next morning; for
when the morning came she was in a burning fever, brought on
by the agitation and excitement of the pre^vlons night. A
medical man was summoned from "Windsor to attend upon her;
and Eleanor sat by her bed-side, watching her as tenderly as a
mother watches her sick chUd.
GUbert Monckton, too, was very anxious about his ward, and
came to the door of Laura's room to make inquiries many timea
In the course of that day.
CHAPTEE X L Y I L
GETTING OVEK IT.

LAUKA MASON -was not dangerously ill.

Her malady was by no

means of a serious nature. The pmk-blossom tint of her chocks
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was intensified into •vivid carnation; the turquoise-blne eyea
shone •with a feverish light; the little hands were very hot and
diy. I t was in vain t h a t the physician from Windsor prescribed
eomposing draughts. His patient would not be quiet or composed. I n vain Eleanor tried to soothe the wounded spirit. I t
would not be a t rest.
" I t ' s no use, NeUy," the InvaUd cried, impatiently. " I must
talk of h i m ; I must talk of my sorrows, unless you want me to
go mad. Oh, my poor Launcelot! my own dear Launcelot!
how cruel it Is to keep me from y o u ! "
This was the worst part of the business. Poor L a u r a was
perpetually entreating to be allowed to see Launcelot. Would
they let her go to h i m ; or would they send and ask him to come
to her ? They were the most cruel and heartless creatures, if
they could refuse to let her see him.
B u t Eleanor did refuse.
" I t is Impos.aIble, my darling," she said; " I cannot send for
him. I t is quite impossible t h a t he and I ahould ever meet
again, except as enemies.
The will m u s t be read in a few
days. Let us wait tUl then. If Launcelot Darrell Is sorry for
what he has done, he wiU try to undo it. If he ia not sorry,
and takes possession of the estate upon the strength of a
forged -will, he must be a viUain, unworthy even of your pity,
Laura."
" B u t I do pity h i m ; and I love him."
I t was strange to see what a hold this u n h a p p y afi'ectlon had
taken upon Laura's shallow nature. This frivolous girl was as
impressionable as she was volatile. The blow was more ten-ible
to her than It would have been to a woman of higher and
grander n a t u r e ; b u t to such a woman the consequences of the
blow would be, perhaps, Ufe-long, whUe it was scarcely likely
t h a t L a u r a would suffer for ever. She did not try to endure the
grief t h a t had fallen upon her. She was entirely without pride;
and had no more shame In bemoaning her loss of Launcelot
Darrell t h a n she would have had fifteen years before in crying
over a broken doll. She did not care who knew her sorrows,
and would have made a confidante of the servant who waited
npon her if Eleanor had not interfered to prevent her.
" I ' m very miserable and •wretched, J a n e , " she said, while the
girl was smoothing her pillows and arranging the tumbled bedclothes, which had been t-wisted into mere wisps of Unen by the
perpetual tossings to and fro of the invalid. " I ' m the most
miserable creature t h a t ever waa bom, Jane, a n d I wiah t h a t J
was dead. I know it's •wicked, b u t I do. W h a t ' s the good ot
Dr. Eeatherstone prescribing for me, when I don't want to be
prescribed for? "VVhat's the good of my taking Ume-draughts,
when I'd much rather die? W h a t ' s the use of those horrid
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oijlates, that taste like stale London porter? Opiates won't give
me back Launce
"
She stopped abruptly at this point, checked by a warning
look from Eleanor.
" You must not speak of Launcelot DarreU to these people,
Laura," Mrs. Monckton said, when the servant had left the
room, "unless you want them to suspect that something strange
has happened."
" But they'U know it, if my wedding is put off."
" Your guardiaj •will explain all that, Laura."
Mias Mason bemoaned her fate even more piteously than befora
" I t ' s hard enough to be miserable," ahe cried, "but it's still
worse to be miserable, and not to be aUowed to say so."
" Many people have sorrows to endure that cannot be spoken
of," Eleanor answered, quietly. " I had to bear the sorrow of
my father's death when I dared not speak of It."
Mrs. Monckton saw very Httle of her husband during the few
days of Laura's iUneaa. She only aaw him, indeed, when he
came to the door to make inquiries about his ward; but even In
the few brief sentences exchanged by them, she could perceive
that his manner was altered towards her. He had been cold
and distant for a long time since their marriage; but now his
manner had the Icy reserve of a man who feels that he has been
•wronged. Eleanor comprehended this, and was sorry for It;
but she had a dull, hopeless feeUng that nothing she could do
would alter it. The great purpose of her life had faUed; and
she began to think that nothing but faUure could come to any
hope of hers.
This feeUng separated her completely from her husband. In
'nor Ignorance of the suspicions which tortured him, she could
of course make no effort to set him right. The girl'a Innocence
and the man's pride made a gulf that no power of affection could
pass. If Eleanor could have guessed, ever so vaguely, at the
cause of her huaband's reaerve, a few worda from her might have
melted the Ice : but she had not the faintest notion of the hidden
source from which came those bitter waters that had swept away
all outward tokens of her husband's love ; and those words remained unspoken. GUbert Monckton thought that If his -wife
waa not false, she was at least Indifferent; and he bowed hiv
head before the gloomy face of his Destiny.
" I am not to be loved," he said. " Good-bye once more to
that dream. And let me try to do my duty, and be in someway
useful to my feUow-creatures. Half my Ufe haa been swallowed
up by egotistical regrets. May God give me grace to use the
remnant of it more wisely."
He had told Eleanor that as soon as Lanra was a Uttle bettor
he should take her to the seaside.
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" T h e poor child cannot remain here," he said; "every gossip
in the neighbourhood will be eager to know why the wedding Is
Ijo.stponed; and unless we assign some simple reason for the
change In our arrangements, there will be no limit to people's
apeculatlons and conjectures. Laura's Illness will be the best
possible excuse; and I will take her to the south of Prance.
She may forget Launcelot DarreU by-and-by, when she finds
herself in a strange place, sm-rounded by new associations."
Eleanor eagerly assented to this.
" N • 'thing could be wiser t h a n such an arrangement," ahe
answered. " I almost think the poor girl would die if she remained here. Everything reminds her of her disappointment."
" Very well, then, I shall take her to Nice as soon as she is
well enough to go. Will you tell her t h a t I moan to do ao, and
try and make her feel some interest In the Idea of the change ? "
Eleanor Monckton had a very hard time of It In the sick room,
Those frivolous people who feel their misfortunes very acutely
for the time being, are apt to throw a hea^vy share of their burden ujjon the shoulders of their friends. Laura's lamentations
wore very painful and not a little monotonous to h e a r ; and
there was a great deal of hard work to be done In the way of
going over tho same ground again and again, for t h u t young
lady's consolation. Sho had no Idea of turning her face to the
wall and suffering in silence. H e r manner had none of t h a t
artificial calm which often causes uneasiness to those who watch
a beloved sufferer through some terrible crisis. Everything reminded her of her grief; and she would not be courageous enough
to p u t away the things t h a t recalled her sorrows. She could
not draw a curtain over the bright picture of the past, and t u r n
her face resolutely to the blank future. She was for ever looking
back, and bewailing the beauty of t h a t vanished hope, and insisting t h a t the dream palace was not utterly ruined; t h a t It
might be patched u p again somehow or another; not to be what
it was before; t h a t was Impossible, of course; b u t to be something,
Tho broken vase could surely be pieced together, and the
ecen-t of the faded roses would hang round it stiU.
" If he repents, I will marry him, Eleanor," she said, at the
end of almost every argument, " and we will go to I t a l y and be
happy together, and he •will be a great ]oaInter. Nobody would
daro to say he had committed a forgery If he was a great painter
like Holnian H u n t , or Mr. Millais. We'll go to Rome together,
Nelly, and he shall study the old masters, and sketch peasants
from the Hfe ; and I won't mind even if they're p r e t t y ; though
it isn't pleasant to have one'a husband always sketching p r e t t j
peasants ; and t h a t •will divert his mind, you know."
For four days Laura was ordered to kerp to ber bed, and
fiurimg t b a t time Eleanor rarely qmttcd the InvaUd's apartmcj«ta,
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'•mly taking brief snatches of rest in an easy-chair by tho hre in
Laura's dressing-room. On the fifth day Miss Mason was allowed
to get up, and then there were terrible scenes to be gone t h r o u g h ;
for the young lady insisted upon having her trousseau spread
out upon the bed, and tho chair, and the sofas, and h u n g upon
every available peg in the two rooms; untU both those apartments became a very forest of finery, about which the invaUd
prowled perpetuaUy, indulging In a separate fit of weeping over
each garment.
" Look a t this darHng parasol, Nelly," she cried, gazing a t the
tiny canopy of silk and whalebone with streaming eyes; " isn't
the real point lace over the pale pink silk lovely ? And then It'a
so becoming to the complexion, too ! Oh, how happy I thought
I shoiUd be when I had this parasol. I thought I should drive
on the Corso with Launcelot, and noiv
! A n d the violet
satin boots with high heels, Nelly, made on purpose to wear •with
my violet ailk dress; I t h o u g h t nobody coidd be unhappy •with
such things as those, and noiu ! "
Every speech ended in fresh tears, which sometimes trickled
over a shining silken garment, and flecked the lustrous fabric •with
spots of water t h a t took the brightness out of the splendid hues.
" To think t h a t I should be so miserable as to cry over sUk at
nine and sixpence a yard, and not to c a r e ! " exclaimed L a n r a
M a s o n ; as if, in these words, she described the highest anguishpoint t h a t h u m a n misery can reach.
She had a few presents given her by Launcelot; they were
very few, and by no means valuable; for Mr. DarreU, as we know
was essentially selfish, and did not care to spend his smaU stock
of money uj-ion other people; and she sat -with these trifles In
her lap for hours together, lamenting over them, and talking
about them.
" There's my silver thimble—my dear, darling Httle sUvor
thimble," she said, perching the scrap of glistening metal upon
her Httle finger, and kissing it •with t h a t degree of rapture which
the French vaudevIUelsta call " e x p l o s i o n ! " — " t h a t nasty,
spiteful AmeUa Shalders said a sUver thimble was a •vulgar present, j u a t what a carpenter, or any other common man, would
have given to hia sweetheart, and •that Lanncelot ought to have
given me a ring or a bracelet; as if he could go buying rings and
bracelets without any money. A n d I don't care whether m y
thimble's •vulgar or not, and I love It dearly, because he gave it
me. A n d I'd do lots of needlework for the sake of u s m g It,
only I never conld learn to use a thimble—quite. I t always seems
BO much easier to work •without one, though it does make a hole in
the top of one's finger. Then there's my tablets! Nobody can
Bay t h a t ivory tablets are •vulgar. My darUng Uttle tablets, with the
tiny, t'uiy gold pencil-case,"—tin; j^old pencil-case was verii tiuw
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--"and the wee mite of a turquoise for a seal. I've tried to
write ' Launcelot' upon every leaf, but I don't think ivory tablets
are the very nicest things to write upon. One's •writing seems
to slide about somehow, as If the pencil was tipsy, and the Hues
won't come straight. It's Uke tr3ring to walk up and down the
deck of a steamer; one goes where one doesn't want to go."
The bewalUngs over the trousseau and the presents had a
beneficial effect upon the heart-broken InvaUd. On the evening
of the fifth day her spirits began to revive a Uttle; she drank
tea -with Eleanor at a table by the fire in the dressing-room, and
after tea tried on her wedding bonnet and mantle before th<j
cheval glass.
This performance seemed to have a pecuUarly consoling effect;
and after surveying herself for a long time in the glaas, and
lamenting the redness of her eyeUds, which prevented full justice
being done to the beauty of 'the bonnet. Miss Mason declared
that she felt a great deal better, and that she had a presentiment
that something would happen, and that evei-ything would come
right aomehow or other.
As it would have been very cruel to deprive her of this rather
vague species of comfort, Eleanor said nothing, and the evening
ended almost cheerfully. But the next day was that appointed
for Mr. de Crespigny's funeral and the reading of the wiU ; and
Laura's anxiety was now really greater than it had ever been.
She could not help belie-ving Eleanor's story of the forgery,
though she had struggled long against the conviction that had
been forced upon her; and her only hope was that her lover
would repent, and suffer his aunts to inherit the wealth which
had been no doubt bequeathed to them. Frivolous and shallow
as this girl was, she could not for a moment contemplate
marrying Latmcelot under any other circumstances. She could
not think of sharing •with him a fortune that had been gained
by fraud.
" I know he will confess the truth," she said to Eleanor, upon
the morning of the funeral; '• he was led into doing wrong by his
friend that •wicked FrenchmR,n. I t was only the Impulse of the
moment. He has been sciry ever since, I dare say. He vriU
undo what he has done."
" But if the real will has been destroyed? "
"Then his two aunts and his mother would share the estate
between them. My guardian told Tie so the other day when I
asked him some question about the fortune. And he told
Launcelot the same thing that night in the Ubrary, when thoy
had the conversation about my fortune."
If Laura was anxious upon this eventful day, Eleanor was
inxious too. I t was a new crisis in her Ufe. Would Ijauncelot
DaiTcU attempt to restore himself to the position ho had occu-
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ed before the night of his uncle's death, or would he hold to
that which he might acquire by his deliberate fraud, aud remain
a hardened and impenitent criminal, defiant of the law he had
outraged P
CHAPTER X L V I I I .
THE BEADING OF TIIE WILL.

GILBERT MONCKTON went up to Woodlands immediately afW
the funeral, in order to be present at the reading of the •wUl. He
felt that he had a right to see the end of this business. In which
his vrife had played so extraordinary a part. The •wiU was to
be read by Henry Lawford's clerk, in the sitting-room, or study,
which Maurice de Crt'» pigny had occupied for many years before
his death.
There were a great inany people who, Uke Gilbert Monckton,
thought they had a light to be present upon this occasion;
people who had been kept out of the old man's house by the rigid
watchfulness and the inflexible •wIU of the two maiden ladies for
the last twenty years or so, but who were freely admitted now,
as no longer capable of doing mischief. AU manner of distant
relationships, so remote as to be almost untraceable, came to
light upon this occasion : cousins by marriage; sistera-In-law of
dead first cousins, once removed; vridowers who attached themselves to the house of Crespigny by right of departed wives;
widows who declared themselves near relations on the strength
of claims held by defunct husbands; poor connections who came
on foot, and who were so poor that It was reaUy an Impertinence
in them to expect the smaUest legacy; rich connections who
came in sp»lendld carriages, and who seemed even more eager for
any stray twenty pounds for a mourning ring that might be
set against their names, than the poorest of the brotherhood.
And Indeed these owners of splendid carriages might have been
needier than the dusty and weather-beaten pedestrians; for when
people try to make fifteen hundred a-year do the work of three
thousand, every accidental twenty pounds is a God-send to them.
However It might be, everybody in the Woodlands dra-wingroom upon that particular morning was influenced by the same
feeling, a compound sensation of hope and distrust, expectancy
and despair. Surely there could never before have been so
many eager faces assembled together in the same small spaca
Every face, young or old, handsome or ugly, aristocratic or plebeian, wore the same expression; and had thus a common Ukeness, which bore out the idea of some tie of relationship binding
the whole assembly.
Every one regarded his or her neighbour as the possible inheritor of something worth having, and therefore a personai
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enemy. SmUmg relations were suspected of being acquainted
with the contents of the wiU, and secretly rejoicing in tho certainty of their own names being pleasantly mentioned therein.
Frowning relations were looked at darkly as probable archplotters who had worked upon the mind of the dead man. Diffident relations were feared as toadies and sycophants, who had
no doubt plied Mr. de Cresijigny with artful flatteries. Confident relations were dreaded as jieople who perhaps had some
secret claim upon tho estate, and were silently gloating over
the excellence of their chances. Every one of these outsiders
hated each other with vengeful and murderous hate ; but they
all sympathized In a far deeper hatred of the four favourites for
these great legacy stakes, the two maiden ladies, Mrs. DarreU,
and her son. I t was almost certain t h a t one or other of these
four people would inherit the Woodlands property, and the bulk
of the dead man's fortune; unless. Indeed, by ono of thoae
caprices common to eccentric valetudinarians, he should have
left his wealth to some distant connexion, who had been too
proud to toady him—and hatJ, moreover, never had the chance of
doing so. Yes, the three nieces and Launcelot were the
first favourites in this eager race; and the outsiders speculated
freely amongst themselves as to the chances and the " condition "
>f these four fortunate creatures. A n d if the outsiders hated
each other desperately for the sake of very small chances, how
much more desperate must have been the feelings of these four
who were to enter for the gi-eat stake.
Launcelot DarreU met Mr. Monckton this morning for the
first time since t h a t strange scene upon the night of Maurice de
Crespigny's death. The young m a n had called at Tolliale
Priory during the interval, b u t both the lawyer and his ward
had been denied to him.
Perhaps amongst aU those assembled In the chamber which
had so lately been tenanted by the dead man, there was not one
more painfully anxious t h a n Gilbert Monckton, into whose mind
no mercenary thought had ever entered.
I t was in tho hope of seeing his wife justified t h a t Mr.
Monckton had come to Woodlands upon this day. He had
brooded over Eleanor's denunciation of Launcelot Darrell perpetually during the week t h a t had elap)sed since the old man's
death; b u t the more he pondered upon t h a t passionate accusation
the more be-wUdered and perplexed he became.
Let it be remembered t h a t ho waa a man whose nature had
been rendered jealous and suspicious by one cruel deception
which had embittered his youth and soured a generous disposition. His mind was penetrated with the Idea t h a t Eleanor had
never loved him, and t h a t she had loved Lanncelot DarreU
This beUef was the tormenting spirit, the insidious demo
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wluch had held possession of hia breast ever since his brief
honeymoon on the northern coast. He could not dismiss it all
in a moment. The fiend was in possession, and was not ver-/
easily to be exorcised. T h a t vehement denunciation, t h a t passionate accusation which had rushed. Impetuous and ani,^ry,
from Eleanor Monckton's lips, might be the outburst of a jealous
woman's fury, and might have its root in love. Eleanor had
loved this young man, and was indignant against him for his
intended marriage -with Laura. If the desire to avenge her
father'a death had alone actuated her, surely this passionate
girl would have spoken before now. I t was thus t h a t GUbert
Monckton argued. H e did not know how eager Eleanor had
been to spenlc, and how she had only been hold back by the
worldly wisdom of Richard Thornton. How should he know
the long trial of patience, tho bitter struggle between the promptings of passion and the cold arguments of poUcy which his wife
had endured ? H e know nothing except t h a t something—some
secret—some master passion—had absorbed her soul, and separated her from him.
H e stood aloof In the dead man'a study while Mr. Lamb, the
clerk, a grey-haired old man, vrith a nervoiia manner and downcast eyea, arranged hia papers upon a little table near the fip',
and cleared his throat pi-eparatory to commencing the reading
of the wiU.
There was an awful silence In the room, as if everybody'^
n a t u r a l respiration had boon suspended all in a r^oment, ar-l
then the clerk's low voice began very slowly and hesitatingly
\\ ith the usual formula.
" I, Maurice de Crespigny, being a t this time," &c., &c. The
will wcis of some length, and as it began with a great many iusiguificant legacies—mourning rings, snuff-boxes, books, antique
plate, scraps of valuable china, and small donations of all kinds
to distant relations and friends who had boon lost sight of ou
the lonely pathway along which the old man had crawled to his
tomb under the grim guardianship of his two warders—the
patience of tho chief expectants was very sorely tried. B u t at last,
after modest little annuities to the servants had been mentioned,
the important clauses were arrived at.
To every one of the throe sisters, Sarah and La-vinla de Crespignj' and EUen Darrell, the testator bequeathed money in the
funds to the amount of two hundred a year. All the " rest aud
regidue " of his estate, real and personal, was left to Launcelot
Darrell absolutely, without condition or reserve.
The blood rushed u p to the widow's face, and then as suddenly
teceded, lea^ring it ghastly white. She held out her hand lo her
ton, who stood beside her chair, and clas2')ed his claraniy fin'-^ca
in her own.
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" lliank God," sho said. In a low voice, "you haTC g:t your
chance at last, Launcelot. I should be content to die to-morrow.'
The two sisters, pale and venomous, glared at their nephew.
But they conld only l3ok at him. They could do nothing against
him. He had won and they had lost; that was all. They felt
strange buzzing noises In their ears, and the carpeted floor of the
room seemed reeUng up and down like tho deck of a storm-tossed
vessel. This was aU that they felt just at present. The shock
was ao great that Its first effect was only to produce a kind cf
physical numbness which extended even to the brain.
I don't suppose that either of these elderly ladies, each of
whom wore stuff shoes and crisp Uttle curls of unnaturally
brown hair npon her forehead, could, by any possibility, havo
sjicnt upon her own wants more than a hundred pounds a year,
nor had either of them been accustomed to indulge in the sweet
hi-vury of charity; they were neither generous nor ambitious.
They were entirely without the capacity of spending money
cither upon themselves or on other people, and yet they had
striven as eagerly for the posseaalon of this fortune as ever any
))roud, ambitious spirit strove for the golden means by which he
hoped to work his way upon the road that leads to glory.
Thoy were fond of money; they were fond of money per se;
without reference to Its uses, either noble or Ignoble. They would
have been very happy In the possession of their dead kinsman's
fortune, though they might have gone down to then- graves without having spent so much as the two hundred a year which they
received by this cruel wUl. They would have hoarded the government securities in an iron safe; they would have added interest
to principal; they would have nursed the lands, and raised the
renta, and been hard and griping -with the tenants, and would
have counted their gains and calculated together the increase of
their wealth; but they would have employed the same cobbler
who had worked for them before their uncle's death ; they would
still have given out their stuff shoes to be mended; and they
would have been as sharp as ever as to an odd sixpence in their
dealings with the barber who dressed their crisp brown curls.
Lanncelot DarreU kept his place beside his mother's chair,
though the reading of the wIU was finished, and the clerk was
folding the sheets upon which it was written. Never hnl any
Uving creature shown less elation than this young man did upon
his accession to such a very large fortune.
Mr. Monckton went up to tho little table at which the la-W)'er'B
filerk sat, folding np the papers.
" Will you let me look at that ^rill for a moment, Mr. Lamb P "
he aaked.
Tbe clerk looked up at him witli an expresalon of aurprise.
" i''ou wish to look at it ?
" Ye said, hesitating a Uttle.
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" Yes. Theie is no objection to my doing so, is there P I t
wUl be sent to Doctors' Commons, I suppose, where anybody
•wiU be able to look at It for a sluUing."
The clerk handed GUbert Monckton the document •with a feeble
little laugh.
" There it is, Mr. Monckton," he said. " You remember your
own signature, I dare say; you'U find It there along >vith mine."
Yes, there was the signature. I t Is not a very easy thing for
the cleverest man, who Is not a professional expert, to decide
upon the authenticity of hia own autograph. There it was.
GUbert Monckton looked at the familiar signature, and tried in
vain to find some flaw in it. If it was a forgery, it was a very
skUful one. The lawyer remembered the date of the -wIU whici
he had witnessed, and the kind of paper upon which it had bee^
written. The date and the paper of this corresponded with that
recoUection.
The body of the wUl was in the handwriting of the clerk himself. I t was written upon three sheets of foolscap paper, and the
signatures of the testator and the two •witnesses were repeated
at the bottom of every page. Every one of the three autographs
differed from the others in some trifling point, and this circumstance, smaU in itself, had considerable influence upon GUbert
Monckton.
" If this -wUl had been a forgery, prepared by Launcelot DarreU, the signatures would have been fac-simUes of each other,"
thought the la^wyer; " that is a mistake which forgers almost
always fall into. They forget that a man very rarely signs his
name twice alike. They get hold of one autogi-aph and stereotype it."
What was he to think, then? If this will was genuine,
Eleanor's accusation must be a falsehood. Could he believe
this ? CoiUd he believe that his wife was a jealous and vindictive woman, capable of inventing a He in order to avenge herself
upon the infidehty of the man she had loved ? To beUeve this
would be most everlasting misery. Yet how could GUbert
Monckton think otherwise, if the wUl was genuine ? Everything
hinged upon tliat, and every proof was wanting against Launcelot
DarreU. The housekeeper, l\Irs. Jepcott, declared most distinctly
that nobody had entered tbe dead man a room or touched the
keys upon the table by the bed. This alone, if the woman's word
was to be depended upon, gave the He to Eleanor's story.
But this was not all. The •will was in every particular th«
vcrj- opposite of such a wUl as would be Ukely to be the work of
a forger.
I t contained legacies to old friends of the dead man whom he
had not himself seen for twenty years, and whose ver\- names
xr>--^ have been unkno^wn to Launcelot DarreU, I t was the •will
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of a man whose n:ind Hved a-hnost entu-ely ui the p:ist. There
was a gold snuff-box bequeathed "' to my friend Peter Sedgewick,
who was stroke in the Magdalen boat at Henley-on-Tho-Thames,
lifty-seven ye^ars ago. when I was six in the same 'LX'Ut: " there
was a n on^-x shirt-pin left •' to my old boon companion H e n r v
Laurence, who dined with me at the Beefsteak Club •with Ger-irsje
Vane and Richard Briusley Sheridan on my birthday." The
•wiU •was fuU of personal recoUections dated fifty years back;
and how •was It p>ossible t h a t Launcelot DarreU could have fabricated such a wIU; when by Eleanor's o^vn admission he had no
access to the genuine document un^tal he came to substitute the
forffory after his uncle's death? The forgery must therefore,
GUbert Monckton argued, have been prepared whUo the young
man was in u t t e r Ignorance as to the tenor of the actual •will,
according to Eleanor's stoi-y; and this, the Lfwyer reasoned, was
proof conclusive against his wife.
Launcelot could not have fabricated snch a •sviU as this. This
•wiU, therefore, was genuine, and Eleanor's accusation had l>eeu
only prompted by a sudden btu-st of jealou.s rage, which had made
her almost indifferent to consequences. Mr. Monckton examined
the siirnaitires again and again, and then, looking very sharpily at
the clerk, said, in a low voice—
" The bodv of this •wUl is in yonr hand^writing, I beUeve, Mr.
Lamb?"
•• I t is, sir."
" Can you swear t h a t this is the genuine document; the same
•wIU which you •wrote and witnessed r "
" Most decidedly," the clerk answered, -with a look of astonishment.
" Yon ha^ve no suspicion whatever as to its authenticity.'"'
" No. sir, none ! Have yjii any suspicion, Mr. Monckton P "'
he added, after a moment's pause.
The la-wyer sighed heav-Uy.
" No," he said, gl^ving the paper back to the d e r k ; " I beUeve
the •wUl is genuine."
J u s t a t this moment there •was a stir in the assembly,
and GUbert Monckton turned round to see what was taking
place.
I t was MJre. Jep>cott, the housekeeper, who •was saying something to which everybc'dy Ustened intently
The reason of this attention which the housekeeper's smaUest
word received from every member of t h a t assembly, was the fact
t h a t she held a pap^r in her hand. Every eye •^vas fixed upon
this paper. I t might be a codicU revoking the •wiU, and making
a n entirely new disposition of the property.
F a i n t streaks of red began to light u p the •wan cheeks of the
two old maids, amd Launcelot DarreU grew more Uvid t h a n dea'-'"
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But it was not a codicil; it waa only a letter written by Maurice
de Crespigny, and addressed to his three nieces.
" The night before my poor dear master died," the housekeeper
said, " I was sitting up with him all alone, and he called me to
him, and he told me to fetch him his dressing-gown, which he'd
been wearing all through his Illness, whenever he sat u p ; and I
fetched It; and he took a sealed letter out of the breast-pocket,
and he said to me, ' Jepcott, when my will is read, I expect my
three nieces vrill be very much disappointed and will think 1 havo
not treated them fairly; so I've written them a letter, begging
them not to be angry with me after I'm dead and gone: and I
want you to keep it, and take care of it, until the will has been
read, and then give it to my eldest niece, Sarah, to read aloud to
her two sisters m the presence of everybody.' And this is the
letter, miss," added Mrs. Jepcott, handing the sealed letter to
Sarah de Crespigny.
" Thank God! " thought GUbert Monckton, " I shaU know
now whether the vrill is genuine. If it is a fabrication, this letter
must bring detection upon the forger."
CHAPTER XLIX,
DESERTED.

