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PREFACE.

THE Story here ofifered to the reader differs in one respect from the
Btories which have preceded it by the same hand. This time the
fiction is founded on facts, and aspires to afford what help it may
towards hastening the reform of certain ahuses which have been too
long suffered to exist among us unchecked.
As to the present scandalous condition of the Marriage Laws of
the United Eangdom, there can be no dispute. The Report of the
Royal Commission appointed to examine the working of those law.s,
has supplied the solid foundation on which I have built my book.
Such references to this high authority as may be necessary to convince the reader that I am not leading him astray, will be found
collected in the Appendix. I have only to add that, while I write
these lines, Parliament is bestirring itself to remedy the cruel
abuses which are here exposed in the story of " Hester Dethridge."
There is a prospect, at last, of lawfully establishing the right of a
married woman, in England, to possess her own property, and to
keep her own earnings. Beyond this, no attempt has been made by
the Legislature, that I know of, to purify the corruptions which exist
in the Marriage Laws of Great Britain and Ireland. The Eoyal
Commissioners have called for State interference, in no uncertain
voice—thus far, without prevailing on Parliament to make any
reply.
As to the other social question which has found its way into
these pages—the question of the influence of the present rage foi
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muscular exercises on the health and morals of the rising generation
of Englishmen—I do not disguise from myself that I am treading
on dehcate ground, and that certain persons will strongly resent
what I have written on this head.
Although I have, here, no Royal Commission to appeal to, I
submit, nevertheless, that I am still dealing with plain and producible facts. As to the physical results of the mania for muscular
cultivation which has seized on us of late years, it is a fact that
the opinions expressed in this book are the opinions of the medical
profession in general—with the high authority of Mr. Skey at their
head. And (if the medical evidence is to be disputed as evidence
based on theory only) it is also a fact that the view taken by the
doctors is a view which the experience of fathers in all parts of
England can practically confirm by reference to the cases of their
sons. This last new form of our "national eccentricity" has its
victims to answer for—victims who are broken for life.
As to the moral results, I may be right or I may be wrong, in
seeing as I do a connection between the recent unbridled development
of physical cultivation in England, and the recent spread of grossness and brutality among certain classes of the English population.
But, is it to be denied that the grossness and the brutality exist ?
and, more, that they have assumed formidable proportions among
us of late years ? We have become so shamelessly familiar with
violence and outrage, that we recognize them as a necessary ingredient in our social system, and class our savages as a representative
part of our population, under the newly invented name of " Roughs."
Public attention has been directed by hundreds of other writers to
the dirty Rough in fustian. If the present writer had confined
himself within those limits, he would have carried all his readers
with him. But he is bold enough to direct attention to the washed
Rough in broadcloth—and he must stand on his defence with readers
who have not noticed this variety, or who, having noticed, prefer to
ignore it.
The Rough with the clean skin and the good coat on his back,
is easily traced through the various grades of English society, in
the middle and the upper classes. To quote a few instances only.
The medical division not long since diverted itself, on its return
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from a public amusement, by destroying house-property, extinguishing street lights, and terrifying the decent inhabitants of a London
suburb. The military division—also, not long since—committed
atrocities (in certain regiments) which forced the authorities at the
Horse Guards to interfere. The mercantile division, only the other
day, mobbed, hustled, and violently ejected from the Stock Exchange
an eminent foreign banker, who had been taken to see the place by
one of its oldest and most respectable members. The University
Division (at Oxford) hooted the Vice-Chancellor, the heads of
colleges, and the visitors, out of doors, at the Commemoration of
1869—and have since broken into the Christchurch Library, and
burnt the busts and works of sculpture which it contained. It is a
fact that these outrages have been committed. It is a fact that the
persons concerned in them are largely represented among the patrons,
and sometimes among the heroes, of Athletic Sports. Is there no
material here for the making of such a character as " Geoffrey
Delamayn ? " Have I drawn entirely on my imagination for the
scene which takes place in the athletic house of assembly at the
" Cock and Bottle," Putney ? Is no protest needed, in the interests
of civilization, against a revival of barbarism among us, which
asserts itself to be a revival of manly virtue, and finds human
stupidity actually dense enough to admit the claim ?
Reverting, for one moment, before I close my prefatory words,
to the question of Art, I hope the reader of these pages will find
that the purpose of the story is always an integral part of the story
itself. The foremost condition of success, in a work of this sort, is
that the fact and the fiction shall never be separable one from the
other. I have wrought hard to reach this end; and I trust I have
cot wrought in vain.
W. C.
June, 1870,
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to the state of the Marriage Laws of this country, I have
a few sentences to add to the original Preface, in issuing the present
edition of " Man and Wife."
Since this book was first published, an Act of Parliament (thanks
to Mr. Russell Gumey) has been passed to protect the property of
married women. Being an Act mainly intended for the benefit of the
poor, it was, of course, opposed by the House of Commons at the
first reading, and largely altered by the House of Lords. However,
the Act has become law—and it is, so far, better than no law at all.
As to the other questien raised in " Man and Wife"—the
question of the good or evil influence exerted over the community by
the present mania for Athletic Sports—I have a last word to say to
my readers, in justice to them and in justice to myself.
The persistent misrepresentation with which the character of
Geoffrey Delamayn has been received, in certain interested quarters,
was foreseen by me while I was writing this novel, and was answered
by anticipation in the discussion held at Windygates between Sir
Patrick and the young men.
The passage will be found at
pages 145—147 of the present volume. I refer any readers who
may have met with the stupid assertion that the enormities committed
by Geoffrey Delamayn are here represented as forming a necessary
part of the character of the average athletic young man of our time,
to that "passage as my sufficient answer. For the rest, I have only
to add, that the average young athlete of modern England is a
character purposely dismissed with the slightest possible amount of
notice in these pages. He and his muscles and his slang are, in my
opinion, alike unworthy of literary illustration. They are beneath
literary notioe.
REVERTING

W- 0.
October 30th, 1871.
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MAN AND WIFE.

THE IRISH MARRIAGE.

PART T H E FIRST.
THE VILLA AT HAMFSTEAD.

ON a summer's morning, between thirty and forty years ago, two girls
were crying bitterly in the cabin of an East Indian passenger ship bound
outwards, from Gravesend to Bombay.
They were both of the same age—eighteen. They had both, from
childhood upwards, been close and dear friends at the same school.
They were now parting for the first tune—and parting, it might be,
for life.
The name of one was Blanche. The name of the other was Anne.
Both were the children of poor parents; both had been pupil-teachers
at the school; and both were destined to earn their own bread. Personally
speaking, and socially speaking, these were the only points of resemblance between them.
Blanche was passably attractive, and passably intelligent—and no
more. Ann P. was rarely beautiful, and rarely endowed. Blanche's parents
were worthy people, whose first consideration vras to secure, at any
sacrifice, the future well-being of their child. Anne's parents were
heartless and depraved. Their one idea, in coiiinection with tlieir
daughter, was to speculate on her beauty, and to turn her abilities to
profitable account.
The girls were starting in life under widely different conditions.
Blanche was going to India to be governess in the household of a Judge
—under care of the judge's wife. Anne was to wait at home until the
first opportunity offered of sending her cheaply to Milan. There, among
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strangers, she was to be perfected in the actress's and the singer's art—
then to return to England, and make the fortune of her family on the
lyric stage.
Such were the prospects of the two, as they sat together in the cabin
of the Indiaman, locked fast in each other's arms, and crying bitterly.
The whispered farewell talk exchanged between them—exaggerated and
impulsive as girls' talk is apt to be—came honestly, in each case, straight
from the heart.
" Blanche ! you may be married m India. Make your hxisband bring
you back to England."
" Anne ! you may take a dishke to the stage. Come out to India
if you do."
" In England, or out of England; married, or not married, we will
meet, darling—if it's years hence—with all the old love between us;
friends who help each other, sisters who trust ea?h other, for life I Vow
it, Blanche!"
" I vow it. Anno ! "
" With all your heart and sonl!''
" With all my heart and soul! "
The sails were spread to the wind ; and the whip began to move in
the water. It was necessary to appeal to the captain's authority, before
the girls could be parted. The captain interfered gently and firmly.
" Come, my dear," he said, putting his arm round Anne, " you won't
mmd me ? 1 have got a daughter of my own." Anne's head fell on the
sailor's shoulder. He put her, with his own hands, into the shore-boat
alongside. In five minutes more, the ship had gathered way; the boat
was at the landing-stage—and the girls had seen the last of each other
for many a long year to come.
This was in the summer of eighteen hundred and tliirty-one.
II.

Twenty-four years later—in the summer of eighteen hundred and
fifty-five—there was a viUa at Hampstead, to be let furnished.
The house was stm occupied by the persons who desired to let it.
On the evening on which this scene opens, a lady and two gentlemen
were seated at the dinner-table. The lady had reached the mature age
of forty-two. She was stUl a rarely beautiful woman. Her husband
some years younger than herseK, faced her at the table; sitting, silent
and constrained, and never, even by accident, looking at his wife. The
tliird person was a guest. The husband's name was Vanborouoh! The
guest's name was Kendrew.
^
It was the end of the dmner. The fruit and the wine were on the
table. Mr. Vanborough pushed the bottles hi silence to Mr. Kendrew
The lady of the house looked round at the servant who was waitino- and
said, " Tell the children to come in."
"'
The door opened, and a girl twelve years old entered, leadino' bv the
hand a younger ghl of five. They were both prettily dressed in white
with sashes of the same shade of light blue. But there was no family
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resemblance between them. The elder gui was frail and delicate, with
a pale sensitive face. The younger was light and florid, with round red
cheeks, and bright, saucy eyes—a charming little pictiu-e of happiness
and health.
Mr. Kendrew looked inquiringly at the youngest of the two girls.
" Here is a young lady," he said, " who is a total stranger
to me."
" If you had not been a total stranger j^oiu'self, for a whole year
past," answered Mrs. Vanborough, " you would never have made that
confession. Tliis is httle Blanche—the only child of the dearest friend
I have. When Blanche's mother and I last saw each other, we were
two poor school-girls, beginning the world. My friend went to India—
and married there, late in life. You may have heard of her husband—•
the famous Indian officer, Su" Thomas Lundie ? Yes; ' the rich Sir
Thomas,' as you call him. Lady Lundie is now on her way back to
England, for the first time since she left it—I am afraid to say how
many years since. I expected her yesterday; I expect her to-day—she
may come at any moment. We exchanged promises to meet, in the ship
that took her to India—' vows ' we called them, in the dear old times.
Imagine^how changed we shall find each otiier, vfhen y/e do meet again
at last."
" In the meantime," said Mr. Kendrew, " your friend appears to have
sent you her little daughter to represent her ? It's a long journey for
so young a traveller."
" A joiu'ney ordered by the doctors in India, a year since," rejoined
Mrs. Vanborough. " They said Blanche's health required EngHsh air.
Sir Thomas was fil at the time ; and liis wife couldn't leave Mm. She
had to send the cliild to England—and who should she send her to but
me ? Look at her now, and say if the EngKsli air hasn't agreed with
her? We two mothers, Mr. Kendrew, seem hteraUy to five again in
our children. I have an only child. My friend has an only chUd. My
daughter is little Anne—as / was. My friend's daughter is little Blanche
—as she was. And, to crown it all, those two guis have taken the same
fancy to each other, wliich n-e took to each other, in the bygone days at
school. One has often heard of hereditary hatred. Is there such a thing
as hereditary love as well? "
Before the guest could answer, his attention was claimed by the
master of the house.
" Kendrew," said Mr. Vanborough, " when you have had enough of
domestic sentiment, suppose you take a glass of wine ? "
The words were spoken with undisguised contempt of tone and
manner. Mrs. Vanborough's colour rose. She waited, and controlled
the momentary irritation. When she spoke to her husband, it was
evidently with a wish to soothe and conciliate him.
" I am afraid, my dear, you are not well tliis evening ? "
" I shall be better when those cluldren have done clattering with their
knives and forks."
The girls were peeling fruit. The younger one went on. The elder
stopped, and looked at her mother. Mrs. Vanborough beckoned to
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Blanche to come to her, and pointed towards the French window, opening to the floor.
" Would you like to eat your fruit in the garden, Blanche ? "
" Yes," said Blanche, " if Anne will go with me."
Anne rose at once, and the two girls went away together into the
garden, hand in hand.
On their departure, Mr. Kendrew wisely
started a new subject. H e referred to the letting of the house.
" The loss of the garden will be a sad loss to those two yoimg
ladies," he said. " I t really seems to be a pity that you should be
giving up this pretty place."
" Leaving the house is not the worst of the sacrifice," answered
Mrs. Vanborough. " If John finds Hampstead too far for him from
London, of course we must move. The only hardsliip that I complain
of, is the hardship of having the house to let."
Mr. Vanborough looked across the table, as imgraciously as possible,
at his wife.
" W h a t have you to do with it ? " he asked.
Mrs. Vanborough tried to clear the conjugal horizon by a smile.
" My dear John," she said gently, " you forget that wliile you are
at business, I am here all day. I can't help seeing the people who
come to look at the house. Such people!" she continued, turning to
Mr. Kendrew. " They distrust everything, from the scraper at the door,
to the chimneys on the roof. They force their way in at all hours.
They ask all sorts of impudent questions—and they show you plainly
that they don't mean to believe your answers, before you have time to
make them. Some wretch of a woman says, ' Do you think the drains
are right ? '—and sniffs suspiciously before I can say Yes. Some brute
of a man asks, ' Are 3'ou quite sure this house is sohdly built, ma'am ? '
—and jumps on the floor, at the full stretch of his legs, without waiting
for me to reply. Nobody believes in our gravel soU, and our south aspect.
Nobody wants any of our improvements. The moment they hear of
John's artesian well, they look as if they never drank water. And, if
they happen to pass my poultry-yard, they instantly lose all appreciation
of the merits of a fresh egg! "
Mr. Kendrew laughed. " I have been through it aU, in my time,"
he said. " The people who want to take a house are the bom eneauea
of the people who want to let a house. Odd—isn't it, Vanborough ? "
Mr. Vanborough's sullen humour resisted liis friend as obstinately
as it had resisted his wife.
" I dare say," he answered. " I wasn't listening."
This time the tone was abnost brutal. Mrs. Vanborough looked at
her husband -with, unconcealed surprise and distress.
" J o h n ! " she said. " What can be the matter with you ? Axe you
in pain ? "
" A man may be anxious and worried, I suppose, without being
actually in pain."
" I am sorry to hear you ar-e worried. I s it business ? "
" Yes—business."
" Consult Mr. Kendrew "
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" I am waiting to consult him."
Mrs. Vanborough rose immediately. " Ring, dear," she said, "when
rou want coffee." As she passed her husband, she stopped and laid her
hand tenderly on his forehead. " I wish I could smoothe out that
frown ? " she whispered. Mr. Vanborough impatiently shook his head.
Mrs. Vanborough sighed, as she turned to the door. H e r husband
called to her, before she could leave the room.
" Mind we are not interrupted ! "
" I will do my best, John." She looked at Mr. Kendrew, holding
the door open for h e r ; and resumed, with an effort, her former Hghtness
of tone. " But don't forget our ' born enemies!' Somebody may come,
even at tliis hour of the evening, who wants to see the house."
The two gentlemen were left alone over their wine. There was a
strong personal contrast between them. Mr. Vanborough was tall and
dark—a dashing, handsome m a n ; with an energy in his face which all the
world saw; with an inbred falseness under it, wliich only a special
observer could detect. Mr. Kendrew was short and Ught—slow and
awkward in maimer, except when something happened to rouse him.
Looking in Ms face, the world saw an ugly and undemonstrative Httle
man. The special observer, penetrating under the surface, found a fine
natm-e beneath, resting on a steady foundation of honour and truth.
Mr. Vanborough opened the conversation.
" If you ever marry," he said, " don't be such a fool, Kendrew, as I
have been. Don't take a wife from the stage."
" I f I could get such a wife as yours," replied the other, " I would
take her from the stage to-morrow. A beautiful woman, a clever
woman, a woman of unblemished character, and a woman who truly
loves you. Man ahve ! what do you want more ? "
" i want a great deal more. I want a woman highly connected and
highly bred—a woman who can receive the best society in England,
and open her husband's way to a position in the world."
" A position in the world ! " cried Mr. Kendrew. " Here is a man
whose father has left him half a milhon of money—with the one condition annexed to it of taldng his father's place at the head of one of the
greatest mercantile houses in England. And he talks about a position,
as if he was a junior clerk in his own office ! W h a t on earth does your
ambition see, beyond what your ambition has ah-eady got ? "
Mr. Vanborough finished his glass of whie, and looked his friend
steadily in the face.
" My ambition," he said, " sees a Parliamentary career, with a
Peerage at the end of it—and with no obstacle in the way, but my
estimable wife."
Mr. Kendrew lifted his hand warningly. " Don't talk in that way,"
he said. " If you're joking—it's a joke I don't see. If you're in earnest
—you force a suspicion on me which I would rather not feel. Let us
change the subject."
" No ! Let us have it out at once. W h a t do you suspect ? "
" I suspect you are getting tired of your wife."
" She is forty-two, and I am thirty-five : and I have been married
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to her for thirteen years. You know all that—and you only suspect
I am tired of her. Bless your innocence! Have you anything more
to say ? "
" If you force me to it, I take the freedom of an old friend—and I
say you are not treating her fauiy. It's nearly two years since you
broke up your establishment abroad, and came to England on your father's
death. With the exception of myself, and one or two other friends of
former days, you have presented your wife to nobody. Your new position
has smoothed the way for you iuto the best society. You never take
your wife with you. You go out as if you were a single man. I have
reason to know that you are actually behoved to be a single man
among these new acquaintances of yours, in more than one quarter.
Forgive me for speaking my mind bluntly—I say what I think. It's
unworthy of you to keep your •ndfe bmled here, as if you were ashamed
of her."
" I am ashamed of her."
" Vanborough!"
" Wait a httle ! you are not to have it aU your own way, my good
feUow. What are the facts ? Thirteen years ago I fell in love with
a handsome pubhc singer, and married her. My father was angry with
me; and I had to go and five with her abroad. It didn't matter, abroad.
My father forgave me on his death-bed, and I had to bring her home
again. It does matter, at home. I find myself, with a great career
opening before me, tied to a woman whose relations are (as you well
know) the lowest of the low. A woman vidthout the slightest distinction
of manner, or the shghtest aspfi-ation beyond her nursery and her
kitchen, her piano and her books. Is that a wife who can help me to
make my place in society ?—who can smoothe my way, tlirough social
obstacles and pohtical obstacles, to the House of Lords ? By Jupiter !
if ever there was a woman to be ' buried ' (as you call it), that woman is
my wife. And, what's more, if you want the truth, it's because I can't
bury her here, that I'm going to leave this house. She has got a cursed
knack of making acquaintances wherever she goes. She'll have a circle
of friends about her, if I leave her in this neighbourhood much longer.
Friends who remember her as the famous opera-singer. Friends who
wiU see her swindling scoundrel of a father (when my back is turned)
coming drunk to the door to borrow money of her ! I tell you, my marriage
has wrecked my prospects. It's no use talking to me of my wife's ratues.
She is a millstone round my neck, with aU her -sartues. If I had not
been a bom idiot, I should have waited, and married a woman who
would have been of some use to me; a woman with liigh connectionsMr. Kendrew touched his host's arm, and suddenly inteiTupted
him.
" To come to the point," he said—" a woman Hke Lady Jane
PameU."
Mr. Vanborough started. His eyes fell, for the first time before the
eyes of his friend.
" What do you know about Lady Jane ? ' he asked.
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" Nothing. I don't move in Lady Jane's world—but I do go sometimes to the opera. I saw you with her, last night, in her box; and
I heard what was said in the stalls near me. You were openly spoken
of, as the favoured man who was singled out from the rest by Lady Jane.
Imagine what would happen if yom- wife heard that! You are wrong,
Vanborough—you are in every way wrong. You alarm, you distress, you
disappoint me. I never sought this explanation—but now it has come, I
won't shrink from it. Reconsider your conduct; reconsider what youhave
said to me—or you count me no longer among your friends. No ; I want
no further talk about it now. We are both getting hot—we may end
in saying what had better have been left unsaid. Once more, let us
change the subject. You wrote me word that you wanted me here today, because vou needed my advice on a matter of some importance.
What is it ? " "
Silence followed that question. Mr. Vanborough's face betrayed signa
of embarrassment. He pom-ed himself out another glass of mne, and
drank it at a draught before he rephed.
" It's not so easy to tell you what I want," he said, " after the tone
you have taken with me about my wife."
Mr. Kendrew looked surprised.
" I s Mrs. Vanborough concerned in the matter? " he asked.
" Yes."
" Does she know about it? "
"No."
" Have you kept the tiling a secret out of regard for her t"
•' Yes."
" Have I any right to advise on it ? "
" You have the right of an old friend."
" Then, why not tell me frankly what it is ? "
There was another moment of embarrassment, on Mr. Vanborough's
part.
" It wUl come better," he answered, " fi-om a thixd person, whom I
expect here every minute. He is in possession of aU the facts—and he
is better able to state them than I am."
" Who is the person ? "
" My friend, Delamayn."
" Your lawyer ? "
"Yes—the junior partner in the firm of Delamayn, Hawke, and
Delamayn. Do you know hun ? "
" I am acquainted with him. His wife's family were friends of mine,
before he married. I don't hke him."
" You're rather hard to please, to-day ! Delamayn is a rising man,
if ever there was one yet. A man with a career before him, and with
courage enough to piu-sue it. He is going to leave the Firm, and try
Ids luck at the Bar. Everybody says he will do great things. What's
your objection to him ? "
" I have no objection whatever. We meet with people occasionally
whom we dishke without knowing why. Without knowing why, I dislike Mr. Delamayn."
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" Whatever you do, you must put up with him this evening. He
will be here directly."
He was there, at that moment. The servant opened the door, and
announced—" Mr. Delamayn."
in.