TuE letter •written by the old man to his three nieces waa road
aloud by Mias Sara,h in the presence of the eager assenibly.
Amongst all those anxious listeners there was no one who Ustened more intently than Gilbert Monckton.
Maurice de Crespigny's letter was not a long one.
" Mr DEAR NIECES—SARAH, LAVINIA, AND ELLEN,—
" You vrill all three be perhaps much surprised at the
manner in which I have disposed of my estate, both real and
)>crsonal; but believe me that in acting as I have done I have
Yvcn prompted by no unkind fooling against you; nor am I
nftievwise than duly grateful for the attention which I have
received from you during my declining years.
" r think that 1 have done my duty; but be that as it niay, I
nave done that which it has been my Used intention to do for the
last ton years. I have made several vrills, and destro3-o<l one
after another, but they have all been in the main point to the
same effect; and it has only been an old man's whimsical fancy
that has prompted me to make sundry alterations in minor
details. The Income of two hundred a year which I have left to
iBich of you will, I know, be more than enough for your simple
wants. The three incomes, by the wording of my will, wiU
descend to my nephew, Launcelot Darrell, after your deaths.
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" 1 have tried tc remember many old friends who have perhaps
long ere this forgotten me, or who may laugh a t an old man'a
foolish bequests.
" I do not believe t h a t I have -wronged any o n e ; and I t r u s t
t h a t you will think kindly of me when I am in my grave, and
never speak bitterly of
" Y o u r affectionate uncle,
" MAURICE DE CREsnoNT.

" Woodlands,

February

20th."

This was the old man's letter. There was not one syllable of
Hs contents which in any way dlsagToed •with the wording of the
wiU.
Launcelot Dan-eU drew a long breath ; and H s mother, sitting
close to him., with her hand In his, could feel the clammj- coldness
of hia fingers, and hear the loud t h u m p i n g of hia heart against
his breast.
Gilbert Monckton took u p hia h a t and walked out of the room.
He did not want to havo any explanation with the man whom he
fuUy beUeved—in spite of all Eleanor had aaid—to be the fortunate rival who had robbed him of every chance of ever winning
his -wife's heart.
H e had only one feeling now; and t h a t was the same feeling
which had taken posseaalon of him twenty years before—an
eager desire to run away, to escape from his •troubles and perplexities, to get free of this horrible atmosphere of deceit and
DewUderment; to cast every hope, every dream behind; and to
go out into the world once more, joyless, unloved, hopeless ; but,
a t any rate, not tbe dupe of a false woman's specious pretences,
H e went straight back to ToUdale whUe the crowd at Woodlands slowly dispersed, more or less discontented with the day's
proceedings. H e went back to the grand old mansion in which
he had never known happiness. H e asked whether his wife was
with Miss Mason. No, the m a n told h i m ; Mrs. Monckton was
in her own room, lying do^wn.
Tills was the very thuig he •wished. H e didn't -want to see
Eleanor's beautiful face, framed in shining bands of hazel-brown
h a i r ; t h a t Irresistible face whose Influence he dared not trust.
H e wanted to see his ward alone.
L a u r a ran out of her dressing-room a t t'nc sound of her
guardian's footstep.
" WeU! " she cried, " is it a forgery ? "
" Hush, L a u r a ; go back Into your room."
Miss Mason obeyed, and Mr. Monckton followed her into the
pretty Httle apartment, which was a modern bower of shining
maplewood and flowery chintz, and fUmsy lace and musliu,
frivolous and airy as the young lady herseU".
" Sit dowa in a comfortable seat, guardian
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ing the lawv-'r a slippery chintz-covered lounging-chair, so k'W a8
to bring INIr. ^Monckton's knees inconveniontly near his cluii aa
he sat iu it. " S;t do'wn and teU me all about it, for goodness
gracious sake. Is it forged? "
" I don't know, my dear, whether the will is genuine or not.
I t would be a very ditficult question to decide."
" B u t o h ! good gracious me," exclaimed !Miss Mason, " how
can yon be so unkind as to talk about it like that, as if It didn't
matter a bit whether the -wUl is forged or not. If it isn't fea-ged,
Launcelot Isn't b a d ; and If he isn't bad, of course I m a j
marry him, and the weddmg things won't be aU wasted. 1
k ' o w t h a t sometlung would hap)pen to make evei-ything com*
right."
•• Lam-a," cried Mr. Monckton, " you m\ist not talk Hke this.
Do you know t h a t you are no longer a chUd, and t h a t you are
deaUng with the most solemn business in a woman s Ufe ? I do
not know whether the wUl by which Lanncelot DaiToU inherits
the Woodlands property is genuine or n o t ; I ceitauily have
reason to think t h a t it is genuine, b u t I •wUl not take upon
myself to spieak positively. B n t however t h a t may be, I kuow
t h a t he is not a good man, and you shall never m a r r y him •with
my consent."
The young lady began to cry, and murmured something to the
effect t h a t it was cruel to use her so when she was Ul, and
had been taking oceans of Ume-di-aughts; b u t Mr. Monckton
was inflexible.
" If you were to have a dozen Ulnesses such as this," he said,
" they would not t u r n me from my puirpose or alter my determination. W h e n I voluntarily took upon myself the custody ot
your Hfe, Laura, I undertook t h a t charge -nritli the intention
of accomp-)Hshmg it as a sacred duty. I havo faltered in t h a t
d u t y ; for I suffered you to betroth yourself to a m a n whom
I have never been able to trust. B u t It is not yet too late to
repau- t h a t en-or. You shall never m a n y Lanncelot Dan-eU."
" W h y not ? If he didn't commit a forgery, as Eleanor says
he did, why shouldn't I marry lum ? ''
" Because he has never truly loved you, Laura. Y o u admit
t h a t he was Eleanor's suitor before he was j'ours P Y o u admit
that, do yon n o t ? "
l\Iiss Mason pouted, and sobbed, and choked once or twice
before she answered. Gilbert Monckton waited impatiently for
ber reply. Ho was about as fit to play the Mentor as the young
lady whom he had taken upon himself to lecture.
H e waa
blinded and maddened by passionate regret, cruel disapp>ointmeiit. wounded pride, every feeUng which is most calculated to
paralyze a man's reasoning power, and transform a S ilomon into
a fooL
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"Y«fi," L a u r a gasped at l a s t ; " h e did propose to Eleanor
rfrst, certainly. B u t then she led him on."
" She led him on ! " cried Mr. Monckton. " How P "
L a u r a looked a t him with a perplexed expression of countenance, before she replied to this eager question.
" Oh, you know ! " she said, after a p a u s e ; " I can't exactly
describe how she led him on, but she did lead him on. She
walked with him, and she talked to h i m ; thoy were alwaya
talking together and leaving me out of the conversation, which
was very rude of them, to say tho least, for If I wasn't Intellectual
enough for them, and couldn't quite understand what they were
talkuig about—for Launcelot would talk meta
what's Its
name ? you know; and who could understand such conversation
as t h a t ?—they might have talked about things I do understand,
such as Byron and Tennyson. A n d then she took an interest
in his pictures, and talked about chlaro—thingembob, and foreshortening, and middle distances, and things j u s t like an artist.
A n d then she used to let him smoke In the breakfast-parlour
when she was giving me m y music lesaons; and I should Uke to
know who could play cinquapated passages in time, •with the
smoU of tobacco in their nose, and a fidgety young m a n reading
a crackling newspaper, and killing flies vrith his pocket-handkerchief against the window. A n d then ahe sat for Rosalind In his
picture. But, good gracious me, it's no good going all over i t ;
she led him on."
Mr. Monckton sighed. There wasn't much In what his ward
had said, b u t there was quite enough. Eleanor and Launcelot
had been happy and confidential together. They had talked of
metaphysics, and literature, and poetry, and painting. The
young artist had lounged away the summer mornings, smoking
and idling In Miss Vane's society.
There was very little in all this, certainly, b u t quite as much
as there generally is In the hisfory of a modem love affair. The
age of romance Is gone, -with tournaments, and troubadours, and
knight errantry, and If a young gentleman now-a-days spends
money in the purchase of a private box a t Covent Garden, and
an extra guinea for a bouquet, or procures tickets for a fashionable flower-show, and is content to pass the better p a r t of hia
mornings amidst the expensive Utter of a dra^wing-room, watclung
the white fingers of his beloved in the messy mysteries of Decalcomanie, he may be suppoaed to be quite aa sincerely devoted as
if he were to plant his lady's point-lace parasol cover in his
helmet, and galloij away with a view to having his head spUt
open in her service.
Mr. Monckton hid hia face :n his hands and pondered ovel
what he had heard. Yea, hia ward's foolish talk revealed to him
aU the secrets of his wife's lieart. H e could see the pretty.
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sunny morning-room, tho young man lounging in the open
window, with fluttering rose-leaves all abont his handsome head.
He could see Eleanor seated a t the piano, making believe to listen
to her pupil, and glancing back at her lover. H e made the
prettles^t cabinet picture out of these materials for his own
torment.
" D o you think Eleanor over 1OTC~U Launcelot D a r r e U P " he
asked, by-and-by.
"Bo I think so ? " cried Miss Mason. " W h y , of course I do;
and that's why she tries to persuade me not to marry him. 1
love her, and she's very good to me," L a u r a added, hastily, half
ashamed of ha^vIng spoken unkindly of the friend who had been
so ])atieiit with her during the last few days. " I love her very
dearly; but If she h a d n ' t cared for Launcelot Dan'cU, why did
she go against my marrying him ? "
Gilbert Monck'ton groaned aloud. Yes, It must be so. Eleanor
had loved Launcelot, and her sudden anger, her \riolent emotion,
had arisen out of her jealousy. She was not a devoted daughter,
nursing a dream of vengeance against her dead father's foe; but
a jealous and vindictive woman, bent upon avenging an infidehty
against herself.
" L a u r a , " said Mr. Monckton, " call your maid, and toU her to
pack ^rour things •without a moment's delay."
"But why?"
" I am going to take you abroad,—immediately."
" Oh, good gracious ! A n d Eleanor
"
" Eleanor will stay here. You and I •wiU go to Nice, Laura,
and cure ourselves of our follies—if we can. Don't bring any
uimecessary load of luggage. Have your most useful di-esses
and your Unen packed in a couple of portmanteaus, and let all
be ready in an hour's time. W e must leave Windsor by the
four o'clock train."
" A n d my wedding things—what am I to do -with them ? "
" Pack them u p . B u m them, if you like," answered Gilbert
Monckton, leaving his ward to get over her astonishment as she
Vest might.
H e encountered her maid in the passage.
'' Miss Mason's portmanteau m u s t be packed in an hour, J a n e , "
said. " I am going to take her away at once for change of air."
Mr. Monckton went down stairs to his study, and shutting
himself in, •wrote a very long letter, the composition of whicb
seemed to give him a great deal of trouble.
H e looked a t his watch when this letter was finished, folded,
and addressed. I t was a quarter past two. H e went u p staira
once more to Laura's dressing-room, and found t h a t young lady
in the •wildest state of confusion, doing aU in her power to hindci
her maid, under the pretence of assisting her.
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" P u t on your bonnet and shawl and go down stairs, L a u r a , "
Mr. Monckton said, decisively.
" J a n e will never succeed in
packing those portmanteaus while you are fidgeting her. Go
down into the dra^wing-room, and wait there tlU the boxes are
packed and we're ready to start."
" B u t mustn't I go and say good-bye to Eleanor P "
" I s she still in her own room ? "
" Yes, sir," the maid answered, looking u p from the portmanteau before which she was kneeHng. " I peeped' into ]\Ir>f,
Monckton's room j u s t now, and she was fast asleep. She haa
had a great deal of fatigue in nnraing Misa Mason."
" V e r y well, then, she had better not be disturbed."
" B u t if I ' m going to Nice," remonstrated Laura, " I can't go
so far away •without saying good-bye to Eleanor. She haa been
very kind to me, you know."
" I have changed my mind," Mr. Monckton said; " I've been
thinking over the matter, and I've decided on not taking you to
Nice. Torquay will do j u s t as well.''
Miss Mason made a wry face.
" I thought I was to have change of scene," she said; " T o r ,quay isn't change of scene, for I went there once when I was a
child. I might bave forgotten Launcelot in quite a strange
place, where pec;-\e lr.'\k bad French and wear wooden shoes, and
everything Is dlfidren^, '^ut I shall never forget him at Torquay."
Gilbert Monckton did not notice his ward's lamentation.
" Miss Mason vrill want you with her, J a n e , " he said to tbe
girl. " Y o u •will get yourself ready, please, as soon as you've
packed those portmanteaus."
H e went down stairs again, gave hia ordera about a carriage to
take him to tho station, and then walked u p and down the
drawing-room waiting for his ward.
I n half-an-hour both she uiid her maid were ready. The portmanteaus were p u t Into the carriage—the mail phaeton which
had brought Eleanor to Hazlewood two years before—and Mr.
Monckton drove away from Tolldale Priory -without having
ottered a word of adieu to his •wife.

CHAPTER
GILBERT'S

L.

LETTEH.

l i was late in the afternoon when Eleanor awoke, aroused by
the clanging of tho dinner-bell in the cupola above her head.
She had been w o m out by her patient attendance upon L a n r a
during the last week, and had slept very heavUy, in spite of her
anxiety to hear what had happened at the reading of the wilL
She had seen very Uttle of her husband since the rdght of Mr.
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de Crespigny's death, aud, though the coldness and restraint of
his manner had much distressed her, she had no idea that he
was actually aUenated from her, or that he had suffered Ida
mind to become filled with suspicions against her.
She opened the door of her room, went out Into the corridor,
and Ustened. But aU was very stUl. She could only hear the
faint jingling of glass and silver in the hall below, as the old
butler went to and fro putting the finishing touches to the
dinner-table.
" Mr. Monckton might have come to me to teU me about the
wiU," she thought: " he must surely know how anxious I am to
near what has been done."
She bathed her flushed face, and dressed for dinner as usual.
She put on a black silk dress out of reapect for her father'a
friend, whose funeral had been solemnized during her sleep, and
with a black lace shawl upon her shoulders she went down stairs
to look for her husband.
She found aU very quiet—unnaturally quiet. I t Is strange
how soon the absence of an accustomed inhabitant makes itself
felt in a house, however quiet the habits of that missing person.
Eleanor looked Into the drawing-room and the study, and found
them both empty.
"Where Is Mr. Monckton P" she asked of the old butler.
" Gone, ma'am."
"Gone!"
"Yes, ma'am; two hours ago, a'most. You knew he was
going, didn't you, ma'am P "
The old man's curiosity was excited by Eleanor's look of surprise.
" Didn't you know as master was a-goIng to take Miss Mason
away to the seaside for change of air, ma'am P " ho asked.
" Yes, yes, I knew that he was going to do so, but not immediately. Did Mr. Monckton leave no message for me ? "
" H e left a letter, ma'am. It's on the mantelpiece in the
study."
Eleanor went to her husband's room with her heart beating
lugh, and her cheeks flushed with indignation against him for
the sUght he had put upon her. Yes; there was the letter,
sealed -with his signet-ring. He was not generaUy in the habit
of seaHng his letters, so he must have looked upon this as one of
some importance. Mrs. Monckton tore open the envelope. She
turned pale as she read the first few Hues of the letter. I t was
written over two sheets of note paper, and began thus:—
" ELEANOR,—

" When I asked you to be my •wife I told you that in my
early youth I had been deceived by a woman whom I loved very
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dearly, though not as dearly as I have since loved you. I told
you this, and I Implored you to remember my blighted youth,
and to have pity upon me. I entreated you to spare me the
anguish of a second betrayal, a second awakening from my
dream of happiness.
" Surely, If you had not been the most cruel of women, you
would havo been touched by the knowledge t h a t I had' «li-eady
suffered so bitterly from a woman's treachery, and yo,^ ,._""uld
have had mercy upon me. B u t you had no mercy. I t suited
you to come back to this nelghboiu-hood, to be near your former
loyer, Launcelot Dan-eU."
The letter dropped from Eleanor's hands as ehe read these
words.
" My former lover!" she cried; " my lover, Launcelot Dan-eU!
Can my husband think t h a t ? Can he think t h a t I ever loved
Launcelot DarreU?"
She picked u p the letter and seated herself at her husband's
writing-table. Then she deUberately reperused the first page of
the lawyer's epistle.
" H o w could he write such a l e t t e r ? " she exclaimed, indignantly. " How could he think sucn cruel things of me after I
had told him the truth—after I had revealed the secret of my
Hfe?"
She went on with the letter:—
" F r o m the hour of our r e t u m to Tolldale, Eleanor," wrote
Gilbert Monckton, " I knew the t r u t h — t h e hard and cruel tiiith
—very difficult for a m a n to believe, when he has built u p his
Hfe and mapped out a liap-)py future under the influence of a
delusion which leaves him desolate when it melts away. I knew
the worst. I watched you as a man only watches the woman
npon whose t r u t h his every hojje depends, and I saw t h a t you
stIU loved Launcelot DarreU. By a hundred e-vldences, small in
themselves, b u t damning when massed together, you betrayed
your secret. You had made a niercenary marriage, lookuig to
worldly advantages to counterbalance your sacrifice of feeling;
| n d you found too late t h a t the sacrifice was too hard for you
to bear.
" I watched you day by day, and hour by hour; and I saw
t h a t as the time for Laura's m a n i a g e approached, yon grew
hourly more unhappy, more restless, more Impatient and caprleious In your manner towards Launcelot.
" On the night of Maurice de Cresirigny's death the storm
^urst. Y o u met Launcelot Darrell in the Woodlands garden—
perhaps by chance, perhaps by appomtment. You tried to dissuade him against the marriage with Laura, as you had tried to
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dissuade Laura from niuri^ying b i m ; and, failing iu this, yon
gave way to a frenzy' of jealousy, and accused your false lover of
an impossible crime.
" Remember, Eleanor, I accuse you of no deadly sin, no deliberate treachery t o m e . The wrong you have done me Hos in
the fact t h a t you married me wlule your heart was stUl given
to another. I give you credit for having tried to conquer t h a t
fatal attachment, and I attribute your false accusations against
Launcelot DarreU to a mad impulse of jealousy, rather than the
studied design of a base woman. I try to think well of you,
Eleanor, for I have loved you most dearly ; and the new life t h a t
I had made for myself owed all its brightness to my hope of
wmning your regard. B u t it is not to be so. 1 bow my bead
to tbe decree, and I release you from a bond t h a t has no doubt
grown odious to you.
" I beg 3-0U, therefore, to write me a final letter, demanding
such terms of separation aa you may think fit. L e t tbe ground
of our parting be IncompatlblHty of temper. Everything shall
be done to render vour position honourable; and I t r u s t to 3-ou
to prescn-e tho name of Gilber'; Afonckton's wife without taint
(-)r blemish. Signora PiciriUo ^vIU no doubt act for j^on in this
business, and coiisc-at to asaume the position of your gua'-liau
and friend. I leave you In full possession of Tolldale I'rior}',
and I go to Torquay with my ward, whence I shall uepart for
the Continent as soon as our separation has been adjusted, and
my l.)usiness arrangements made.
" My address for the next fortnight wUl be the Post-oflice,
Torquay.

"GILBERT

MONCKTON."

This was the letter which the lawyer had written to his young
wife. I t s contents were Uke a thunderbolt In the shock which
tbey caused to Eleanor's senses. She sat for a long time, roaJing
it over and over again. For the first time since her marriago
she p u t aside the thought of her revenge, and began to flunk
seriously of something else.
I t was too cruel. Unmixed indignation was the feeUng whic'c
took possession of her mind. She had no comprehension of tho
despair which had fiUod Gilbert Monckton's breast as he wrote
t h a t fareweU letter. She did not know how the strong man had
done battle \vith his suspicions, struggUng with every new doubt,
and conquering It as It arose, only to be conquered himself at
last, by the irresistible force of circumstances, every one of which
seemed a new evidence against his wife. Eleanor could not know
this. She only knew t b a t her husband had most bitterly wronged
her, aud she could feel notlung but indignation—yet.
She tore the letter into a hundred fracrments. Slie wanted to
annUiUate its insulting accusations. How dared he think so
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vilely of herP Then a feeUng of despair sank int<; her breast,
like some actual burden, chill and heavy, t h a t bowed her down
to the earth, and for the t i n e paralyzed her energies.
Nothing but failure had met her upon every side. She had
been too late in her attempt to see Maurice de Crespigny before
his death. She had failed to prove Launcelot DarreU's gm'it;
though the evidence of his crime had been in her hands, though
she had been herself the •avitness of his wrong-doing. Everything
had been against her. The chance which had thi-own her acr(.ss
tho pathway of the very man she wished to meet had only given
rise to delusive hopes, and had resulted In utter defeat.
And now she found herself suspected and deserted by her
husband—the man whom ahe had loved and respected with every
better feeling of a generous nature t h a t had become warped and
stunted by the'all-absorbing motive of her life. In her indignation against GUbert Monckton her hatred of Launcelot Darrell
became even more bitter than before, for It was ho who had
caused all this—It was ho whose treachery had been the bUght
of her existence, from the hour of her father's death until now.
While Eleanor sat thinking over her husband's letter, the old
butler came to announce dinner, which had been waiting some
time for her coming. I fancy the worthy retainer had been
prowling about the hall meanwhile •with t'ne hope c f surprising
the clue to some domestic mystery In his mistress's face as she
emerged from the studj^
Mrs. Monckton went into the dining-room and made a show of
eating her dinner. She had a motive for doing this, beyond the
desire to keep u p ajjpearancea which seems natural even to the
most Impulsive people. She wanted to hear all about Mr. dc
Crespigny's will, and she knew t h a t Jeffreys, tho butler, was
sure to be pretty v/ell Informed upon the subject.
She took her accustomed seat at the dinner-table, and Mt.
Jeffreys placed himself behind her. She took a spoonful of cleai
soup, and then began to trifle with her spoon.
" Have you heard about Mr. de Crespigny's •wiU, Jeffreys P "
she asked.
" Well, ma'am, to teU the t r u t h , we had Mr. Banks, the baker,
from Hazlewood village, in the servants' haU not a quarter of an
hour ago, and he do say t h a t Mr. DarreU has got all his groatuncle's estate, real and personU—leastways, with the exception
of hannulties to the two old mai—the Miss de Crespignys, ma'am,
and belli' uncommon stingy in their dealin's, no one will regret
c,s t^i,ey don't come Into the fortune. Sherry, ma'am, or ock ? "
Eleanor touched one of the glasses before her almost mechanically, and waited whUe the old man—who was not so skilful and
rapid as he had been in the time of Gilbert Monckton's father—
poured out some -wine and removed her soup-plate.
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" Yes, ma'am," he continued, " Banks of Hazlewood do say
khat Mr. DarreU havo got the fortune. He heard it from Mrs.
DarreU's 'ousemald, which Mrs. Darrell told aU the servants
directly as she come back from Woodlands, and were aU of a
tremble Hke -with joy, the "ousemald said; but Mr. Launcelot,
he were as white as a sheet, and hadn't a word to say to any one,
except the foreign gentleman that he is so friendly mth."
Eleanor paid very Uttle attention to all these detaUs. She only
thought of the main fact. The desperate game which Launcelot
had played had been successful. The victory was his.
Mrs. Monckton went from the dinner-table to her o-wn room,
and with her o^wn hands dragged a portmanteau out of a roomy
old-fashioned lumber-closet, and began to pack her plainest
dreaaea and the neceasaries of her simple toilet.
" I -wIU leave ToUdale to-mon-ow morning," she said. " I will
at least prove to Mr. Monckton that I do not •wish to enjoy tho
benefits of a mercenary mamage. I -wUl leave this place and
begin the world again. Richard was right; my dream of vengeance was a fooHsh dream. I suppose it is right, after aU, that
wicked people should succeed in this world, and we must be
content to stand by and see them triumph."
Eleanor could not think •without some bitterness of Laura's
abi-upt departure. She could not have been actuated by the same
motives that had influenced GUbert Monckton. Why, then, had
she left •without a word of fareweU ? Why, Launcelot Darrell
was the cause of this sorrow as weU as of every other, for it waa
jealousy about him that had prejudiced Laura against her friend.
Early the next moiiiing Eleanor Monckton left ToUdale
Priory. She went to the station at Windsor in a pony carriage
winch had been reserved for the use of herself and Laura Mason.
She took -with her only one portmanteau, her desk, and dressingcase.
" I am going alone, Martin," she said to the maid whom
Mr. Monckton had engaged to attend upon her. " You know
that I am accustomed to wait upon myself, and I do not think
you could be accommodated where I am going."
" B u t you wUl not be away long, ma'am, shall youP" tho
young woman asked.
" I don't know. I cannot teU you. I have •written to Mn
Monckton," Eleanor answered, huniedly.
In the bleak early spring morning she left the home in which
she had kno-wn very Uttle happiness. She looked back at the
gtately old-fashioned mansion with a regretful sigh.
How haj^py she might have been within those Ivied walls!
How happy she might have been with her husband and Laura;
hut for the one hindering cause, the one fatal obstacle—Launcelot
DarreU. She thought of what her Hfe might have been, but for
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the remembrance of t h a t solemn vow which was perpetuaUy
urging her on to Its fulfilment. The love of a good man, ths
caressing affection of a gentle girl, the respect of every Uving
creature round about her, might have been h e r s ; b u t fot
Launcelot Darrell.
She looked back a t the old house, gleaming redly behind the
leafless branches of the bare oaks t h a t sheltered it. She could
see the oriel window of the morning-room t h a t GUbert Moncktoi
had furnished on purpose for her, the dark crimson of the voluminous curtains, and a Parian statuette, of his own choosing,
gUttering whitely against the red light of the fire •within. She
saw all this, and regretted i t ; but her pride was soothed by the
thought t h a t she was running away from this luxurious home,
and aU its elegance, to go out alone Into a bleak, uncomfortable
world.
" H e shall know, a t least, t h a t I did not marry him for the
sake of a fine house and horses and carriages," she thought, as
she watched the terrace chimneys disappear behind the trees.
" However meanly he thinks of me, he shall have no cause to
think t h a t . "
I t was stUl very early in the day when Eleanor arrived in
London. She was determined not to go to the Signora, since
she m u s t relate all t h a t had happened, and would no doubt have
considerable difficulty in convincing her old friend t h a t she had
chosen the right course.
" The Signora would want me to go back to Tolldale, and to try
and justify myself In the opinion of Gilbert Monckton," Eleanor
thought. " B u t I will never humiliate myself to him. H e has
•wronged m e ; and the consequences of t h a t wrong must rest
upon his own head."
You see, this young lady's nature was as undiscipUned as it
Sad been In her girlhood, when she flung herself on her knees in
the little Parisian chamber to take an oath of vengeance against
her father's destroyer. She had not yet learnt to submit. Sho
had not yet learnt the most sublime lesson t h a t the Gospel
teaches, to suffer unmerited wrong, and " take It patiently."
The letter she had written to Gilbert Monckton was very brief.
" GUbert," she wrote, " you have most cruelly •wronged me, and
1 cannot doubt t h a t the day will come in which you will know
how baseless your suspicions have been. Every word t h a t I
uttered in Mr. de Crespigny's house upon the night of his death
was true. I am quite powerless to prove my truth, and I cannot
be content to see Launcelot DarreU triumph. The mystery of
the lost will is more t h a n I can comprehend, b u t I declare t h a t it
was in my possession five minutes before I met you in the garden.
If ever t h a t wUl should be foimd, my justification wiU be found
Y
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with it. I lor i.- to you to watch my interests in this matter, but
t am quite incapable of re-iiiaining jji inmate of your house whUe
f^ou think me the base creature I should be if^ my accusations
igalnst Launcelot Darrell were in the sUghtest degree false. I
wUl never retui-n to Tolldale untU my tmth has been proved.
Ton need Lot fear that I -wiU do anything to bring discredit
upon your name. I go out into the world to get my own Uving,
as I have done before.
" ELEANOR MONCKTON."
This letter expressed very Uttle of the indignation which filled
Eleanor's breast. Her pride revolted against the outrage which
her husband had inflicted upon her; and she suffered all the
more acutely because beneath her apiparent indifference there
lurked, in the innei-most recesses of her heart, a true and pure
affection for this cruel GUbert Monckton, whose causeless suspicions had so deeply wounded her.
In proportion to the strength of her love was the force of her
indignation, and she went away from Tolldale -with angry
thoughts raging in her breast, and buoying her up with a
factitious courage.
This influence was stUl at work when she reached London.
She had only a few pounds in her purse, and it was necessary
therefore that she should begin to get her o-wn living immediately.
She had thought of this during her journey between Windsor
and London, and had determined what to do. She took a cab,
and drove to a quiet Uttle hotel in the neighboui-hood of the
Strand, left her portmanteau and other piackages there, and then
walked to a certain institution for governesses in the neighbourhood of Cavendish Square. She had been there before, during
her residence with the Signora, to make an inquiry about pupils
for the pianoforte, but had never given her name to the principal.
" I must call myself by a new name," she thought, " if I wan^*to hide myself from GUbert Monckton and from the Signora. 1
must write to her directly, by the bye, poor dear, and tell her that
I am safe and well; or elae she wiU be making herself unhappy
abont me, directly she hears I have left Tolldale."
The principal of the Governesses' Institution was a stately
maiden lady, vrith a rustUng silk dress and glossy braids of grey
hair under a cap of point lace. She received Eleanor •with
solemn graclousneas, demanded her requirements and her qualifications, and then, with a gold pencU-case poised lightly between
the tip)s of her taper fingers, deUberated for a few minutes.
Eleanor sat opposite to her, watching her face very anxiously.
She wanted some home, some asylum, some hiding-place from a
world that seemed altogether against her. She scarcely cared
wherie or what the place of refuge might be. She wanted to got
away from GUbert Monckton, who had •wronged and insulted
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her, and from Latncelot Dan-eU, whose treachery was alwaya
strong enough to triumph over the trutii.
But of course she didn't say tlus. She only said that sho
wanted a situation as musical governess, nuraory governess, or
companion, and that the amount of salary was of very Httle
imjjortance to her.
" I understand," the lady principal repUed, slowly," I perfectly
understand your feoUng, Miss
Miss
"
" My name Is VUlars," Eleanor answered, quickly,looking down
at her muff as she spoke.
The lady principal's eyes foUowed hers, and looked at the muff
too. I t was a very handsome sable muff, which had cost fiveand-twenty pounds, and had been given by Mr. Monckton to his
wife at the beginning of the winter. I t was not at all In accord
with Eleanor'a plain merino dress and woollen shawl, or with
her desire to go out as a governess without consideration of
salary. Miss Barkham, the lady principal, began to look rather
suspiciously at her -vlaitor'a handsome face, and forgot to finish
the sentence she had commenced.
" You can command excellent references. Miss VUlars, I suppose?" she said, coldly.
Eleanor flushed crimson. Here v.'as an Insurmoimtable difficulty at the very outset.
" References," she stammered, " will references be necessary ? "
" Most decidedly. We could not think of sending out any
young lady from this establishment who could not command
first-class references or testimonials. Some peop)le are satisfied
with written testimonials; for myself, I consider a personal
reference indispensable, and I would not upon my own authority
engage any lady -without one."
Eleanor looked very much distressed. She had no Idea of
diplomatizing or prevaricating. She blurted out the trutli aU at
once, unappalled by the stern glances of Miss Barkham.
" I can't poaaibly give you a reference," ahe said; "my friends
io not know that I am in search of a situation, and they must
not know it. I assure you that I belong to a very rcsijoctablo
famUy, and am quite competent to do what I profess to do."

CHAPTER LL
MRS. MAJOR LENNARD.

Miss BARKHAM stared at her visitor -with a look of mingled
horror and astonishment.
" You do not surely Imagine, Miss VUlars," she said, " that
anybody •will engage you in the responsible position of governess
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to their cluldren upon no better recommendation t h a n yotir owt^
I must confess, rather confident assertion of your merits ? "
" I never told a falsehood in my Ufe, Miss Barkham," Eleanof
answered. Indignantly. " If I am without a friend whom I can
ask to testify to my respectabUity, It is on accotmt of circumstances which
"
" T o be sure," exclaimed Miss B a r k h a m ; " t h a t Is t h e ^ery
thing we have to contend agalnat. Thia estabUshment is completely overrun by young ladies who think there is nothing easlei
t h a n to t u r n their backs upon their friends and their homes, and
go out into the world to become the instructresses of the rising
generation. Y o u think me very punctUious and strait-laced, I
dare say. Miss VUlars; b u t I don't know what would become of
the rising generation if soinebody didn't keep watch and ward
over the doors of the schooboom.
Y o u n g ladles who choose to
feel u n h a p p y in the society of their p a r e n t s ; young ladies who
are disappointed in some sentimental affection; young ladies who
fancy themselves Ul-used by their elder sisters; yotmg ladies
who, from the very shaUowness of their o^wn minds, cannot be
contented anywhere, aU come to us, and want to go out as
governesses,—just for a change, they say, in t h e hope of finding
a Httle employment t h a t -wUl divert their m i n d s ; as If they had
any minds to be diverted ! These are the amateur hangera-on of
a very grave and reapectable profesalon, to which hundreds of
estimable and accompUshed women have devoted the best and
brightest years of their Uves. These are the Ignorant and
superficial pretenders who bring their cheap and worthless wares
into the market, in order to underseU the painstaking and patient
teachers who have themselves learned the lessons they profess to
teach. A n d these amateurs •wiU continue to flourish. Miss
VUlars, so long as ladies, who would shudder a t the idea of
entrusting an expensive sUk dress to an incompetent dressmaker,
are willing to confide the care of their chUdren to an instructress
whose highest merit Hes In the fact t h a t she is—cheap. I do
not •wish to wound your feeUngs, Miss VUlars : b u t I assure you
I often feel sick a t heart, when I see a lady who offers thirty
years' experience, and aU the treasures of a mind carefuUy and
sedulously cultivated, rejected In favour of some chit of nineteen
who can play one showy fantasia, and disfigure glass vases •with
scraps of painted paper, and who -wIU accept twenty potmde &
year in payment of sei-vlces t h a t are not worth five."
Eleanor amUed at Miss Barkham's energetic protest.
" I dare say you are often very much worried by incompetent
people," she said; " b u t I assiu-e you / h a v e made no attempt to
deceive you. I don't profess to do much, j-ou know. I beUeve
I can play pretty well. May I play you something ? " she asked,
pointing to an open pianoforte at one end of the room, a handsoma
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grand, with all Erard's patent improvements, on which governesses
npon their promotion were In the habit of sho^wIng off.
" I have no objection to hear you play," Miss Barkham answered ; " but remember, I cannot possibly procure you a situation •without either references or testimonials."
Eleanor went to the piano, took off her gloves, and ran her
fingers over the keys. She had played very little during the
last few months, for in the feverish preoccupation of her mind
she had been unequal to any feminine employment; too restless
and unsettled to do anything but roam about the house, or sit
brooding silently with her hands lying idle in her lap.
The familiar touch of the keys fiUed her vrith a strange pleasure : she was surprised at the brUlIancy of her execution, as
good players often are after an interval of idleness. She playel
one of Beethoven's most sparkUng sonatas; and even Miss
Barkham, who was perpetually Ustening to such performances,
murmured a few words of praise.
But before Eleanor had been seated at the piano more than
five minutea, a aerva-it came into the room and preaented a card
to Miss Barkham, who rose from her seat -with some appearance
of vexation.
" Really, I scarcely know what to do about it," she muttered
to herself. " It's almost Impossible to arrange anything at such
very short notice. Excuse me. Miss VUlars," she added, aloud^
to Eleanor; " I am obUged to see a lady in the next room. Don'^fc
go until I retum."
Eleanor bowed, and went on playing. She finished the sonata;
and then, suddenly catching sight of her wedding-ring and the
thick band of gold studded •with diamonds that her husband had
given her on her wedding-day, she stopped to draw the two rings
off her finger, and put them Into her purse amongst the few
sovereigns that formed her whole stock of worldly wealth.
She sighed as she did this, for it seemed Hke putting off her
old life altogether.
" I t ' s better so," she said to herself; " I know now that Gilbert must have thought me false to hira from the very first. I
can understand his cold reserve now, though It used to puzzle me
so much. He changed almost immediately after our marriage."
Eleanor Monckton grew very pensive as she remembered that
she had been p-)erhaps herself to blame for the altered manner
and no doubt equally altered feeUngs of her husband. She had
neglected her duty as a vrife, absorbed in her affection as a
daughter ; she had sacrificed the U-ving to the dead; and she
began to fihlnk that Richard Thornton's ad^vlce had been wiser
than she had believed when she refused to Usten to it. She had
been wrong altogether. Classic vowa of vengeance were aU very
weU in the days when a Medea rode upon flying dragons ana
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elaughtcrcd lier children upon principle ; but a certain inspiroiJ
teacher, writing a very long time after t h a t much-to-bc-rcgrettcd
claaalc ago, has declaiTd t h a t vengeance ia tho right of divuuty
alone, and far too t e m b l e an attribute to be tamjiered •with by
fallible mortals, blindly hurUng the bolts of heaven against each
other's earthly heads.
She thought this, and grew very melancholy and uncomfortable, and began to fancy t h a t her impiiilses had been about tlie
worst gaildes t h a t she conld have chosen. She began to think
t h a t she had not acted so ven- wiaely in running away from
Tolldale Priory in the first heat of her indignation, and that she
might have done better pcrhajis by writing a temperate letter of
rustlficatiou to Gilbert Monckton, and quietly abiding the Issue.
B u t she had chosen her p a t h now, and must stand by her choice,
on pialn of aptpearlng the weakest and most co^\-ardly of women.
" My letter Is piosted,'' she said to herself. '• Gilbert will
receive it to-morrow morning. I should be a coward to go back;
for, however much I may have been to blame in the matter, he
has treated me very badly."
She wipted away some tears t h a t had come into her eyes as she
took tho rings from her wedding finger, and then began to pday
again.
This time she dashed into one of the UveUest and most brilliant
fantasias she could remember, a very pot pourri of airs ; a scientific hodge-podge of Scotch melodies ; now joyous, now warUkc
and savage, now plaintive and tender, always cap)ricIous in the
extreme, and n m n i n g away every now and then Into the strangest
variations, the most eccentric cadences. The piece was one of
Thalberg's chef-d'a^uvres, and Eleanor played it magnificently.
A s she stmck the final chords, sharp and rapid as a rattUng
peal of musketry. Miss Barkham re-entered t h e room.
She had the air of being rather annoyed, and she hesitated ?.
little before speaking to Eleanor, who rose from tho piano and
began to p u t on her gloves.
" Really, Miss VUlars," she said, " i t Is most Inconiprohcnalble
to me, but since Mi-s. Lennard herself -wishes it, I
"
She stopped and fidgeted a Httle with the gold pcncil-«ise
hanging to her watch-clialn.
" I caii't at aU understand this sort of thing," she resumed ;
"however, of course I wash m.y handa of all responsibility. Have
you any objection to travel. Miss V U l a r s ? " she asked, s'uddenly
Eleanor opened her eyes with a look of astonishment at this
abrupt question.
" Objection to travel P" sho repeated; " I
"_
" Have yon any objection to L;O abroad—to Paris, for instance^
—if I could obtain you a situation ? "
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" Oh, no," Eleanor answered, with a sigh, " not at all; I would
,Tii.at as soon go to Paris as anywhere else."
" Very well, then, if that is the case, I think I can get yon B
Bi'tuation immediately. There is a lady in the next room who
Was here yesterday, and who reaUy gave me a most; severe headiche with her fidgety, childish ways. However, she wants to
meet •with a young lady as a companion immediately—that is the
ffiand difficulty. She leaves London for Paris by tlus evening's
mail, and she put off engaging the person she required untU
yesterday afternoon, when she came to me in a fever of anxiety,
and wanted me to introduce her to a lady inatanter. She stoppea
•ill the afternoon in the next room, and I took ever so many
young ladies In to her, aU of whom seemed well quaUfied for the
situation, which reaUy demands very Httle. But not one of them
would suit Mrs. Lennard. She was very polite to them, and
made all kinds of affable speeches to them, and diamisaed them
ill the most lady Uke manner; and then she told me afterwards
that she didn't take a fancy to them, and she was determined
not to engage any one she didn't take a fancy to, as she wanted
to be very fond of her companion, and make quite a sister of her.
That was what she said, and good gi-aclous me," cried Miss
Barkham, " how am I to find her somebody she can take a fancy
to, and make a sister of, at a quarter-of-an-hour's notice P I
assure you. Miss VUlars, my head felt quite in a wlUrl after she
won't away yesterday afternoon; and it's beginning to be in a
whirl again now."
Eleanor waited very patiently whUe Miss Barkham endeavotired
to coUect her scattered senses.
" I can scarcely hope this very capricious lady vriU take a
fancy to me," she said, smiling.
" Why, my dear," exclaimed Miss Barkham, " that's the very
thing I came to teU you. She has taken a fancy to you."
" Taken a fancy to me!" repeated Eleanor; " but she has not
seen me."
" Of course not, my dear. But she really is the most confusing, I may ahnost saw bewUdermg, person, I ever remember
meeting -with. I was in the next room talking to this Mrs.
Lennard, who Is very pretty andfashlonablo-looking, only a Httle
untidy in her dreas, when you began to play that Scotch fantasia. Mrs. Lennard stopped to Usten, and after she had Ustened
a few momenta ahe cried out suddenly, ' Now I dare say that's
rn old frump!' I said, ' What, ma'am ?' for upon my word, my
dear, I didn't know whether ahe meant the piece, or tho piano,
or what. ' I dare say the lady who Is playing la an old frump,
she said. ' Old frumps almost always play well; in point ol
fact old frumps are generally very clever. But I'm determined
not to have any one T can't make a eiatfij- oif! and I must have
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one by throe o'clock this afternoon, or Major Lennard v. ill be
cross, and I shall go mad.' Well, Miss VUlars, I told Mrs.
Lennard your age, and described your appearance and manners,
that is to say, as well as I was able to do so after our very brief
acquaintance, and I had no sooner finished than she exclaimed,
'That will do; if she can play Scotch melodies Uke that, and is
nice, I'U engage her.' I then explained to Mrs. Lennard that
you could give no references; ' and that, of course,' I added,
'would be an insuperable objection;' but she interrupted me in
a manner that would have appeared very impertinent in any one
but her, and cried out, 'Insuperable fiddlesticks! If she's nice
I'll engage her. She can play to me aU the morning, whUe I
paint upon velvet;' and you're to come with me, please. Miss
VUlars, and be introduced to her."
Eleanor took up her muff and followed Miss Barkham on to
the landing, but at this moment three ladies appeared upon the
top stair, and the principal of the estabUshment was caUed upon
to receive them.
" I f you'll go in by yourself, my dear," she whispered to
Eleanor, pointing to the door of the back dravring-room, " I
shall be much obliged. You'U find Mrs. Lennard a most affable
person."
Eleanor readily assented. She opened the door and went into
the primly-furnished back drawing-room. Mrs. Major Lennard
was a Uttle woman, and she was standing on tiptoe upon the
hearth-rug, in order to survey herself in the chimney-glass whUe
she re-arranged the pale blue strings of her black velvet bonnet.
Eleanor paused near the door, waiting for her to turn round, and
wondering what she was like, as the face in the glass was not
visible from where Mrs. Monckton stood.
The lady employed a considerable time in the important operation of tying her bonnet-strings, then suddenly hearing the
rustling of Eleanor's dress as she advanced a few paces, Mrs.
Lennard uttered an exclamation, and turned round.
" You naughty girl, you quite startled me," she cried.
Not so much as she had startled Eleanor, who could not
repress a cry of surprise at the sight of her face. I t was a veiy
pretty face, very young-looking, though Mrs. Major Lennard
was nearly forty years of age. A fair chlldiah face, vrith pink
cheeks, turquoise-blue eyes, and the palest, softest bands of
flaxen hair; rather an insipid, German kind of beauty, perhaps,
but very perfect of its kind.
But that which had startled Eleanor was not the babyish,
delicate prettiness of the face, but the strong resembl.ince which
it bore to Laura Mason. I t was the same face after twenty
years, not of wear and tear, but of very careful preservation.
This lady, in appearance and manner, was exactly what Laura
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must most surely become if she Hved to be «even-and-thirty
years of age.
CHAPTER LII.
GOING BACK TO PARIS,

•was so completely bevrildered by this extraordinan*
likeness that she remained for some moments staring at Mrs,
Major TiOnnard in silent surprise.
" Goodness me, my dear!" exclaimed the lady, "how astonished
you look! I hope I'm not a GDY. Frederick—that's Major
Lennard, you know—never Uked this bonnet, and really I'm
beginning quite to dislike It myself. I do think It's pokey. But
never mind that, my dear Miss—ViUars, I think Miss Barkham
said,—a very nice person. Miss Barkham, isn't she ? but rather
prim. I've got all sorts of business to settle between this and
eight o'clock, for Fred will travel by the night maU, because ho
sleeps all the way, and of course that makes the journey shorter
—In consequence of which I've never seen Dover, except In the
dark, and I always think of It vrith the lamps Hghted and the
pier sUppery, and everybody hurrying and pushing, like a place
m a dream. But the first question, my dear, that we've got to
settle. Is whether you Uke me, and think you could make a sister
of me ? "
This question, asked very eagerly, was reaUy too much for
poor Eleanor.
" Oh, please don't look so surprised," Mrs. Lennard exclaimed,
entreatingly; "you make me fancy I'm a guy, and you see
there's really no time to be lost, and we must decide immediately
if you please. I was here aU yesterday afternoon, and I saw
legions of ladles, but there wasn't one that I could take a fancy
to, and my only motive for engaging a companion is to havo
somebody that I shall Uke very much, and always feel at home
with; and I want some one who can play the piano and be agreeable and Uvely, and I'm sure you're the very person, dear, and if
you only think you can Hke me as weU as I'm sure I shaU Uke
you, we can settle the business at once."
" But you know that I can give you no references," Eleanor
said, hesitatingly.
" Of course I do," answered Mrs. Lennard. " Miss Barkham
told me aU about i't. As if I thought you'd committed a murder, or done something homd, just because you can't pounce
upon half-a-dozen jxaople ready to declare you're an uncanonized
saint all in a moment. I Uke your looks, my dear, and when I
Uke people's looks at first sight, I generally like them afterwards.
Ai)d you play ma^ificently; I only wish I could; and I used to
ELEANOR
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play the overture to ' Semiramide ' before I was married, but M
Frederick doesn't Hke overtures, and as we've been scampering
about the world ever since, in •the cabins of ships, and in tenta,
and aU sorts of places where you couldn't have pianos unless you
had them made on purpose, •without legs, I've gone backwards
m my music tlU I can't play so much as a polka, •without
skipping the difiicnlt parts."
Mrs. Lennard went on to say that the matter of salary was a
question to be settled between Misa VUlars and the Major.
" I always leave money matters to Frederick," she said, " foi
though he can't add up the bUls, he looks as if he could, and
that's some check upon people. But you'U have to wait foi
youi quarter's money now and then, I dare say, dear, because
we're often a Httle behind-hand, you know, and If you don'^^
mind that, It'U be aU the better for you, as Fred's almost sure
to give you a sUk dress when your quarter comes due and he
can't pay you; that's what he calls a sop to Cerberus, and I'm
sure the money he spends In keeping people ' sweet,' aa ho calls
it, would keep us altogether if we paid ready money. Now, is
it a settled thing. Miss VUlars ? WiU yon accept the situation?"
Eleanor assented •without hesitation. She heard very Uttle
of Mrs. Lennard's good-natured babble. Her whole mind was
absorbed by the sense of her defeat, and by the feeUng that she
had no further chance of victory over Launcelot DarreU. Sha
despaired, but she did not submit. She was only desperate and
reckless, ready to go anywhere, and finish the useless remalndei
of her existence anyhow. She was not prepared to begin a
new Ufe upon a new plan, casting the old scheme of her Hfe
behind her, as a mistake and a delusion. She was not able to
do this yet.
WhUe Mrs. Lennard was gathering together a lot of frivolouslooking Uttle whity-brown paper parcels that seemed to bear a
strong family resemblance to herself. Miss Barknam came into
the room to ascertain the result of the interview between the two
ladles. Mrs. Lennard expressed herself in the most raptnroua
manner about Eleanor, paid some small fee *'or the benefit of the
institution, and departed, carrying her paL'c^ls and taking Eleanor
with her.
She allowed her companion to assist her wi'^h the parcels, after
a Httle good-natured contention, and at the nearest comer summoned a cab which was dawdling lazUy along.
" Of course tho man •wiU overcharge us," Mrs. Lennard said,
" but we must be prepared for that, and really I'd rather be
overcharged than have a row, as we geuTaUy have when I'm
with the major, and summonses and counter-summonses, and all
sorts of disagreeables; not that I mind that half so much aa
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foreign cabmen, who get excited, and dance upon t h e pavement
and make •wild noises if you don't satisfy t h e m ; and I ' m sure 1
i o n ' t know what would satisfy foreign cabmen."
Mrs. Lennard took out her watch, which was a pretty Httle
Geneva tcy with an enamelled back, ornamented with the holes
that had once held diamonds. An anxious and Intensely studious
expression came over Mrs. Lennard's face as she looked at this
watch, which was overwelglted by a heap of incomprehensible
charms, amongst which chaotic mass of golden frivoUty, a
slreleton, a watering-pot, a coffin, and a Dutch oven were disti-.iguishable.
" I t ' s half-past five by me," Mrs. Lennard said, after a profound contemplation of tho Geneva, " s o I should tliink It must
bo ahout a quarter to three."
Eleanor took out her own watch and settled the question. I t
F.-as only half-past two.
" Then I've gained another quarter of an hour," exclaimed
Mrs. Lennard : " t h a t ' s the worst of pretty watches ; they alwaj^s
will go too much, or else stop altogether. Freddy bought me my
watch, and he gave mo my choice as to whether he should spend
the money in purple enamel and diamonds, or works, and I
chose the purple enamel. B u t then, of course I didn't know the
diamonds would drop out directly," J.Irs. Lennard added, thoughtfully.
She drove about to half-a-dozen shops, and collected more
whity-brown paper parcels, a band-box, a bird-cage, a new
carpet-bag, a dog's collar, a packet of tea, and other incongruous
merchandise, and then ordered the m a n to drive to the Great
Northern Hotel.
" We're staying at the Groat Northern, my dear," she said,
after giving this order.
" W e very often stay at hotels, for
Frederick thinks It's cheaper to pay fifteen shillings a day for
your rooms t h a n to have a house, and servants' wages, and
coals and candles, and lard, and blacklead, and hearthstone, and
all those Uttle things t h a t run away with so much money.
And I should like the Great Northern very much If the corridors weren't so long and the waiters so stem. I always think
waiters at grand hotels a/re stem. They seem to look at one as
if they knew one was thinking of the bUl, and trying to calculate whether it would be under ten pounds. But, oh, good
gracious !" exclaimed Mrs. Lennard, suddenly, " what a selfish
creature I a m ; I've quite forgotten all this time t h a t of course
you'll want to go home to your m a m m a and papa, and tell them
where you're going, and get your boxes packed, and all t h a t . "
Eleanor shook her head with a sad smile.
" I have no mother or father to consult," she said; " I am an
orphan."
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" A r e y o n ? " cried Mrs. Lennard; "then it must have been
our destiny to meet, for I am an orphan, too. Ma died while I
was a baby, and poor pa died soon after my marriage. He wa<
disappointed in my marriage, poor dear old thing, though I'm
glad to think it wasn't that, but gout in the stomach, that
kUled him. But you'll want to see your friends, Miss VUlars,
won't you, before you leave London ? "
" N o , " Eleanor answered: " I shall write to the only friends
1 have. I don't want to see any one; I don't want any one to
know where I am going. I left my portmanteau at an hotel
in Norfolk Street, and I shall be glad if you wiU let me caU
for it."
Mrs. Lennard gave the necessary order; the cabman drove t<r
the hotel where Eleanor had left her portmanteau, and thence to
the Great Northern, where Mra. Lennard conducted her new
companion to a very handaome apartment on the ground-floor,
opening into a palatial bed-chamber, whose splendour was a
good deal impaired by the circumstances that the stately
Arabian bed, the massive easy-chairs, the sofa, the dressingtable, and even the washhand-stand were loaded -with divers
articles of male and female attire, which seemed to have been
flung here and there by some harmless maniac disporting hlmself about the room.
In the very centre of all this disorder, upon a great black
leather military travelling-case, sat a big broad-chested man of
about forty, with a good-natured, sunburnt face, a very fierce
auburn moustache, and a thick stubble of crisp, wavy, auburi\
hair, cut close to hia head, in the development of which a disciple of Mr. George Coombe would have scarcely discovered
the organs that make a man either a general or a phUosopher. This sunburnt, good-humoured looking gentleman
had taken off his coat for the better accompUshment of hia
herculean laboura; and, vrith his arms folded and his legs
crossed, •with an. embroidered sHpper balanced upon the extremity of his toes, and a meerschaum pipe in his mouth, he sat
resting himself, after taking the initiatory step of dragging
everything out of the drawers and wardrobe.
"Oh, you Zazy Freddy!" cried Mrs. Lennard, looking in at
her lord and master •with a reproachful countenance, " is that aU
you've done?"
" Where's the blue barege with the flounces to go ?" roared
the major, in the voice of an amiable Stentor. " I couldn't do
anything tUl I knew that, and I've been waiting for you to
come bome. Have you got a companion P "
" H u s h ! yes! she's in the next room; such a_ dear, and
awfuUy pretty. If you stare at her much I shaU be jealous,