Externally speaking, the rising sohcitor who was going to try his
luck at the Bar, looked hke a man who was going to succeed. His hard,
hairless face, his watchful grey eyes, his thin resolute Kps, said plainly,
in BO many words, " I mean to get on in the world; and, if you are in
my way, I mean to get on at your expense." Mr. Delamayn was
habitually poUte to everybody—but he had never been known to say
one unnecessary word to his dearest friend. A man of rare ability; a
man of unblemished honour (as the code of the world goes)—but not a
man to be taken familiarly by the hand. You would never have
borrowed money of him—^but you would have trusted him with untold
gold. Involved in private and personal troubles, you would have
hesitated at asking Tirm to help you. Involved in pubHc and producible
troubles, you would have said. Here is my man. Sure to push Ms way
—nobody could look at him and doubt it—sure to push his way.
" Kendrew is an old friend of mine," said Mr. Vanborough,
addressing himself to the lawyer. "Whatever you have to say to me,
you may say before him. Will you have some wine ? "
" No—thank you."
" Have you brought any news ? "
" Yes."
" Have you got tlie written opinions of the two barristers ? "
" No."
"Why not?"
" Because nothing of the sort is necessary. If the facts of the case
are correctly stated, there is not the shghtest doubt about the law."
With that reply, Mr. Delamayn took a written paper from his
pocket, and spread it out on the table before Mm.
" What is that?'' asked Mr. Vanborough.
" The case relating to your marriage."
Mr. Kendrew started, and showed the first tokens of interest in the
proceedings wMch had escaped him yet. Mr. Delamayn looked at him
for a moment—and went on.
" The case," he resumed, " as originally stated by you, and taken
down in writing by our head-clerk."
Mr. Vanborough's temper began to show itself again.
" What have we got to do with that now ? " he asked. " You have
made your inquiries to prove the coiTectness of my statement—
haven't you ? "
" Yes."
" And you have found out that I am right ? "
" I have foimd out that you are right—if the case is right. I wiah
to be sure that no mistake has occurred between you and the clerk.
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TMs is a very important matter. I am going to take the responsibility
of giving an opinion which may be followed by serious consequences ;
and I mean to assure myself that the opinion is given on a sound basis,
first. I have some questions to ask you. Don't be impatient, if you
please. They won't take long."
He referred to the manuscript, and put the first question.
" You were married at Inchmallock, in Ireland, Mr. Vanborough,
tliirteen years since ? "
"Yes."
" Your wife—then Miss Anne Silvester—was a Roman Cathohc ? "
" Yes."
" Her father and mother were Roman CathoHcs ? "
" They were."
" Your father and mother were Protestants ? and you were baptized
and brought up in the Church of England ? "
" AU right I "
" Miss Anne Silvester felt, and expressed, a strong repugnance lo
marrying you, because you and she belonged to different religious
communities ? "
" She did."
" You got over her objection, by consenting to become a Roman
CaJiohc, hke herseK? "
" It was the shortest way with her, and it didn't matter to me,"
" You were formally received into the Roman CathoUc Church ? "
" I went tMoughthe whole ceremony."
" Abroad or at home ? "
" Abroad."
" How long was it before the date of your marriage ? "
" Six weeks before I was married."
Referring perpetually to the paper in Ms hand, Mr. Delamayn was
especially careful in comparing that last answer, with the answer given
to the head-clerk.
" Quite right," he said, and went on with his questions.
" The priest who married you was one Ambrose Redman—a yoimg
man recently appointed to Ms clerical duties ? "
" Yes."
" Did he ask if you were both Roman CathoHcs ? "
" Yes."
" Did he ask anytliing more ? "
" No."
" Are you sm-e he never inquired whether you had both been
CathoHcs for more than one year before you came to Mm to be
married ? "
" I am certain of it."
" He must have forgotten that part of his duty, or, being only a
beginner, he may well have been ignorant of it altogether. Did neither
you nor the lady think of informing Mm on the point ? "
" Neither I nor the lady knew there was any necessity for informing him."
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Mr. Delamayn folded up the manuscript, and put it back in hia
pocket.
" Right," he said, " in every particular."
Mr. Vanborough's swarthy complexion slowly tiumed pale. H e C!i«t
one furtive glance at Mr. Kendrew, and tui-ned away again.
" Well," he said to the lawyer, " now for yom- opinion : What is
the law ? "
" T h e law," answered Mr. Delamayn, " i s beyond aU doubt or
dispute. Your marriage with Miss Anne Sylvester is no marriage
at ah."
Mr. Kendrew started to Ms feet.
" W h a t do you mean? " he asked, sternly.
The rising sohcitor Hfted Ms eyebrows in polite sui-prise. If
Mr. Kendrew wanted information, why should Mr. Kendrew ask for it
in that way ? " Do you wish me to go into the law of the case ? " he
inquired.
" I do."
Mr. Delamayn stated the law, as that law stUl stands—to the disgrace
of the EngHsh Ijegislature, and the EngHsh Nation.
" By the L i s h Statute of George the Second," he said, " every marriage celebrated by a Popish priest between two Protestants, or between
a Papist and any person v>'ho has been a Protestant m t h i n twelve
months before the marriage, is declared null and void. And by two
other Acts of the same reign such a celebration of marriage is made a
felony on the part of the priest. The clergy in Ireland of other
rehgious denominations have been reheved from this law. But it still
remains in force so far as the Roman Cathohc priesthood is concerned."
" Is such a state of things possible in the age we Hve in ? " exclaimed
Mr. Kendrew.
Mr. Delamayn smiled. H e had outgroTSTi the customary illusions as
to the age we Hve in.
" There are other instances in wMch the Irish marriage-law presents
some curious anomaHes of its own," he went on. " I t is felony, as I
have just told you, for a Roman CathoHc priest to celebrate a marriage
wMch may be lawfuUy celebrated by a parochial clergyman, a Presbyterian minister, and a Nonconformist minister. I t is also felony (by
another law) on the part of a parocMal clergyman to celebrate a marriage that may be lawfully celebrated by a Roman Cathohc priest.
And it is again felony (by yet another law) for a Presbyterian minister
and a Nonconformist minister to celebrate a manlage wMch may be
lawfully celebrated by a clergyman of the EstabHshed Church. An odd
state of things. Foreigners might possibly tliink it a scandalous state
of things. I n tMs coimtry we don't appear to mind it. Returning to
the present case, the results stand thus :—Mr. Vanborough is a single
m a n , Mrs. Vanborough is a single woman ; then' chUd is illegitimate,
and the priest, Ambrose Redman, is Hable to be tried and pmiished as a
felon for marrying them."
" An infamous law! " said Rti-. Kendjrew.
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" I t is the law," retiu'ned Mr. Delamayn, as a sufficient answer
to him.
Thus far, not a word had escaped the master of the house. H e sat,
with Ms Hps fast closed, and Ms eyes riveted on the t-able, thinkuig.
Mr. Kendrew turned to him, and broke the silence.
" Am I to understand," he asked, " that the advice you wanted from
me related to this ? "
" Yes."
" You mean to tell me that, foreseeing the present interview, and
the result to wMch it might lead, you felt any doubt as to the course
you were bound to take ? Am I really to tmderstand that you hesitate
to set tMs dreadful mistake right, and to make the woman who is your
wife in the sight of Heaven, your wife in the sight of the law? "
" If you choose to put it in that Hght," said Mr. Vanborough; " if
you won't consider
•"
" I want a plain answer to my question—' yes or no.' "
" Let me speak, wUl you! A man has a right to explain himself, I
suppose?"
Mr. Kendrew stopped him by a gesture of disgust.
" I won't trouble you to explain yourself," he said. " I prefer to
leave the house. You have given me a lesson, su", wMcli I shaU not
forget. I find that one man may have Imown another from the days
when they were both boys, and may have seen nothing but the false
surface of Mm in all that time. I am ashamed of having ever been your
fiiend. You are a stranger to me, from this moment."
With those v/ords, he left the room.
" That is a curiously hot-headed man," remarked Mr Delamayn.
" If you will allow me, I think I'U change my mind. I'U have a glass
of wine."
Mr. Vanborough rose to his feet -without replying, and took a turn
in the room impatiently. Scoundrel as he was—ni intention, if not yet
in act—the loss of the oldest friend he had in the world staggered him—
for the moment.
" This is an awkward business, Delamayn," he said. " W h a t would
you advise me to do ? "
Mr. Delamayn shook his head, and sipped Ms claret.
" I decline to advise you," he answered. " I take no responsibUity,
beyond the responsibflity of stating the law as it stands, in yoirr case."
Mr. Vanborough sat down again at the table, to consider the alternative of asserting or not asserting, his freedom from the marriage tie.
H e had not had much time thus far, for turning the matter over in Ms
mind. But for Ms residence on the Continent, the question of the flaw
in his marriage might no doubt have been raised long since. As tMngs
were, llie question had only taken its rise in a chance conversation with
Mr. Delamayn, in the summer of that year.
For some minutes the lawyer sat silent, sipping his wine, and the
husband sat silent, tMnking his own thoughts. The first change that
came over the scene was produced by the appearance of a servant in the
diniug-room.
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Mr. Vanborough looked up at the man with a sudden outbreak of
anger.
" W h a t do you want here ? "
The man was a well-bred EngHsh servant. I n other words, a human
machine, doing its duty impenetrably when it was once wound up. H e
had his words to speak—and he spoke them.
" There is a lady at the door, sir, who wishes to see the house."
" The house is not to be seen at this time of the evening."
The macliine had a message to deHver—and delivered it.
" The lady desired me to present her apologies, sir. I was to tell
you she was much pressed for time. TMs was the last house on the
iiouse-agent's l i s t ^ a n d her coachman is stupid about finding his way
in strange places."
'• Hold your tongue !—and teU the lady to go to the devfl.! "
Mr. Delamayn interfered—partly in the interests of Ms chent; partly
hi the interests of propriety.
" You attach some importance, I think, to letting this house as soon
as possible ? " he said.
" Of course I do ! "
" Is it wise—on account of a momentary annoyance—to lose an
opportunity of laying yom* hand on a tenant ? "
" Wise or not, it's an infernal nuisance to be disturbed by a
stranger."
" J u s t as you please. I don't wish to interfere. I only wish to say
—in case you are thinking of my convenience as your guest—that it will
be no nuisance to me."
The servant impenetrably waited. Mr. Vanborough impatiently
gave way.
" Very well. Let her in. Mind ! if she comes here, she's only to
look into the room, and go out again. If she wants to ask questions, she
must go to the agent."
Mr. Delamayn interfered once more—in the interests, this time, of
the lady of the house.
" Might it not be desirable," he suggested, " to consult Mrs. Vanborough
before you quite decide ? "
" Where's your mistress ? "
" I n the garden, or the paddock, sir—I am not sure which."
" We can't send all over the grounds in search of her. Tell the housemaid—and show the lady in."
The servant withdrew. Mr. Delamayn helped himself to a second
glass of wine.
" ExceUent claret," he said. " Do you get it direct from Bordeaux ? "
There was no answer. Mr. Vanborough had returned to the contemplation of the alternative between freeing himself, or not freeing himself,
from the marriage-tie. One of his elbows was on the table. H e bit
fiercely at his finger-nails. H e muttered between his teeth, " W h a t am
I to d o ? "
A sound of rustling silk made itself gently audible in the passage
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outside. The door opened—and the lady who had come to see the
house appeared in the dining-room.
IV.