Freddy, for you know you are a starer, though you never wIV
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lOnfeaa it. Vve seen you, in Regent Street, when you've thDught
I've been loolring at the bonnets," added the lady, reproachfully.
Upon this the major got up, and, Hfting his vtiie In his arms,
gave her such a hug as a well-disposed bear might have bestowed
upon the partner of his den. Major Lennard was about sis
feet one and a half in the embroidered sUppera, and was as
strong as a gladiator in good training.
" Come and be introduced to her," exclaimed Mrs. Lennard;
and she led her husband, in his shirt-sleeves, nothing abashed,
into the adjoInUig sitting-room.
The major's conversational powers were not very startUng.
He made a few remarks about the weather, which were more
courteous than original. He asked Eleanor if she was hungry,
if she wotdd have luncheon, or wait for a sis o'clock dinner, and
if she was a good sailor. Then, suddenly coming to a standgtlU, he demanded soda water and brandy.
I t was the habit of this amiable man to require this beverage
on every possible occasion. He was by no means a drunkard,
though he waa one of those good-natured noisy creatures who
can never be convi-vlal without getting tipsy; but hia exiatence
was one perpetual absorption of soda water and brandy. Why
he di-ank this mixture, which the uninitiated are apt to consider
insipid, was a mystery only to be explained by himself He
could not have been perpetuaUy thu-sty ; and I am incUned to
ihink that this soda water and brandy was the desperate resom-ce of a feeble mteUect craving some employment, rather
than a physical want.
The major and his wife retired to the bedroom and began their
packing. "When matters grew very desperate Eleanor was summoned as a forlorn hope, and did her best to reduce the chaos
into something Uke order. This process occupied the time until
ais o'clock, when the major put on his coat and sat down to
dinner.
But even during dinner the packing business waa not altogether suspended, for every now and then, when there was a
Uttle pause in the banquet, Mra. Lennard jumped up from the
table, and ran into the next room with her workbox, or her deak,
or something from the mantelpiece or one of the sofa-tables—
sometimes a book, sometimes a paper-knife, a thimble, a pair of
Scissors, a pen-wiper, or a packet of envelopes,—and then acaniperod back to her place before the waiter re-entered the room, and
tried to look as If she hadn't left her seat. The major meanwlule
worked steadUy on with hia knife and fork, only looking up
from his plate to attend to the wants of Eleanor and his wife.
At las-t everything was ready. The addresses were fastened
to the boxes and portmanteaus. A be^vUdering canary-bird—
which rejoiced in every kind of noise and confusion, and hod
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been exci-uciatingly loud and shrill all the afternoon—-was Inducted into the new brass cage which Mrs. Lennard had bought
for it. A sharp little black-and-tan terrier, the property of the
major, was invested in the new coUar, and securely padlocked;
Eleanor and Mrs. Lennard put on their shawls and bonnets;
<he major made himself gigantic by the addition of a rough
great-coat, a Scotch plaid, and half-a-dozen yards of wooUen
comforter tc his normal bulk ; the bUl was paid at the very last
moment, whUe the luggage waa being pUed up on the toj) of an
extra cab; and Major Lennard and his companions departed at
a rattling pace for the London Bridge terminus. Th jre waa
juat time enough for the major to get the tickets and choose a
comfortable carriage, before the train started. Away they flew
through the darkness of the bleak March night, and Eleanoi
felt that every throb of the shrieking engine made the step that
she had taken more irrevocable.
" There was not a word in GUbert's letter that expressed sorrow at parting from me," she thought. " I had wom out hi?
love, I suppose."
I t was eleven o'clock when they got to Dover. Major Len
nard slept aU the way, with the lappiets of his traveUing cap
which was a sort of wooUen caricature of a Knight Templar'
helmet, drawn closely over his ears. Mrs. Lennard, who was
very •wide awake aU the time, sat opposite to her husband, •with
the canary bird on her lap. He had gro^wn quiet at last, and
had retired from the world imder a tent of green baize. The
bird's mistresa made up for his sUence by talking incessantly
throughout the journey; but it only seemed to Eleanor as if
she had a second Laura for her companion, and the succession
of her o^wn sad thoughts was scarcely broken by Mrs. Lennard's
conversation.
They anived in Paris the next moming in time for breakfast
at the great Hotel du Palais, a monstrous buUding, newly
erected, and rich in the gUtter of gUding and the glow of colour.
Here the major took up his abode, after deUberately exponndiog
to his •wife and Eleanor the theory that the best and most exsive hotels are always the cheapest—in the end. This moral
been the rule of the major's Ufe, and had very often
brought him alarmingly near the awful abysses of insolvency.
The gorgeous apartments in which Eleanor found hersell
were very unUke the low-ceUinged Httle sitting-room in the Rue
de I'Archeveque; but her mind went back to that sad time,
nevertheless. She spent the moming in the agreeable employment of unpacking Mrs. Lennard's wardrobe, whUe the major
and his wife saUed out of the great hotel to sun themselves in
the Rue RivoU and on the Boulevards, and to \vind up •with a
drive in the Bois. and a Uttle dinner at Vfefour's. "VVhen she
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had completed this most wearisome task, and had arranged all
the scraps of lace and ribbons, the glove,« and coUars, and
feminine furbelows, in a buhl chest of drawei j and a gorgeous
ebony and gold wardrobe, Mrs. Monckton put on her bonnet
and shawl, and went out into the busy street.
The tears rushed up to her eyes as she looked at the bright
vista before her, and heard the roU of the drum, and the tramp
of soldiers' feet in the courts of the Louvre. Yes, there was the
street along which she had walked by her father'a side on the
last day of his bUghted Ufe. Her hands clenched themselves
involuntarUy as she remembered that day; and that other bitter
day of anguish In which she had knelt upon the ground and
sworn to be revenged upon George Vane's enemy.
How had she kept her oath? She smiled bitterly as she
thought of the four yeara that had passed since then, and the
strange chance that had flung Launcelot Darrell in her way.
" I went away from this place while he waa here," ahe thought.
" I come back to it now that he Is in England. Ia it my destiny,
I wonder, always to fail In everything I attempt?"
She went to the Rue de I'Archeveque. Nothing was changed.
The same butcher was busy In the shop; the same faded curtains of flowered damask himg behind the windows.
CHAPTER LIII.
MARGARET L E N N A R D ' S DELINQUENCIES.
MRS. MAJOR LENNARD was very kind to Eleanor, and if kindness and friendliness on the pjart of her employers could have
made Mrs. Monckton comfortable, she might have been entirely
so in her new position.
But comfort was a noun substantive whose very meaning
must, I think, have been utterly incomprehensible to Major and
Mrs. Lennard. They had married very young, had started iu
rife all wrong, and had remained in a perpetual state of muddle,
both mentii.' and physical, ever since. They were Uke two
chUdren who had played at being grown-up people for twenty
years or so; and who were aa entirely childish In their play now
as they had been at the very beginning. To live •with them was
to exist in an atmosphere of be^wllderment and confusion; to
have any deaUngs whatever with them was to plunge at once
mto a chaos of disorder, out of which the clearest inteUect could
scarcely emerge without having suffered complete disorganization. The greatest misfortune of these two people was the Hkeneas
they bore to each other. Had Major Len-nard been a man of
vigorous intellect and strong •>U, or had he been merely posaessed of the average allowano^ " common sense, he might have
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ruled his •wife, and Introduced some element of order uito hit
existence. On the other hand, if Mrs. Lennard had been a
sensible woman, she would no doubt have henpecked her husband, and would have rescued the good-natured soldier from a
hundred foUIes, by a weU-tlmed frown, or a sharp matronly
jiudge, as the occasion might demand.
But they were both aUke. They were two overgro-wn chUdre
of forty years of age; and they looked upon the world as
great play-room, whose inhabitants had no better occupatif
than to find amusement, and shirk the schoolmaster. They we
generous and kind-hearted to a degi-ee that, in the opinion c
their •wiser acquaintance, bordered upon fooHshness. Thoy were
imposed upon on every side, and had been Imposed upon during
twenty years, •without acquiring any moral wealth in the way of
•wisdom, from their very costly experience. The major had •s\itliin
the last twelve months left the army on half-piay, on the death
of a maiden aunt, who had left him eight hundred a year. Up
to the date of receiving this welcome legacy, the soldier and lus
•wife had been compeUed to exist upion Major Lennard's pay, eked
out by the help of stray benefactions which he received from
time to time from his rich relatlvea. The famUy to which the
ponderous officer belonged was very numerous and aiistocratic,
Q-wning as its chief a marquis, who was uncle to the major.
So the two big chUdren had decided upon enjoying themselvea
very much for the rest of their days, and as a commencement of
tins new Ufe of idleness and enjoyment. Major Lennard had
brought his •wife to Paris, whence they were to go to Baden-Baden,
to meet some of the major's aristocratic cousins.
" H e might come in for the title himself, my dear," Mrs.
Lennard told Eleanor, " if seventeen of his first cousins, and first
cousins once removed, would die. But, as I told poor papa, when
he grumbled at my marrying so badly, you can't expect seventeen
cousins to go off aU in a minute, just to obUge us by making
Freddy a marquis."
Perhaps nothing could have been happier for Eleanor than
is life of confusion, tlus scrambUng and unsettied existence, in
Ifhlch the mind was kept In a tumult by ti-IfUng cares and
Agitations; for in this perpetual disorganization of her inteUect,
Ihe lonely girl had no time to think of her o\yn troubles, or of
the isolated position which she had chosen for herself. I t was
only at night, when she went to bed, in a small apartment very
high up in the Hotel du Palais, and about a quai-ter of fin hour's
walk from the chamber of the major and his wife, that she had
time to think of Launcelot DarreU's triumph and her husband's
unjust suspicions; and even then she could rarely brood very
long upon her troubles, for she was generally exhausted alike in
jnind and body by the confusion aud excitement of the day, and
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mere likely to fall asleep and dream of her sorrows than to lie
awake and think of them.
Those dreams were more troublesome to her t h a n aU the
be-wUdei-ment of the day, for in them she was perpetually renewing the old struggle with Launcelot DarreU, perpetuaUy upon
the eve of •victory, but never quite victorious.
The major lingered In Paris much longer t h a n he had intended,
for the big children found the city of boulevards a most deHghtful playground, and frittered away a great deal of money upon
expensive dinners a t renowned restaurants. Ices, opera tickets,
Hew bonnets, Piver'a gloves, Lubln's perfumes, and coach hire.
They stopped at the Hotel du Palais, stUl acting on the major's
theory, t h a t the most expensive hotels are the cheapest—in t h t
end. They dined occasionaUy a t the table-d'hote, -with two or
three hundred companions, and wasted a good deal of time In tho
great saloons, playing at bagateUe, peering into stereoscopes,
tui-ning over the daily papers, reading stray paragraphs here
and there, or pouring over a chapter of a romance in the
feuilleton, until brought to a standstill by a disheartening
abundance of diflicult words.
After breakfast, the major left his •wife and her companion,
either to loU in the reading-room, to stroll about the great stone
quadrangle, smoking cigars, and drinking occasional brandy
and soda, or to read the English papers at Galignani's, or to wait
for the post, or to meet a British acquaintance a t Hill's cafe, or
to stare at the raw yonng soldiers exercising In the courtyards
of the Louvre, or the coptper-faced Zouavea who had done such
wonderful work In the Crimea; or perhaps to stumble acrosa
some hoary-headed veteran who had fought under Napoleon tha
First, to make friendly speeches to him in bad French, -witi
every verb in a bo^wUdorlngly impossible tense, and to treat him
to little glasses of pale cognac.
Then Mrs. Lennard brought out her frame and her colourbox, and her velvets and brushes, and all the rest of her implements, and plunged at once Into the delightful pursuit of painting upon velvet—an accompUshment which this lady had only
newly acquired in sis lessons for a guinea, during her last brief
Bojoum in London.
" The young person who t a u g h t me called herself Madame
Ascanlo de BrindisI—but, oh ! Misa VlUars, If ever there was a
Jocknoy In this world, I think sho was one—and she said in her
advertisement, t h a t anybody could earn five pounds a week
easily at this elegant and deUghtful occupation; but I am sure I
don't know how I should ever earn five pounds a week. Miss
VUlars, for I've been nearly a month at this one sofa cusluon,
and it has cost five-and-thirty shilluigs already, and isn't finished
Yet» and the major doesn't like to see me work, and I'm obUged
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to do it while he's oai; just as if it itas a aame to paint upim
velvet. If TOU w&uM mend those ^ove^ deauc; 'that axe qplii
aciv>33 the tfamnb'—and really Fiver's ^ores at four fiancs, fiveand-twenty -what's its ~naiaes? omghtDt to do ao, t h o o ^ ika
niagor s a ^ it's my owa -&alt, hecanse I wiU bo^ six-snd-ai
qoartei^—1 shoisl'l be £o madi obUged," Mrs. Lemiard added,
adzeafting'fy, as she seated liesrsdf at Ifeor^-woik in one of the
kmg windows. " I shall get on splendidjhr,'' she ^aihiined, "if
the Emp^TR'doesn't go for a drive; but if he does, I must leava
off my -vroik and look at him—lie's sach a dear!"
Eteanor was very wiDing to make herself what the advertiaem^its caU " generally asefJod," to the lady who had eaigaged
hs^. Shewasaveiyhigli--spabntedgiil,ireknow, qincktoiesQat
a x j insot^ sensitive and parood; but she had no fidse pride^
NSL$ Mt no shame in doing T^iat ^le had imdeitaken to do; aad
i£ for her own can-vrauenoe, she bad takrai the sitnatioii of a
Idttdteai-maid, sihe would have pearfbarmed the dnties <^ that aitaatkm to l^e best of her ability. So she mended Mrs. Leonaid'a
^oves, and darned that lady's delicate lace coDara, and tried to
infiaise sometliing Eke order into her toilette, and removed the
damp ends of cigars, which it was fthe major's halnt to leave
about upon evary available pieoe of fumiturei, and made hcxself
altogether so nsefial that 1 1 ^ Lennard declared that she would
henceforward be unable to live without her.
" But I know bow it mil be, you nasty provvikiiig tbing! **
tiiemsgor's wife exclaimed; "jocrllgoonintiiisiaTay.and jou'D
make us fimd of jou, and just as we b^in to doat upon yon,
you'U go and get married and leave us, and then I ^aD nave
to g ^ another old firmip like Miss PaOistifflr, wbo fived with me
before you, and wbo never would do anytbmg for me scarody,
but was always talking about belongiiig to a good fomily, and
not being used to a life of dependence. Fm sore I used to wish
she bad belonged to a bad feonily. But I know i t i l be so; just
as we're most comfortable with jou, j o n l l go and many aome
horrid creature."
Itkanor bfaished crimson as she shoc^ ber bead.
** I don't tbink tiiat's very Kkely," sbe said.
" A b ! JOU say tbat«" Mrs. Lennard answered, doobtfally,
"but you cant convince me quite so easily. I know youll go
and marry; but jou dont ^ o w tbe trondties 3fOu may bring
upon yourself if you marry young—as I did," sidded tne lady,
moppn^ bra' brush upon her mra, and breathing a profound
'Troabka, my dear Mrs. Lennard!'* cried Eleanor. ** Wby^,
it eeems to me as if you never could bave bad any sonow m
joorKfe."
««Seemi^ Hamlet!'** exchomed Mrik lioniiai^ outiiigiqiher
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eyes traL-.Icilly; " ' nay, it is; I know not seems,' as the Queen
says to Hamkt—or perhaps it's Hamlet says so to the Queen,
but that doesn't matter. Oh, Miss VUlars ! my Ufe might have
been very happy, perhaps, but for the bUghtlng influenco of my
O'wn crime; a crime that I can never atone for—nev-arr!"
Eleanor would have been quite alarmed by this speech, bnt
for tlie tone of enjoyment •with which Mrs. Lennard gave
utterance to it. She had pushed aside her frame and huddled
her brushes together upon the buhl table—tli^ere was nothing
but buhl and ormolu, and velvet-pile and ebony, at the Hotel du
Palais, and an honest mahogany chair, a scrap of Kidderminster
carpet, or a dimity curtaui, would have been a reUef to tlio
overstrained inteUect—and she sat with her hands clasped upon
the edge of the table, and her Ught blue eyes fixed in a tragic
rapture.
" Crime, Mrs. Lennard 1" Eleanor repeated, Iu that tone of
horrified surprise which was lesa prompted by actual terror,
than by the feeling that some exclamation of the kind was demanded of her.
" Yes, my dear, ker-rime! ker-rime! is not too harsh a word
for the conduct of a •woman who jilts the man that loves her on
the very eve of the day appomted for the wedding, after a moat
elaborate trousseau has been prepared at his expense, to say nothing of heaps of gorgeous presents, and diamonds as plentiful
aa dirt—and elopes •with another man. Nothing could be moro
dreadful than that, could it. Miss VUlai-s ? "
Eleanor felt that she was called upon to say that nothing
could be more dreadful, and said ao accordingly.
" Oh, don't despise me, then, or hate me, please, Misa
Villars," cried Mrs. Lennard; " I know you'U feelmcllned to do
80; but don't. I did it!—I did it. Miss ViUars. But I'm not
altogether such a wretch as I m.ay seem to you. I t was chioliy
for my poor pa's sake; it •was, ind.eed."
Eleanor was quite at a loss to know how Mrs. Lennard's bad
conduct to her affianced husband could have benefited that lady's
father, and she said something to that efi"eet.
" Why, you see, my dear, in order to explain that, I must go
back to the very beginning, wluch was when I was at school."
As Mrs. Lennard evidently derived very great enjoyment from
this kind of conversation, Eleanor was much too good-natured
to discourage i t ; so the painting npon velvet waa abandoned, for
that moming at least, and the major's vnfe gave a brief sync^^is
of her history for the benefit of Mrs. Monckton.
" You must know, my dear," Mrs. Lennard began, "m^ poor
pa was a country gentleman; and he had once been very nch; or
at least his family—and he belonged to a very old family, -though
not as aiistocratic aa the major's—had on
bu\
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somehow or other, through the extravagance of one and another,
poor pa waa dreadfully poor, and hia estate, which was in Berkshire, was hea-yUy—what's its name ?—mortgaged."
Eleanor gave a sUght start at the word " Berkshire," which
did not escape Mrs. Lennard.
" You know Berkshire ? " she said.
" Yes, some part of It."
" Well, my dear, as I said before, poor papa's estate was very
heavily mortgaged, and he'd scarcely anything that he could caU
hia own, except the rambUng old country-house in whicli I was
born; and beyond that he was awfully In debt, and in constant
dread of his creditors sending him to prison, where he might have
finlahed his days, for there wasn't the least posalbiUty of his ever
paying his debts by anything short of a miracle. Now, of course^
all this was very sad. However, I was too young to know muck
about it, and papa sent me to a fashionable school at Bath, where
his sisters had gone when they were young, and where he knew
he cotUd get credit for my education to be finished."
Eleanor, hard at work at the spUt gloves, Ustened rather indifferently to thia story at first; but Httle by Uttle she began to
be interested In It, untU at last she let her hands drop into her
lap, and left off working, in order the better to attend to Mrs.
Lennard's discourse.
" WeU, Miss ViUars, It was at that school that I met the ruling
star of my fate—that Is to say, the major, who waa then dreadfuUy
young, •without even the leaat pretence of whiskers, and always
sitting In a pastrycook's shop In the fashionable street, eating
strawberry ices. He had only just got his commission, and he
was quar^tered at Bath •with his regiment, and his aister Louisa
was my schoolfeUow at Miss Florathorne's, and he caUed one
morning to see her, and I happened that very moming to be practising in the drawing-room, the consequence of which was that
we met, and from that hour our destinies were sealed.
" I won't dweU upon our meetings, which Louisa managed for
us, and which were generally dreadfully inconvenient, for Fred
used to clamber up the garden waU by the toes of his boots—and
he has told me since that the brickwork used to scratch off aU the
varnish, which of cotu'se made It dreadfully expensive—but what
wIU not love endure ?—and hook himself on aa it were; and It waa
in that position, with nothing of him visible below lus chin, that
he made me a most solemn offer of his hand and heart. I was
young and fooUsh, Miss Villars, and I accepted him, without one
thought of my poor papa, who waa the most indulgent of parents,
and who had always let me do everything I liked, and Indeed
owed upwarda of fifty pounds, at a toyshop In Windsor, for
dolls and thinga that he bough-t me before I waa grown up.
" Well, from that hour Frederick and I were engaged, and 1^
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dropped a turquoise ring in among the bushes a t the bottom cf
the garden the next morning, and Louisa and I had upwards of
an hour's work to find It. W e were engaged! B u t we were not
long allowed to bask in the sunshine of requited affection, for a
fortnight after this Frederick's regiment waa ordered out to Malta,
and I was •wretched. I wIU pass over my wretchedness, which
might not be Interesting to you, Mias Villars, and I will only
say that, night after night, my pillow was wet with tears, and
that, but for Louisa's sympathy, I should have broken my heart.
Frederick and I corresponded regularly under cover of Louisa,
and t h a t was my only comfort.
" By-and-by, however, the time for m y lea^vlng school came—
partly because I was seventeen years of age, and partly because
papa couldn't settle Miss Florathorne's bUls—and I went home
to the old rambUng house In Berkshire. Here I found everything at sixes and sevens, and poor papa in dreadfully low spirits.
His creditors were all getting horribly Impatient, he had all
sorts of •writs, and attachments, and judgments, and contempt
of courts, and horrors of t h a t kind, out against h i m ; and If
they could have p u t him Into two prisons a t once, I think thoy
would have done It, for some of them wanted him in Whitecross
Street, and others wanted him In the Queen's Bench, and it
was altogether dreadful.
" Well, papa's only friend of late years had been a very learned
gentleman, belonging to a grand legal firm In the city, who had
managed all his business matters for him. Now this gentleman
had lately died, and his only son, who had succeeded to a very
large fortune upon his father's death, was staying vrith my poor
papa when I came home from school.
" I hope you won't think me conceited. Miss Villars, b u t in
order to make my stoi-y intelligible, I ' m obliged to say t h a t at
that time I was considered a very pretty girl. I had been the
belle of the school at Miss Florathorne's, and when I went back
to Berkshire and raised in society, people made a tremendoua
fuss about me. Of course, you know, my dear, troubles about
money matters, and a wandering life, and French dinners, which
aro too much for a weak digestion, have made a very great
difference In rae, and I ' m not a bit like what I was then. Well,
the young lawyer who was staying with p a p a — I shall not tell
you his name, because I consider it very dishonourable to tell
the name of a person you've jUted, even to a stranger—was very
attentive. However, I took no notice of that—though he was
very handsome and elegant-looking, and awfully clever—for my
heart was true to Frederick, from whom I received the most
heart-rending letters under cover to Louisa, declaring that, what
with the mosquitoes and what with tho separation from mo, and
owing debts of honour to his brother officers, and not clearly
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eeelng his way to pay them, he was often on the verge of oom»
mitting suicide.
'• 1 had not told papa of my engagement, you must know, my
dear, because I felt sure he'd gnimble about my engaging mysc't
to a penniless ensign; though Fred might have been a marquis,
lor at t h a t time there were only eleven couslna between him
and the title. So one day papa took me out for a drive -with
l.im, while Mr.
whUe the young lawyer was out shooting;
smd he told me t h a t he waa sure, from several things the young
I iwyer had let drop, t h a t he was desperately In love -with me, and
t h a t it would be his salvation—pa's—If I would marry him, for
he was sure t h a t in t h a t case the young man, who was very
generous and noble-minded, would pay his debts—pa's—and
then he could go on the continent and end his days in peace.
" Well, my dear Miss VUlars, the scene between us wal
actuaUy heart-rending. I told papa t h a t I loved another—1
dared not say t h a t I was actuaUy engaged to poor dear I'rederick
•—and pa entreated me to sacrifice what he called a fooUsh schoolgirl's fancy, and to give some encouragement to a noble-hearted
young man, who would no doubt get him out of the most abommable trouble, and would make me an exceUent husband."
" A n d you consented ? "
" Yes, my dear, after a great deal of persuasion, and after
shedding actual oceans of tears, and in compliance -with papa a
entreaties, I began to give t h e young lawj-er—I'm obUged to
call him the young la-wyer, because one is so apt to associate
la^wyers •with grey hair, and grumplness, and blue bags—a Utile
encouragement, and In about a week's time he made rae an offer,
and I accepted It, though my heart waa stUl true to Frederick,
and I was stiU corresponding -with him under cover of Louisa."
Eleanor looked very grave a t this p a r t of the story, and ^Mra.
Lennard interpreted her companion's serious face as a mute
reproach.
" Yes, I know it was very •wrong," she exclaimed; " b u t then,
what in goodness' name was I to do, driven to distraction upon
ono side by pa, driven to distraction upon the other side by Fred,
who vowed t h a t he would blo^w out his brains if I didn't write
to him by every maU ?
" WeU, my dear, the young la^wyer, whom I shall cauT In future
my affianced husband, for short, behaved most nobly. I n the
first place he bought pa's estate—not t h a t he wanted it, but
because p a wanted the money—and then he lent pa enougb
money, over and above the price of the estate, to settle with all
his creditors, and to buy an annuitj-, npon wluch he could Uve
very comfortably abroad. Of course this was very generous of
bim, and he made quite light of it, declaring t h a t my love woulc'
have repaid I'im for much greater eacrifices.
Ton know he
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thought I loved him, and I really did try to love him, aiid to
throw over poor Frederick, for papa's sake: but the more I tried
to throw Frederick over, and the more distant and cold I made
my letters, the more heart-rending he became, reminding mo of
the vows I had uttered in the garden at Bath, and declaring
that if I jilted him, his blood should be upon my head. So,
what with one thing and another, my Ufe was a burden.
" It took papa some time to settle all his debts, even •with the
assistance of my affianced husband, but at last everything was
arranged, and we started for a continental tour. My affianced
husband accompanied us, and the marriage was arranged to take
place at Lausanne. I need not say that I was very unhappy all
this time; and I felt that I was a very •wicked creature, for I
was decemng one of tho best of men. Perhaps the worst of aU
was, that my affianced husband had such perfect confidence i i
me, that I scarcely think anything I could have said or d o n e short of what I did at the very last—could have shaken his faith,
lie talked sometimes of my youth, and my childishness, and my
simplicity, until I used to feel a perfect LUCHETIA BORGIA. Ah 1
Miss Villars, it was dreadful, and I often felt inclined to throw
myself at his feet and tell him all about poor Frederick; but the
thought of my poor papa, and the recollection of the money for
the estate, which could not be paid back again, sealed my Ups,
and I went on day after day deceiving the best of mon. You see,
I'd gone too far to recede, and oh, my dear, that is tho awful
penalty one always pays for one's wickedness—if you begin by
deceiving any one, you're obUged to go on, and on, and on, from
one deception to another, until you feel the basest creature in the
world.
" At least that's how I felt when all the lovely dresses, and
jewels, and things that my affianced husband had ordered arrived
from Paris. If I could have walked upon gold. Miss Villars, I
do think that fooUah man—for he was quite foolish about me,
though in a general way he was so very clever—would havo
thought the purest bulUon only fit for paving stones under my
feet. The silks and satins—sa^tln wasn't outre then, you know—
would have stood alone If one had wanted them to do so; tha
lace—well, I won't dwell upon that, because I dare say you think
already that I shall never have done talking, and aro getting
dreadfully tired of this long story."
" No. Mrs. Lennard," Eleanor answered, gravely, " I am very
much Interested in your story. You cannot teU how deeply it
mterests me."
The ma,jor's •wife was only too glad to receive permission to
run on. She was one of those people who are never happier
than when reciting their own memoirs, or relating remarkable
passages in the history of their Uves.
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" The very eve of the wedding-day had arrived," resumed Mrs.
Lennard, in a very solemn, and, indeed, almost awful voice,
•' when the unlooked-for crisis of my destiny came upon me like
t, thunderbolt. Pa and my affianced husband had gone out
Jbgether, and I was alone in one of the apartments which we
occupied at Lausanne. I t was about an hour before dinner, and
I was dressed in one of the sUks that had come from Paris, and
I was tolerably resigned to my fate, and determined to do my
best to make my affianced husband happy, and to prove my
gratitude for his goodness to my father. Imagine my horror,
then, when I was told that a lady •wished to see me—an EngUsh
lady—and before I could decide whether I was at home or not,
in rushed Louisa Lennard, very dusty and tumbled, for she had
only just arrived, and of course there was no raUway to Lausanne
from anywhere, at that time.
" WeU, my dear Miss VUlars, it seems that Frederick's sUence,
which I had taken for resignation, was quite the reverse. Louisa
had heard of my Intended maniage, and had written about it to
her brother, and her brother had gone nearly mad, and, being
on the eve of obtaining leave of absence on account of his ba<]
health—the cUmate had knocked him up—contrived to get away
from Malta Immediately. He and his sister had managed to
persuade thefr rich maiden aunt, who was very fond of Frederick,
and who left him aU her money the other day, to take them both
to S^witzeiiand, and there they were, with the rich maiden aunt,
who was very much knocked up by the journey, and who had not
the least shadow of a suspicion that she had been made a catspaw.
" Well, ]\Jiss Villars, anybody—even tho hardest-hearted of
creatures—would have been touched by such devotion as this,
and for the moment I forgot all about my affianced husband's
generosity, and I gave that enthusiastic Louisa, who reaUy was
the mo-ylng spirit of everytliing, a solemn promise that I would
«ee Frederick that night. If only for ten minutes. Of course 1
didn't teU her that the next day was appointed for my wedding,
because I was too much afraid of her anger, as she was devotedly
attached to her brother, and had heard my solemn vows In the
garden at Bath; but the people at the hotel told her all about
it, in their nasty gossiping way ; the consequence of which was,
that when I met Fred in the porch of the cathedral, whUe papa
and my affianced husband were taking thefr •wine after dinner,
hia goinga-on were really a^wful.
" I can never deacrlbe that scene. When I look back at it, it
peems like a dream—all hurry, and nolae, and confusion. Frederick declared that he had come all the way from Malta to claim
me aa his bride, and called my affianced husband a baron aU
covered with jewels and gold, from the ballad of ' Alonzo the
Brave,' which be had been in the habit of reciting at echool
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And, poor dear feUo^w, no-w that I saw biTn again, my heart,
which had al-ways been true •to bim, seemed more true to bJTn
than ever; and what with Louisa, who •was •very strong-minded,
^ i n g on at me, and caUing me mercenary and fai^tiless and
deceitful, and what with Frederick going dovm npon his knees
in that chilly porch, and getting np suddenly every time the
person who showed the cathedral to strangers happened to look
onr •way, I scarcely knew what I said or did, and Frederick extc'rted from me •the promis-e that I would run a^way -wi-th him
and Louisa that very night, and be married to bim as soon as
ever we could find anybody that would marry us.
" I can never describe that dreadful night. Miss ViUars;
suffice it to say, that I ran away -without a bit of luggage, and
that Frederic^ Louisa, and L performed the most a-wfril journey
—almost aU by dUigence^and were nearly jolted to death between Lausanne and Paris, •where Fred, by the help of some
English friends, contrived to get the ceremony performed by a
Protestant clergyman, at the house of the British Consul, bnt
not without a great deal of difficulty and delay, during which I
expected every day that my affianced husband would come
tearing after me.
" He did nothing of the kind, however. I heard afterwards
from papa that he didn't show the least disposition to pursue
me, and he particularly requested that no attempt should be
made to prevent my doing exactly as I pleased •with regard to
Fre'i. If he had pursued me. Miss ViUare, I have no donbt I
ihonld have gone back and married him; for I am very weak,
and it is my nature to do whatever people •wish me to do. But
aU he did was to walk about very quietly, looking as "pale as a
ghost for a day or two, and braving ont aU the ridicule that
attached to birn because of his bride's running awayfix>mbiTn
upon the eve of the wedding-day, and then he parted company
•with papa, and went away ^to Egypt, and went up the N-lIe, and
did all sorts of outlandish things."
"And have you never seen him since?" Eleanor asked,
anxiously.
"Yes, once," answered Mrs. Lennard, "and that's the most
singnlar part of the storv. Abont thi-ee years after my marriage
I was in London, and Fred and I were very, very poor, for hia
annt hadn't then f.irgiven bim for making a catspaw of her at
Lansanne, and he had no remittances from her, and nothing
bnt his pav and an occasional present from Louisa, who married
a rich city man soon after our elopement. I had had one t^aby,
a Uttle girl, who was then a year and a haU old, and who was
christened after Freds rich aunt; and Fred's regiment was
ordered out to India, and I was getting ready to join him .it
Bontharopton, and I was very unhappy at having to take my
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darHng out there, for people said tho cUmate would kUl her. I
was in lodgings in the neighbourhood of Euston Square, and I
was altogether very wretched, when one evening, at dusk, as I
was sittmg by the fire, •with my Uttle girl in my lap, •who should
•valk into the room but the very man t had jUtod.
" I gave a scream when I saw him, but he begged me not to
be frightened of him; and then I asked him if he had forgiven
me. He said he had tried to forgive me. He was very gnwe
and quiet; but though I think he tried to be gentle, •there wa,«i
a sort of suppressed sternness in his manner which made me feel
afraid of hun. He had not very long rctcmed from the East,
he said, and he was very lonely and wretched. He had heard
from my father that I was going to India, and that I had a
little girl, whom I was obUged to take abroad •with me for •wanV
of the means of providing her •with a comfortable home in England. Ho proposed to me to adopt this little girl, and to bring
her up as bis o^wn daughter, with my husband's consent.
" He promised to leave her very weU off at his death, and to
give her a fortune if he lived to see her married. He would bo
most Ukely, he said, to leave her all his money; but ho made it
a condition that neither I nor her father should have any further
claim upon her. We were to give her np altogether, and were
to be satisfied •with hearing of her from time to time, tlirough
him.
" ' I am a lonely man, Mrs. Lennard,' he said; ' even my
wealth is a burden to me. My Ufe is purposeless and empty.
I have no incentive to labour—nothing to love or to protect.
Let me have your Uttle girl; I shaU be a better father to her
than your husband can be.'
" At first I thought that I conld never, never consent to snch
a thing; but Uttle by Uttlo he won me over, in a grave, persuasive way, that convinced me in spite of myself, and I couldn't
afford to engage a nurse to go out to Calcutta with mc, and I'd
advertised for an ayah who wanted to retum, and who would go
with me for the consideration of her passage-money, but there
had been no answers to my advertisements: so at last I consented to write to Fred to ask him if he would agree to onr
parting with the pet. Fred wrote me the shortest of letters by
return of post; ' Yes,' he said, ' the cluld would be an awful
nuisance on shipboard, and it •wiU be much better for her to stop
in England.' I sent his let^ter to the la^wyer, and tho next day
he brought a nurse, a respectable elderly person, and fetched
away my precious darUng.
"You see, ;^[iss Villars, neither Fred nor I hnd realized the
idea tliat we were parting •with her for ever; we only thought of
the convenience of getting her a happy home in Kiighiud for
nothing, whUe we went to be broUed to death's door out in India.
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But! ah ! when years and years passed by, and the two babies
who were bom In India died, I began to grieve dreadfuUy about
my lost pet; and if I hadn't been what some people call frivolous, and if Fred and I hadn't suited each other so exactly, and
been somehow or other always happy together In all our troubles,
I think I should have broken my heart. But I tried to be resigned," concluded Mrs. Lennard, •with a profound sigh, " and I
hear of my pet once in six months or so, though I never hear
from her, and Indeed I doubt If she knows she's got such a thing
as a mamma in the universe—and I have her portrait, poor darling, and she's very like what I was twenty years ago."
" I know she Is," Eleanor answered, gravely.
" You know she is! You know her, then P "
•* Yes, dear Mrs. Lennard. Very strange things happen in
tlus world, and not the least strange Is the circumstance whicli
has brought you and me together. I know your daughter intimately. Her name is Laura, Is It not ? "
" Yes, Laura Mason Lennard, after Fred's rich aunt, Lanra
Mason."
" And your maiden name was Margaret Eavenshaw.'
"Good gracious me, yes!" cried Mrs. Lennard. "Why, yon
seem to know everything about me."
" I know this much,—the man you jUted was Gilbert Monckton, of Tolldale Priory."
" Of course! Tolldale was poor papa's place till he sold it to
Mr. Monckton. Oh, Miss Villars, If you know him. how you
must despise me!"
" I only wonder that you could
"
Eleanor stopped abruptly; the termination of her speech
would not have been very complimentary to the good-tempered
major. Mrs. Lennard understood that sudden pause.
" I know what you were going to say. Miss VUlars. You
were going to say you wondered how I could prefer Fred to
Gilbert Monckton; and I'm not a bit offended. I know as well
as you do that Mr. Monckton is very, VERY, VERY superior to
Frederick in inteUect, and dignity, and elegance, and all manner
of things. But then, you see," added Mrs. Lennard, with a
pleading smile, " Fred suited me."
CHAPTER LIV.
VERY LONELY.

had considerable difficulty in parrying Mrs. Lennard's
questions as to how she had come to know Gilbert Monckton
and his ward; and she was obliged to confess that she had been
musical govomeas to Laura at Hazlewood.
ELBANOR
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" B u t I m u s t beg you not to tell Mr. Monckton t h a t I am with
you. If you sLuuld happen to •wiite to him," Eleanor said. " I
have a very particular reason for wishing him to remain in perfect
ignorance of my present home."
" To be sure, my dear," answered Mrs. Lennard, " of courae
I won't tell him if you don't wish me to do so. A n d as to writimr
to him, I should no more think of doing so t h a n of fiying in the
air, except j u s t a cIvU note of a few Hues, to thank him for sending me news of Laura. H e only -writes to me once in six months
or so, to teU me how my lost darling Is, and though I've implored him again and again, he won't let rae see her. ' She ia
still little more t h a n a child,' he wrote in his last letter, ' and I
dread the effect of your influence upon her. I t is out of no
revengeful foeUng t h a t I keep your daughter apart from yon.
When her character ia formed and her principles fixed, you
jhaU know her.' A s if I waa a wretch! " cried Mrs. Lennard,
in conclusion, " and should contaminate my own daughter."
E leanor smUed as she shook her head.
" Dear Mrs. Lennard," she said, " your daughter is perhaps
cotter off In the care of such a man as GUbert Monckton. She
ia as kind-hearted and good-tempered as yourself, b u t she is
rather weak, and
"
" And I ' m weak, too. Yes, I quite understand you, Misa
Villars. I t Is my misfortune to be weak-minded. I can't say
' no ' to people. The arguments of the person who talks to me
last always seem so much stronger t h a n those of the person
who talked to rae first. I take inipresslons cpiickly, and don't
take them deeply. I was touched to the heart by Gilbert
]\Ionckton'a kindness to my father, and I meant to marry him
aa I promised, and to be his true and obedient wife ; and then
when t h a t iDoor silly Fred came aU the way to Lausanne, and went
on so about being ill-used and deserted, and wanted to commit
Bulclde, I t h o u g h t it was my duty to run away with Fred. I
haven't any opinions of my own, you see, and I ' m always ready
t^, be influenced by the opinions of other people."
Eleanor thought long and deeply over tho story ahe had heard
from Mrs. Lennard. This was the root of all Gilbert Monckton's
suspicions. H e had been deceived, most cruelly, most unexpectedly, by a beautiful, childish creature. In whose innocence
he had impHcitly believed. He had been fooled and hoodwinked
by a fair-haired angel whose candid azure eyes had seemed
to beam upon him with, all the brigbtneaa of t r u t h . H e had
bct.-n deceived most egregiously, but he had not been dellberitely betrayed : for u p to the time of her treacherous desertion
of her affianced lover, Margaret Eavenshaw had meant to
be ti-ue to him. UnhappUy Gilbert Monckton did not k r o w
this. I t is difficult for the man who finds himself as cruelly
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Jilted as he had been, not to believe that the false one has intended all along to turn traitor at the last. There had been no
exjilanatlon between Margaret and the lawyer; and he waa
entirely Ignorant of the manner of her flight. He only knew
Uiat she had left him without a word to prepare him for tha
death-blow, without a line of regretful fareweU to make hia
sorrow lighter to him. The frivolous shallow woman had been
unable to fathom the depth of the strong man's love. Margaret Ravenshaw knew there was a very little of the di-vlne In
her own nature, and she had never expected to Inspire the
mighty aft'ection of a grand and noble soul. She was able to
understand the love of Frederick Lennard: which was demonItrated by noisy protestations, and disclosed itself in long schoo?'
coy letters in whicli the young man's doubtful orthography was
blistered by his tears. But she could not understand the intensity of feelinga that did not make themselves visible ui any
stereotyped fashion.
Unluckily for the harmony of creation, wise men do not
always fall in love wisely. The wlaeat and the best are apt to
be bound captive by some external charm, which they think
must be the outward evidence of an Inward grace; and Gilbert
Monckton had loved this frivolous, capricious girl as truly as if
she had been the noblest and greatest of womankind. So the
blow that had fallen upon him waa a very heavy one; and its
most fatal effect was to transform a confiding nature Into a suspicious one.
He argued as many men argue under the same circumstances.
He had been deceived by one woman, ergo, all women were
capable of deception. I don't suppose the " Stranger " placed
very much confidence in tho Countess, or had by any moans too
high an opinion of Charlotte; and the best of men are apt to
feel very much after the manner of Mrs. Haller's husband.
It seemed very strange to Eleanor to be Uving with GUbert
Monckton's first love. I t was almost as if some one had risen
out of the grave; for she had looked npon that old story which
she had heard hinted at by the Hazlewood gossips, as something
•o entirely belonging to the past, that the heroine of the romance
must of necessity be dead.
And here she was, aUve and merry, knowing no greater uneasiness than a vague dread of increasing plumpness, induced
by French dinners. Here she was the very reverse of the imaga
that Eleanor had conjured up in her mind In association witk
Gilbert's false love; a good-tempered, commonplace, pretty,
middle-aged woman. Mrs. Monckton felt a little pang of jealousy at the thought that her husband had once loved thia
woman so dearly. Her husband! Had she still the right to
eaU him by that name ? Had he not severed the Unk between
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them of his own free will ? H a d he not outraged her honour,
insulted her t r u t h by his base and unfounded suspicions ? Yes !
'ne had done all this, and yet Eleanor loved him ! She knew
the strength of her love now t h a t she was away from him, and
might perhaps never see his face looking at her in kindnesa
again. She knew it now t h a t her scheme of vengeance against
Launcelot Darrell had failed, and left a great blank in her mind.
She thought of her husband seriously now for the first time,
and she knew t h a t she lovod him.
" E i c h a r d was right," sho thought again and again; " t h e
purpose of my Hfe was cruel and unwomanly. I had no right
to marry Gilbert Monckton while my mind was full of angiv
thoughts. Eichard was right. My poor father's rest would be
no more peaceful if I had made Launcelot DarreU pay the
penalty of his wickedness."
She did not abandon her idea of vengeance aU at once; but
little by Httle, by very slow degrees, her mmd became reconciled
to tho Idea t h a t she h a d failed in her scheme of retribution, and
t h a t there was nothing left her b u t to t i y and justify herseU in
the sight of the husband she loved.
She loved h i m ; and the angry feelings which had prompted
her to run away from ToUdale Priory, wUlingly abandoning all
claim to his name and his protection, were beginning to give way
now. Mrs. Lennard's story had thro-svn new Ught upon tho
past, and Eleanor made all kinds of excuses for her husband's
conduct. I t was his habit to bear all sorrows quietly. W h o could
tell what anguish he might have felt in the thought of his young
wife's falsehood ?
" H e would not pursue Margaret Eavenshaw," Eleanor
thought, " and he makes no a t t e m p t to find me. A n d yet he
may love me as truly as he loved her. Surely if God refusei
V) hear m y prayers for revenge, he •wiU grant me the power
to justify myself."
She could only blindly hope for some tmkno^wn chance t h a t
might bring about her justification; and t h a t chance would
lierhaps never come. She was very unhappy when she thought
of t h i s ; and it was only the perpetual confusion in which Major
Lennard and his wife contrived to keep everybody belonging to
them, t h a t saved her from suffering very crueUy.
All this time she was quite Ignorant of the appearance of an
udvertlseraent which had been repeated a t the top of the second
coluran of the Times supplement every day for nearly a month,
and about which idle people hazarded aU many of conjectures—

1

? L E A N O R , come back. I was rash and cruel. I wUl t r a a t
^^ you.
G. M.
Major Lennard was in the habit of seeing the Times every
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day at Galignani's; but, as he was not a very acute observer or
onginal thinker, he took no notice of the repetition of thia advertisement beyond an occasional, " By Jove! Haw ! that poor
dayvTs still advertising for El'ner! " nor did he ever make any
aUusIon to the circumstance in his domestic circle.
So Eleanor hugged her sorrows secretly in the gayest city of
the world, while Gilbert Monckton was hurrying hither and
thither, and breaking his heart about his lost wife.
1 think that pitying angels must sometimes weep over tho
useless torments, the unnecessary anguish, which fooHsh mortala
inffict upon themselves.
CHAPTER LVVICTOR BOURDON GOES OVER TO THE ENEMY.