She was tall and elegant; beautifully dressed, in the happiest com
bination of simpHcity and splendour. A light summer veil hung over
her face. She lilted it, and made her apologies for disturbing the gentlemen over their wine, with the unaffected ease and grace of a Mghly-bred
woman.
" Pray accept my excuses for this intrusion. I am ashamed to
disturb you. One look at the room will be quite enough."
Thus far, she had addressed Mr. Delamayn, who happened to be
nearest to her. Looking round the room, her eye fell on Mr. Vanborough. She started — with a loud exclamation of astonishment.
" You!" she said. " Good heavens ! who would have thought of
meeting you here ? "
Mr. Vanborough, on Ms side, stood petrified.
" Lady J a n e ! " he exclaimed. " I s it possible ? "
H e barely looked at her while he spoke. His eyes wandered
guiltily towards the window which led into the garden. The situation
was a terrible one—equaUy terrible if his wife discovered Lady Jane, or
if Lady J a n e discovered his wife. For the moment, nobody was visible
on the lawn. There was time—if the chance only offered—there was
tune for him to get the visitor out of the house. The visitor, mnoceut
of all knowledge of the truth, gaily offered him her hand.
" I believe in mesmerism for the first time," she said. " This is an
instance of magnetic sympathy, Mr. Vanborough. An mvahd friend of
mine wants a hirnished house at Hampstead. I undertake to find one
for her—and the day / select to make the discovery, is the day you
select for dining with a friend. A last house at Hampstead is left on
my Hst—and in that house, I meet you. Astonislung! " She turned
to Mr. Delamayn. " I presume I am addresshig the owner of the
house ? " Before a word could be said by either of the gentlemen, she
noticed the garden. " W h a t pretty grounds ! Do I see a lady in the
garden? I hope I have not driven her away." She looked round, and
appealed to Mr. Vanborough. " Y o u r friend's wife ? " she asked—and,
on tMs occasion, waited for a reply.
I n Mr. Vanborough's situation, what reply was possible ?
Mrs. Vanborough was not only visible—but audible—in the garden;
giving her orders to one of the out-of-door servants, with the tone and
manner which proclaimed the mistress of the house. Suppose he said,
" S h e i s not my friend's wife?" female curiosity would inevitably put
the next question, " Who is she ? " Suppose he invented an explanation?
The explanation would take time—and time would give his
wife an opportunity of discovering Lady Jane. Seeing all these considerations in one breatMess moment, Mr. Vanborough took the
shortest and the boldest way out of the difficulty.
H e answered
silently by an affirmative inclination of the head, wMch dexterously
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turned Mrs. Vanborough into Mrs. Delamayn, vrithout allowing
Mr. Delamayn the opportunity of hearing it.
But the lawyer's eye was habitually watchful—and the lawyer saw
him.
Mastering in a moment his first natural astonishment at the Hberty
taken with Mm, Mr. Delamayn drew the inevitable conclusion that there
was something wrong, and that there was an attempt (not to be permitted for a moment) to mix him up in it. He advanced, resolute to
contradict his cHent, to Ms cHent's own face.
The voluble Lady Jane interrupted him, before he coiild open his
lips.
" Might I ask one question ? Is the aspect south ? Of course it
is!—I ought to see by the sun that the aspect is south. These, and
the other two, are, I suppose, the only rooms on the ground-floor?
And is it quiet ? Of com-se it's quiet! A charming house. Far more
Hkely to suit my friend than any I have seen yet. WUl you give me
the refusal of it tUl to-morrow ? " There she stopped for breath, and
gave Mr. Delamayn his first opportumty of speaking to her.
" I beg your ladyship's pardon," he began. " I really can't
•"
Mr. Vanborough—passing close behind him, and whispering as he
passed—stopped the lawyer before he could say a word more.
" For God's sake, don't contradict me ! My vs-ife is coming this way!"
At the same moment (stUl supposmg that Mr. Delamayn was the
master of the house) Lady Jane returned to ths charge.
" You appear to feel some hesitation," she said. " Do you want a
reference ? " She smUed sathicaUy, and summoned her friend to her
aid. " Mr. Vanborough ! "
Mr. Vanborough, steaHng step by step nearer to the window—intent,
come what might of it, on keeping Ms wife out of the room—neither
heeded nor heard her. Lady Jane foUowed him, and tapped Mm
briskly on the shoulder with her parasol.
At that moment, Mrs. Vanborough appeared, on the garden side of
the whidow.
'* Am I in the way ? " she asked, addressing her husband, after one
steady look at Lady Jane. " TMs lady appears to be an old friend ol
yours." There was a tone of sarcasm, in that aUusion to the parasol
which might develop into a tone of jealousy, at a moment's notice.
Lady Jane was not in the least disconcerted. She had her double
privUege of famUiarity with the men whom she liked—her pri-vUege as
a woman of high rank, and her privUege as a yoimg -nldow. She bowed
to Mrs. Vanborough, with all the highly-finished poHteness of the order
to which she belonged.
" The lady of the house I presume ? " she said, with a gracious
smile.
Mrs. Vanborough returned the bov^ coldly—entered the room first—
and then answered, " Yes."
Lady Jane turned to Mr. Vanborough.
" Present me ! " she said, submitting resignedly to the formaHties of
the middle classes.
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Mr. Vanborough obeyed, without looking at Ms wife, and without
mentioning Ms wife's name.
"Lady Jane ParneU," he said, passing over the introduction as
rapidly as possible. " Let me see you to your carriage," he added,
offering Ms arm. " I will take care that you have the refusal of the
house. You may trust it all to me."
No ! Lady Jane was accustomed to leave a favourable impression
beMnd her, wherever she went. It was a habit with her to be charming
(in widely different ways) to both sexes. The social experience of iSbe
upper classes is, in England, an experience of universal welcome. Lady
Jane declined to leave, untU she had thawed the icy reception of the lady
of the house.
" I must repeat my apologies," she said to Jlrs. Vanborough, " foi
coming at this inconvement time. My intrusion appears to have sadly
disturbed the two gentlemen. Mr. Vanborough looks as if he wished
me a Mmdred mUes away. And as for your husband
" she stopped
and glanced towards Mr. Delamayn. " Pardon me for speaking in that
familiar way. I have not the pleasure of knowing your husband's
name."
In speechless amazement, Mrs. Vanborough's ej^es foUowed the
direction of Lady Jane's eyes—and rested on the lawyer, personally a
total stranger to her.
Mr. Deiamajm, resolutely waiting his o])]Dortunity to speak, seized it
once more—and held it, this time.
" I beg your pardon," he said. " There is some misapprehension
here, for wliich I am in no way responsible. I am not that lady's
husband."
It was Lady Jane's turn to be astonished. She looked at the
lawyer. Useless ! Mr. DelamajTi had set himself right—Mr. Delamayn
declined to interfere further. He silently took a chair at the other end
of the room. Lady Jane addressed Mr. Vanborough.
" Whatever the mistake may be," she said, " you are responsible for
it. You certainly told me this lady was your friend's wife."
" What!!! " cried Mrs. Vanborough—loudly, sternly, incredulously.
The inbred pride of the great lady began to appear, behind the thin
outer veU of politeness that covered it.
" I wUl speak louder, if you wish it," she said. " Mr. Vanborough
told me you were that gentleman's wife."
Mr. Vanborough whispered fiercely to his wife, through his clenched
teeth.
" The whole thing is a mistake. Go into the garden again ! "
Mrs. Vanborough's indignation was suspended for the moment in
dread, as she saw the passion and terror struggling in her
husband's face.
" How you look at me ! " she said. " How you speak to me! "
He only repeated, " Go into the garden ! "
Lady Jane began to perceive, what the lawyer had discovered some
minutes previously—that there was something wrong in the vUlaat
Hampstead. The lady of the house was a lady in an anomalous position
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of some kind. And as the house, to all appearance, belonged to
Mr. Vanborough's friend, Mr. Vanborough's friend must (in spite of his
recent disclaimer) be in some way responsible for it. Arriving, naturally
enough, at tins erroneous conclusion. Lady Jane's eyes rested for an
instant on Mrs. Vanborough, with a finely contemptuous expression of
hiquhy wMch would have roused the spirit of the tamest woman in
existence. The impHed insult stung the wife's sensitive nature to the
quick. She turned once more to her husband—this time without
flinching.
" Who is that woman ? " she asked.
Lady Jane was equal to the emergency. The manner in wMch
she wrapped herself up in her own virtue, without the shghtest pretension on the one hand, and, ^^ithout the shghtest compromise on the
other, was a sight to see.
" Mr. Vanborough," she said, " you offered to take me to my carriage
just now. I begin to understand tliat I had better have accepted tlie
offer at once. Give me your arm."
" Stop 1 " said Mrs. Vanborough, " your ladyship's looks are looks of
contempt; your ladyship's words can bear but one interpretation. I am
innocently involved in some vile deception which I don't understand.
But this I do know—I won't submit to be insulted in my own house.
After what you have just said, I forbid my husband to give you
his arm."
Her husband!
Lady Jane looked at Mr. Vanborough—at Mr. Vanborough, whom
she loved; whom she had honestly beheved to be a single man ; whom
she had suspected, up to that moment, of nothing worse than of trying
to screen the fraUties of Ms friend. She dropped her highly-bred tone ;
she lost her highly-bred manners. The sense of her injmy (if this was
tjTue), the pang of her jealousy (if that woman ivas Ms wife) stripped the
human nature in her bare of aU disguises, raised the angry colour in her
cheeks, and struck the angry fire out of her eyes.
" If you can teU the truth, sir," she said, haughtUy, " be so good as
to teU it now. Have you been falsely presenting yourself to the world
—falsely presenting yourself to me—in the character, and with the
aspirations, of a suigle man ? Is that lady your wife ? "
" Do you hear her? do you see her?" cried Mrs. Vanborough, appealing to her husband, in her tm-n. She suddenly drew back from him.
shudderir/g from head to foot. " He hesitates! " she said to herself
faintly. " Good God! he hesitates ! "
Lady Jane sternly repeated her question.
" Is that lady your wife ? "
He roused Ms scoundrel-com-age, and said the fatal word:
" No!"
Mrs. Vanborough staggered back. She caught at the white curtains
of the wmdow to save herself from faUing, and tore them. She looked
at her husband, with the torn curtain clenched fast in her hand. She
asked herself, " Am I mad ? or is he ? "
Lady Jane drew a deep breath of relief. He was not married 1 He
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jvas only a profligate single man. A profligate single man is shocking—
but reclaimabie. I t is possible to blame him severely, and to insist on
his reformation in the most uncompromising terms. I t is also possible
to forgive him, and marry him. Lady Jane took the necessary position,
under the circumstances, with perfect tact. She infhcted reproof, in the
present, without excluding hope, in the future.
" I have made a very painful discovery," she said gravely, to Mr
Vanborough. " I t rests with you to persuade me to forget i t ! Good
evening."
She accompamed the last words by a farewell look, which roused
Mrs. Vanborough to frenzy. She sprang forward, and prevented Lady
Jane from leaving the room.
" No ! " she said. " You don't go yet! "
Mr. Vanborough came forward to interfere. His wife eyed Mm wJtIi
a terrible look, and turned from him with a terrible contempt. " Tiiat
man has Hed! " she said. " In justice to myself, I must insist on pioving
i t ! " She struck a beU on a table near her. The servant came in.
" Fetch my vmting-desk out of the next room." She waited—with her
back turned on her husband, with her eyes fixed on Lady Jane. Dofenceless and alone, she stood on the wreck of her married life, superior
to the husband's treachery, the lawyer's indifference, and her rival's
contempt. At that dreadful moment, her beauty shone out again with a
gleam of its old glory. The grand woman who, in the old stage days,
had held thousands breathless over the mimic woes of the scene, stood
there grander than ever, in her own woe, and held the three people who
looked at her breathless tUl she spoke again.
The servant came in with the desk. She took out a paper, and handed
it to Lady Jane.
" I was a smger on the stage," she said, " when I was a single woman.
The slander to which such women are exposed, doubted my marriage.
I provided myself with the paper in your hand. I t speaks for itself
Even the highest society, madam, resjiects that / "
Lady Jane examined the paper. It was a marriage-certificate. She
turned deadly pale, and beckoned to Mr. Vanborough. " Are you deceivhig
me? " she asked.
Mr. Vanborough looked back into the far comer of the room, in which
the lawyer sat, impenetrably waiting for events. " Oblige me by commg
here for a moment," he said.
Mr. Delamayn rose and compHed with the request. Mr. Vanborough
addressed himself to Lady Jane.
" I beg to refer you to my man of business. He is not interested in
deceiving you."
" Am I required simply to speak to the fact? " asked Mr. Delamajn,
" I decline to do more."
" You are not wanted to do more."
Listening intently to that interchange of question and answer, Mrs.
Vanborough advanced a step in sUence. The high courage that had
sustained her against outrage wMch had openly declared itself, shrank
onder the sense of something coming which she had not foreseen. A
2
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nameless dread throbbed at her heart, and crept among tba roots of
her hair.
L a d y J a n e handed the certificate to the lawyer.
" I n two words, sir," she said impatiently, " What is this? "
" I n two words, madam," answered Mr. Delamayn, " Waste paper."
" H e is not married ? "
" H e is not married."
After a moment's hesitation, Lady J a n e looked round at Mrs. Vanborough, standing sUent at her side—looked, and started back hi terror.
" Take me away I " she cried, shrinking from the ghastly face that confronted her, with the fixed stare of agony in the great ghttering eyes.
" Take me away! T h a t woman wiU murder me ! "
Mr. Vanborough gave her his arm, and led her to the door. There
was dead sUence in the room, as he did it. Step by step, the wife's eyes
followed them, with the same dreadful stare, tUl the door closed, and
shut them out. The lawyer, left alone with the disowned and deserted
woman, put the useless certificate sUently on the table. She looked fi-om
him to the paper—and dropped, without a cry to warn him, without an
effort to save herself, senseless at his feet.
H e lifted her fi-om the floor, and placed her on the sofa—and waited
to see if Mr. Vanborough would come back. LooMng at the beautiful
face—stUl beautiful, even in the swoon—he o-^vned it was hard on her.
Yes ! in Ms own impenetrable way, the rising lawyer owned it was hard
on her.
But the law justified it. There was no doubt, in tMs case. The
law justified it.
The trampling of horses and the grating of wheels sounded outside.
Lady Jane's carriage was driving away. Would the husband come
back ? (See what a thing habit is ! Even Mr. Delamajni stiU mecliamcaUy thought of him as the husband—in the face of the law ! in the face
of the facts !)
No. The minutes passed. And no sign of the husband conmig back.
I t was not wise to make a scandal in the house. I t was not desirable
(on his own sole responsibUity) to let the servants see what had
happened. StiU, there she lay senseless. The cool evening air came
in through the open -nindow, and Hfted the light ribbons in her lace cap,
lifted the Httle lock of hau- that had broken loose, and drooped over her
neck. StUl, there she lay—the wife who had loved Mm ; the mother of
his cliUd—there she laj".
H e stretched out his hand to ring the beU, and summon help.
At the same moment, the quiet of the summer evening was once
more disturbed. H e held his hand suspended over the beU. The
noise outside came nearer. I t wss again the trampHng of horses and
the grating of wheels. Advancing—rapidly advancing—stopping at the
house.
Was Lady J a n e coming back ?
W a s the husband coming back?
There was a loud ring at the beU—a quick opening of the house
door—a rustHng of a woman's dress in the passage. The door of the
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room opened, and the woman appeared—alone. Not Lady Jane. A
stranger—older, years older, than Lady Jane. A plain woman, perhaps,
at other times. A woman almost beautiful, now, with the eager
happiness that beamed in her face.
She saw the figure on the sofa. She ran to it with a cry—a cry of
recogmtion and a cry of terror in one. She dropped on her knees—and
laid that helpless head on her bosom, and kissed, with a sister's kisses,
that cold wMte cheek.
" Oh, my darling! " she said. " I s it thus we meet again ? "
Yes! After aU the years that had passed since the parting in the
cabin of the ship, it was thus the two school-friends met again.

PART

THE

SECOND,

THE MARCH OF TIME.
V.

ADVANCING from time past to time present, the Prologue leaves the date
last attained (the summer of eighteen himdredand fifty-five), and travels
on through an interval of twelve years—teUs who Hved, who died, who
prospered, and who faUed, among the persons concerned in the tragedy
at the Hampstead vUla—and tMs done, leaves the reader at the opening
of T H E STOST, in the spring of eighteen hundred and sixty-eight.
The record begins with a m a r r i a g e — t h e marriage of Mr. Van
borough and Lady Jane ParneU.
I n three months from the memorable day when Ms sohcitor had
informed him that he was a fi-ee man, Mr. Vanborough possessed the
wife he desired, to grace the head of his table and to push his fortunes
in the world—the Legislature of Great Britain being the humble servant
of Ms treachery, and the respectable accompHce of his crime.
H e entered ParHament. H e gave (thanks to Ms wife) six of the
grandest dinners, and two of the most crowded balls of the season. H e
made a successful first speech in the House of Commons. H e endowed
a church in a poor neighboiu-hood. H e vnrote an article which attracted
attention, in a quarterly review. H e discovered, denounced, and remedied
a crying abuse in the administration of a pubhc charity. H e received
(thanks once more to his wife) a member of the Royal famUy among the
visitors at his country house in the autumn recess. These were his
triumphs, and this his rate of progress on the way to the peerage,
during the first year of his Hfe as the husband of Lady Jane.
There was but one more favour that Fortune could confer on her
spoUt chUd—and Fortune bestowed it. There was a spot on Mr. Vanborough's past Hfe, as long as the woman lived whom he had disowned
and deserted. At the end of the first year. Death took her—and the
spot was rubbed out.
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She had met the mercUess injury inflicted on her, with a rare
patience, with an admirable courage. I t is due to Mr. Vanborough
to admit that he broke her heart, with the strictest attention to propriety. H e offered (through his lawyer) a handsome provision for her
and for her cMld. I t was rejected, without an instant's hesitation.
She repudiated his money—she repudiated his name. By the name
which she had borne in her maiden daj's—the name which she had
made iUustrious in her Art—tlie mother and daughter were known to
aU who cared to inquire after them when they had sunk in the world.
There was no false pride in the resolute attitude which she thus
assumed, after her husband had forsaken her. Mrs. SUvester (as she
was now caUed) gratefuUy accepted for herself, and for Lliss SUvester,
the assistance of the dear old friend who had found her again in her
affliction, and who remained faithful to her to the end. They Hved with
Lady Lundie until the mother was strong enough to carry out the plan
of Hfe which she had arranged for the future, and to earn her bread as
a teacher of singing. To all appearance, she raUied, and became herself
again, in a few months' time. She was making her way; she was winning
sympathy, confidence, and respect everywhere—when she sank suddenly
at the opening of her new Hfe. Nobody could account for it. The doctors
themselves were divided in opinion. Scientifically speaking, there was
no reason why she should die. I t was a mere figure of speech—in no
degree satisfactory to any reasonable mind—to say, as Lady Limdie
said, that she had got her death blow on the day when her husband
deserted her. The one thing certain was the fact—account for it as you
might. I n spite of science (wMch meant Httle), in spite of her own
courage (which meant much), the woman dropped at her post,
and died.
I n the latter part of her iUness, her mind gave way. T h e friend of
her old school-days, sitting; at the bed-side, heard her talking, as if she
thought herself back again in the cabin of the ship. The poor soul
found the tone—almost the look—that had been lost for so many years
—the tone of the past time when the two gh-ls had gone their different
ways in the world. She said, " W e wiU meet, darHng, with all the
old love between us," just as she had said it almost a lifetime since.
Before the end, her mind rallied. She surprised the doctor and the
nm-se by begging them gently to leave the room. W h e n they had gone,
she looked at Lady Lundie, and woke, as it seemed, to consciousness
fi-om a dream.
" Blanche ! " she said, " you wUl take care of my chUd'' "
" She shall be my chUd, Anne, when you are gone ! "
The dying woman paused, and thought for a Httle. A sudden trembhng
seized her.
" Keep it a secret! " she said. " I am afraid for my chUd."
" Afraid ? After what I have promised you ? "
She solemnly repeated the words, " I am afraid for my child."
" Why i"
" Mv Anne is my second self—isn't she ? "
•' Yes."
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» She is as fond of your cMld as I was of yon ? "
" Yes."
" She is not called by her father's name—she is caUed by mine. She
is Anne SUvester as I was ? Will she end like Me ? "
The question was put with the labouring breath, with the heavy
accents which teU that death is near. It cliUled the living woman who
heard it to the marrow of her bones.
" Don't think that! " she cried, horror-struck. " For God's sake,
don't thmk that! "
The wUdness began to appear again in Anne SUvester's eyes. She
made feebly-impatient signs with her hands. Lady Lundie bent over
her, and heard her wMsper, " Lift me up ' "
She lay in her friend's arms; she looked up in her fiiend's face ; she
went back wUdly to her fear for her child.
" Don't bring her up Hke Me ! She must be a governess—she must
get her bread. Don't let her act! don't let her sing ! don't let her go
on the stage ! " She stopped—her voice suddenly recovered its sweet'
ness of tone—she smiled faintly—she said the old girhsh words once
more in the old girlish way :—" Vow it, Blanche ! "
Lady Lundie kissed her, and answered, as she had answered when
vhey parted in the sMp, " I vow it, Anne !"
The head sank, never to be Hfted more. The last look of life
flickered in the filmy eyes, and went out. For a moment afterwards, her
lips moved. Lady Lundie put her ear close to them, and heard the
dreadful question reiterated in the same dreadful words:—" She is Anne
SUvester—as I was. Will she end like Me? "
VI.

Five years passed—and the Hves of the three men who had sat at
the dinner-table in the Hampstead vUla, began, in their altered aspects,
to reveal the progress of time and change.
Mr. Kendrew; Mr. Delamayn ; Mr. Vanborough. Let the order in
which they are here named, be the order in which their Hves are
reviewed, as seen once more, after a lapse of five years.
How the husband's friend marked his sense of the husband's
treachery, has been told already. How he felt the death of the deserted
wife, is stUl left to tell. Report, which sees the inmost hearts of men,
and delights in turning them outwards to the public view, had always
declared that Mr. Kendrew's life had its secret, and that the secret was
a hopeless passion for the beautiful woman who had married his friend.
Not a hint ever dropped to any Hving soul, not a word ever spoken to the
woman herself, coiUd be produced in proof of the assertion, whUe the
woman Hved. When she died, Report started up again more confidently than ever, and appealed to the man's own conduct as proof
against tlie man himself.
He attended the funeral, though he was no relation. He took a few
blades of grass from the turf with which they covered her grave—when
he thought that nobody was looking at him. He disappeared fi-om Ma
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club. He traveUed. He came back. He admitted that he was weary
of England. He appUed for, and obtained, an appointment in one of
the colonies. To what conclusion did aU this point ? Was it not plain
that his usual course of Hfe had lost its attraction for him, when the
object of Ms infatuation had ceased to exist ? It might have been so—
guesses less Hkely have been made at the truth, and have Mt the mark.
It is, at any rate, certain that he left England never to return again.
Another man lost. Report said. Add to that, a man in ten thousand—
and, for once. Report might claim to be right.
Mr. Delamayn comes next.
The rising soHcitor was struck off the roU at Ms own request, and
entered Mmself as a student at one of the Inns of Court. For three
years, nothing was known of him, but that he was reading hard, and
keeping his terms. He was caUed to the Bar. His late partners in
the firm knew they could trust Mm, and put business into Ms hands.
In two years he made himself a position in Court. At the end of the
two years he made lumself a position out of Court. He appeared as
" Jumor " in " a famous case," in which the honour of a great famUy,
and the title to a great estate were concerned. His " Senior " feU ill
on the eve of the trial. He conducted the case for the defendant, and
won it. The defendant said, " What can I do for you ? " Mr. Delamayn answered, " Put me into ParHament." Behig a landed gentleman
the defendant had only to issue the necessary orders—and behold,
Mr. Delamayn was in ParHament!
In the House of Commons the new member and Mr. Vanborough
met again.
They sat on the same bench, and sided with the same party.
Mr. Delamayn noticed that Mr. Vanborough was looking old and worn
and grey. He put a few questions to a weU-informed person. The
weU-informed person shook Ms head. Mr. Vanborough was rich;
Mr. Vanborough was weU-connected (tM-ough Ms ^^ofe); Mr. Vanborough was a sound man, in every sense of the word; hut—nobody
Hked him. He had done very well the first year, and there it had
ended. He was undemably clever, but he produced a disagreeable
impression in the House. He gave splendid entertainments, but he
wasn't popular in society. His party respected Ifim, but, when they
had anything to give, they passed him over. He had a temper of his
own, if the truth must be told, and, with notMng against him—on the
contrary, with everything in Ms favour—he didn't make friends. A
soured man—at home and abroad, a soured man.
VII.