MAJOR and Mrs. Lennard and Eleanor Monckton had stayed
for nearly two months at the Hotel du Palais. April waa fast
melting into May, and the atmoaphere in the city of Boulevarda
waa very different to the afr of an Engllah spring. Miniature
strawberries were exposed In the windows of the cheap restaurants
in the Palais Eoyal, side by side with monstrous asparagus, and
green peas from Algeria; until tho mind of the insular-bred
stranger grew confused as to the succession of the months, and
was beguUed into thinking that May must be omitted in the
French almanack, and that capricious April skipped away in &
farewell shower to give place at once to glowing June.
I t was difficult for a thorough-bred Briton to beUeve that the
Fete of the First Napoleon had not yet come to set the fountaina
playing at Versailles: for the asphalte on the Boulevards waa
unpleasantly warm under one's boots; airUy-attlred ladies wore
lounguig upon the chafrs in the gardens of the TuUeries; only
the most fragile and vaporous bonnets were to be seen in the
Bois de Boulogne; vanUle and stiawberry ices were in constant
demand at Tortonis; idle Parisians spent the dusky spring
evenings seated outside the lighted cafes, di-inklng Iced lemonade;
and a hundred other signs and tokens bore -witness that the
summer had come.
Upon one of these very warm April days. Major Lennard
nsisted upon taking his wife and her companion to dine at &
Jjstaurant not very far from the Bourse; where the pastorallymcllned epicure could take his dinner in a garden, a pleasant
Quadrangle, festooned with gay blossoms, and musical -with the
ripple of a fountain. Eleanor did not often accompany tha
major and his wife in their pleasure excursions, the culminating
attraction of which was generally a dinner; but this time Major
Lennard insisted upon her joining thci^i
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" It's the last dinner I shall give, Meg, in Paris," ho said;
" for we mu.at start for Brussels on Saturday, and I mean it tc
be a good one."
Eleanor submitted, for her new friends had been very kind to
ner, and she had no motive for opposing their wishes. I t was
much better for her to be with them In any scene of gaiety,
however hollow and false that gaiety might be, than alone in tho
splendid saloon at the Hotel du Palais, brooding over her troubles
in the dusky t-wlllght, and thinking of tho horrible night on
which she had watched for her father's coming in the Eue do
I'Archeveque.
The restaurant near the Place de la Bourse was very much
crowded upon this sunny April afternoon, and there was only one
table vacant when the major and his party entered the flower)
little quadrangle, where the rippling of the fountain was unheard
amids't the clattering of plates and the chinking of silver forks.
I t was seven o'clock, and the dinners were in high progress; the
diners eating very fast, and talking a great deal faster.
The Uttle arbour-Uke box to which Major Lennard conducted
the two ladles was next to a sImUar arbour, in which there was a
group of Frenchmen. Eleanor sat •with her back to these men,
who had very nearly finished dining, and who, from the style of
their conversation, appeared to have taken plenty of •wine. The
man who was evidently the entertainer sat •with his legs amongst
a forest of empty bottles; and the jingling of glasses and the
" cloop " of newly-dra^wn corks drowned a good deal of the conversation.
I t was not very likely that Eleanor would Usten to these men's
talk; or, indeed, distinguish one voice from another, or one word
from another, amid the noise of the crowded garden. She had
quite enough to do to attend to Mrs. Lennard, who chattered
aU din-^r time, keeping up an uninterrupted babble, in which
remarks upon the business of the dinner-table were blended -with
criticisms upon the dress of ladles sitting in the other boxes.
" You should eat those little red things—baby lobsters—
ccri^vlsses, I think they call them, dear; I always do. How do
you Hke that bonnet; no, not that one—a Uttle more St. Jaques,
major—the black one, with the peach-coloured strings? I
wonder why they caU aU the Clarets saints, and not the Burgundies. Do you think she's pretty in the box oppo?ite ? No,
you don't think much of her, do you.'—I don't—I Hke the one
m the blue sUk, pretty weU, if her eyebrows weren't so hea^vy."
The dinner was drawing to a close, the major was up to his
eyes in roast fowl and water-creaa, and Mrs. Lennard was
scraping the preserved fruit out of a sheUwork of heavy pastry
with the point of her spoon, triffing idly now that the grand
business was done, when Eleanor rose suddenly from her seat,
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I'r^'ithless and eager, as much startled by the sound of a voice
in the next arbour as if a shell had just exploded amidei the
ddbris of the dinner.
" After P " some one had said, inteiTogatively.
" After," answered a man whose voice had grown hoarser and
thicker, as tho empty bottles about tho legs of the president had
become moro numerous, " my strijiling ha,s refused me a little
liank-note of a thousand francs. Thou art too dear, my friend,
ho has said to me; that has been jiaid already, and enough
largely. Besides, tha,t was not great thinga. Ah! ha 1 I said,
thou art there, my dr61o; you begin to fatigue yourself of your
confederate. He is too much. Very well; he has his pride, he
also. Thou art the last of men, and I say to you, adieu, Monaieur
Launcelot Darrell."
This was the name that struck upon Eleanor's ear, and aroused
the old feeUng in all its strength. The snake had only been
Bcotohed after all. I t reared its head at the sound of that name,
Hke a war-horso at tho blast of a trumpet. Eleanor, starting to
her feet, turned round and faced the party in tho next box. The
man who/had apoken had risen also, and was leaning across the
table to reach a bottle on tho other side. Thus It was that tho
faces of the two were opposite to each other; and Victor
Bourdon, tho commercial traveller, recognized Gilbert Monckton's missing wife.
He dropped tho glass that he was filling, and poured some wine
into the cuff of his coat, -while he stared at Eleanor in drunken
surprise.
" You are here, madame P " he cried, with a look in which
astonishment was blended with intense delight, a sort of tipsy
radiance that illuminated the Prencbman'H fat face. Even in the
midst of her surprise at seeing him, Eleanor perceived that
blending of expression and wondered at it.
Before she could speak. Monsieur Bourdon had left his party
and had deliberately seated himself in the empty chair next her.
He seized her hand in both his own, and bent over her as she
shrank away from him.
" Do not recoil from me, madame," he said, always speaking
hi French that was considerably disgulaed by wine. " Ah, yon
4o not know. I can be of tho last service to you; and you can
oe of tho liist service to me also. I havo embroiled myself with
tliis Monsieur Long—cell—lotte, for always; after that which I
have done for him, ho is an ingrate, ho is loss than that,"
Monsieur Bourdon struck tho nail of his thumb upon his front
5ooth with a gesture of inefl'able contempt. "But why do I
tell you this, madame P You were in the garden when this poor
old, —this Monsieur do Crespigny, was lying dead. You remember; '"iu know. Never mind, I lose myself tho head; I have
A A
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dined a Uttle generously. WUl you find youraelf to-morro'^,
madame, in the gardens of the Palais Eoyal, at five houra P
There ia music aU the Tuesdays. I have something of the last
importance to tell you. Remember you that I know everything.
I know that you hate this Long—cellotte. I will give you your
revenge. You will come; Is It not ? "
" Yes," Eleanor anawered, quickly.
"Upon the five hours? I shall wait for you near to the
fountain."
"Yes."
Monsieur Bourdon roa^, put on his hat with a drunken flourish,
and went back to Ids fnends. The major and Mrs. Lennard had
been all this time staring aghast at the drunken Frenchman. He
had spoken in a loud whisper to Eleanor, but neither Frederick
Lennard nor his wife retained very much of that French which
had been sedulously drilled into them during their school-days,
and beyond ordering a dinner, or disputing -with a landlord as to
the unconscionable number of wax-candles in a month's hotel bill,
their knowledge of the language waa very Hmlted; so Eleanor
had only to explain to her friends that Monsieur Bourdon was a
person whom she had known In England, and that he had
brought her some news of importance which she was to hear the
following day In the gardens of the Palais Royal.
Mrs. Lennard, who was the soul of good-nature, readUy
assented to accompany Eleanor to this rendezvous.
" Of courae I'U go, my dear, with pleasure ; and reaUy I think
it's quite funny, and indeed actuaUy romantic, to go and meet a
tipsy Frenchman—at least, of course, he won't be tipsy to-day—
near a fountain; and It reminds me of a French novel I read
once in EngUsh, which shows how true it must have been to
foreign manners ; but as the major knows we're going, there's no
harm, you know," Mrs. Lennard remarked, as they walked from
the Hotel du Palais to the gardens. The diners were hard at
work already at the cheap restaurants, and the brass band wa3
braying Uvely melodies amidst the dusty trees and flowers,
the lukewarm fountain, the children, the nursemaids, and the
rather seedj'-looking Parisian loungers. I t was a quarter past
five, for Mrs. Lennard had mislaid her parasol at the last moment,
and there had been ten minutes employed in skirmish and search.
Monaieur Victor Bourdon was sitting upon a bench near the
fountain, but he rose and darted forward -with his hat in his hand
as the two ladies approached.
" I'll go and look in the jewellers' shops. Miss VUlars," Mrs.
Lennard said, " whUe you're talking to your friend; and please
come and look for me when you want me. The major Is to join
ns here, you know, at half-paat six, and we're to dine at Vefnurs',
Qood moming."
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Mrs. Lennard bestowed these final worda upon the Frenchman,
accompanied by a graceful curtsey, and departed. Victor Bourdon pointed to the bench which ho had j u s t loft, and Eleanor
aat down. The Frenchman seated himself next her, but a t a
respectful distance. Every trace of the tipsy excitement of the
previous night had vanished. H e was quite cool to-day; and
there was a certain look of determination about his mouth, and
a cold gUtter in his Hght, greenish-grey eyes t h a t did not promise
well for any one against whom he might bear a grudge.
He spoke English to-day. H e spoke it remarkably well, with
only an occasional French locution.
" Madame," he began, " I shaU not waste time, b u t come a t
pnce to the point. You hate Launcelot Darrell ? "
Eleanor hesitated. There is something terrible in t h a t word
" hate." People entertain the deadly sentiment; but they shrink
from Its plain expression. The naked word is too appalling. I t
is the half-aiater of murder.
" I have good reason to dlsUke him
" she began.
The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders as he Interrupted her.
" Y e s , you hate h i m ! " he said; " y o u do not like to say so,
because the word is not nice. You are—what is It you call it ?—you are shocked- by the word. B u t it is so, nevertheless ; you
hate him, and you have cause to hate him. Yes, I know now
who you are. I did not know when I first saw you in Berkshire,
but I know now. Launcelot Darrell is one who cannot keep a
secret, and he has told me. You are the daughter of t h a t poor
old man who killed himself In the Faubourg Saint Antoine—that
Is enough! You are a great h e a r t ; you would to avenge the
death of your father. You saw us t h a t night—the night the
wills were change ? "
" I did," Eleanor answered, looking a t the man -with sovereign
contempt. H e had spoken of the transaction as coolly as if it
had boon the most honourable and commonplace buaineaa
" You are there in the darkness, and you see us," exclaimed
Monsieur Bourdon, bending over Eleanor and speaking in a confidential whisper, " you watch, you look, you listen, and after,
when you go Into the house, you denounce Launcelot. You
declare the •wUl is forge. The will Is change. Y o u were witness
you say; you tell all t h a t you s a w ! B u t they do not believe
YOU. B u t why P Because when you say you have the t m e vriU
Ul yonr pocket, you cannot find i t ; it Is gone."
The Frenchman said this in a tone of triumph, and then
paused suddenly, looking earatestly at Eleanor.
A s she returned t h a t look a new Hght flashed upon her mind.
She began to understand the mystery of the lost will.
" I t IS gone," cried Monsieur Bourdon, " no trace, no vestige
uf it remains. You say. search the garden; the garden i i
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search; but no result. Thou the dcsj^alr seizes itself of yoti,
Launcelot mocks himself of you ; he laughs at your nose. Yon
find yourself u n h a p p y ; they do not believe you ; they look coldly
a t y o u ; they are harsh to you, and you fly from them. I t i£
Uke t h a t ; is it n o t ? "
" Y e s , " Eleanor answered.
H e r breath came and went quickly; she never removed hei
eyes from the man's face. She began to think t h a t her justification was perhaps only to be obtained by t h e agency of this
disreputable Frenclim.an.
" W h a t , then, of the lost wUl ? I t was not swallowed u p by
the earth. I t could not fiy Itself away into the space 1 W h a t
became of it P "
" Y o u TOOK IT FROM ME!" Cried Eleanor. " Yes, I remembei
how closely you brushed against me. The paper was too big tc
go altogether into the pocket of my dress. The ends were
sticking out, aud you
"
" I did aU m y possible to teach you a lesson 1 A h , wher
young and beautiful ladles mix themselves with such matters, if
is no wonder they make mistakes. I was watching you all the
time, dear madame. I saw you change the papers, and I dre^n
the •will out of your pocket, as easily as I could rob yon of thai
handkerchief."
The comer of a lace-bordered handkerchief was visible amid
the folds of Eleanor's dress. The F i e n c h m a n took the scrap of
lace between his fingers, and snatched the handkerchief away
•with an airy Ughtness of touch t h a t might have done credit to a
rofesaional adept In the art of picking pockets. H e laughed as
e returned the handkerchief to Eleanor. She scarcely noticed
the action, so deeply was she absorbed in the t h o u g h t of the
missing wUl.
" Y o u have the wiU, t h e n ? "
" SI, madame."
" W h y did you take It from me P "
" B u t why, madame P F o r m a n y reasons. First, because it
is always good to seize upon a n y t l u n g t h a t other people do not
know how to keep. Again, because It is always weU to have a
strong hand, and a card t h a t one's adversary does not know of.
A n extra king in one's coat-cuff Is a good •thing to have when
one plays ecarte, madame. T h a t wUl is ni}- extra king.''
The Frenchma.n was sUent for some Uttle time after having
made what he e^vldently considered rather a startling coup. He
eat watching Eleanor with a sidelong glance, and with a cunning
twinkle in his small eyes.
" Is It t h a t we ai-e to be friends and alUes, madame P " he asked,
presently.
" F r i e n d s ! " cried Eleanor. " Do you forget who I am P Do
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you forget whose daughter I am ? If Lanncelot DarreU's waa
the only name written in my father'a last letter, you were
not the less an accompHce in tho villany t h a t led to his death.
The pupU was no doubt worthy of the master."
" You reject my friendship, then, madame P You wish to
know nothing of the document t h a t ia in my poaseaslon ? You
treat me from high to low ? You refuse to ally youraelf with
me? H e l n ? "
" I vrill uae you as an instrument against Launcelot Darrell,
if you j)lease," Eleanor answered, "since it aeema t h a t you have
quarreUed with your fast friend."
" B u t yes, madame. W h e n pussy has pulled the chestnuts out
of the fire, sho Is thenceforward the most unuseful of animals
and they chase her. Do you understand, madame ?" cried the
Frenchman, •with a sudden transformation from the monkey to
the tiger phase of his character, t h a t was scarcely agreeable.
" Do you understand ? " he hissed. " Monsieur Launcelot haa
ennuled himself of me. I am chased! M E !"
H e stmck his gloved fingers upon his breast to give emphasis
to this last word.
" I t Is of the last canaille, this young man," he continued, with
a shrug of disgust. " Ingrate, poltroon, scoundrel! W h e n the
forge wUl, forge at my suggestion by the clerk of the avoue de
Vindsor, haa been read, and aU Is finish, and no one dispute his
possession, and he enter his new domain aa master, the real
nature of the man reveal itself. Yhe genu'ine •will is burn, he
think. H e defies himself of his dear friend, this poor Bourdon,
and he wUl not even toll him who would havo benefit by t h a t
genuine •wiU. I t is b u r n ! Did he not see It scorch and blaze
vrith his own eyea ? There ia nothing to fear; and for thia poor
comrade, who has helped my gentleman to a gTeat fortune he is
lesa t h a n t h a t ! "
Monaieur Bourdon snapped his fingers derisively, and stared
fiercely at Eleanor. Then he relapsed into a sardonic smUe, and
went on.
" A t firat thinga go on charmingly. Monaieur Launcelot is
more aweet t h a n the honey. I t Is now to him to be rich, and
forthe first month he scatters his money with full handa. Then
suddenly he atopa. Ho cries out t h a t he is on the road to rnin;
t h a t hia frlond'a clalma are monatroua. F a i t h of a gentleman,
I was, perhaps, extravagant; for I am a Httle gamester, and I
like to see life en grand seigneur,
A bas la moutarde, I said.
My friend is milUonnaire,
I am no more commercial traveller.
Imagine, then, when mon garfon shuts u p his—what ia it you
caU it, then—cheque-book, and refuse me a paltry sum of a
tliousand francs. I smile in his face," said Monaieur Bourdon,
nodding his head slowly, with balf-closed eyes, " and I say,
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'Bon jour. Monsieur Darrell; I shall make you hear some newi
of me before I am much older.' "
" You did not teU him that the wUl was in your possession ?"
" A thousand thunders! No !" exclaimed the Frenchman.
" I was not so much fooUah as to show him the beneath the
cards. I come over here to consult a friend, an avou6."
" And he teUs you
P"
" No matter. You are better than the avoue, madame. You
hate Launcelot DarreU; this wiU is aU you want to prove him a
cheat and a blacksmith—pai-don, a forger."
" But to whom does Mr. de Crespigny leave his estate in
this genuine wUl?" asked Mrs. Monckton.
The Frenchman smUed, and looked at Eleanor thoughtfully
for a few moments before he answered her.
"Wait a Uttle, madame," he said; " t h a t Is my Uttle secret.
Nothing for nothing is the rule here below. I have told j^ou ti .0
much ah-eady. If you want to know more you must pay me."
" Prove that I spoke the truth upon that night," exclaimed
Eleanor, "and I promise you that my husband, GUbert Moncl;ton, shaU reward you handsomely."
" But if monaieur should repudiate your promise, madame
since he has not authorized you to give it? I am not very wise
in your EngUsh law, and I would rather not mix myself in this
affair. I do not want to be produced as witness or accompHce. I want, aU simply, to get a price for this document. I
have something to sell. You wish to buy it. Name your pric.''
" I cannot," answered Eleanor; " I have no money. But 1
might get some, perhaps. TeU me, how much do you want ? "
" A thousand pounda."
Eleanor ahook her head deapondently.
"Impossible!" she said; " there Is no one, except my husband, from whom I could get such an amount, and I could not
ask him for money untU after I had proved Launcelot DarreU*.infamy."
The Frenchman watched her closely. Ho saw that she had
spoken the truth.
" You do not know how much this wiU is worth to you,
madame," he said. " Eemeraber, I conld make terms with
Launcelot DarreU, and sell it to him for perhaps ten times the
bum I ask of you. But Monsieur Darrell was insolent to me;
he struck me once -with the butt end of his hunting-whip; I do
not forget. I could get more money from him ; but I can get
my revenge thi-ough you."
He hissed out these words between his teeth and glared -vindictively at the fountain, aa If the phantom of Launcelot DarreU
had been looking at him out of the sparkUng water-drops. Eevenge was not a beautiful thing, as represented by Victor
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Bourdon. Perhapa Eleanor may have thought of this as sha
looked at him.
" I want my revenge," he repeated; "after all, gold ia a vUlain thing. Revenge is more dear—to gentlemen. Besides, I
do not think you would pay me ungenerously if I helped you to
crush this scoundrel, and helped you to something else by the
market, HelnP"
" I teU you again that yon shall be weU rewarded," Mrs.
Monckton said, gravely.
" Very weU, then, Usten to me. I t is to-day Tuesday. In a
week I shall have time to think. In a week you will have leisure
to gather together a little money--all you can get. At the end
of that time come to me at my apartment—bring with you any
friend you Hke. I do not think that you are traitor—or ingrate
—and you see I trust you. I will have my friend, the—what you
caU him—attorney, -with me—and we may come to an arrangement. You shall sign a contract—weU ruled—for to pay me in
the future, and then the will is to you. You retum to England ; you say, ' Aha, Monsieur Launcelot, walk out of that. I t
is your turn to be chased.' "
Victor Bourdon grinned ferociously, then took a memorandum-book from his pocket, wrote a few words In pencil, tore out
the leaf upon which they were written, and handed It to Mrs,
Monckton.
" That is my address," he said. " On Tuesday, at seven
o'clock in the evening, I shaU expect to see you there, and your
friend. But if you think to betray me, remember I am not the
man to forgive an injury. I have the honour to salute you,
madame. Bon jour."
He took off hia hat •with a flourish, and walked away. Eleanor
sat for some minutes where he had left her, thinking over what
had happened, before she went into the arcades to look for Mrs.
Lennard.
That night she told the Lennards who she was, and all her
story. She felt that it was better to do so. She must have
freedom now to act, and to act promptly. She could not do tins,
and yet preaerve her secret. Her old ally, Eichard Thornton,
would be indispensable to her in this crisis, and she •wrote to him
early on the morning after her Interview with Monsieur Bourdon, Imploring him to come to her iramediately.
CHAPTER LVI.
THE
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No letter came frora Eichard Thornton. Eleanor was seized
with a kind of panic as the days wont by, and there was no
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answer from the young raan, the faithful friend, without whose
help sho felt herself so powerless.
Eleanor had addressed her letter to the PUasters, enclosed in,
an envelope directed to Signora Picirillo, with a few hurried
lines requesting that it might be immediately forwarded to the
scene-painter. He was In Scotland still, very Ukely, and some
days must elapse before he could respond to Eleanor's summons.
She felt assured that he would come to her. There are some
friends whose goodness we no more doubt than we doubt the
power of God; and Eichard Thornton was one of these.
But the week passed, and no reply came to Eleanor's appeal
for help; so she began to feel that she stood alone, and must act
for herself. She must act for herself, since to think of getting
any assistance from either the major or his -wife in this business,
which demanded foresight, coolness, and diplomacy, would have
been about as reasonable as to apply to one of the chUdren playing tmder the trees In the gardens of the TuUeries.
As far as sympathy went. Major and Mrs. Lennard were aU
that the most exacting individual could require. The major
offered to do anything in a muscular way on behalf of his •wU'e'
friend. Should he punch the head of that scoundreUy Frenchman P Should he go over to England and horsewhip Launcelot
DarreU, and bring Gilbert Monckton to reason, and play up old
gooseberry altogether P This good-natured Hercules was ready
to hit out right and left In the defence of poor Eleanor.
But the one friend whom Mrs. Monckton wanted in this crisis
was Eichard Thornton. Eichard, the clear-sighted, even-temjiered, unprejudiced young man, who was ready to go through
fire and water for the sake of his beautiful adopted sister, •without noise or bluster; and when the Tuesday, the day appointed
by the Frenchman for Eleanor's visit to his apartmeu'ts, came,
and Eichard Thornton did not come with it, the lonely gfrl
almost gave way to despair.
She felt that she had to encounter a wretch who was utterly
•without honour or honesty, and who, seeing the value which she
set upon the possession of Maurice de Crespigny's wIU, would be
aU the more exacting in his demands. And she had nothing to
bribe him with ; nothing.
She had boon too proud to appeal to her husband. For ever
impulsive, for ever inconsiderate, she had not stopped to think
that he of all others was the most fitting person to stand by
her in this crisis. At first the thought of •writing to Gilbert
Monckton had Indeed flashed across her mind, but in the next
moment she had remembered the bitter humiliation of her last
faUure.
She could not endure another such degradation; and she had
peen treachery and dishonour so long tnumph over the simple
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force of truth, t h a t she had begun to think t h a t wrong was
stronger t h a n right, and always must be victorious.
" I f I were to •write and ask Gilbert to come to me, thia
Frenchman would perhaps disappear before my husband could
arrive; or he would be afraid of Gilbert, very Ukely, and would
deny any knowledge of the •wiU, and I should appear a convicted
trickster, who had heaped u p one falsehood upon another, in the
weak attempt to justify herself. No, Gilbert Monckton shaK
hear nothing of me until I can go to him -with Maurice de
Crespigny's wUl in my hands."
B u t in the meantime this helpless girl's anxiety grew every
hour more Intense. AVhat reliance could she place upon th»
words of the Frenchman ? She had encountered him while h%
was still smarting under tho sense of his wrongs, and in t h a t
stage of his feeUngs, revenge had seemed even sweeter to him
than gain. B u t this state of things might not endure very long.
The commercial traveUer might Usten to the dictates of reason
rather t h a n to the fiery promptings of passion, and might begin
to think t h a t a substantial recompense In the shape of money
was better t h a n any sugar-plum in the way of revenge. H e had
said t h a t Launcelot DarreU would be willing to give hira ten
times a thousand pounds for the genuine wUl. W h a t more
likely t h a n t h a t Monsieur Victor Bourdon should have thought
better of his original design, and opened negotiations with the
new master of Woodlands P
Monaieur Bourdon would in all probabUIty have done precisely
thia, had he not been hindered by one of those unlooked-for and
purely providential circumstances which so often help single and
Bimplo-minded T m t h in her encounters •with versatile and shifty
Falsehood.
A t hal&past six o'clock upon the appointed evening, Eleanor
Monckton left the Hotel du Palais, escorted by Major Lennard,
on her way to the Frenchman's lodging. She had waited until
the last moment in the hope of Eichard Thornton's arrival, b u t
he had not come; and she had been fain to accept the aid of this
good-natured over-grown schoolboy, who still persisted t h a t the
immediate punching of Victor Bourdon's head would be the best
and surest means of getting possession of the •will.
" Let me punch the feller's head. Miss VII—beg pardon, Mrs.
Monckton. The idea of your being married to old Monckton!
He ain't any older t h a n me, you know; b u t I always call him
old Monckton. Let me punch this dam Frenchman's head;
that'll bring the feUer to book in next to no time, and then we
can do what we Hke with him."
B u t Eleanor impressed upon her stalwart protector t h a t there
must be no muscular demonstration, and t h a t the conduct of
the interview was to be left entirely to her.
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" I don't in the least hope that he'U give ap the •will without f
bribe," Eleanor said; ''he is the last man upon earth to do that.'
"I'U teU you what, then, Mrs. Monckton," exclaimed th(
major; " I haven't any ready money ; I never had, since I bor
rowed sixpences of a sucking bUl-diacounter at the first school 1
ever went to ; but I'll give you my acceptance. Let this feUov
draw upon me for a thousand at three months, and give up thi
document for that consideration. Monckton wiU enable me t<
meet the bUl, no doubt, when he finds I was of service to you ii
this business."
Eleanor looked at the major •with a gleam of hope In her face
But that transient gleam very quickly faded. She had only •
?ague idea of the nature and properties of accommodation bills
but she had a very positive notion of Victor Bourdon's character
and, though thia plan sownded feasible enough, she did no
think it would succeed.
" You are very good to me. Major Lennard," she said, " am
believe me, I appreciate your kindness ; but I do not think tha
this Frenchman wUl consent to take anything bnt ready money
He could get that from Launcelot DaiTcU, remember, at ani
time."
Eleanor's only hope was the one chance that she might induo
Victor Bourdon to accept her promise of a reward from GUber
Monckton after the production of the •wiU.
The neighbourhood in which the commercial traveUer Uved
whenever he made Paris hia head-quarters, waa one of the dingles
locaUtles in the city. Major Lennard and Eleanor, after maklnj
numerous inquiries, and twice losing thefr way, found themselve.
at last in a long narrow street, one side of which was cliiofl^
dead-wall, broken here and there by a dilapidated gateway or ;
dingy •window. At one comer there waa a shop for the sale o
unredeemed pledges; a queer old shop, in whose one murk}
window obsolete scraps of jeweUery, old watch-keys, imposslbh
watches •with cracked enamel dials and crippled hands tha
pointed to hours whose last moments had passed away fo:
half a century; mysterious, incomprehensible garments, whosi
fashion was forgotten, and whose first o^wners were dead am
gone; poor broken-down clocks, in tawdry ormolu cases, tha
had stood upon lodging-house mantelpieces, indifferently •teUInj
the •wrong time to generations of lodgers; an old guitar; .
stringless •vioUn; poor, fraU, cracked cups and saucers, that hat
been precious once, by reason of the Hps that had drunk out o
them; a chUd's embroidered frock; a battered christening cup
a tattered missal; an odd volume of "The Wandering Jew;'
amid a hundred other pitiful reUcs which poverty barters for {
crust of bread, faded in the evening sunUght, and waited fo;
Home eccentric nurchaser to take a fancy to them. Next door U
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this sarcophagus of the past, there waa an eating-house, neat
and almost cheerful, where one could have a soup, three courses,
and half a bottle of wine for fivepence. The whole neighbourhood seemed to be, somehow or other, overshadowed by churches,
and pervaded by the perpetual tramp of funerals; and, lying low
and out of the way of all cheerful traffic, was apt to have a
iepreesing effect upon the spirits of frivolous people.
Eleanor, leading the major—who was of about as much use ia
her as a blind man is to his dog—succeeded at last In finding tha
house which boasted Monsieur Victor Bourdon amongst its
inhabitants. I say " amongst" advisedly; for as there was the
office of a popular bi-weekly periodical upon the first floor, a
greengrocer in the rez-de-chaussee, a hairdresser, who profesaed
to cut and friz the hair, on the second story, and a mysterious
lady, whose calUng was represented by a faded pictorial board,
resident somewhere under the roof, the commercial traveller was
a very unimportant inhabitant, an Insignificant nomad, replaced
to-day by a student en droit, to-morrow by a second-rate actor
at a fifth-rate theatre.
Eleanor found this when she came to make inquiries of the
portress as to the possibUity of seeing Monsieur Bourdon. Thia
lady, who was knitting, and whose very matronly contour made
it impossible for her to see her knitting-needles, told Eleanor
that Monsieur Bourdon was very unlikely to be at home at that
time. He waa apt to return late at night, upon the two hours,
in effect, between two wines, and at those times he was enough
abrupt, and was evidently by no means a favourite with madame
the portress. But on looking into a dusky corner where some
keys wore hanging upon a row of rusty nails, madame informed Eleanor that Monsieur Bourdon was at home, as his key
was not amongst the rest, and it was his habit to leave it in her
care when he went out. The portress seemed very much struck
by this discovery, for she remarked that the last time she had
seen Monsieur Bourdon go out had boon early in the morning of
Sunday, and that she did not remember ha^ving seen him reenter.
But upon this a brisk young person of twelve or thirteen,
who was busy getting up fine linen in the recesses of the lodge,
cried out in a very shrlU voice that Monsieur Bourdon had returned before raid-day on Sunday, looking a Httle Ul, and dragging himself with a fatigued air.
He was at home, then, the portress exclaimed; at leaat she
did not utter any equivalent to our EngUsh word home, and In
that e^vinced considerable •wisdom, since a French lodging is a
place so utterly unhomelike, that the meanest second-floor at
Islington or Chelsea, presided over by the most unconscionable
of Briiiffh landladies, becomes better than all the pleasures and
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palaces we can roam amidst—a,nd It is not everybody who has
the chance of roaming amidst pleasures and palaces--liy the
very force of comparison. Monsieur was chez lui, tho portress
said, and would madame ascend ? Monsieur's apartment was
on the entresol, •with windows giving upon the street. Madame
would see a black door facing her ujoon the first landing.
Eleanor went np a short fUght of steps, followed by the
major. She knocked upon the panel of the black door—once,
twice, three times; but there was no answer.
" I'd lay a fiver the feller's gone out again," the major exclaimed ; " that jabbering Frenchwoman didn't seem to know
what she was talking about."
But Eleanor knocked a fourth time, and very much loude
than she had knocked before. There was no answer even this
time; but a voice was heard within, blaspheming aloud with
hon-Ible French execrations that seemed to freeze Eleanor's
blood as she listened to them.
She did listen to them involuntarily, as peojjle often listen in
a crowded thoroughfare to the obnoxious clamour of a drunken
man, paralyzed for the moment by the horror of his hideous
oaths.
Eleanor turned very pale, and looked despairingly at the
major.
" Hark!" she whispered; " he ia quarrelling with some one."
The big aoldier deliberately turned himself into a convenient
poaltion for listening, and flattened hia ear againat the keyhole.
"No, he ain't quarreUIn' with any one," the major said, presently. " I can't make much out of his Hugo, but there's only
one voice. He's all alone, and goln' on Uke a madman."
The major opened the door softly as he spoke. Monsieur
Bourdon's apartment was dl-ylded into two low-roofed chambers,
a Uttle larger than comfortable pigeon-holes; and In the inner
and smaller chamber Eleanor and her companion saw the commercial traveller wandering backwards and forwards In his
obscure den, only dressed in his trousers and shfrt, and gesticulating Hke a madman.
Mrs. Monckton clung to the soldier's arm. She had some
cause for fear, for in the next moment the Frenchman descried
his •visitors, and, with a howl of rage, i-ushed at the major's
throat.
The most intellectual and diplomatic individual In Christendom would have been of very Httle sei-vlce to Eleanor at that
moment, if he had been also a coward. Major Lennard Ufted
the commercial traveller in his arms, as oasUy aa If that gentleman had been a sis months' old baby, carried him into the next
room, where there waa a narrow Httle bedatead, flung him on to
tlie mattress, and held him there.
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_" You'll find a sUk handkerclUef in my pocket, my dear," he
said to Eleanor, " If you'll be so kind as to pull It out. Voulezvous gardez-vous trangkeel, dong, vous — scoundrel!" he exclaimed, addressing himself to the struggUng Frenchman.
Mrs. Monckton obeyed. She fell into her place quite naturally,
gi^vlng way before the major. He •was the hero of the moment.
Frederic Soulie has said that the meanest actor who ever trod
the boards of a theatre, has some Inspired moment in which he
is great. I fancy it must be pretty much the same in the drama
of life. This was the majjor's moment; and he arose out of his
normal inanity, resplendent with unconscious grandeur.
The silk handkerchief was a large one, and Major Lennard
used It very dexterously about Monsieur Bourdon's wrists; then
he found another handkerchief In another pocket, and used It as
a bandage for the Frenchman's anklea; and having done this
he sat down by the bedside and contemplated his handiwork complacently, puffing and blo^wlng a little whUe he
did ao.
Victor Bourdon lay very still, glaring at the ponderous soldlei
with eyes that were Uke those of a wild beast.
" I know thee," he exclaimed; "thou hast been with me all the
night, thou has^t sat upon my chest; ah, Gredin! thou art the
biggest of all the demons that torment me. Thou breathest the
fire and the sulphur, and thy breath burns me, and now thou
hast attached my handa with bands of iron, white hot, and thou
hast tied my ankles with Uving scorpions!"
Eleanor stood at a few paces from the bed, Uatening witli
horror to the man's deUrious ravings.
" What is It ? " she asked. In a subdued voice. " Is it a fever
that makes him Uke this. Or has he gone mad ?"
The major shook his head.
" I think I can guess pretty well what's the matter with the
poor do^vIl," he said: " he's been going it a Httle too fast. He's
got a touch of del. trem."
"DeLtrem.!"
"Delirium tremens, my dear," answered the major. "Yes,
you can hear his teeth chattering now this minute. I had it
jnce when I was up the country, and our fellers took to living
npon brandy pawnee. I had rather a sharp time of It, while it
lasted; used to fancy the tent waa on fire; wanted to go ont
tiger-hunting In the middle of the night; tried to set the bedclothes alight to cure myself of the hiccough: and ran after Meg
with a razor early one morning. This man has got a touch of
it, Mrs. Monckton, and I don't think we shaU get much reason
ont of him to-night."
The conduct of Monsieur Victor Bourdon, who was at that
moment holding a very animated discourse with a dozen or so of
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juvenile demons supposed to be located in the bed-curtains, went
very far towards confirming the major's assertion.
Eleanor sat down a t the Uttle table, upon which the dirty
Utter of the Frenchman's last meal was huddled into a heap and
Intermixed with -writing materials; au ink-bottle, and a mustardpot, a quiU pen, and a teaspoon lying side by side. The gfrl'a
fortitude had given way before tlus new and most cruel disappointment, s h e covered her face -with her handa and sobbed aloud.
Major Lennard waa very much distreaaed a t this unexpected
collapse upon the p a r t of his chief. H e was very big, and rather
s t u p i d ; but he had one of those tender chUdish natures which
never l e a m to be hard and unmerciful. H e was for ever patting
the shock heads of dirty pauper children, for ever fumbUng in
his pockets for copper coin, always open to the influence of any
story of womanly distress, and quite unable to •withstand the;
dingleat female. If ahe could only produce tho merest phantom ot
a tear to be wiped away furtively from one eye, wliUe the other
looked round the comer to see if the shot went home.
H e looked piteously at Eleanor, aa she sat sobbing passionately,
half unconscious of hia preaence, forgetful of everything except
t h a t this last hope had failed her.
" I thought t h a t he might leave Paris, and go back to Launcelot Darrell," she said, in a broken voice, " b u t I never thought
of anything Hke this."
" Sh-sh-sh-sh I " cried Monsieur Bourdon from the bed.
" F t z ! Cats, cats ! Sh-sh-sh-sh ! Chase those cats, somebody ! There's the girl F a u s t saw upon the Bracken •with tho
little r a t running out of her m o u t h ! "rhoro, sitting a t the table !
Go then, Voleuse, Gueuse, Infame I " screamed the Frenchman,
glaring at Eleanor.
The girl took no notice of him. H e r sobs grew every moment
louder and more hysterical. The major looked at her helplessly.
" Don't," he said, " m y good creature, don't now. This is
really dreadful, ^pon my soul, now. Come, como, now; cheei
u p , my dear, cheer up. You won't do anything by g m n g way,
you know. I always tell Margaret t h a t , when she thinks she
ca,n catch the train by sitting on the ground and crying because
her portmanteaus won't shut. Nobody ever did, you know, and
if you don't p u t your shoulder to the wheel
•"
The major might have rambled on in tlus •wise for some time;
but the sobbing grew louder; and he felt t h a t It was Imperatively
necessary t h a t something energetic should be done in this crisis.
A bright thought flashed upon him as he lookod hopelessly
round the room, and in another moment he had seized a small
white crockery-ware j u g from the Frenchman's toilet table, and
launched Its contents at Eleanor's head.
This was a second master-stroke. Tho girl icoked u p •with hor
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head dnpping, bnt •with her courage revived by the shock ber
senses had received.
She took off her wet bonnet, and pushed tbe drenched hair
from her forehead.
" Oh, major," she said, " I know I have been very silly. But
I was so taken by surprise. I t seema so cruel t h a t this shoulJ
happen. I shaU never get the will ncv^."
" Stuff and nonsense, my dear," e-;claimed Major Lennard.
" W h a t ' s to prevent your getting itP "
" W h a t do you mean ? "
" W h a t ' s to prevent your taking it ? We're not going to stand
upon ceremony with such a feller as this, aro we, Mrs. Monckton? H e stole the will from yon, and If you can get the chance,
you'U return the compliment by steaUng it from him. F a i r
play's a jewel, my dear Mrs. M., and nothing could be fairer t h a n
that. So we'll set to work at once; and I hope you'll excuse
tbe cold water, which was meant in kindness, I assure you."
Sleanor smUod, and gave the major her hand.
" I ' m sure it was," she said. " I scarcely Uked the idea of
your coming with me, major, for fear you should do some mischief by being a Uttle too Impetuous. B u t I don't know what I
should have done •without you."
Major Lennard shrugged his shoulders with a deprecating
gesture.
" I might have been useful to you. my dear," he said, " if
the feller had been all right and I could have punched his head ;
but one can't get any credit out of a chap when he's in t h it
state," added the major, pointing to the comraercial traveUer,
who was taking journeys on his o'wn account mto the horrible
regions of an intemperate man's fancy.
" Now, the first thing we shall want, Mrs. Monckton," said
the major, " is a candle and a box of lucifers. W e must have a
Ught before we can do anything."
I t was not dark y e t ; b u t tho twUight was growing greyer and
greyer, and the shadows were gathering in the corners of the
room.
Victor Bourdon lay glaring at his two visitors through the
dusk, whUe the major groped about the mantelpiece for a box of
lucifers. H e was not long in finding what he wanted. H e
stmck a little waxen match against the greasy paper of the wall,
and then Ughted an end of candle in a tawdry cheap china candlestick.
" Ease her, ease h e r ! " cried the Frenchman; " I see the
lights ahead off Normandy, on this side of the wind. She'U
strike upon a rock before we know where we are. W h a t are
they about, these EngHsh saUors ? are they bUnd, t h a t tbey
don't see the Ught ? "
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Major Lennard, with the candle in hia hand, set to work ic
look forthe missing document. He did not look very systematically, but as he puUed out every drawer and opened every cupboard, and shook out the contents of every receptacle, flinging
them remorselessly upon the floor, he certainly looked prett;y
effectually
Eleanor, kneeling on the ground amongst the
chaotic heap of clothes and papers, tattered novels, broken meerschaum pipes and stale cigar enda, examined every pocket, every
book, and every paper aeparately, but •with no result. The
di-awera had been ranaacked, the cupboards dIsemboweUed, a
couple of portmanteaua completely emptied. Every nook and
comer of the two amaU rooms had been most thoroughly
searched, first by the major in a slap-dash and military manner;
afterwards by iEleanor, who did her work -with calmness and
deUberatlon, though her heart was beating, and the hot blood
surging in her over-excited brain. Eveiy possible hiding-place
in the two rooms had been examined, but the •wiU had not been
found.
Every possible hiding-place had been examined; except the
ockets of Victor Bourdon's trousers, and the bed upon which
elav.
The major stopped to scratch his head in despafr, and stood
staring hopelessly at the unhappy •victim of hia own ^-ices, who
was s^tUl raving, stUl remonatrating -with in^vlsible demons. But
Eleanor aroused her friend from this state of stupefaction.
" He may have the •wUl about him, major," she said.
" A h a ! " cried the soldier, " If he has, I'U have It out of him.
Give it me, you unconscionable bla'jkguard," he exclaimed,
pouncing upon the deUrious Frenchman. " I'U have it out of
you, you scoundrel. TeU me where It is directly. Dites-moi oii
il est, dong! What have you done •with It, sfrP TNTiat have
you done •svith Maurice de Creapigny's •wIU ? "
The familiar name aroused a tranaltory gleam of consciousness
in Victor Bourdon.
" Ha, ha!" he cried, •with a maUcIous chuckle. "Maurice de
Crespigny, the old, the parent of that Long—ceUott*; but 1
will have my revenge; but he shaU not enjoy his riches. The
will, the •wiU ; that is mine ; it -wUl give me aU."
He raised himself by a great effort into a sitting posture, and
made frantic endeavours to disengage his hands.
" He is thinking of the wUl," cried Eleanor; " loosen his
wnsts, major! Pray, pray, do, before the thought leaves
hira."
Major Lennard obeyed. He loosened the knot of the silk
liandkerchlef, but before he could remove it, Victor Bourdon had
puUed hia hands through the slackened noose, and clutched al
something in his breast. It •was a folded paper which
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snatched out of the bosom of his shirt, and waved triumphantly
above his head.
" Aha, Monsieur Long—cellotte! " he screa,med. " I will pay
thee for thy insolence, my friend."
But before the Frenchman's upUfted arm had described a
second circle in the air above his head, the major swoojied down
upon him, snatched away the paper, handed it to Eleanor, and
resecured Monsieur Bourdon's wrists •with the silk handkerchief.
So brief had been tho Interval of semi-consciousness, that the
commercial traveller had already forgotten all about Launcelot
Darrell and his own wrongs, and had rambled off again Into Impotent execrations against the imaguiary demons amongst the
bed-curtains.
Eleanor unfolded the paper, but she oi ly read the first few
words, " I, Maurice de Crespigny, being at this time, &c.," for
before she could read more, the door of the outer room was suddenly opened, and Richard Thornton hurried through Into tha
bed-chamber.
But not Richard only; behind him came GUbert Monckton,
and it was he into whose outstretched arms Eleanor fiung herself.
" You will beUeve me now, Gilbert," she cried. " I have found
the proof of Launcelot DarreU's guilt at last."
CHAPTER