Five years more passed. Dating from the day when the deserted
wife was laid in her grave, it was now the year eighteen hundred and
aixty-six.
On a certain day in that year, two special items of news appeared in
the papers—the news of an elevation to the peerage, and the news of a

suicide.
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Getting on weU at the Bar, Mr. Delamayn got on better stUl in
ParHament. H e became one of the prominent men in the House.
Spoke clearly, sensibly, and modestly, and was never too long. Held
the House, where men of higher abihties " bored " it. The chiefs of Ms
party said openly, " W e must do something for Delamayn." The
oppiortunity offered, and the chiefs kept their word. Their SoHcitorGeneral was advanced a step, and they put Delamayn in his pilace.
There was an outcry on the part of the older members of the Bar. The
Ministry answered, " W e want a man who is hstened to in the H o u s e ^
and we have got Mm." The papers supported the new nomination. A
great debate came off, and the new SoHcitor-General justified the
Ministry and the papers. His enemies said derisively, " H e will be
Lord ChanceUor in a year or two ! " His friends made gemal jokes
in his domestic cUcle, which pointed to the same conclusion. They
warned Ms two sons, Julius and Geoffrey (then at college) to be careful
what acquaintances they made, as they might find themselves the sons
of a lord at a moment's notice. I t reaUy began to look like something
of the sort. Always rising, Mr. Delamayn rose next to be AttorneyGeneral. About the same time—so true it is that " nothing succeeds
Hke success,"-—a chUdless relative died, and left Mm a fortune. I n the
summer of 'sixty-six, a Chief Judgeship feU vacant. The MiMstry had
made a previous appointment wliich had been universaUy unpopular.
They saw then- way to supplying the place of their Attorney-General,
and they ofi'ered the judicial appointment to Mr. Delamayn. H e preferred remaining in the House of Commons, and refused to accept it.
The Ministry decMied to take No for an answer. They wMspered confidentiaUy, " WiU you take it with a peerage ? " Mr. Delamayn
consulted Ms wife, and took it with a peerage. The London Gazette
announced Mm to the world as Baron Holchester, of Holchester. And
the friends of the famUy rubbed theu- hands, and said, " W h a t did we
teU you ? Here are otn- two young fi-iends, JuHus and Geoffrey, the
sons of a lord! "
And where was Mr. Vanborough all this time ? Exactly where we
left him five years since.
H e was as rich, or richer, than ever. H e was as weU-connected as
ever. H e was as ambitious as ever. But there it ended. H e stood
stUl in the house ; he stood stiU in society; nobody liked h i m ; he made
no friends. I t was all the old story over again—with this difference,
that the soured man v»'as sourer; the grrey head, greyer ; and the irritable
temper more unendurable than ever. H i s wife had her rooms in the
house, and he had Ms—and the confidential servants took care that they
never met on the stairs. They had no children. They only saw each
other at their grand dinners and balls. People ate at their table, and
danced on then- floor—and compared notes afterwards, and said how duU
it was. Step by step, the man who had once been Mr. Vanborough's
lawyer rose, till the peerage received him, and he could rise no longer—
while Mr. Vanborough, on the lower round of the ladder, looked up,
and noted i t ; with no more chance (rich as he was and weU-connected
as he was) of chmbing to the House of Lords than your chance, or miae.
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The man's career was ended; and, on the day when the nomination
of the new peer was announced, the man ended with it.
Pie laid the newspaper aside without making any remark—and went
out. H i s carriage set him down, where the green fields stiU remain, on
the north-west of London, near the footpath which leads to Hampstead.
H e walked alone to the viUa where he had once Hved, with the woman
whom he had so cruelly wronged. New houses had risen round it—•
part of the old garden had been sold, and built on. After a moment's
hesitation, he went to the gate, and rang the bell. H e gave the servant
his card. The servant's master knew tlie name, as the name of a man
of great wealth, and of a member of ParHament. H e asked politely to
what fortunate circumstance he owed the honour of that visit. Mr. Vanborough answered briefly and simplj', " I once lived here; I have associations with the place m t h which it is not necessary for me to trouble you.
Will you excuse what must seem to you a very strange request ? I should
Hke to see the dining-room again—U' there is no objection, and i£ I am
disturbing nobody.''
The " strange requests" of rich men are of the natiu-e of " privUeged
communications "—for this exceUent reason, that they are sure not to
be requests for money. Mr. Vanborough was shown into the dhiingrooni. The master of the house, secretly wondering, watched him.
H e walked straight to a certain spot on the carpet, not far from the
window that led into the garden, and nearly opposite the door. On that
spot he stood silently, \ritli his head on his breast—thinking. W a s it
there he had seen her for the last time—on the day when he left the
room for ever? Y e s : it was there. After a nunute or so he roused
himself—but in a dreamy absent manner. H e said it was a pretty place
and expressed his thanks, and looked back before the door closed, and
then went his way again. His carriage picked him up, where it had set
Mm down. H e drove to the residence of the new Lord Holchester, and
left a card for him. Then he went home. Arrived at his house, Ms
secretary reminded him that he had an appointment in ten minutes'
time. H e thanked the secretary hi the same dreamy, absent manner in
which he had thanked the owner of the vUla—and went into his dressing-room. The person with whom he had made the appointment came
—and the secretary sent the valet upstairs to knock at the door. There
was no answer. On trying the lock it proved to be tiu-ned, inside. They
broke open the door—and saw him lying on the sofa. They went close
to look—and found him dead by his own hand.

Drawing fast to its close, the Prologue reverts to the two girls—and
teUs, in few words, how the years passed with Anne and Blanche.
Lady Lundy more than redeemed the solemn pledge that she had
given to her friend. Preserved from every temptation wliich might lure
her into a longing to follow her mother's career; trained for a teacher's
life, with aU tlie arts and all the advantages that money could procure,
Anne's first, and only, essays as a governess were made, under Lady
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Lundie's own roof, on Lady Lundie's own child. The difference in the
ages of the gu-ls—seven years—the love between them wMch seemed,
as time went on, to grow with their growth, favoured the trial of the
experiment. I n the double relation of teacher and friend to Httle Blanche,
the girlhood of Anne Silvester the younger, passed safely, happily
uneventfully, in the modest sanctuary of home.—Who could imagine a
contrast more complete than the contrast between her early life and her
mother's ? W h o could see anytlung but a death-bed delusion, in the
terrible question which had tortured the mother's last moments : ^ W i l l
she end Hke Me ? "
But two events of importance occurred in the quiet family circle,
dm-ing the lapse of years which is now under review. I n eighteen
hundred and flfty-eight, the household was enlivened by the arrival of
Sir Thomas Lundie I n eighteen hundred and sixty-five, the household
was broken up by the return of Sir Thomas to India, accompanied by
Ms wife.
Lady Lundie's health had been failing for some time previously. The
medical men, consulted on the case, agreed that a sea-voyage was the
one change needful to restore their patient's wasted strength—exactly
at the time, as it happened, when Sir Thomas was due again in India.
For his -wife's sake, he agreed to defer his return, by taking the seavoyage with her. The one difficulty to get over was the difficulty of
leaving Blanche and Anne behind in England.
Appealed to on this pohit, the doctors had declared that at Blanche's
critical time of Hfe, they could not sanction her going to India with her
mother. ' At the same time, near and dear relatives came forward, who
were ready and anxious to give Blanche and her governess a home—
Sir Thomas, on his side, engaging to bring his wife back in a year and
a half, or, at most, in two years' time. AssaUed in all dh-ections. Lady
Lundie's natural unwiUingness to leave the girls was overruled. She
consented to the parting—with a mind secretly depressed, and secretly
doubtful of the future.
At the last moment, she drew Anne Silvester on one side, out oi
hearing of the rest. Anne was then a yoiuig woman of twenty-two, and
Blanche a girl of fifteen.
" My dear,'' she said, simply, " I must te'l you, what I cannot tell
Sir Thomas, and what I am afraid to tell Blanche. I am gohig away,
with a mind that misgives me. I am persuaded I shall not live to
return to E n g l a n d ; and, wlien I am dead, I believe my husband wiU
marry agahi. Years ago, your mother was mieasy, on her death-bed,
about your future. I am uneasy, now, about Blanche's future. I
promised my dear dead friend that you should be like my own child to
me—and it quieted her mind. Quiet my mmd, Anne, before I go.
Whatever happens in j^ears to come—promise me to be always, what
you are now, a sister to Blanche."
She held out her hand, for the last time. With a full heart, Anno
Silvester kissed it, and gave the promise.
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I n two months fi-om that time, one of the forebodings which had
weighed on Lady Lundie's mind was fulfiUed. She died on the voyage,
and was buried at sea.
I n a year more, the second misgiving was confirmed. Sir Thomas
Lundie married again. H e brought his second wife to England towards
the close of eighteen hundred and sixty-six.
Time, in the new household, promised to pass as quietly as in the
old. Sir Thomas remembered, and respected, the trust which his first
wife had placed in Anne. The second Lady Lundie, wisely guiding her
conduct in tliis matter by the conduct of her husband, left tilings as she
found them in the new house. At the opening of eighteen hundred and
sixty-seven, the relations between Anne and Blanche were relations of
sisterly sympathy and sisterly love. The prospect in the future was as
fair as a prospect could be.
At this date, of the persons concerned in the tragedy of twelve years
since at the Hampstead vUla, three were dead; and one was self-exUed
in a foreign land. There now remained Hving, Anne and Blanche, who
had been children at the t i m e ; and the rising soHcitor who had
discovered the flaw in the Irish marriage—once Mr. Delamayn : now
Lord Holchester.*
• For the authority consulted on the state of the Irish Marri8.ge Law, me
Appendix, aC the end ; Note B.

THE END OF THE PEOI.OGUE.

She <Storg,
^first .Scene.
THE SUMMER-HOUSE.

CHAPTER T H E FIRST.
THE

OWLS.

IN the spring of the yeax eighteen himdred and sixty-eight, there Hved
in a certain county of North Britain, two venerable White Owls.
The owls inhabited a decayed and deserted summer-house. The
summer-house stood in cri-ounds attached to a country seat in Perthshire,
known by the name of Windygates.
The situation of Windygates had been skilfuUy chosen in that part
of the county, where the fertUe lowlands first begin to merge into the
mountain-region beyond. The mansion-house was intelhgently laid out,
and Inxm-iously fiu-mshed. The stables offered a model for ventUation
and space ; and the gardens and groimds were fit for a prince.
Possessed of these advantages, at starting, Windygates, nevertheless,
went the road to ruin, in due com-se of time. The curse of Htigation
feU on house and lands. For more than ten years, an interminable
lawsuit coiled itself closer and closer round the place; sequestering it
from human habitation, and even fi-om human approach. The mansion
was closed. The garden became a wilderness of weeds. The summerhouse was choked up by creeping plants; and the appearance of the
creepers was foUowed by the appearance of the bu-ds of night.
For years, the Owls Hved undisturbed on the property wMch they
had acquh-ed by the oldest of all existing rights—the right of taking.
Throughout the day, they sat peaceful and solemn, -with closed eyes, in
the cool darkness shed round them by the i-^-y. With the twihght, they
roused themselves softly to the business of Hfe. I n sage and sUent
eompanionsMp of two, they went flying, noiseless, along the quiet lanes
in search of a meal. At one time, they woiUd beat a lield like a setter
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dog, and drop down in an instant on a mouse unaware of them. At
another time—moving spectral over the black surface of the water—they
would try the lake for a change, and catch a perch as they had caught
the mouse. Their catholic digestions were equally tolerant of a rat or
an insect. And there were moments, proud moments, hi their lives,
when they were clever enough to snatch a small bird at roost off his
perch. On these occasions, the sense of superiority which the large bkd
feels everywhere over the small, warmed their cool blood, and set them
screeching cheerfully in the stiUness of the iught.
So, for years, the Owls slept their happy sleep by day, and found
their c^omfortable meal when darkness fell. They had come, with the
creepers, into possession of the summer-house.
Consequently, the
creepers were a part of the constitution of the summer-house. And
consequently the Owls were the guardians of the Constitution. There
are some human owls who reason as they did, and who are, in this
respect—as also in respect of snatclung smaller birds off their roosts —
wonderfuUy like them.
The constitution of the summer-house had lasted untU the spring
of the year eighteen hundred and sixty-eight—when the unhallowed
footsteps of innovation passed that w a y ; and the venerable privUeges
of the Owls were assailed, for the first time, from the world outside.
Two featherless beings appeared, unin-vited, at the door of the
summer-ho-vise—surveyed the constitutional creepers, and said, " These
must come down "—looked roimd at the horrid light of noonday, and
said, " That must come in "— went away, thereupon.—and were heard,
in the distance, agreeing together, " To-morrow it shall be done."
And the Owls said, " Have we honoured the summer-house by
occupying it aU these years—and is the horrid light of noonday to be
let in on us at last ? My lords and gentlemen, the Constitution is
destroyed!"
They passed a resolution to that effect—as is the manner of their
kind. And then they shut their eyes again, and felt that they had done
their duty.
The same night, on their way to the fields, they observed with
dismay a hght in one of the windows of the house. W h a t did the Hght
mean ?
I t meant, in the first place, that the lawsuit was over at last. I t
meant in the second place, that the owner of Windygates, wanting
money, had decided on letting the property. I t meant, in the third
place, that the property had found a tenant, and was to be renovated
immediately out of door-s and in. The Owls shrieked as they flapped
along the lanes in the darluiess. And that mght they struck at a mouse
—and missed him.
The next morning, the Owls—fast asleep in charge of the Constitution—were roused by voices of featherless beings aU round them.
They opened their eyes, under protest, and saw instruments of destruction attacking the creepers. Now in one direction, and now in
another, those instruments let in on the summer-house the horrid light of
day. But the Owls were equal to the occasion. They ruffled their
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feathers, and cried, " No Surrender! " The featherless beings pUed
their work cheerfuUy, and answered, " Reform!" The creepers were
torn down, tMs way and that. The horrid dayHght poured in brighter
and brighter. The Owls had barely time to pass a new resolution—
namely, " That we do stand by the Constitution "—when a ray of the
outer sunhght flashed into their eyes, and sent them flying headlong to
the nearest shade. There they sat wdnking, w-hile the summer-house
was cleared of the rank growth that had choked it up—wliUe the
rotten woodwork was renewed—while all the murky place was purified
with air and Hght, And when the world saw it, and said, " Now we
sliaU d o ! " — t h e Owls shut their eyes in pious remembrance of the
darkness, and answered, " My lords and gentlemen, the Constitution is
destroyed!"

CHAPTER THE
THE

SECOND.

GUESTS.

W H O was responsible for the reform of the summer-house ?
The new tenant at Windygates was responsible.
And who was the new tenant ?
Come and see.
IN the spring of eighteen hundred and sixty-eight, the summer-house
had been the dismal dwelling-place of a pair of owls. I n the autumn of
the same year, the summer-house was the Hvely gathering-point of a
crowd of ladies and gentlemen, assembled at a lawn-party—the guests
of the tenant who had taken Whidygates.
The scene—at the opemng of the party—was as pleasant to look at,
as Hght and beauty and movement could make it.
Inside the summer-house, the butterfly-brightness of the women in
their summer dresses, shone radiant out of the gloom shed round it by
the dreary modern clothing of the men. Outside the summer-house
—seen through' three arched openings—the cool green prospect of
a lawn led away, in the distance, to flower-beds and shrubberies,
and, farther stUl, disclosed, through a break in the trees, a grand stonehouse which closed the view, with a fountain in front of it playing in
the sun.
They were half of them laughing, they were aU of them talldng—the
comfortable hum of the voices was at its loudest; the cheery pealing of
the laughter was soaring to its highest notes—when one dominant voice,
rising clear and shrUl above aU the rest, called imperatively for sUence.
The moment after, a young lady stepped into the vacant space in front
of the summer-house, and surveyed the throng of guests as a general in
command surveys a regiment under review.
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She was young, she was pretty, she was plump, she was fair. She
was not in the least embarrassed by her prominent position. She was
dressed in the height of fashion. A hat, Hke a cheese-plate, was tilted
over her forehead. A balloon of Hght brown hau- soared, fully inflated,
fi-om the cro-wn of her head. A cataract of beads poured over her
bosom. A pair of cockchafers hi enamel (frightfuUy Hke the Hving
originals) hung at her ears. H e r scanty skirts shone splendid -with
the blue of heaven. H e r ankles tTvinkled in striped stockings. Her
shoes were of the sort caUed "Watteau." And her heels were of the
height at which men shudder, and ask themselves (in contemplating an
othervd.seloveable woman), " C a n this charming person straighten her
knees ? "
The young lady thus presenthig herself to the general view, was
Miss Blanche Lundie—once the Httle rosy Blanche whom the Prologue
has introduced to the reader. Age, at the present time, eighteen. Position,
exceUent. Money, certain. Temper, qiuck. Disposition, variable. I n
a word, a cMld of the modern time—vrith the merits of the age we Hve
in, and the faiUngs of the age we Hve in—and a substance of shicerity
and truth and feeHng underlying it aU.
" Now then, good people," cried Miss Blanche, " sUence if you
please! W e are going to choose sides at Croquet. Business! business !
business!"
Upon this, a second lady among the company assumed a position ot
prominence ; and answered the young person who had just spoken, with
a look of mUd reproof, and in a tone of benevolent protest.
The second lady was taU, and soHd, and five and thu-ty. She
presented to the general observation a cruel aquiline nose, an obstinate
straight cMn, magnificent dark hau- and eyes, a serene splendour of
fawn-coloured apparel, and a lazy grace of movement which was attractive
at first sight, but inexpressibly monotonous and wearisome on a longer
acquaintance. This was Lady Lundie tbe Second—now the widow
(after four months only of married life) of Sir Thomas Lundie, deceased.
I n other words, the stepmother of Blanche, and the en-viable person who
had taken the house and lands of Windygates.
" M y dear," said Lady Limdie, "words have their meamngs—even
on a young lady's Hps. Do you caU Croquet, ' business ? ' "
" You don't caU it pleasure, surely ? " said a gravely ironical voico
in the background of the summer-house.
The ranks of the visitors parted before the last speaker, and disclosed
to view, in the midst of that modern assembly, a gentleman of the bygone time.
The manner of this gentleman was distinguished by a pHant grace
and courtesy, unlmo-^vn to the present generation. The attire of this
gentleman was composed of a many-folded wMte cravat, a close-buttoned
blue dress-coat, and nankeen trousers with gaiters to match, ridiculous
to the present generation. The talk of this gentleman ran in an easy
flow—revealing an independent habit of mind, and exhibiting a carefuUypoHshed capacity for satirical retort—dreaded and disHlied by the present
generation. Personally, he was Httle and -wiry and slim—-with a bright
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white head, and sparkHiig black eyes, and a wry twist of humour curling
sharply at the corners of Ms Hps. At Ms lower extremities, he exMbited
the deformity which is popularly known as " a club-foot." But he carried
his lameness, as he carried his years, g^Uy. H e was socially celebrated
for Ms ivory cane, -with a snuff-box artfully let into the knob at the top
—and he was sociaUy dreaded for a hatred of modern institutions, which
expressed itself in season and out of season, and which always showed
the same fatal knack of hitting smartly on the weakest place. Such was
Sir Patrick Lundie; brother of the late baronet, Sir Thomas; andinlieritor,
at Sir Thomas's death, of the title and estates.
Miss Blanche, taking no notice of her stepmother's reproof, or of her
uncle's commentary on it—pointed to a table on which croquet-mallets
and balls were laid ready, and recalled the attention of the company to
the matter in hand.
" I head one side, ladies and gentlemen," she resumed. " And Lady
Lundie heads the other. W e choose our players turn and turn about.
Mamma has the advantage of me in years. So mamma chooses first."
With a look at her step-daughter—which, being interpreted, meant,
" I would send you back to the nursery, miss, if I could;"—Lady Lundie
turned, and ran her eye over her guests. She had evidently made up
her mind, beforehand, what player to pick out first.
" I choose Miss SUvester," she said, -with a special emphasis laid on
the name.
At that there was another parting among the crowd. To us, wlio
know her, it was Anne who now appeared. Strangers, who saw her for
the first time, saw a lady in the prime of her life—a lady plainly dressed
in unomamented white, who advanced slowly, and confi-onted the mistress of the house.
A certain portion—and not a smaU one—of the men at the lawnparty had been brought there by friends who were pri-vUeged to introduce them. The moment she appeared, every one of those men suddenly
became interested in the lady who had been chosen first.
" That's a very charming woman," whispered one of the strangers at
the house to one of the friends of the house. " Who is she ? "
The friend whispered back, " Miss Lundie's governess—-that's aU."
The moment during which the question was put and answered, was
also the moment wMcli brought Lady Lundie and Miss SUvester face to
face in the presence of the company.
The stranger in the house looked at the two women, and wMspered
again.
" Something wrong between the lady and the governess," he said.
The friend looked also, and answered in one emphatic word.
" E-vidently!"
There are certain women whose influence over men is an unfathomable mystery to observers of their own sex. The governess was one of
those women. She had inherited the charm—but not the beauty—of
her unhappy mother. Judge her by the standard set up in the illustrated gUt-books and the print-shop -whidows—and the sentence must
have inevitably foUowed, " She has not a single good feature in her
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fece. There was nothing individuaUy remarkable about Miss Silvester,
Been in a state of repose. She was of the average height. She was as
well-made as most women. I n hair and complexion, she was neitiier
Hght nor dark, but provokingly«ieutral, just between the two. Worse
even than this, there were positive defects in her face, which it was
impossible to deny. A nervous contraction at one corner of her mouth,
drew up the lips out of the syniraetricaUy right line, when they moved
A nervous uncertainty in the eye on the same side narrowly escaped
presenting the deformity of a " cast." And yet, with these indisputable
drawbacks, here was one of those women—the formidable few—who
have the hearts of men and the peace of famiUes at their mercy. She
moved—and there was some subtle charm, sir, hi the movement that
made you look back, and suspend your conversation with your friend,
and watch her sUently whUe she walked. She sat by you, and talked
to you—and behold, a sensitive sometMng passed into that Httle twist
at the corner of the mouth, and into that nervous uncertainty in the
soft, grey eye, which turned defect uito beauty—which enchained your
senses—which made your nerves thriU if she touched you by accident,
and set your heart beating if you looked at the same book -with her, and
felt her breath on your face. All tMs, let it be well understood, only
happened if you were a man. If you saw her •\'sith the eyes of a woman,
the results were of quite another land. I n that case, you merely turned
to j'our nearest female friend, and said with unaflected pity for the other
sex, " ^^^lat can the men see in her ! "
The ej'cs of the lady of the house and the eyes of the governess met,
with marked distrust on either side. Few people coiUd have faUed to
see, what the stranger and the friend had noticed ahke, that there was
something smouldering under the siu-face here.
Miss Silvester
spoke first.
" Thank you. Lady Lundie," she said. " I would rather not play."
Lady Lundie assumed an extreme sm-prise which passed the limits
of good breeding.
" Oh, indeed ? " she rejoined sharply. " Considering that we are aU
here for the purpose of playing, that seems rather remarkable. I s anything wrong, Miss Silvester ? "
A flush appeared on the dehcate paleness of Miss Silvester's face.
But she did her duty as a woman and a governess. She submitted, and
eo preserved appearances for that time.
" Nothing is the matter," she answered. " I am not very weU this
morning. But I -wUl play if you wish it."
" I do -wish it," answered Lady Lundie.
Miss Silvester turned aside towards one of the entrances into the
summer-house. She waited for events, looldng out over the lawn, with
a -visible inner disturbance, marked over the bosom by the rise and fall
of her white dress.
I t was Blanche's turn to select the next nlayer.
I n some preHminary uncertainty as to "her choice, she looked out
among the guests, and caught the eye of a gentleman in the front ranks
H e stood side by side \rith Sir Patrick—a striking representative of the
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school that is among us, as Sir Patrick was a striking representative of
the school that has passed away.
The modern gentleman was j^oung and florid, tall and strong. The
parting of his curly Saxon locks began in the centre of his forehead
traveUed over the top of his head, and ended, rigidly central, at •••.•..^
ruddy nape of his neck. H i s features were as perfectly regular and as
perfectly unintelligent as human features can be. His expression preserved an immoveable composure wonderful to behold. The muscles of
his bra-wny arms showed through the sleeves of his Hght summer coat.
H e was deep in the chest, tMn in the flanks, firm on the legs—in two
words, a magnificent human aMmal, wrought up to the highest pitch of
physical development from head to foot. This was Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn—commonly caUed " the honourable ; " and meriting that distinction in more ways than one. H e was honourable, in the first place, as
being the son (second son) of that once-rising solicitor, who was now
Lord Holchester. H e was honourable, in the second place, as having
won the highest popular distinction which the educational system of
modern England can bestow—he had pulled the stroke-oar in a
University boat-race. Add to this that nobody had ever seen him read
anything but a newspaper, and that nobody had ever known him to be
backward in settUng a bet, and the picture of this distinguished young
Englishman wUl be, for the present, complete.
Blanche's eye naturaUy rested on him. Blanche's voice naturaUy
picked him out as the first player on her side.
" I choose Mr. Delamayn," she said.
As the name passed her Hps, the flush on Miss Silvester's face died
away, and a deadly paleness took its place. She made a movement to
leave the summer-house—checked herself abruptly—and laid one hand
on the back of a rustic seat at her side. A gentleman behind her,
looking at the hand, saw it clench itself so suddenly and so fiercely,
that the glove on it spHt. The gentleman made a mental memorandum,
and registered Miss Silvester in his private books as " the devil's own
temper."
MeanwhUe Mr. Delamayn, by a strange coincidence, took exactly
the same course wliich Miss Silvester had taken before Mm. He, too,
attempted to withdraw from the coming game.
" Thanks very much," he said. " Could you additionally honour me
by choosing somebody else ? It's not in my Hue."
Fifty years ago, such an answer as this, addressed to a lady, would
have been considered inexcusably impertinent. The social code of the
present time, hailed it as something frankly amusing. The company
laughed. Blanche lost her temper.
" Can't we interest you in anything but severe muscular exertion,
Mr. Delamayn ? " she asked sharply. " Must j-ou always be puUing in
a boat-race, or flying over a high jump ? If you had a mind, you would
want to relax it. You have got muscles instead. W h y not relax them ? "
The shafts of Miss Lundie's bitter v/it glided off Mr. Geoffrey
Delamayn like water off a duck's back.
" Just as you please," heisaid, with stolid good humour. " Don't ba
3
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offended. I came here with ladies—and they wouldn't let me smoke. I
miss my smoke. I thought I'd shp away a bit, and have it. All r i g h t !
I'U play."
" Oh ! smoke by all means ! " retorted Blanche. " I shall choose
fiomebody else. I won't have you ! "
The honourable young gentleman looked unaffectedly relieved. The
petulant young lady turned her back on Mm, and surveyed the guests at
the other extremity of the summer-house.
" W h o shaU I choose ? " she said to herself.
A darli young man—-with a face burnt gipsy-bro-wn by the s u n ; with
sometMng in Ms look and manner suggestive of a ro-ving Hfe, and
perhaps of a famUiar acquaintance with the sea—advanced shyly, and
said in a whisper,—" Choose me ! "
Blanche's face broke prettUy into a charming smUe. Judgiiig from
appearances, the dark young man had a place in her estimation,
peculiarly his own.
" You ! " she said coquettisUy. " You are going to leave us in an
hour's time !"
H e ventured" a step nearer. " I am coming back," he pleaded, " the
day after to-morrow."
" You play very badly ! "
" I might improve—if you would teach me."
" Might you ? Then I ivill teach you! " She turned, bright and
rosy, to her stepmother. " I choose Mr. Arnold Brinkworth," she said.
Here, again, there appeared to be sometMng in a name, this time unkno-wn to celebrity, which nevertheless produced its effect—not on Miss
SUvester, but on Sir Patrick. H e looked at Mr. Brinkworth, with a
sudden interest and curiosity. If the lady of the house had not claimed
his attention at the moment, he woiUd evidently have spoken to the dark
yormg man.
But it was Lady Lundie's turn to choose a second player on her
side. H e r brother-in-law was a person of some importance; and she
had her own motives for ingratiating herself -n'itli the head of the family.
She surprised the whole company by choosing Su- Patrick.
" Mamma ! " cried Blanche. " W h a t can you be thinking of? Sir
Patrick won't play. Croquet wasn't discovered in Ms time."
S h Patrick never aUowed " Ms time " to be made the subject of
disparaging remarks by the younger generation, without paying the
younger generation back in its own coin.
" I n my time, my dear," he said to his niece, " people were expected
to bring some agreeable quahty with them to social meetings of tMs
sort. I n your time, you have dispensed m t h all that. Here,"'remarked
the old gentleman, taking up a croquet-mallet from the table near Mm,
" is one of the quahfica.tions for success in modern society. And here,''
he added, taldng up a baU, " is another. Very good. Live and learn
I'U play! I'U play ! " .
.
Lady Lundie (born impervious to all sense of irony) smUed graciously.
" I knew Sir Patrick would play," she said, " to please me."
Sir Patrick bowed with satirical jjoHteness.
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' Lady Lundie," he answered, " you read me like a book." To the
astonishment of all persons present under forty, he emphasized those
words by laying his hand on Ms heart, and quoting poetry. " I may say
with Dryden," added the gaUant old gentleman:—
" Old as I am, for ladies' love unfit.
The power of beauty I remember yet."
Lady Lundie looked unaffectedly shocked. Mr. Delamayn went a
step farther. H e interfered, on the spot—-with the air of a man who
feels himself imperatively called upon to perform a pubhc duty.
" Dryden never said that," he remarked—" I'll answer for it."
Sir Patrick wheeled round -with the help of his ivory cane, and
looked Mr. Delamayn hard in the face.
" Do you know Dryden, sir, better than I do ? " he asked.
The Honourable Geoffrey answered modestly, " I should say I did.
I have rowed three races with him ; and we trained together."
Sir Patrick looked round Mm, -with a sour smile of triumph.
" Then let me tell you, sir," he said, " that you trained with a man
who died nearly two hundred years ago."
Mr. Delamayn appealed, in genuine bewilderment, to the companj'
generally.
" What does this old gentleman mean ? " he asked. " I am speakinc;
of Tom Dryden, of Corpus. Everybody in the University knows him.'
" I am spealdng," echoed Sir Patrick, " of J o h n Di-ydep, the Poet.
.Apparently, everybody in the University does not know- Mm."
Mr. Delamayn answered with a cordial earnestness, very pleasant
to see.
" Give you my word of honour, I never heard of him before in my
hfe! Don't be angry, sir. I'm not offended with you." H e smiled,
and took out Ms meerschaum pipe. " Got a Hght ? " he asked, in the
fi-iendUest possible manner.
Sir Patrick answered, with a total absence of cordiality :—" I don't
smoke, sir."
Mr. Delamayn looked at him, without taldng the slightest offence :—
" You don't smoke ! " he repeated. " I wonder how you get tM-ough
your spare time ? "
Sir Patrick closed the conversation.
" Sir," he said, with a low bow, " y o u may wonder.
While this little skmnish was proceeding, Lady Lundie and her stepdaughter had organized the game ; and the company, players and spec
tators, were beginning to move towards the lawn. Sir Patrick stopped
his niece, on her way out—with the dark young man in close attendance
on her.
" Leave Mr. Brinkworth with me," he said. " I want to speak
to him."
Blanche issued her orders immediately.
Mr. Brinkworth was
sentenced to stay with Sir Patrick until she wanted him for the game.
Mr. Brinkworth wondered—and obeyed.
During the exercise of tMs act of authority, a circumstance occurred
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at the other end of the summer-house. Taldng advantage of the confusion
caused by the general movement to the lawn. Miss Sylvester suddenly
placed herself close to Mr. Delamayn.
" I n ten minutes," she whispered, " the summer-house wiU be empty.
Meet me here."
The Honourable Geoffrpy started, and looked furtively at the visitors
about him.
" Do you think it's safe ? " he whispered back.
The governess's sensitive lips trembled—with fear, or with anger; it
was hard to say which.
" I insist on i t ! " she answered—and left him.
Mr. Delamayn knitted his handsome eyebrows, as he looked after
her—and then left the summer-house, in his turn. The rose-garden at
the back of the building was soHtary for the moment. H e took out his
pipe, and hid himself among the roses. The smoke came from his mouth
in hot and hasty puffs. H e was usuaUy the gentlest of masters—to his
pipe. Wlien he hurried that confidential servant, it was a sure sign of
disturbance in the inner man.