LVn.

MAURICE DE CRESPIGNY'S BEQUEST.

had received Eleanor's letter in Edinburgh,
and had been travelHng perpetually since his receipt of the girl's
eager epistle. He had calculated that by travelling day and
night he should be able to accomplish a great achievement in
the four days that were to elapse between the hour In which he
received Eleanor's letter and the hour appointed for the interview with the Frenchman. This achlovoment was the reconcUiation of GUbert Monckton and his wife.
For this purpose the devoted young man had traveUed from
Edinburgh to London, and from London to Torquay, back to
London again, -with Mr. Monckton for his companion, and from
London to Paris, stUl in that gentleman's companionship.
GUbert Monckton would have thought It a small thing to have
given half his fortune In payment of the tidings which the scenes
{)ainf}er carried to liini.
He should see his wife again; his bright and beautiful young
wife, whom he had so cruelly wronged, and so stupidly misandorstood.
Human nature is made up of conti-adictions. From tho hour
in which GUbert Monckton had turned his back upon ToUdale
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Priory, desei-ting Ins 3'oung •wife in a paroxysm of jealous anger
untU now, he had done nothing but repent of his ovvn work.
"Why had he disbeUeved in her ? How had he been vUe enough
to doubt her? Had she not stood before him, •with the glorious
Ught of truth shining out of her beautifnl face P Even had he
not ah-eady repented, Eleanor's letter would have opened the
jealous husband's eyes to his own folly; that brief offended letter
in winch the brave girl had repudiated her husband's offer of
wealth and independence; and had declared her proud determination to go out into the world once more, and to get her
own H^vIng, and to accept nothing from the man who doubted
her truth.
The la^wyer had made every effort to lure the lost bird back to
its deserted nest. But if you render your wUe s existence intolerable, and she i-uns away from you m despair. It Is not always
possible to biing her back to your haUs; though you may be
never so penitent for your offences against her. Gilbert Monckton had employed every possible means to discover his •wife's
whereabouts; but had failed most completely to do so. His
search was futUe; his advertisements were unanswered; and,
very lonely and miserable, he had dragged out the last sis weeks,
in constant oscUlation between London and Torquay; always
making some new effort to obtain tidings of the missing girl;
perpetuaUy beguUed a Uttle way onwai-d with false hopes, only
to be disappointed. He had gone again and again to SIgnoi-a
PicirUlo; but had received no comfort from her, inasmuch as the
music mistress knew no more about Eleanor than he did.
I t is not to be wondered, then, that when Eichard Thornton
appeared at Torquay, can-jdng -with him Eleanor's letter, he was
received •with open arms by the penitent husband. Not an hour
was wasted by the eager traveUers, but use what haste they
might, they could not hasten the Dover express, or the Calais
packets, or the comfortable jog-trot pace of the train between
Calais and Paris; so they had only been able to arrive at eight
o'clock in the dusky AprU evening, just in time to behold Majoi
Lennard In his moment of triumph.
Gilbert Monckton extended his hand to the stalwart soldier,
after the events of the evening had beeu huniedly related by
Eleanor and her companion.
" You robbed me of a wife twenty years ago. Major Lennard,"
he said, " bnt you have restored another wUe to me to-night."
" Then I suppose we're quits," the major exclaimed, cheerfriUy,
"and we can go back to the Palaia and have a deviUed lobster.
Hay ? I suppose we must do something for this poor de\'il,
though, first, llayP'*
Mr. Monckton lio.irtUy concurred in this suggestion; and
Bichard Thornton, who was better acquainted with Paris than
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any of his companions, ran down stairs, told the portress of the
malady which had stricken down the lodger In the entresol
despatched the sharp young damsel -with the shrill voice in search
of a sick nurse, and went himself to look for a doctor. I n a
little more t h a n half an hour both these officials had arrived, and
Mr. Monckton and his •wife. Major Lennard, and Richard departed, lea^vlng the Frenchman in the care of his two compatriots
B u t before Gilbert Monckton left the apartment, he gave the
nurse special orders respecting t h e sick man. She was not to
let him leave his rooms upon any pretence whatever; -not even if
he should appear to become reasonable.
Mr. Monckton went to the Hotel du Palais, with his young
wife, and for the first time since he had been wronged forgave
the frivolous woman who h a d jilted him. She had been very
kind to Eleanor, and he was in a humour to be pleased with any
one who had been good to his -wife. So tho lawyer shook hands
very heartily with Mrs. Lennard, and promised t h a t she should
see her daughter before long.
" The poor Httle girl has h a d a h a r d trial lately, Mrs. Lennard,
through my folly, and I owe her some atonement. I separated
her from her natural protectors, because I was presumptuous
enough to Imagine t h a t I was better fitted to plan her destiny;
and after aU I have wrecked her girUsh hopes, poor t h i l d ! Bu^t
I don't think the damage is irreparable; I think she'U scarcely
break her heart abont Launcelot Darrell."
I n all this time nobody had cared to ask any questions about
the will. Eleanor had handed it to her husband; and Gilbert
Monckton had p u t it, stIU folded, into his pocket. B n t when the
devilled lobster and the sparkUng MoseUe, which the major
insisted upon ordering, had been cUscussod, and the table cleared,
Mr. Monckton took the important document from his pocket.
" W e m a y as weU look at poor De Crespigny's last testament,"
he said, " and see who has been most injured by the success cf
Launcelot DarreU's fabrication."
H e read the first two sheets of the •wiU to himself, slowly and
thoughtfully.
H e remembered every word of those two first
sheets. So far the real -wIU was verbatim the same as the forged
document: Gilbert Monckton could therefore now understand
why t h a t fabricated will had seemed so genuine. The fabiicatloii
had been copied from the original paper. I t waa thus t h a t the
forgery had borne the stamp of tho testator's mind. The only
difference between the two documents lay in the last and most
important clause.
The la^vyor read aloud this last sheet of Maurice do Crespigny's
wUl.
" J, 4mise and bequeath aU the residue and remainder of my
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real and personal property unto Hortensia Bannister, the daughter
of my old and deceased college friend, George Vane, and my
valued friend Peter Sedgo^wick, of Cheltenham, their heirs,
executors, administrators and assigns, upon trust, for the sole
and separate use of Eleanor, the daughter of my said dear
deceased friend, George Vane, by his last vrife, Eleanor Thompson,
during her Hfe, free from the control, debts, or engagements of
any husband she m a y at any time have, and so t h a t she shaU
not have power to anticipate the rents, interest, and annual
proceeds thereof, and upon and after hor decease, for such
persons, estates, and In such manner as she shaU, whether
covert or uncovert, by -wUl appoint; and in default of and
subject to any such appointment, for the said Eleanor, the
daughter of the said George Vane, her hefrs, executors, administrators, and assigns, according to the nature of the said property.
A n d in case the said Eleanor shall have departed thia Hfe during
my Hfetlrae, or In case the said last-named trustees cannot discover the said Eleanor Vane •within four years after my decease,
then they shall consider tho said Eleanor Vane dead, and therefrom I give and devise the said residuary estates to be equaUy
dl^vIded between my said three nieces, Sarah, Lavinia, and EUen,
absolutely.
" I t is fortunate that the money is left to trustees for your
separate use, Eleanor," Mr. Monckton said. " If it had been
otherwise, the gift would have been invaUd, since I, your hus*
band, waa one of the •witnesses to the vriU."
A torrent of congratulations from Major and Mrs. Lennard,
and Richard Thornton, almost overwhelmed Eleanor; b u t she
waa stUl more overwhelmed by her astonishment a t the wording
of the vrill.
" The money left to m e ! " she exclaimed. " I didn't want
it. I am sorry It should be so. I t wIU seem now as If I had
been plotting to get this fortune. I don't want It; I only want
my revenge."
Gilbert Monckton na.i*rowly watched hia •wife'a astonished face
H e aaw no look of triumph, no amile of gratification. A t least
she was free from any mercenary baseness. He took her a little
way from the rest of the party, and looked earnestly into het
fearless eyea.
" My o-wn dear love," he said, " I have learned a hard lesson,
and I believe t h a t I shall profit by it. I wUl never doubt you
again. B u t teU me, Eleanor, tell me once and for ever! have
you ever lovod Laimcilot DarreU P Have any of yonr actions
been prompted by jealousy ? "
" N o t one," cried Mrs. Monckton. " I havo never loved him,
and I have never been jealous of him. From first to last I have
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been actuated by one motive, and one alone—the duty I owe to
my dead father."
She h a d not abandoned her purpose, then. N o ; the lurid star
t h a t had beckoned her forward stIU shone before her. I t was so
near now, t h a t Its red splendour filled the universe. Tho yonng
wife waa pleaaed to be reconciled to her huaband; b u t •with the
sense t h a t he was restored to her once more, the niemoi-y of the
dreary interval In which she h a d lost hira raelted away from her
mind, and Launcelot Darrell—Launcelot DarreU, t h e destroyer
of her dead father, became once more paramount In her thoughts.
" Oh, Gilbert! " she said, clasping hor hands about hor husband's arm a n d looking u p in his face, " you'll take me back t o
England at once, won't you P "
" Yes, m y dear," Mr. Monckton answered, -with a sigh. " I'U
do whatever you wish."
There was a jealous pain a t his heart as he spoke. His wife
was pure, and true, and beautiful; b u t this strange purpose of
her life divided her from him, and left his own. existence very
blank.

CHAPTER LVIII.
IHE

D A T OF

EECKONTNO.