CHAPTER THE THIRD.
THE DISCOVERIES.
B U I two persons were now left in the summer-house—Arnold Brinkworth
and Sir Patrick Lundie.
" Mr. Brinkworth," said the old gentleman, " I have had no opportunity of speaking to you before this; and (as I hear that you are to leave
us to-day) I may find no opportunity at a later time. I want to introduce
myself Your father was one of my dearest friends^let me make a friend
of your father's, son."
H e held out his hand, and mentioned his name. Arnold recognized
it directly. " Oh, Sir Patrick ! " he said warmly, " if my poor father had
only taken your ad-vice
"
" H e would have thought twice, before he gambled away his fortune
on the turf; and he might have been ahve here among us, instead of
dying an exile in a foreign land,' said Sir Patrick, finishing the sentence
which the other had begun. " No more of t h a t ! Let's talk of something
else. Lady Lundie wrote to me about you, the other day. She told me
your aunt was dead, and had left you heir to her property in Scotland.
I s that true "^—It is ?—I congratulate you with all my heart. Wliy are
you visiting here, instead of looking after your house and lands? O h ?
it's only three-and-twenty mUes from this; and you're going to look after
it to-day, by the next train. Quite right. And—what ? what ?—coming
back again the day after to-morrow? W h y should you come back?
Some special attraction here, I suppose ? I hope it's the right sort of
attraction. You're very young—you're exposed to all sorts of tempta-
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lions. Have you got a solid foundation of good sense at the bottom of
you ? I t is not inherited from your poor father, if you have. You must
have been a mere boy, when he ruined his chUdren's prospects. How
have you lived from that time to tMs? W h a t were you doing, when your
aunt's wiU made an idle man of you for life "> "
The question was a searching one. Arnold answered it, without the
slightest hesitation; spealdng w t h an unaffected modesty and simphcity
which at once won Su- Patrick's heart.
" I was a boy at Eton, sir," he said, " when my father's losses ruined
him. I had to leave school, and get my own living—and I have got it,
in a roughish way, from that time to this. I n plain English, I have
foUowed the sea—in the merchant-service."
" I n plainer EngHsh still, you met adversity like a brave lad, and you
have fau'ly earned the good luck that has fallen to you," rejoined Sir
Patrick. " Give me your hand—I have taken a liking to you. You're
not like the other young fellows of the present time. I shall call you
' Arnold.' You mustn't return the compliment, and call me ' Patrick,'
mind—I'm too old to be treated in that way. Well, and how do you
get on here ? What sort of a woman is my sisterin-law ? and what sort
of a house is this ? "
Arnold burst out laughing.
" Those are extraordinary questions for you to put to me," he said.
" You talk, sir, as if you were a stranger here ! "
Sir Patriot touched a spring in the knob of his ivory cane. A little
gold Hd flew up, and disclosed the snuff-box hidden inside. H e took a
pinch, and chuckled satiricaUy over some passing thought, which he did
not think it necessary to communicate to his young friend.
" I talk as if I was a stranger here, do I ? " he resumed. " That's
exactly what I am. Lady Lundie and I correspond on exceUent terms;
but we run in different grooves, and we see each other as seldom as
possible. My story," continued the pleasant old man, Vi'ith a cha.rming
frankness wMch levelled all differences of age and rank between Arnold
and lumself, " is not entirely unlike yours ; though I am old enough to
be your grandfather. I was getting my living, in my way (as a crusty
old Scotch lawyer), when my brother married again. His death, without
leaving a son by either of Ms wives, gave me a lift in the world, like you.
Here I am (to my own sincere regret) the present baronet. Yes, to my
sincere regret! All sorts of responsibilities which I never bargained for
are thrust on my shoulders. I am the head of the family; I am my
niece's guardian; I am compeUed to appear at this lawn-party—and
(between ourselves) I am as completely out of my element as a man can
be. Not a single famihar face meets me among all these fine people.
Do you know anybody here ? "
•' I have one friend at Windygates," said Arnold. " H e came here
this morning, hke you. Geoffrey Delamayn."
As he made the reply. Miss Silvester appeared at the entrance to the
summer-house. A shadow of annoyance passed over her face when she
saw that the place was occapied. She vanished unnoticed, and ghded
back to the game.
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Sir Patrick looked at the son of Ms old friend, with every appearance
of being disappointed in the young man for the first time.
" Your choice of a friend rather surprises me," he said.
Arnold artlessly accepted the words as an appeal to Mm for information.
" I beg your pardon, sir—there's nothing siu-prising in it," he returned. " We were school-feUows at Eton, in the old times. And I
have met Geoffrey since, when he was j'achting, and when I was with
my ship. Geoffrey saved my life, S u Patrick,'' he added; his voice
rising and his eyes brightening with honest admhation of Ms friend.
" But for him, I should have been drowned in a boat-accident. Isn't
that a good reason for his being a fi-iend of mine? "
" I t depends entirely on the value you set on yom- Hfe," said Sir
Patrick.
" The value I set on my life ? " repeated Arnold. " I set a high value
on it, of coiu-se ! "
" I n that case, Mr. Delamayn has laid you under an obligation."
" Which I can never repay! "
" Which you will repay one of these days, with interest—if I know
anything of human natm-e," answered Sir Patrick.
H e said the words vA\h the emphasis of strong con-viction. They
were barely spoken—when JNIr. Delamayn appeared (exactly as Miss
Silvester had appeared) at the entrance to the summer-house. He, too,
vamshed, unnoticed—like Miss Silvester again. But there the parallel
stopped. The Honourable Geoffrey's expression, on discovering the
place to be occupied, was unmistakeably an expression of relief.
Arnold drew the right inference, this time, fi-om Su- Patrick's
language and Su- Patrick's tones. H e eagerly took up the defence ot
his friend.
" You said that rather bitterly, su-," he remarked. " W h a t has
Geoffrey done to offend you ? "
" H e presumes to exist—that's what he has done," retorted Sir Patrick.
" Don't stare ! I am speaking generaUy. Your fi-iend is the model yoimg
Briton of the present time. I don't like the model young Briton. I
don't see the sense of cro-ndng over him as a superb national production,
because he is big and strong, and di-biks beer with impunity, and takes
a cold shower bath aU the year round. There is far too much glorification
in England, just now, of the mere physical quahties which an EngHshnian shares with the savage and the brute. And the ill results are
begmnuig to show themselves akeady ! W e are readier than we ever
were to practise aU that is rough in oiu- national customs, and to excuse
all that is violent and brutish in our national acts. Read the popular
books; attend the popular amusements—and you wiUfind at the bottom
of them aU, a lessening regard for the gentler graces of civUized life, and!
a growing admiration for the virtues of the aboriginal Britons ? "
Arnold listened in blank amazement. H e had been the innocent
means of reHe-ving Sir Patrick's mind of an accumulation of social protest,
unpro-vided with an issue for some time past. " H o w hot you are over
it, sir!" he exclaimed, in urepressible astonishment.
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Sir Patrick instantly recovered himself The genuine wonder expressed
in the young man's face was irresistible.
" Almost as hot," he said, " as if I was cheering at a boat-race, or
wrangling over a betting-book—eh ? Ah, we were so easUy heated when
I was a young man ! Let's change the subject. I know nothing to the
prejudice of your friend, Mr. Delamayn. It's the cant of the day,"
cried Su- Patrick, relapsing again, " to take these physically-wholesome
men for granted, as being moraUy-wholesome men into the bargain.
Time -wUl show-ndiether the cant of the day is right.-—So you are actuaUy
coming back to Lady Lundie's after a mere flying visit to your o-wn
property? I repeat, that it is a most extraordinary proceeding on the
part of a landed gentleman like you. What's the attraction here
—eh?"
Before Arnold could repty, Blanche called to him from the lawn.
His colour rose, and he turned eagerly to go out. Sir Patrick nodded
his head -with the air of a man who had been answered to his own entire
satisfaction. " Oh ! " he said, " that's the attraction is it ? "
Arnold's life at sea had left him singularly ignorant of the ways of
the world on shore. Instead of taking the joke, he looked confused. A
deeper tinge of colour reddened Ms dark cheeks. " I didn't say so," he
answered a Httle irritably.
Sir Patrick lifted two of his wliite, wruikled old fingers, and goodhumouredly patted the young saUor on the cheek.
•' Yes, you did," he'said. " In red letters."
The Httle gold Hd in the knob of the ivory cane flew up—and the old
gentleman rewarded Mmself for that neat retort with a pinch of snuff.
At the same moment, Blanche made her appearance on the scene.
" Mr. Brinkworth," she said, " I shaU want you directly. Uncle! it's
your turn to play."
" Bless my soul! " cried Sir Patrick," I forgot the game." He looked
about him, and saw his mallet and ball left waiting on the table. " Where
are the modem substitutes for conversation ? Oh, here they are !" He
bowled the baU out before him, on to the la-wn, and tucked the maUet, as
if it was an umbreUa, under his arm. " Who was the first mistaken
person," he said to himself, as he briskly hastened out, " who discovered
that human Hfe was a serious thing ? Here am I, with one foot in the
grave ; and the most serious question before me, at the present moment,
is :—Shall I get through the Hoops ? "
Arnold and Blanche were left together.
Among the personal privileges which Nature has accorded to women,
there are surely none more enviable, than their privUege of always
looking their best, when they look at the man they love. When
Blanche's eyes turned on Arnold, after her uncle had gone out, not even
the Mdeous fasMonable disfigurements of the inflated " chignon," and the
tilted hat, could destroy the triple charm of youth, beauty, and tenderness beaming in her face. Arnold looked at her^—and remembered, as
he had never remembered yet, that he was going by the next train, and
that he was lea-ving her in the society of more than one admiring man of
his own age. The experience of a whole fortnight passed under the
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eame roof with her, had proved Blanche to be the most charming girl in
existence. I t was possible that she might not be mortaUy offended with
him, if he told her so. H e determined that he would tell her so at that
auspicious moment.
But who shall presume to measure the abyss that Hes between the
Intention and the Execution? Arnold's resolution to speak was as
firmly settled as a resolution could be. And what came of it? Alas for
human uifirmity ! Nothing came of it, but silence.
" You don't look quite at your ease, Mr. Brinkworth," said Blanche.
" Wliat has Su- Patrick been saying to you ? My imcle sharpens his
wit on everybody. H a s he been sharpening it on you ?"
Arnold began to see his way. At an immeasurable distance—but
stUl he saw it.
" Sir Patrick is a t e m b l e old man," he answered. " J u s t before you
came in, he discovered one of my secrets by only looldng in my face."
H e paused—rallied his courage—pushed on at all hazards—and came
headlong to the point. " I wonder," he asked bluntly, " whether you
take after your uncle ? "
Blanche instantly understood him. With time at her disposal, she
would have taken him lightiy in hand, and led him, by fine gradations,
to the object in view. But in two minutes or less, it would be Arnold's
turn to play. " H e is going to make me an offer," thought Blanche;
" and he has about a minute to do it in. H e shall do it."
" W h a t ! " she exclaimed, " do you thmk the gift of discovery runs in
the family ? "
Arnold made a plunge.
" I wish it did? " he said.
Blanche looked the picture of astonishment.
" W h y ? " she asked.
" If you could see hi my face what Sir Patrick saw
"
H e had only to finish the sentence, and the thhig was done. But
the tender passion perversely delights in raising obstacles to itself A
sudden timidity seized on jVrnold exactly at the wrong moment. He
stopped short in the most awkward manner possible.
Blanche heard from the lawn tlie blow of the mallet on the baU, and
the laughter of the company at some blunder of Sir Patrick's. The
precious seconds were sUpping away. She could have boxed Arnold on
both ears for being so unreasonably afraid of her.
" WeU ? " she said impatientiy, " if I did look in your face, wliat
should I see ? "
Arnold made another plunge. H e answered," You would see that I
want a little encouragement."
" From m£ ?"
" Yes—if yon please."
Blanche looked back over her shoulder. The summer-house stood
on an eminence, approached by steps. The players on the lawn beneath
were audible, but not visible. Any one of them might appear,
unexpectedly, at a moment's notice. Blanche listened. There was no
sound of approaching lootsteps—there was a general hush, and then
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another bang of the mallet on the baU, and then a clapping of hands.
Sir Patrick was a pri-vUeged person. H e had been allowed, in aU
probability, to try again; and he was succeeding at the second effort.
This implied a reprieve of some seconds. Blanche looked back again at
Arnold.
" Consider yourself encouraged," she whispered—and instantly
added, with the ineradicable female instinct of self-defence, " Within
Hmits!"
Arnold made a last plunge—straight to the bottom, this time.
"Consider yourself loved," he burst out, "without any limits
at all."
I t was all over—the words were spoken—he had got her by the
hand. Again the perversity of the tender passion showed itseK more
strongly than ever. The confession which Blanche had been longing to
hear, had barely escaped her lover's lips before Blanche protested against
i t ! She struggled to release her hand. She formally appealed to Arnold
to let her go.
x\rnold only held her the tighter.
" Do try to like me a Httle ! " he pleaded. " I am so fond of you! "
Who was to resist such wooing as this ?—when you were privately
fond of him yourself, remember! and when you were certain to be
interrupted in another moment! Blanche left off struggUng, and looked
up at her young sailor with a smile.
" Did j^ou learn this method of making love in the merchant-service? "
she inquired, saucUy.
Arnold persisted in contemplating his prospects from the serious
point of view.
" I'll go back to the merchant-service," he said, " if I have made you
angry with me."
Blanche administered another dose of encouragement.
" Anger, Mr. Brinkworth, is one of the bad passions," she answered,
demurely. " A young lady who has been properly brought up, has no
bad passions."
There was a sudden cry from the players on the lawn—a cry for
" Mr. Brinkworth." Blanche tried to push him out. Arnold was
immoveable.
" Say something to encourage me before I go," he pleaded. " One
word will do. Say, Yes."
Blanche shook her head. Now she had got him, the temptation to
tease him was irresistible.
•' Quite impossible!" she rejoined. " If you want any more encouragement, you must speak to my uncle."
" I'll speak to hun," returned Arnold, " before I leave the house."
There was another cry for " M r . Brinkworth." Blanche made another
effort to push him out.
" Go! " she said. " And mind you get through the hoop."
She had both hands on his shoulders—her face was close to his—she
was simply irresistible. Ai-nold caught her round the waist, and kissed
her. Needless to tell MDI to get through the hoop. H e h a d surely got
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through it ah-eady ? Blanche was speechless. Arnold's last effort in
the art of courtsMp had taken away her breath. Before she could recover
herself, a sound of approaching footsteps became plainly audible. Arnold
gave her a last, squeeze—and ran out.
She sank on the nearest chair, and closed her eyes in a flutter of
deHcious confusion.
The footsteps ascending to the summer-house came nearer. Blanche
opened her eyes—and saw Anne SUvester, standing alone, looking at
her. She sprang to her feet, and threw her arms impulsively round
Anne's neck.
" You don't know what has happened," she wMspered. " Wish me
joy, darling. H e has said the words. H e is mine for life ! "
All the sisterly love and sisterly confidence of many years was expressed in that embrace, and in the tone in which the words were spoken.
The hearts of the mothers, in the past time, could hardly have been
closer to each other—as it seemed—than the hearts of the daughters
were now. And yet, if Blanche had looked up in Anne's face, at that
moment, she must have seen that Anne's mind was far away from her
little love-story.
" You know who it is ? " she went on, after waiting for a reply.
" Mr. Brinkworth ? "
" Of course! "Wlio else should it be ? "
" And you are really happy, my love ? "
" H a p p y ? " repeated Blanche. " M i n d ! this is strictly between
ourselves. I am ready to jump out of my skin for joy. I love him ! I
love him ! I love M m ! " she cried, with a chUdish pleasure in repeating
the words. They were echoed by a heavy sigh. Blanche instantly looked
up into Anne's face. " What's the matter ? " she asked, with a sudden
change-^of voice and manner.
" NotMng."
Blanche's observation saw too plainly to be bHnded in that way.
" T h e r e is sometMng the matter," she said. " I s it money ? " she
added, after a moment's consideration. " BUls to pay ? I have got
plenty of money, Anne. I'll lend you what you Hke."
" No, no, my dear ! "
Blanche drew back, a Httte hurt. Anne was keeping her at a distance,
for the flrst time in Blanche's experience of her.
" I teU you all my secrets," she said. " W h y are you keeping a
secret from 7ne ? Do you laiow that you have been looking anxious and
out of spirits for some time past ? Perhaps you don't like Mr. Brinkworth ? No ? you do like him ? Is it my marrying, then ? I beheve
it is ! You fancy we shall be parted, you goose ? As if I could do
without you! Of course, when I am married to Arnold, you will come
and Hve with us. That's quite understood between us—isn't it ? "
Anne drew herself suddenly, almost roughly, away from Blanche and
pointed out to the steps.
" There is somebody coming," she said. " Look ! "
The person comuig was Ai-nold. I t was Blanche's turn to play and
he had volunteered to fetch her.
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Blanche's attention—easUy enough distracted on other occasions—
remained steadUy fixed on Anne.
" You are not yourself," she said—" and I must know the reason of
it. I -wUl wait tUl to-night—and then you wUl teU me, when you come
into my room. Don't look Hke that! You shall teU me. And there's
a Mss for you in the meantime ! "
She joined Arnold, and recovered her gaiety the moment she looked
at him.
" WeU ? Have you got through the hoops ? "
" Never mind the hoops. I have broken the ice with Sir Patrick."
" What! before all the company! "
" Of com-se not. I have made an appointment to speak to Mm here? "
They went laughing dov/n the steps, and joined the game.
Left alone, Anne SUvester walked slowly to the inner and darker
part of the summer-house. A glass, in a carved wooden frame, was fixed
against one of the side walls. She stopped, and looked into it—looked,
shuddering, at the reflection of herself.
" Is the time coming," she said, " when even Blanche wiR see what
I am, in my face ? "
She turned aside from the glass. With a sudden cry of despair, she
flung up her arms, and laid them heavUy against the waU, and rested
her head on them, with her back to the light. At the same moment,
a man's figure appeared—standing dark in the flood of sunshine at the
entrance to the summer-house. The man was Geoffrey Delamayn.

CHAPTER THE FOURTH.
THE TWO.
H E advanced a few steps, and stopped. Absorbed in herself, Anne faUed
to hear him. She never moved.
" I have come, as you made a point of it," he said, suUenly. " But,
mind you, it isn't safe."
At the sound of his voice, Anne turned towards him. A change of
expression appeared in her face, as she slowly advanced from the back
of the summer-house, wMch revealed a likeness to her mother, not
perceivable at other times. As the mother had looked, in bygone days,
at the man who had disowned her, so the daughter looked at Geoffrey
Delamayn—-with the same terrible composure, and the same terrible
contempt.
" Well ? " he asked. " What have you got to say to me ? "
" Mr. Delamayn," she answered," you are one of the fortunate people
of this world. You are a nobleman's son. You are a handsome man.
You are popular at your coUege. You are free of the best houses in
England. Are you something besides all tMs ? Are you a coward and
a scoundrel as weU ? "
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H e started—opened his lips to speak—checked himself—and made an
uneasy attempt to laugh it off. " Come ! " he said, " keep your temper."
The suppressed passion in her began to force its way to the surface.
" Keep my temper ? " she repeated. " Do you of all men expect me to
control myself ? W h a t a memory yours must be ! Have you forgotten
the time when I was fool enough to think you were fond of me ? and
mad enough to believe you could keep a promise ? "
H e persisted in trying to laugh it off. " Mad is a strongish word to
use. Miss Silvester !''
" Mad is the right word ! I look back at my own infatuation—and
I can't account for i t ; I can't understand myself WUiat was there in
you ? " she asked, with an outbreak of contemptuous surprise,'' to attract
such a woman as I am ? "
His inexhaustible good nature was proof even against this. H e put
his hands in his pockets, and said, " I'm sure I don't know."
She turned away from him. The frank brutality of the answer had
not offended her. I t forced her, crueUy forced her, to remember that
she had nobody but herself to blame for the position in which she stood
at that moment.- She was unwilHng to let him see how the remembrance hurt her—that was all. A sad, sad storj^; but it must be told.
I n her mother's time, she had been the sweetest, the most loveable ot
children. I n later days, under the care of her mother's friend, her girlhood had passed so harmlessly and so happily—it seemed as if the
sleeping passions might sleep for ever ! She had Hved on to the prime
of her womanhood—and then, when the treasure of her life was at its
richest, in one fatal moment she had flung it away on the man in whose
presence she now stood.
W a s she -without excuse ? No : not utterly without excuse.
She had seen Mm under other aspects than the aspect which he
presented now. She had seen him, the hero of the river-race, the first
and foremost man in a trial of strength and skill which had roused the
enthusiasm of aU England. She had seen him, the central object of the
interest of a nation; the idol of the popular worship and the popular
applause. His were the arms whose muscle was celebrated in the newspapers. He was first among the heroes hailed by ten thousand roaring
throats as the pride and flower of England. A woman, in an atmosphere
of red-hot enthusiasm, witnesses the apotheosis of Physical Strength.
I s it reasonable—is it just—to expect her to ask herself, m cold bloody
What (morally and intellectually) is aU this worth ? — and that,
when the man who is the object of the apotheosis, notices her, is
presented to her, finds her to his taste, and singles her out from the
rest ? No. WhUe humanity is humanity, the woman is not utterly
without excuse.
H a s she escaped, without suffering for it ?
Look at her as she stands there, tortured by the knowledge of her
own secret—the Mdeous secret which she is hiding from the innocent
girl, whom she loves with a sister's love. Look at her, bowed do-wn
under a humUiation which is unutterable in words. She has seen him
below tbe surface—now, when it is too late. She rates him at hia true
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<ralue—now, when her reputation is at his mercy. Ask her the question:
— W h a t was there to love, in a man who can speak to you as that man
has spoken, who can treat you as that man is treating j^ou now? you so
clever, so cultivated, so refined—what, in Heaven's name, could you see
in him ? Ask her that, and she wiU have no answer to give. She will
not even remind you that he was once your model of manly beauty, too
—that you waved your handkerchief tUl you could wave it no longer,
when he took his seat, with the others, in the boat—that your heart was
like to jump out of your bosom, on that later occasion when he leaped
the last hurdle at the foot-race, and won it by a head. I n the bitterness
of her remorse, she will not even seek for that excuse for herself I s
there no atoning suffering to be seen here ? Do your sympathies shrink
from such a character as this ? Follow her, good friends of virtue, on
the pilgrimage that leads, by steep and thorny ways, to the purer atmosphere and the nobler life. Your fellow creature, who has sinned and
has repented—you have the authority of the Divine Teacher for it—is
your feUow-creature, purified and ennobled. A joy among the angels of
Heaven—oh, my brothers and sisters of the earth, have I not laid my
hand on a fit companion for You ?
There was a moment of sUence in the summer-house. The cheerful
tumult of the lawn-party was pleasantly audible from the distance.
Outside, the hum of voices, the laughter of girls, the thump of the
croquet-mallet against the ball. Inside, nothing but a woman forcing
back the bitter tears of sorrow and shame—and a man who was tired
of her.
She roused herself. She was her mother's daughter ; and she had a
spark of her mother's spirit. H e r life depended on the issue of that
interview. I t was useless—without father or brother to take her part—
to lose the last chance of appealing to him. She dashed away the tears
-—time enough to cry, is time easily found in a woman's existence—she
dashed away the tears, and spoke to him again, more gently than she
had spoken yet.
" You have been three weeks, Geoffrey, at your brother Julius's
place, not ten mUes from h e r e ; and you have never once ridden over to
see me. You would not have come to-day, if I had not written to you to
insist on it. I s that the treatment I have deserved ? "
She paused. There was no answer.
" Do you hear me ' " she asked, advancing, and speaking in louder
tones.
H e was stiU silent. I t was not in human endurance to bear his contempt. The warning of a coming outbreak began to show itself in her
face. H e met it, beforehand, with an impenetrable front. Feeling
nervous about the interview, while he was waiting in the rose-garden—
flow that he stood committed to it, he was in full possession of himself
He was composed enough to remember that he had not put his pipe in
its case—composed enough to set that little mat"ter right, before other
matters went any farther. H e took the case out of one pocket, and the
pipe out of another.
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" Go on," he said quietly. " I hear you."
She struck the pipe out of Ms hand at a blow. If she had had the
strength, she would have struck him down with it, on the floor of the
summer-house.
" How dare you use me in tMs way ? " she burst out vehemently.
" Your conduct is infamous. Defend it if you can ! "
He made no attempt to defend it. He looked, with genuine anxiety,
at the fallen pipe. It possessed a superb amber mouthpiece—it had
cost him ten sMlHngs. " I'U pick up my pipe first," he said. His face
brightened pleasantly—he looked handsomer than ever—as he examined
the precious object, and put it back in the case. " AU right," he said
to Mmself. " She hasn't broken it." His attitude, as he looked at her
again, was the perfection of easy grace—the grace that attends on cultivated strength in a state of repose. " I put it to your own common
sense," he said, in the most reasonable manner, " What's the good of
bullying me ? You don't want them to hear you, out on the lawn there
—do you? You women are aU ahke. There's no beating a Httle prudence
into your heads, try how one maj-."
There he waited, expecting her to speak. She waited on her side,
and forced him to go on.
" Look here," he said, "there's no need to quarrel, you know. I don't
want to break my promise—but what can I do ? I'm not the eldest
soil. I'm dependent on my father for every farthing I have; and I'm
on bad terms with him already. Can't you see it yourself? You're a
lady, and all that, I know. But you're only a governess. It's your
interest as weU as mine to v.-ait tUl my father has pro-^ided for me.
Here it is in a nutsheU :—If I many you now, I'm a ruined man."
The answer came, tMs time.
" You viUain ! U you don't marry me, I am a ruined woman ! "
" What do you mean ? "
" You know what I mean. Don't look at me in that way ! "
" How do you expect me to look at a woman who caUs me a vUlaia
to my face ? "
She suddenly changed her tone. The savage element in humanity
—let the modem optimists who doubt its existence, look at any uncultivated man (no matter how muscular), woman (no matter how beautfful),
or chUd (no matter how young)—began to show itself furtively in his
eyes; to utter itself furtively m his voice. Was he to blame for the
manner in which he looked at her, and spoke to her ? Not he ! What
had there been in the training of Ms Hfe (at school or at coUege) to
soften and subdue the savage element in him ? About as much as there
had been in the training of his ancestors (-without the school or the
college) five htmdred years since.
It was plain that one of them must give way. The woman had the
most at stake—and the woman set the example of submission.
" Don't be hard on me," she pleaded. " I don't mean to be hard on
you. My temper gets the better of me. You know my temper I am
sorry I forgot myself. Geoffrey ! my whole future is in your hands.
WUl you do me justice ? "
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She eame nearer, and laid her hand persuasively on his arm.
" Haven't you a word to say to me ? No answer ? Not even a
look ? " She waited a moment more. A marked change came over
her. She turned slowly to leave the summer-house. " I am sorry
to have troubled you, Mr. Delamayn. I won't detain you any longer."
H e looked at her. There was a tone in her voice that he had never
heard before. There was a light in her eyes that he had never seen in
them before. Suddenly and fiercely, he reached out his hand, and
stopped her.
" Where are you going ? " he asked.
She answered, looking him straight in the face, " Where many a
miserable woman has gone before me. Out of the world."
H e drew her nearer to Mm, and eyed her closely. Even his intelHgence discovered that he had brought her to bay, and that she really
meant it.
" D o you mean you -\vill destroy yourself? " he said.
" Yes. I mean I wUl destroy myself"
H e dropped her arm. " By Jupiter, she does mean i t ! "
With that con-viction in him, he pushed one of the chairs in the
summer-house to her -with his foot, and signed to her to take it. " Sit
d o w n ! " he said, roughly. She had frightened him—and fear comes
seldom to men of his type. They feel it, when it does come, with an
angry distrust; they grow loud and brutal, in instinctive protest against
it. " Sit down ! " he repeated. She obeyed him. " Haven't you got a
word to say to me ? " he asked, with an oath. N o ! there she sat
immoveable, reckless how it ended—as only women can be, when
women's minds are made up. H e took a turn in the summer-house,
and came back, and struck his hand angrily on the raU of her chair.
" What do you want? "
" You know what I want."
H e took another turn. There was nothing for it but to give way, on
his side—or run the risk of sometMng happening which might cause an
awkward scandal, and come to his father's ears.
" Look here, Anne," he began, abruptly. " I have got something to
propose."
She looked up at Mm.
" What do you say to a private marriage ? "
Without asking a single question, without making any objectionshe answered Mm, speaking as bluntly as he had spoken himself
" I consent to a private marriage."
H e began to temporize directly.
" I o-wn I don't see how it's to be managed
"
She stopped him there.
" I do ! "
" W h a t ! " he cried out, suspiciously. " You have thought of it
yourself, have y o u ? "
"Yes."
" And planned for it ? "
" And planned for it."
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" Why didn't you tell me so before ? "
She answered haughtily; insisting on the respect which is due to
women—-the respect which was doubly due from him, in her position.
" Because you owed it to me, sir, to speak first."
•' Very well. I've spoke first. WUl you wait a little ? "
" Not a day ! "
The tone was positive. There was no mistaking it.
H e r mind
was made up.
" Where's the hurry? "
" Have j^ou eyes ? " she asked, vehemently. " Have j^ou ears ? Do
you see how Lady Lundie looks at me ? Do you hear how Lady Lundie
speaks to me ? I am suspected by that woman ! My shameful dismissal
from this house may be a question of a few hours." H e r head sank on
her bosom; she wrung her clasped hands as they rested on her lap.
" And, oh, Blanche ! " she moaned to herself, the tears gathering again,
and falHng, this time, unchecked. " Blanche, who looks up to me!
Blanche, who loves me ! Blanche, who told me in this very place, that
I was to live with her when she was married ! " She started up from
the chair—the tears dried suddenly; the.hard despair settled again, wan
and white, on her face. " Let me go! W h a t is death, compared to
such a life as is waiting for me ? " She looked him over, in one disdainful glance from head to foot; her voice rose to its loudest and firmest tones.
" Why, even you would have the courage to die, if you were in my place!"
Geoffrey glanced round towards the lawn.
" H u s h ! " he said. " They will hear you ! "
" Let them hear me 1 When I am past hearhig them, what does it
matter ? "
H e put her back by main force, on the chair. I n another moment
they must have heard her, through all the noise and laughter of the
game.
" Say what you want," he resumed, " and I'U do it. Only be
reasonable. I can't marry you to-day."
" You can! "
" What nonsense you talk ! The house and grounds are swarming
with company. I t can't be ! "
" I t can ! I have been tliinking about it, ever since we came to tiiis
house. I have got sometliing to propose to you. WUl you hear it. or
not ? "
" Speak lower ! "
" WUl you hear it, or not ? "
" There's somebody coming ! "
" Will you hear it, or not ? "
" The devil take your obstinacy ! Yes ! "
The answer had been wrmig from him. StiU, it was the answer she
wanted—it opened the door to hope. The instant he had consented to
hear her, her mind awakened to the serious necessity of averting discovery by any third person who might stray idly into the summer-house.
She held up her hand for sUence, and listened to what was going forward
on the lawn.
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The dull thump of the croquet-mallet against the ball was no longer
to be heard. The game had stopped.
I n a moment more, she heard her own name called. An interval of
another instant passed—and a famUiar voice said, " I know where shd
is. I'U fetch her."
She turned to Geoffrey, and pohited to the back of the summerhouse.
" It's my turn to play," she said. " And Blanche is coming here t^^
look for me. Wait there—and I'U stop her on the steps."
She went out at once. I t was a critical moment. Discovery, which
meant moral-ruin to the woman, meant money-ruin to the man. Geoffrey
had not exaggerated his position with his father. Lord Holchester had
twice paid his debts—and had declined to see him since. One more
outrage on Ms father's rigid sense of propriety—and he would be left
out of the will as well as kept out of the house. H e looked for a means
of retreat, in case there w^as no escaping unperceived by the front
entrance. A door—intended for the use of servants, when pic-iiics and
gipsy tea-parties were given in the summer-house—had been made in
the back waU. I t opened outwards, and it was locked. With his
strength, it was easy to remove that obstacle. H e put his shoulder to
the door. At the moment when he burst it open, he felt a hand on his
arm. Anne was behind him, alone.
" You may want it before long," she said, observing the open door
without expressing any surprise. " You don't want it now. Another
person will play for me—I liave told Blanche I am not weU. Sit down,
I have secm-ed a respite of five minutes, and I must make the most of it.
I n that time, or less. Lady Lundie's suspicions -wUl bring her here—to
see how I am. I'or the present, shut the door ? "
She seated herself, and pointed to a second chair. H e took it—with
his eye on the closed door.
" Come to the point! " he said impatientlj'. " Wliat is it ? "
" You can marry me privately to-day," she answered. " Listen, and
I wUl teU you how I "