LAUNCELOT DARRELL and his miother h a d Inhabited

Woodlands

for a little more t h a n a fortnight. The painters, a n d paperhangers, a n d upholsterers h a d done a great deal to alter t h e
handsome country-house; for Mr. Darrell h a d no wish to be
I eminded of his dead uncle; and famihar chairs and tables have
an unpleasant faculty of suggestuig tiresome thoughts, and recalling faded faces t h a t h a d better be forgotten. Almost aU t h e
old furniture had been swept away, therefore, and the young man
had behaved very generously to his maiden aunts, who had furnished a small house In Windsor with the things t h a t Launcelot
had banished from Woodlands. These poor disappointed ladies
had located themselves in a quiet little cid-de-scic, squeezed in
between t h e hilly street a n d t h e castle, with the Idea t h a t t h e
wUd dissipations of a tovyn life would enable them to forget their
wrongs.
So Launcelot Darrell and his mother reigned a t Woodlanda
instead of t h e maiden sisters; a n d Parker, t h e butler, and Mrs.
Jepcott, the housekeeper, waited upon a new master and mistress.
The young m a n h a d chafed bitterly a t his poverty, and had
hated himself and aU the world, because of those humUiations to
which a man who is too Idle to work, and too poor to Hve without
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work, is always more or less subject. But, alas! now that by the
comnUssIon of a crime he had attained the great end of his ambition, he found that the game was not worth the candle; and
that In his most fretful moments before Maurice de Crespigny's
death, he had never suffered as much as he now suffered, daUy
and hourly.
The murderers of the unfortunate Mr. Ware ate a hearty
supper of pork chops whUe their -victim lay, scarcely cold, in a
pond beside the high road; but It Is not everybody who Is
blessed •with the strength of mind possessed by those gentlemen.
Launcelot DarreU could not shake off the recollection of what he
had done. From morning tUl night, from night tUl moming, the
same thoughts, the same fears, were perpetuaUy pressing upon
him. In the eyes of every seiwant who looked at him; in the
voice of every creature who spoke to bim ; In the sound of every
bell that rang in the roomy country-house, there lurked a something that inspfred the miserable terror of detection. I t haunted
him In every place; it met him at every turn. The knowledge
that he was in the power of two bad, unscrupulous men, the
lawyer's clerk and Victor Bourdon, made bim the most helpless
of slaves. Already he had found what It was to be in the power
of a •vicious and greedy wretch. The clerk had been easUy satisfied by the gift of a round sum of money, and had levanted
before his employer returned from America. But Victor Bourdon
became insatiable. He was a gamester and a di-unkard; and he
expected to find in Launcelot DarreU's purse a gold mine that
was never to be exhausted.
He had abandoned himself to the •wUdest dissipation in the
worst haunts of London after Maurice de Crespigny's death; and
had appeared at Woodlands at all times and seasons, demanding
enormous sums of his miserable •victim. At firat terror aealed
Launcelot DarreU's Hps, and he acceded to the most extravagant
demands of his accompHce; but at last his temper gave way,
and he refused that " paltry note for a thousand francs," to which
the Frenchman alluded in his interview with Eleanor. After
this refusal there was a desperate quarrel between tho two men,
at the end of which the commercial traveUer received a thrashing,
and was turned out of doors by the master of Woodlands.
The young man had been quite reckless of consequences in hia
passion; but when he grew a little calmer he began to reflect
npon the Issue of this quarrel.
" I cannot see what harm the man can do me P " he thought:
" to accuse me is to accuse himself also. And then who would
beUeve his unsupported testimony P I conld laugh at him as a
madman."
Launcelot DarreU had no knowledge of the exiatence of the
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real •wiU. He imiDlIcItly beUeved that it had been burned before
his o^wn eyea, and that Eleanor's assertion to the contrary had
been only a woman'a falsehood Invented to terrify him.
" If the girl had once had the wIU In her poaaossion she would
never have been such a fool as to lose It," he argued.
But not-withatanding aU this he felt a vague fear, aU the more
terrible because of its indefinite character. He had placed himself in a false position. The poet Is born, and not made ; and
perhaps the same thing may be said of the criminal. The genius
of crime, Hke the genius of song, may be a capricious blossom,
indigenous to such and such a soU, but not to be produced by
cultivation. However thia may be, Launcelot Dan-eU was not
a great criminal. He had none of the reckless daring, the
marveUous power of dissimulation, the blind Indifference to the
future, which make a Palmer, a Cartouche, a Fauntleroy, or a
Roupell. He was wretched because of what he had done; and
he aUowed everybody to perceive his wretchedneas.
Mra. Darrell saw that her son was miserable In spite of his
newly-acquired wealth; and a horrible terror seized upon her.
Her sisters had taken good care to describe to her the scene
that had occurred at Woodlands upon the night of the old man's
death. She had watched her son, as only mothers can watch
the children they love; and she had seen that his dead kinsman's fortune had brought him no happiness. She had questioned him, but had received only sulky, ungracious answers;
and she had not the heart to press him too cloaely.
The mother and son were alone In the dining-room at Woodlands about a week after the scene In Monsieur Victor Bourdon's
apartment. They had dined tete-a-tete. The dessert had not been
removed, and the young man was sitting at the bottom of tho
long table, lounging lazily In his comfortable chair, and very
often refiUing his glass from the claret jug on his right hand.
The three long windows were open, and the soft May tvriUght
crept into the room. A tall shaded lamp stood In the centre
of the table, making a great spot of yeUow light in the dusk.
Below the lamp there was a confused shimmer of cut glass, upon
which the Hght trembled Hke moonbeams upon running water.
There were some purple grapes, and a litter of •vine leaves in a
dessert dish of Sevres china; the spikey cro^wn of a pine-apple;
and scarlet strawberries that made splaahes of vivid colour amid
the sombre green. The pictured face of the dead man hanging
upon the wall belund Launcelot DarreU's chair seemed tolo/jk
reproachfully out of the shadows. The ruby draperies shading
the open windows grew darker with the fading of the light.
The faint odour of lilacs and hawthorn blossoms blew in from
the e-arden, and the evening stillness was only broken by th«
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sound of leaves stirred faintly by a slow night wind that crept
amongst tho trees.
Mrs. DarreU was sitting in the recess of one of the open
•windows, with some needlework in her lap. She had brought
her work Into the dining-room after dinner, because she wished
to be with her son; and she knew that Launcelot would sit for
the best part of tho evening brooding over his half-filled glass.
The young man was most completely miserable. The great
•wrong he had done had brought upon h m a torture which he
was scarcely strong enough to endure. If he could have undone
that -wrong—if
1 No! That way lay auch shame and degradation as he could never stoop to endure.
" I t waa all my great-uncle'a fault," he repeated to luraself,
doggedly. ""What business Liad he to make the will of a
madman? Whom have I robbed, after aU? Only a specious adventuress, the intriguing daughter of a selfish spendthrift."
Such thoughts as these were for ever rising in the young
man's mind. He was thinking them to-night, while his mother
sat in the •window, watching her son's face furtively. He was
only rouaed from his reverie by the sound of wheels upon the
gravel drive, the opening of a caniage-door, and a loud ringing
of the bell.
The arrival of any unexpected •visitor always frightened hira ;
so it was nothing unusual for him to get up from his chair and
go to the door of the room to Usten for the sound of voices in
the haU.
To-night he turned deadly pale, as he recognized a famiUcj
voice; the voice of GUbert Monckton, whom he had not seen
since the reading of the •wIU.
Launcelot Darrell drew back as the servant approached the
door, and in another moment the man opened It, and announced
Mr. Monckton, Mrs. Monckton, Mr. Thornton, Monsieur Bourdon. He would have announced Mr. John Ketch, I dare say,
just as cooUy.
Launcelot DarreU planted his back against the low marble
chimney-piece, and prepared to meet his fate. I T had come;
the realization of that horrible nightmare which had tormented
him ever since the night of Maurice de Crespigny's death. IT
had come: detection, disgrace, humiUation, despafr; no matter
by what name it was caUed; the thing was Uving death. Hia
heart seemed to melt into water, and then freeze in his breast.
He had seen the face of Victor Bourdon lurking behind Gilbert
and Eleanor, and he knew that he had been betrayed.
The young man knew this, and determined to make a gaUant
finish. He was not a coward by nature, though his own wrong*
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ioing had made him cowardly; ho was only an In-esolute, vacillating, selfish Sybarite, who had quarrelled with the gi-cat
schoolmaster Fate, because his life had not been made one lor g
Bummer's hoHday. Even cowards aometimea grow courageous
at the laat. Launcelot DarreU waa not a coward : he drew himself up to his fuUest height, and prepared to confront hia
accusers.
Eleanor Monckton advanced towards him. Her husband tried
to restrain her, but his effort was wasted; she waived him back
•with her hand, and went on to where the young man stood, with
her head Ufted and her nostrUs quivering.
" At last, Launcelot DarreU," she cried, " after watching that
has wearied me, and faUures that have tempted me to despair,
at last, I can keep my promise; at last I can be true to the los^t
father whose death was your cruel work. When last I was In
this house, you laughed at me and defied me. I was robbed of
the e^ridence that would have condemned you: aU the world
seemed leagued together against me. Now, the proof of your
crime is in my hands, and the voice of your accompHce has
bome •witness against you. Cheat, trickster, and forger; there
is no escape for you now."
"No," exclaimed Monsieur Bourdon, -with an unctuous
chuckle, " it Is now your turn to be chased, my stripUng; it is
now your turn to be kick out of the door."
" From first to last, from first to last," said Eleanor, " you
have been false and cruel. You -wronged and deceived the
friends who sent you to India
"
" Yaase ! " interrupted the commercial traveUer, who was very
pale, and by no means too steady in his nerves, after the attack
of deUrium tremens. He had dropped into a chair, and sat
trembUng and grinning at his late patron, •with a ghastly
jocosity that was far from agreeable •to behold. " Yaase, you
cheat your mo-thafr, you cheat your friends. You make beUef
to go •to the Indlas, but you do not go. You what you caU—
shally shUly, and upon the last moment, when the machine la
on the point of depart, you change the mind, you are weU in
England; there is a handsome career for you, as artist, you say.
Then you •wiU not go. But you have fear of your uncle, who
Aas given the money for your—fit-out—and for your passage,
and you make believe to do what they wish from you. You
have a friend, a confrere, a Mr., who is to partake your cabin.
You •write to heem, you get heem to post your letters ; you write
to your mo-thair. In CUp-a-stone Street, and you aay to her,
' Dear mo-thaIr, I cannot bear thia broU cUma-te; I am broil, I
work the night and the day; I am indigo planter;' and you
•end your letter to the Indias to be posted; and yonr poor
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mo-thair beUef y o u ; and you are In Paris to enjoy youraelf, Irlead the Hfe of a student, a Httle Bohemian, but very gay. Yo
read Balzac, you make the little sketches for the cheap Parisian
ionmals. Y o u are gamester, and •win money from a poor old
EngUs'nman, the father of t h a t lady t h e r e ; and you make a
catspaw of your friend, Victor Bourdon. Y o u are a -vUlalu
man, Monsiem- DarreU, b u t It is finished -with you."
" Listen to me, Launcelot DaireU," GUbert Monckton said,
quietly
" Every falsehood and trick of which you have been
guilty, frora first to last. Is kno^wn. There Is no help for vou.
The •wUl which m y -wife holds in her hand is the genuine \riU
signed by Mamice de Crespigny. This raan is prepared to testU'y t h a t the •wiU by which you took possession of this estate Is
a forcei-y, fabricated by you a n d Henry La-wford's clerk, who
had in his possession a rough draft of the real •wUl which he had
written at ^Ir. de Crespigny's dictation, and who copied tbe
three different signatures from thi-ee letters •wiitten by the oid
man to Henry La-wford. You are prepared to bear -nitness to
this,'' added •the lawver, turning to Victor Bourdon.
" B u t certainly," exclaimed the Frenchman, " I t being weU
understood t h a t I am not to suffer by this candour. I t is understood t h a t I am innocent in this affair.''
" I n n o c e n t ! " cried Launcelot DarreU, bitterly. " W h j - , you
were the piime mover in this bns-iness. I t was your sugges'tion
t h a t first induced
"
" I t ia possible, my friend," murmured Monsieur Bourdon,
complacently; " b u t Is it, then, a crime to make a Uttle auggeatlon—to ti-y to make oneself useftU to a friend ? I do not
beUeve I t ! No matter, I have studied your EngUsh law: I do
not think It can touch me. since I am only prepared to swear to
having /•bitnf/ this real wiU, and having before t h a t overheard a
conversation between you and the clerk of the avoue de
Vindsor."
" You use noble tools, Mrs. Monckton," said Launcelot DarreU; " b u t I do not know by what right vou come Into my house,
uninvited, and biinging In your train a very respectable transpontine scene-painter -with whom I have not the honour to bo
intimate, and a French commercial traveUer, who has chosen to
make himself pecuUarly obnoxious to me. I t is for the Couit
of Chancery to decide whether I am the rightful owner of tliis
house and all appertauiing to It. I shall await the fiat of t h a t
c o u r t ; and In the meantime have the honour to -wish you good
evening."
H e laid his hand upon the handle of the bell aa he spoke, bnt
he did not piUl it.
" You defy me, then, Launcelot Darrell P " said Eleanor.
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" I do."
" I am glad t h a t it fs s o ! " exclaimed the girl. " I am glad
t h a t you have not prayed to me for mercy. I am glad that
.Pro-vidence has suffered me to avenge my father's death."
Eleanor Monckton was mo^ving towards the door.
I n all this tune Ellen Darrell had not once spoken. She had
stood apart in the recess of the •window, a dark and melancholy
shadow, mourning over the ruin of her Hfe.
I think t h a t she was scarcely surprised at what had happened.
W e sometimes know the people we love, and know them to be
baso; b u t we go on loving them desperately, nevertheless; and
love them best when tho world is against •thera, and they have
most need of our love. I speak here of maternal love, which
is so sublime an afl'ectlon as to be next in order to the love
of God.
The widow came suddenly into tho centre of the room, and
cast herself on her knees bsfbre Eleanor, and wound her arms
about the girl'a aleiider waist, pinning her to the spot upon
which she stood, and holding her there. The mother's arms
were stronger t h a n bands of Iron, for they were linked about
the enemy of her son. I t haa been demonstrated by practical
zoologists t h a t the king of beasts, his majesty tho lion, is after
all a cowardly creature. I t Is only tho Honess, the mother, whose
courage Is desperate and indomitable.
" Y o u shall not do this," EUen Dan-eU cried; " y o u shall not
bring disgrace upon my son. Take your due. whatever It Is;
take your paltry wealth. You have plotted for it, I dare say.
Take it, ancl let us go out of this place penniless. B u t no disgrace, no humiliation, no p u n i s h m e n t , / o r him! "
" Mother," cried Launcelot, " get up off your kneea. L e t her
do her worst. I ask no mercy of her."
" Don't hear him," gasped the -widow, " don't listen to him.
Oh, Eleanor, save him from .shame and disgrace! Save him !
save h i m ! I waa always good to you, was I not? I meant
to be so, believe me. If ever I was unkind, it waa because I
was distracted by regrets and anxieties about him. Oh, Eleanor,
forgive him, and be merciful to m e ! Forgive him. I t is my
fault t h a t he is what he Is. I t was my foolish Indulgence t h a t
mined his childhood. I t was my false pride t h a t t a u g h t hira
to think he had a right to my uncle's money. From first to
last, Eleanor, It Is I t h a t am to blame. Remember thia, and
forgive him, forgive
"
H e r throat grew dry, and her voice broke, but her lips still
moved, though no sound came from them, and she was still im«
ploring mercy for her son.
" Forgive ! " cried Eleanor, bitterly. " Forgive the man who
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caused my father's death! Do you think I have waited and
watched for nothing P I t seems to me as If all my 1 ii'e had been
given up to this one hope. Do you know how that man has
defied me ? " she exclaimed, pointing to Launcelot Darrell. " Do
you know that through him I have been divided from my
nusband ? Bah ! why do I speak of my own wrongs ? Do you
know that my father, a poor, helpless old man, a lonely, friendless old raan, a decayed gentleman, kUled himself because of
your son ? Do you expect that I am to forget that ? Do you
think that I can forgive that man? Do you want me to
abandon the settled purpose of my Hfe—the purpose to which I
have saciificed every girUsh happiness, every womanly joy—now
that the •victory is mine, and that I can keep my vow ? "
She tried to disengage herself frora Ellen DarreU's arras, but
the widow stUl clung about her, with her head flung back, and
her white face convulsed -with anguish.
" Forgive him for my sake," she cried; " give him to me—give
him to me! He •wUl suffer enough from the ruin of his hopes.
He •wiU suffer enough from the consciousness of having done
wrong. He has suffered. Yes. I have watched him, and I
know. Take everything from him. Leave him a penniless
dependant upon the pittance my uncle left to me, but save him
from disgrace. Give him to me. God has given him to me.
Woman, what right have you to take him from me ? "
" H e kUled my father," Eleanor answered, in a sombre voice;
" my dead father's letter told me to be revenged upon him."
" Your father •wrote in a moment of desperation. I knew him.
I knew George Vane. He would have forgiven his worst
enemy. He was the laat person to be vindictive or revengeful
when his flrst anger was passed. What good end •wiU be gained
by my son's disgrace P You shall not refuse to hear me. You
are a •wife, Eleanor Monckton: you may one day bo a mother.
If you are pitUess to me now, God •will be pitiless to yon then.
You •will think of me then. In every throb of pain your chUd
may suffer; In every childish ailment that makes your heart
grow sick with unutterable fear, you will recognize God's vengeance upon you for this night's work. Think of this, Eleanor;
think of this, and be merciful to me—to me—not to him. "What
he would have to endure would be only a tithe of tny suffering.
I am hia mother—hia mother ! "
" Oh, my God! " cried Eleanor, Hfting her clasped hands
above her head. " Wliat am I to do ? "
The hour of her triumph had come; and In this supreme
moment doubt and fear took possession of her breast. If this
was her •victory, it was only half a •victory. She had never
thought that any Innocent creature would suffer more cruelly by
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her vengeance upon Launcelot Darrell t h a n the man himself
would suffer. AJnd now, here was this woman, whose only sin
had been an idolatrous love of her son, and to whom his disgrace
would be worse t h a n the anguish of death.
The •widow's agony had been too powerful for the girl's endurance. Eleanor burst into a passion of tears, and t u r n i n g to
her husband, let her head fall upon his breast.
" W h a t am I to do, GUbert ? " ahe said. " W h a t am I to do P "
" I will not ad^vlae you, my dear," the lawyer anawered. In a
low voice. " To-night'a buaineas Is of your own accompHshlng.
Your own heart must be your only guide."
There was silence in the room for a few moments, only broken
by Eleanor's sobbing. Launcelot Darrell had covered hia face
v/ith hia hands. H i s courage had given way before the power
of hia mother's grief. Tho widow still knelt, stiU clung about
the girl, •with her white face fixed now. In an awful stillness.
" Oh, my dear, dead father ! " Eleanor sobbed, " you—you did
wrong yourself sometimea ; and you were always kind and merciful to people. Heaven knows, I have tried to keejD m y oath ;
b u t I cannot—I cannot. I t seemed so easy to imagine my
revenge when It was far away : b u t now—it is too hard—it is
too hard. Take your son, Mrs. DaiToU. I am a poor helpless
coward. I cannot can-y out the purpose of my life."
The white uplifted face scarcely changed, and the -widow fell
back in a heap upon the fioor. H e r son and Gilbert Monckton
Hfted her u p and carried her to a chair in one of the open
windows. Richard Thornton dropped on his knees before
Eleanor, and began to kiss her hands •with effusion.
" Don't be frightened, Nelly," he exclaimed. " I was very fond
of you once, and very u n h a p p y about you, as my poor a u n t can
bear witness; b u t I am going to marry EUza Mon-talembert, and
we've got the carpets do-wn at the snuggest Uttlo box In all
Brixton, and I've made it u p vrith Spa^vin and Cromshaw in consideration of m y salary being doubled. Don't be frightened ii
I make a fool of myself, E l e a n o r ; b u t I think I could worship
you to-night. This is your victory, my dear. This Is the only
revenge Providence ever Intended for beautiful young women
with hazel-brown hair. God bless y o u ! "
Launcelot Darrell, with a greyish pallor spread over his face,
Hke a napkin upon the face of a corpse, came slowly u p to
Eleanor.
" You have been very generous to me, Mrs. Monckton, though
it is a hard thing for mo to say as much," he said; " I have done
wicked things, b n t I have sufjered—I have suffered and repented
perpetually. I had no thought of the awful consequences wluch
would foUow the wrong I did your father. I have liated m j self
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for t h a t wicked act ever since ; I should never have forged the
•will if t h a t man had not come to me, and fooled me, and played
u})on my weaknesses. I •\rill thank you for the mercy you have
shown me by-and-by, Mrs. Monckton, when I am better worthy
of your generosity."

CHAPTER

LIX.

TILE LAST.

GILBERT MOXCKTON seconded his •wife in aU she •wished to do.
There was no scandal. All legal formaUtlea wore gone through
very quietly. Thoae tionblesorae people who reqtdre to ba
iiiiormed aa to the business of their neighbours, were told t h a t a
codicU had been found, which revoked the chief clause of ^Ir.
de Crespigny's •wIU. Mr. Peter Sedgewick and Mrs. Bannister
were ready to perform all acts required of t h e m ; though tho
lady expressed considerable surprise at her half-sister's unexpected accession of wealth. Eleanor Monckton entered into
possession of the estates. The impulsive gul, having once forgiven her father's enemy, would fain have surrendered the fortune to him into tho bargain—but practical, matter-of-fact
j^eople were at hand to prevent her being too generous. Mrs.
DarreU and her son went t c Italy, and Mrs. Monckton, •with her
husband's concurrence, m^de the young m a n a very handsome
allowance, which enabled him to pursue his career as an artist.
H e worked very hard and with enthualaam. The shame of the
past gave an impetua to hia pencU. His outraged self-esteem
stood him hia friend, and he toUed vaUantly to redeem himaelf
frora the disgrace t h a t had faUen upon him.
" If I am a great painter, they wiU remember nothing against
me," he said to himself; and though It was not in him to become
a great painter, he became a popular painter; a great man for
the Royal Academy, and the West-End engravers. If only a
small man for future generations, who wUl choose the real gems
out of the prodigal wealth of the present. Mr. DarreU'a first
succe^s waa a picture wluch ho called " T h e Earl'a Death," from
a poem of Tennyson's, with the motto, " Oh, the Earl was fair
to see,"—a preternaturaUy ugly man lying at tho feet of a prefcernaturaliy hideous woman. In a turret chamber Ughted by
iucifer matches—the blue and green Hght of the lucUers on the
f.ico of the ugly woman, and a pre-RaphaeUte cypress seen
through the ^vIndow; and I am fain to say t h a t although the
picture waa ugly, there was a strange weird attraction in it, and
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peoiile went to aee It again and again, aud liked it, and hankered
after It, and talked of it perpetually all t h a t season; one faction
declaring t h a t the luclfer-match effect was the most deUcious
moonUght, and the murdereaa of the Earl the most lovely of
womankind, tUl the faction who thought the very reverse of this
became afraid to declare their opinions, and thus everybody was
satisfied.
So Launcelot Darrell received a fabulous price for his picture,
and, having lived without reproach during three years of probation, came home to marry Laura Mason Lennard, who liad
been true to him all this time, and who would h a r e rather liked
to unite her fortunes -with those of a raodern Cartouche or Jack
Sheppard for the romance of the thing. And although the
artist did not become a good man all In a moment, like the
repentant villain of a stage play, he did take to heart the lesson
of his youth. H e was tenderly affectionate to the mother who
had suffered so much by reason of his errors ; and ho made a
very tolerable husband to a most devoted little wife.
Monsieur Victor Bourdon was remunerated, and very liberaJly
—for his services, and was told to hold bis tongue. Ho departed
for Canada soon afterwards, in the interests of the paten't
mustard, and never reappeared In the neighbourhood of ToUdala
Priory.
Eleanor inaiated on gi^vlng u p Woodlanda for the use of Mr.
Darrell, his wife, and mother. Signora PiciriUo Hved with her
nephew and his merry Httle •wife iu the pretty house at Brixton;
b u t she paid very frequent visits to ToUdale Priory, sometime.i
accompanied by Richard and Mrs. Richard,' sometimes alone.
]\Iatrimony had a very good effect upon the outward seeming cf
the scene-painter: for his young vrife initiated him In tho luxury
of shirt-buttons as contrasted with p i n s ; to say nothing of tho
delights of a shower-bath, and a pair of ivory-backed hairbrushes, presented by Eleanor as a birth-day present to hor old
friend. Richard a t first suggested t h a t the ivory-backed brushes
should be used as chimney ornaments in the Brixton drawingroom : but afterwards submitted to the popular view of the
subject, and brushed bis hair. Major and Mrs. Lennard were
also visitors at Tolldale, and L a u r a knew the happiness of
paternal and maternal love—the paternal affection evincin;,'
itself in the presentation of a great deal of frivolous jewellery,
purchased upon credit; the maternal devotion displaying Itself
m a wild admiration of Launcelot DarreU's son and heir, a pinkfaced baby, who made his appearance in the year 1861, and who
was in much better drawing -than tho " Dying Gladiator," exhibited by Mr. Darrell In the same year. Little children's volc^a
sounded by-and-by in the shady pathways of the old-fashioned
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Priory garden, and in all Berkahfre there was not a happier
woman than Gilbert Monckton's beautiful young -wife.
And, after all, Eleanor's Victory waa a proper womanly conquoat, and not a stem, classical vengeance. The tender woman s
heart triumphed over tbe girl's rash v(jw ; and poor George
Vane's enemy was left to tiie only Judge v.iiose judgments are
dways righteous.
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