CHAPTER THE FIFTH.
THE PLAN.

SHE took his hand, and began with all the art of persuasion that she
possessed.
" One question, Geoffrey, before I say what I want to say. Lady
Lundie has invited you to stay at Windygates. Do you accept her
invitation ? or do you go back to j'Our brother's in the evening ? "
" I can't go back in the evening—they've put a visitor into my room.
I'm obhged to stay here. My brother has done it on pm-pose. Juhus
helps me w t e n I'm hard up, and buUies me afterwards, H e lias sent
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me here on duty for the family. Somebody must be ci-vil to Lady Lundie,
and I'm the sacrifice."
She took him up at Ms last word. " Don't make the sacrifice," she
said.
" Apologize to Lady Lundie, and say you are obUged to go
back."
" Why ? "
" Because we must both leave this place to-day."
There was a double objection to that. If he left Lady Lundie's, he
would fail to estabUsh a future pecuniary claim on Ms brother's
indulgence. And if he left with Anne, the eyes of the world would
gee them, and the whispers of the world might come to Ms father's ears.
" If we go away together," he said, " good-bye to my prospects, and
yours too."
" I don't mean that we shaU leave together," she explained. " We
wUl leave separately, and I wUl go first."
" There wiU be a hue and cry after you when you are missed."
" There will be a dance when the croquet is over. I don't dance,
and I shall not be missed. There wiU be time, and opportunity, to get
to my own room. I shall leave a letter there for L a d y Lundie, and a
letter
" her voice trembled for a moment—" and a letter for
Blanche. Don't interrupt m e ! I have thought of this, as I have
thought of everything else. The confession I shall make will be the
truth in a few hours, if it's not the truth now. My letters wUl say I am
privately married, and caUed away unexpectedly to join my husband.
There wUl be a scandal in the house, I know. But there vaU be no
excuse for sending after me -ndien I am under my husband's protection.
So far as you are personaUy concerned, there are no discoveries to fear,
and nothing which it is not perfectly safe and perfectly easy to do.
Wait here an hour after I have gone, to save appearances; and then
foUow me."
" Follow you ? " interposed Geoffrey. " Where ? "
She drew her chau- nearer to lum, and whispered the next words in
his ear.
" To a lonely little mountain inn, four miles from this."
" An u m ! "
"Why not?"
" An inn is a public place."
A movement of natural impatience escaped h e r ; but she controlled
herself, and went on as quietly as before.
" The place I mean is the loneHest place in the neighbourhood. You
have no prying eyes to dread there. I have picked it out expressly for
that reason. It's away from the raUway; it's away from the high road;
it's kept by a decent, respectable Scotchwoman
"
" Decent, respectable Scotchwomen AVIIO keep inns," interposed
Geoffrey, " don't cotton to young ladies who are traveUing alone. The
landlady won't receive you."
I t was a well-aimed objection, but it missed the mark. A woman
bent on her marriage is a woman who can meet the objections of the
whole world, single-handed, and refute them all.
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" 1 have pro-vided for everything,' she said; " and 1 have pro-vided
for that. I shall teU the landlady I am on my wedding-trip. I shall
say my husband is sight-seeing, on foot, among the mountains in the
neighbourhood
"
" She is sure to beUeve t h a t ! " said Geoffrey.
" She is sure to dishelieve it, if you like. Let h e r ! You have only
to appear, and to ask for your wife—and there is my story proved to be
true ! She may be the most suspicious woman living, as long as I am
alone with her. The moment you join me, you set her suspicions at
rest. Leave me to do my part, i l y part is a hard one. WiU you do
yours ? "
I t was impossible to say N o : she had fairly cut the ground from
under his feet. H e shifted his ground. Anything rather than say
Yes!
" I suppose you laiow how wc are to be married ? " he asked. " All
I can say i s — / don't."
" You do !" she retorted. " You know that we are in Scotland.
You know that there are neither forms, ceremonies, nor delays in
marriages, here. The plan I have loroposed to you, secm-es my being
received at the inn, and makes it easy and natural for you to join me
there aftenvards. The rest is in our own hands. A man and a woman
who -wish to be married (in Scotland) have only to declare themselves
married—and the thing is done. If the landlady chooses to resent the
deception practised on her, after that, the landlady may do as sho
pleases. W e shaU have gained our object in spite of her—and, what is
more, we shaU have gained it without risk to you."
" Don't lay it aU on my shoulders," Geoffrey rejohied. " You women
go headlong at everything. Say we are married. We must separate
afterwards—or how are we to keep it a secret ? "
" Certainly. You will go back, of course, to your brother's house, as
if nothing had happened."
" And what is to become of you ? "
" I sliaU go to London."
" What are you to do in London ? "
"Haven't I already told j'ou that I have thought of everything?
When I get to London, I shall apply to some of my mother's old friends
—friends of hers in the time when she was a musician. Everybody tells
me I have a voice—if I had only cultivated it. I will cultivate it. I
can Hve, and Hve respectably, as a concert singer. I have saved money
enough to support me, while I am learning—and my mother's fi-ienda
•will help me, for her sake."
_ So, in the new Hfe that she was marking out, was she now unconsciously reflecting in herself the life of her mother before her. Here
was the mother's career as a public singer, chosen (in spite of aU efforts
to prevent it) by the child! Here (though witli other motives, and
under other chcumstances) was the mother's irregular marriage in
Ireland, on the point of being followed by the daughter's irregular
marriage in Scotland I And here, stranger still, was the man who was
answerable for it—son of the man v/ho had found the flaw hi the Irish
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marriage, and had shown the way by which her mother was thrown on
the world! " My Anne is my second self She is not called by her
father's n a m e ; she is called by mine. She is Anne Sylvester as I was.
Will she end like Me ? " The answer to those words—the last words
that had trembled on the djing mother's Hps — was comuig fast.
Through the chances and changes of many years, the futui-e was
pressing near—and Anne Sylvester stood on the brink of it.
" Well ? " she resumed. " Are you at the end of your objections .'
Can you give me a plain answer at last ? "
No!
H e had another objection ready, as the words passed
her lips.
"Suppose the people at the inn happen to know m e ? " he said.
" Suppose it comes to my father's ears hi that way ? "
" Suppose you drive me to my death ? " she retorted, starting to her
feet. " Your father shall know the truth, in that case—I swear i t ! "
H e rose, on his side, and drew back from her. She followed him
up. There was a clapping of hands, at the same moment, on the lawn.
Somebody had evidently made a brUliant stroke which promised to
decide the game. There was no security now, that Blanche might not
return again. There was every prospect, the game being over, that
Lady Lundie would be free. Anne brought the interview to its crisis,
Mithout wasting a moment more.
" Mr. Geoft'rey Delamayn," she said. '• You have bargained for a
private marriage—and I have consented. Ave you, or are you not,
ready to marry me on your own terms ? "
" Give me a minute to think ! "
" Not an instant. Once for all, is it Yes, or No ? "
H e couldn't say " Yes " — even then.
But he said what was
equivalent to it. H e asked savagely, " Where is the inn ? "
She put her arm in h i s ; and whispered rapidly,—" Pass the road
on the right that leads to the railway. Follow the path over the moor,
and the sheep-track up the hill. The first house you come to, after that,
is the um. You understand ? "
H e nodded his head, with a sullen frown, and took his pipe out of his
pocket again.
" Let it alone this time," he said, meeting her eye. " My mind's
upset. When a man's mind's upset, a man must smoke.—What's the
name of the place ? "
" Craig FerMe."
" Who am I to ask for at the door ? "
" For your wife."
" Suppose they want you to give your name when you get there ? "
" If I must give a name, I shall caU myself Mrs., instead of Miss,
Silvester. But I shaU do my best to avoid giving any name. And yoa
will do your best to avoid making a mistake, by only asking for me aa
your wife.—Is there anything else you want to know"? "
"Yes."
" Be quick about it. W h a t is it ? "
" How am I to know you have got aw.ay from here ? "
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" If you don't hear from me, in half an hour from the time when I
liave left you, you may be sure I have got away.—Hush! "
Two voices in conversation were audible, at the bottom of the steps
—Lady Lundie's voice, and Sir Patrick's. Anne pointed to the door in
the back wall of the summer-house. She had just puUed it to again,
after Geofirey had passed through it—when Lady Lundie and Sir
Patrick appeared at the top of the steps.

CHAPTER THE
THE

SIXTH.

SUITOR.

LADY LUNDIE pointed sigmficantly to the door, and addressed herself to
Sir Patrick's private ear.
" Observe ! " she said, " Miss Silvester has just got rid of somebody."
Sir Patrick deUberately looked in the wrong dkection ; and (in the
politest possible manner) observed—nothing.
Lady Lundie advanced into the summer-house. Suspicious hatred
of the governess was written legibly in every line of her face. Suspicious
distrust of the governess's illness spoke plainly in every tone of her voice.
" May I inquire. Miss Silvester, if your sufferings are reheved ? "
" I am no better. Lady Lundie."
" I beg your pardon? "
" I said I was no better."
" You appear to be able to stand up. When / am ill, I am not so
fortimate. I am obliged to lie down."
" I will follow your example. Lady Lundie. If j^ou will be so good
as to excuse me, I wiU leave j'ou and He down in my own room."
She could say no more. The interview with Geoffrey had worn her
out; there was no spu-it left in her to resist the petty mahce of the
woman after bearing, as she had home it, the brutish indifference of
the man. I n another moment the hysterical sufiering which she was
keeping down would have forced its way outwards in tears. Without
waiting to know whether she was excused or not, without stopping to
hear a word more, she left the summer-house.
Lady Lundie's magnificent black eyes opened to their utmost width,
and blazed with their most dazzling brightness. She appealed to Sir
Patrick, poised easUy on bis ivory cane, and looldng out at the lawn
party, the picture of venerable innocence.
" After what I have already told you, Sir Patrick, of Miss Silvester's
conduct, may I ask whether you consider that proceeding at all extraordinary ? "
The old gentleman touched the spring in the knob of his cane, and
answered in the courtly manner of the old school.
" I consider no proceeding extraordinary. Lady Lundie, which
emanates from yoiu- enchanting sex."
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He bowed, and took Ms pinch. With a Httle jaunty flom-ish of the
hand, he dusted the stray grains of snuff off M.s finger and thumb, and
looked back again at the la-wn party, and became more absorbed in the
diversions of Ms young friends than ever.
Lady Lundie stood her ground, plainly determined to force a serious
expression of opiMon fi-om her brother-in-law. Before she could speak
again, Arnold and Blanche appeared together at the bottom of the steps.
" And when does the dancing begin ? " inquired Sir Patrick, looking as
if he felt the deepest interest in a speedy settlement of the question.
" The very thing I was going to ask mamma," returned Blanche.
" Is she in tt ere -with Anne ? Is Anne better ? "
Lady Lundie fortMvith appeared, and took the answer to that inquiry
on herself
" Miss Silvester has retired to her room. Miss SUvester persists in
being Ul.—Have you noticed. Sir Patrick, that these liaK-bred sort of
people are aMiost invariably rude when they are Ul ? "
Blanche's bright face flushed up. "If you think Anne a half-bred
person. Lady Luidie, you stand alone in your opiMon. My imcle
doesn't agree with you, I'm siu-e."
Su- Patrick's interest in the first quadiiUe became almost painful to
see. " Do teU me, my dear, when is the dancing going to begin ? "
" The sooner the better," interposed Lady Lundie,—" before Blanche
picks'another quarrel with me on the subject of Miss SUvester."
Blanche looked at her luicle. " Begin ! begin ! Don't lose time ! "
cried the ardent Su- Patrick, pointing towards the house with his cane.
" Certainly imcle ! Anything that you wish ! " With that parting
shot at her stepmother, Blanche withdrew. Arnold, who had thus far
waited in silence at the foot of the steps, looked appeahngly at Sir
Patrick. The train wliich was to take him to Ms newly-inherited
property would start in less than an hour, and he had not presented
himself to Blanche's guardian in the character of Blanche's suitor yet!
Sir Patrick's indifference to all domestic claims on Mm—claims of
persons who loved, and claims of persons who hated, it didn't matter
wMch—remained perfectly nnassaUable. There he stood, poised on his
cane, humming an old Scotch air. And there was Lady Lundie,
resolute not to leave liim tiU he had seen the governess with her eyes,
and judged the governess with her mind. She returned to the charge,
in spite of Su- Patrick humming at the top of the steps, and of Arnold
waiting at the bottom. (Her enemies said, " No wonder poor Sir
Thomas died a few months after his marriage ! " And oh, dear me, our
enemies are sometimes right!)
" I must once more remind you. Sir Patrick, that I have serious
reason to doubt whether Miss Silvester is a fit companion for Blanche.
My governess has sometMng on her mind. She has fits of crying in
private. She is up, and walking about her room, when she ought to be
asleep. She posts her own letters, and she has lately been excessively
insolent to Me. There is something wrong. I must take some steps in
the matter, and it is only proper that I should do so vtith your sanction
as the head of the famUy."
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" Consider me as abdicating my position, Lady Limdie, in your
favour."
" Sir Patrick ! I beg you to observe that I am speaking seriously,
and that I expect a serious reply."
" My good lady ! ask me for anything else, and it is at your ser-vice.
I have not made ' a serious reply' since I gave up practice at the
Scottish Bar. At my age," added Sir Patrick, cunningly drifting int&
generahties, " nothing is serious—except Indigestion. I say with the
pMlosopher, ' Life is a comedy to those who think, and a tragedy to
those who feel.'" He took his sister-in-law's hand, and Idssed it.
" Dear Lady Lundie ! wlij' feel ? "
Lady Lundie, who had never " felt " in her life, appeared perversely
determined to feel on this occasion. She was offended, and she showed
it plainly.
" When you are next caUed on. Sir Patrick, to judge of Miss Silvester's conduct," she said—" unless I am entuely mistaken, you wUl find
yourself compelled to consider it as something beyond a joke."
With those words, she walked out of the summer-house—and so
forwarded Arnold's interests by lea-ving Blanche's guardian alone
at last.
It was an exceUent opportunity. The guests were safe in the house
—there was no interruption to be feared. Arnold showed himself. Sir
Patrick (perfectly undisturbed by Lady Lundie's parting speech) sat
do-wn in the summer-house, without noticing Ms young friend, and asked
Mmself a question founded on profound observation of the female sex.
"Were there ever two women yet -with a quarrel between them," thought
the old gentleman, " who didn't want to drag a man into it? Let them
drag me in if they can! "
Arnold advanced a step, and modestly announced himself.
" I hope I am not in the way, Su- Patrick ? "
" In the way ? of course not! Bless my soul, how serious the boy
looks! Are you going to appeal to me as the head of the family,
next ? "
It was exactly what Arnold was about to do ! But it was plam that
if he admitted it just then. Sir Patrick (for some unintelligible reason)
would decHne to Hsten to him. He answered cautiously, " I asked leave
to consult you in private, sir ; and you kindly said you would give me
the opportumty before I left Windygates ? "
" Ay! ay ! to be sure. I remember. We were both engaged in the
serious business of croquet, at the time—and it was doubtful wMcli of
us did that business most clumsUy. WeU, here is the opportunity; and
here I am, with aU my worldly experience at your service. I have only
one caution to give you. Don't appeal to me as ' the head of the family!'
My resignation is in Lady Lundie's hands."
He was, as usual, half in jest, half in earnest. The wry twist of
humour showed itself at the corners of his Hps. Aj-nold was at a loss
how to approach Sir Patrick on the subject of Ms mece, without reminding Mm of Ms domestic responsibUities, on the one hand, and without
setting himself up as a target for the shafts of Sir Patrick's -wit, on the
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other. Ill this difficult}', he committed a mistake at the outset. He
hesitated.
" Don't hurry yoiuself," said Sir Patrick. " CoUect yoiu- ideas. I
can wait! I can wait! "
Arnold collected his ideas—and committed a second mistake. He
determined on feeling his way cautiously at first. Under the circumstances
(and with such a man as he had now to deal -with), it was perhaps the
rashest resolution at which he could possibly have arrived—it was the
mouse attempting to out-manoeuvre the cat.
" You have been very kind, sir, in offering me the benefit of your
experience," he began. " I want a word of advice."
" Suppose you take it, sitting ? " suggested Sir Patrick. " Get a
chau-." His sharp eyes followed Arnold, with an expression of malicious
enjoyment. " W a n t s my advice ? " he thought. " The yomig humbug
wants nothing of the sort—he wants my niece."
Arnold sat down under Sir Patrick's ej'e ; with a well-founded
suspicion that he was destined to suffer, before he got up again, under
Sir Patrick s tongue.
" I am only a j-ouug man," he went on, moving uneasily in Ms chair;
" and I am beginning a new life
"
" Anything wrong with the chair ? " asked Sir Patrick. " Begin
your new life comfortably, and get another."
" There's nothmg wrong with the chair, sir. Would you
?"
" Would I keep the chair, in that case ? Certainly !'"
" I mean, would you advise me—— ? "
" My good fellow ! I'm waiting to advise you. (I'm sure there's
somethuig wrong with that chair. Why be obstinate about it ? Why
not get another ?) "
" Please don't notice the chair, Su- Patrick—you put me out. I want
•—in short—perhaps, it's a curious question
?"
" I can't say till I've heard it," remarked Sir Patrick. " However,
we wiU admit it. for form's sake, if you lUie. Say it's a curious question.
Or let us express it more strongly, if that will help you. Say it's the
most extraordinary question that ever was p u t since the beguming of
the world, from one human behig to another."
•' It's t h i s ! " Arnold burst out desperately. " I want to be
married!"
" That isn't a question," objected S u Patrick. " It's an assertion.
You say, I want to be married. And I say. Just so ! And there's an
end of it."
Arnold's head began to whirl.
" Would you advise me to get married, su: ? " he said, piteously.
" That's what I meant."
" Oh? That's the object of the present interview, is it ? Would 1
advise you to marry, eh ? "
(Ha-ving caught the mouse, by this time, the cat lifted his paw, and
let the luckless little creature breathe again. Sir Patrick's manner
suddenly freed itself from any shght signs of impatience which it might
htive. Mtherto shown, and became as pleasantly easy and confidential as
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a manner could be. H e touched the knob of his cane, and helped himself,
with infinite zest and enjoyment, to a pinch of snuff.)
" WoiUd I advise you to m a r r y ? " repeated Sir Patrick. "Two
courses are open to us, Arnold, in treating that question. W e may put
it briefly or we may put it at great length. I am for putting it briefly.
What do you say ? "
" What you say. Sir Patrick."
" Very good. May I begin by making an inquiry, relating to your
oast Hfe? "
"CertaiiJy!"
" Very good agahi! When you were in the merchant service, did
you ever have any experience in buying provisions ashore ? "
Arnold stared. If any relation existed between that question and
the subject in hand, it was an impenetrable relation to Mm. H e
answered in unconcealed bewilderment—" Plenty of experience, sir."
" I'm coming to the point," pursued Sir Patrick.
" Don't be
a.stonished. I'm coming to the point. W h a t did you tlunk of your
moist sugar when you bought it at the grocer's?"
" Think ? " repeated Arnold. " Why, I thought it was moist sugar,
to be sure ! "
" Marry by all means ! " cried Sir Patrick. " You are one of the few
men \\\\o can try that experiment with a fair chance of success."
The suddenness of the answer fairly took away Arnold's breath.
There was something perfectly electric in the brevity of his venerable
trieiid. H e stared harder than ever.
" Don't you understand me ? " asked Sir Patrick.
" I don't understand -n-liat the moist sugar has got to do with
it, sir."
•' You don't see that ? "
" Not a bit! "
" Then I'll show you," said Sir Patrick, crossing his legs, and setting
in comfortably for a good talk. " You go to the tea-shop, and get your
moist sugar. You take it on the understanding that it is moist sugar.
But it isn't anything of the sort. It's a compound of adulterations
made up to look Hke sugar. You shut j'Our eyes to that awkward fact,
and swallow your adulterated mess in various articles of food; and j^ou
and your sugar get on together in that way as well as you can. Do you
follow me, so far?"
Yes. Arnold (quite in the dark) followed, so far.
" Very good," pursued Sir Patrick. " You go to the marriage-shop,
and get a wife. 'You take her on the understanding—let us say—that
she has lovely yeUow hair, that she has an exquisite complexion, that
her figure is the perfection of plumpness, and that she is just taU enough
to carry the plumpness oft". You bring her home; and you discover
that it's the old story of the sugar over again. Your wife is an adulterated article. H e r lovely yellow hair is—dye. H e r exquisite skin is
•—pearl powder. Her plumpness is—padding. And three inches of
her height are—in the bootmaker's heels. Shut your ej^es, and swallow
your advdterated wife as you swallow your adulterated sugar—and, I
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teU you again, you are one of the few men who can try the marriage
experiment with a fair chance of success."
With that he uncrossed his legs again, and looked hard at Arnold.
Arnold read the lesson, at last, in the right way. He gave up the hopeless attempt to circumvent Sir Patrick, and—come what might of it—
dashed at a dh-ect aUusion to Sir Patrick's Mece.
" That may be aU very true, sir, of some yoimg ladies," he said.
" There is one I know of, who is nearly related to you, and who doesn't
deserve what you have said of the rest of them."
TMs was coming to the point. Sir Patrick showed his approval of
Arnold's frankness, by coming to the point himself, as readily as his
own whimsical humour would let him.
" Is this female phenomenon my niece ? " he inquired.
" Yes, Su- Patrick."
"May I ask how you know that my mece is not an adulterated
article like the rest of them ? "
Arnold's indignation loosened the last restraints that tied Arnold's
tongue. He exploded in the three words which mean three volumes ia
every circulating Hbrary in the kingdom.
" I love her."
Sir Patrick sat back in Ms chah-, and stretched out his le"s
luxuriously.
" That's the most convincing answer I ever heard in my life," he
said.
" I'm in earnest!" cried Arnold, reckless by this time of every consideration but one. " Put me to the test, su-! put me to the test!"
"Oh, very well! The test.is easUy put." He looked at Arnold,
with the u-repressible humour twinkling merrUy in his eyes, and
twitching sharply at the corners of his Hps. " Mj' niece has a beautiful
complexion. Do you beUeve in her complexion?"
" There's a beautiful sky above our heads," retm-ned Arnold. " I
believe in the sky."
"Do you?" retorted Su- Patrick. "You were evidently never
caught in a shower. My niece has an immense quantity of hair. Are
you con-vinced that it aU grows on her head ? "
" I defy any other woman's head to produce the Hke of it!"
" My dear Arnold, you greatly underrate the existing resources of
the trade in hair ! Look into the shop-windows. When you next go
to London pray look into the shop-windows. In the meantime, what
do you think of my niece's figure ? "
" Oh, come ! there can't be any doubt about that,' Any man, with
eyes in his head, can see it's the loveHest figm-e in the world."
Sir Patrick laughed softly, and crossed his legs again.
" My good fellow! of course it is! The loveliest figm-e in the world
is the commonest tlung in the world. At a rough guess there are forty
ladies at this lawn-party. Every one of them possesses a beautiful
figure. It varies in price; and when it's particularly seductive, you
may swear it comesfi-omParis. Why, how you stare! When I asked
you what you thought of my nieoe's figure, I meant—how much of it
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comes from Nature ? and how much of it comes from the Shop ? I
don't know, mind! Do you ? "
" I'U take my oath to every inch of it."
"Shop?"
"Natm-e!"
Sir Patrick rose to Ms feet—Ms satirical humour was sUenced at last.
" If ever I have a son," he thought to himself, " that son shaU go to
s e a ! " H e took Arnold's arm, as a prelinunary to putting an end to
Arnold's suspense. " If I can be serious about anything," he resumed,
" it's time to be serious with you. I am con-yinced of the shicerity of
your attachment. All I know of you is in yom- favour—and your birth
and position are beyond dispute. If you have Blanche's consent, you
have mine." Arnold attempted to express his gratitude. Su- Patrick,
declining to hear him, went on. " And remember this, in the future.
When you next want anything that I can give you, ask for it jilahUy.
Don't atteihpt to mystify me, on the next occasion—and I wUl promise,
on my side, not to mystffy you. There ! that's understood. Now about
tMs jom-ney of yours to see your estate. Property has its duties. Master
Arnold, as well as its rights. The time is fast coming when its rights
wUl be disputed, if its duties are not performed. I have got a ne-w
interest in you; and I mean to see that you do your duty. It's settled
you are to leave Windygates to-day. I s it arranged how vou are
to g o ? "
" Yes, Sir Patrick. Lady Lundie has kindly ordered the gig to take
me to the station hi time for the next train."
" When are you to be ready ? "
Arnold looked at his watch. " I n a quarter of an hour."
" V e r y good. Mind you are read}'. Stop a minute! you will have
plenty of time to speak to Blanche -when I have done with you. You
don't appear to me to be sufficiently anxious about seeing your own
property."
" I'm not very anxious to leave Blanche, sir—that's the truth of it."
" Never mind Blanche. Blanche is not business. They both begin
•with a B—and that's the only connexion between them. I hear you
have got one of the finest houses in this part of Scotland. How long
are you going to stay in it ? "
" I have arranged (as I have already told you, sir) to return to
Windygates, the day after to-morrow."
" W h a t ! Here is a man with a palace waiting to receive Mm—and
he is only going to stop one clear day in i t ! "
" I am not going to stop in it at all. Sir Patrick—I am going to stay
v/ith the steward. I'm onfy wanted to be present to-morrow at a dinner
to my tenants—and, when that's over, there's nothing in the world to
prevent my coming back here. The steward himself told .me so, in his
last letter."
" Oh, if the steward told you so, of course there's nothing more to
be s a i d ! "
" D o n ' t object to my coming back! pray don't. Sir Patrick! I'll
promise to live in my new house, when I have got Blanche to Hve in it
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with me. If you won't mind, I'll go and tell her at once that it all
belongs to her as well as to me."
" Gently ! gently! you talk as if you -n-ere married to her already! "
" It's as good as done, sir ! Wiiere's the difficulty in the way now?"
As he asked the question, the shadow of some third person, advancing from the side of the summer-house, was thrown forward on the
open sunht space at the top of the steps. I n a moment more, the
shadow was foUowed by the substance—in the shape of a groom in his
riding Hvery. The man was plainly a stranger to the place. He
started, and touched his hat, when he saw the two gentlemen in the
summer-house.
" V/hat do you w a n t ? " asked Sir Patrick.
•' I beg your pardon, sir ; I was sent by my master
"
" Who is your master ? "
" The Honourable Mr. Delamaj-n, su-."
" D o 3'ou mean Mr. Geoflh-ey D e l a m a y n ? " asked Arnold.
" No, sir. Mr. Geoffre3-'s brother—Mr. JuHus. I have ridden over
from the house, sir, -nith a message from my master to Mr. Geoffrey."
" Can't you find him ? "
" They told me I should find Mm hereabouts, su-. But I'm a
stranger, and don't rightly know where to look." H e stopped, and took
a card out of his pocket. " My master said it was very impiortant I
should deliver this immediately. Would you be pleased to tell me,
gentlemen, if you happen to laiow where Mr. Geoffrey is ? "
Arnold turned to S u Patrick. " I haven't seen Mm. Have y o u ? "
" I have smelt him," answered Sir Patrick, " ever since I have been
in the summer-house. There is a detestable taint of tobacco ui the
air—suggestive (disagreeably suggestive to my muid) of your friend,
Mr. Delamayn."
Arnold laughed, and stepped outside the summer-house.
" If you are right. Sir Patrick, we'U find him at once." H e looked
round, and shouted, " Geoffrey! "
A voice from the rose-garden, shouted back, " Hullo ! "
" You're wanted. Come here ! "
Geofirey appeared, sauntering doggedlj^, w t l i his pipe in his mouth,
and his hands in his pockets.
" Who wants me ? "
" A groom—from your brother."
That answer appeared to electrify the lounging and lazy athlete.
Geoffrey hurried, with eager steps, to the summer-house. H e addressed
the groom, before the man had time to speak. Witii horror and dismay
in his face, he exclaimed—•
" By Jupiter ! Ratcatcher has relapsed ! "
Sir Patrick and Arnold looked at each other in blank amazement.
" The best horse in my brother's stables I'' cried Geoffrey, explaining, and appeahng to them in a breath. " I left written directions with
the coachman ; I measured out his physic for three days ; I bled Mm,"
said Geoffrey, in a voice broken by emotion—" I bled him myself, last
night,"
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" 1 beg your pardon, sir
" began the groom.
" What's the use of begging my pardon ? You're a pack of infernal
fools ! Where's your horse ? I'll ride back and break every bone in the
coachman's skin ! Where's your horse ? "
" If you please, sir, it isn't Ratcatcher. Ratcatcher's all right."
" Ratcatcher's all right ? Then, what the devU is it ? "
" It's a message, sir."
" About what? "
" About my lord."
" Oh ? About my father ? " H e took out his handkerchief, and
passed it over his forehead, with a deep gasp of relief. " I thought it
was Ratcatcher," he said, looking at Arnold, with a smile. H e put his
pipe into his mouth, and rekhidled the dying ashes of the tobacco.
'• Well ? " he went on, when the pipe was in working order, and his voice
was composed again. " What's up, -with my father ? "
" A telegram from London, sir. Bad news of my lord."
The man produced Ms master's card.
Geoffrey read on it (written in his brother's handwriting) these
Vi'ords:—
" I have only a moment to scribble a line on my card. Our father
is dangerously ill—Ms lawyer has been sent for. Come with me to
London by the first train. Meet me at the junction."
Without a word to any one of the three persons present, all silently
looldng at him, Geoffrey consulted his watch. Anne had told him to
wait half an hour, and to assume that she had gone if he faUed to hear
from her in that time. The interval had passed—and no communication
of any sort had reached Mm. The flight from the house had been safely
accomplished. Anne SUvester was, at that moment, on her way to the
mountain inn.

CHAPTER T H E
THE

SEVENTH.

DEBT.

AHNOLO was the first who broke the silence. " Is your father seriously
ill ? " he asked.
Geoffrey answered by handing Mm the card.
Sir Patrick, who had stood apart while the question of Ratcatcher'c
relapse was under discussion, sardonically studying the manners and
customs of modern English youth, now came forward, and took his part
in the proceedings. Lady Lundie herself must have acknowledged that
he spoke and acted as became the head of the famUy, on this occasion.
" Am I right in supposing that Mr. Delamayn's father is dangerously
iU?" he asked, addressing himself to Arnold.
" Dangerouslj' ill, in London," Arnold answered. " Geoffrey must
leave Windygates with me. The train I am travelling by meets the
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train his brother is travelHng by, at the junction. I shaU leave him at
the second station from here."
" Didn't you teU me that Lady Lundie was going to send you to the
raUway in a gig?"
" Yes."
" If the servant drives, there wUl be three of you—and there -will be
no room."
" We had better ask for some other vehicle," suggested Arnold.
Sir Patrick looked at his watch. There was no time to change the
carriage. He turned to Geoffrey.
" Can you drive, Mr. Delamayn ? "
StiU unpenetrably silent, Geoffrey repHed by a nod of the head.
Without noticing the unceremoMous manner in which he had been
answered. Sir Patrick went on.
" In that case you can leave the gig in charge of the station-master.
I'll tell the servant that he wUl not be wanted to drive."
" Let me save you the trouble. Sir Patrick," said Arnold.
Sir Patrick declined, by a gesture. He turned again, with undiminished courtesy, to Geoffrey. " It is one of the duties of hospitahty,
Mr. Delamayn, to hasten youx departiue, under these sad ch-cumstances. Lady Lundie is engaged with her guests. I will see myself
that there is no unnecessary delay ui sending you to the station." He
bowed—and left the summer-house.
Arnold said a word of sympathy to his friend, when they were alone.
" I am sorry for this, Geoffrey. I hope and trust you \^iU get to
London in time."
He stopped. There was something in Geoffrey's face—a strange
mixture of doubt and be'wilderment, of annoyance and hesitation—which
was not to be accounted for as the natural result of the news that he had
received. His coloiu- shifted and changed; he picked fretfully at Ms
finger-nails; he*looked at Arnold as if he was going to speak—and then
looked away again, in sUence.
" Is there something amiss, Geoffrey, besides this bad news about
your father ? " asked Axnold.
" I'm in the devil's own mess," was the answer.
" Can I do anything fei help you ? "
Instead of making a direct reply, Geoffrey lifted his mighty hand,
and gave Arnold a friendly slap on the shoulder which shook Mm fi-om
head to foot. Arnold steadied himself, and w'aited—wondering what
was coming next.
" I say, old fellow? " said Geoffrey.
"Yes?"
" Do you remember when the boat turned keel upwards in Lisbon
harbour ? "
Arnold started. If he could have called to mind his first interview
in the summer-house with Ms father's old friend, he might have remembered Sir Patrick's prediction that he would sooner or later pay, with
interest, the debt he owed to the man who had saved Ms hfe. As it was,
his memory reverted at a bound to the time of the boat accident. In
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the ardoiu: cf Ms gratitude and the innocence of his heart, he almost
resented his friend's question as a reproach which he had not deserved.
" Do you think I can ever forget," he cried warmly, " that you swam
ashore with me, and saved my life?"
Geoffrey ventured a step nearer to the object that he had in view.
" One good turn deserves another," he said, "don't it? "
Arnold took his hand. " Only teU me ? " he eagerly rejoined—
" only teU me what I can do ? "
" You are going to-day to see your new place—ain't you? "
" Yes."
" Can you put off going till to-morrow? "
" If it's anything serious—-'of course I can ! "
Geoffrey looked round at the entrance to the summer-house, to make
sure that they were alone.
" You know the governess here, don't you? " he said, m a whisper.
"Miss SUvester?"
"Yes. I've got into a little difficulty with Miss Silvester. And
there isn't a H-ving soul I can ask to help me but you."
" You know I wiU help you. What is it ? "
" It isn't so • easy to say. Never mhid—you're no saint either, are
you ? You'U keep it a secret of course ? Look here ! I've acted Hke
an infernal fool. I've gone and got the gul into a scrape
"
Arnold drew back ; suddenly understanding him.
" Good heavens, Geoffrey ! You don't mean
"
" I do I Wait a bit—that's not the worst of it. She has left the house."
" Left the house?"
" For good and all. She can't come back again."
"Why not?''
" Because she's written to her missus. Women (hang em !) never
do these things by halves. She's left a letter to say she's privately
married, and gone off to her husband. Her husband is—Me. Not that
I'm married to her yet, you understand ? I have only promised to
marry her. She has gone on first (on the sly) to a place four mUes from
this. And we settled I was to foUow, apd marry her privately this
afternoon. That's out of the question, now. WliUe she's expecting me
at the inn, I shall be bowling along to London. Somebody must teU
her what has happened—or she'll play the de-vU, and the whole business
wiU burst up. I can't trust any of the people here. I'm done for, old
chap, unless you help me."
Arnold Hfted Ms hands in dismay. " It's the most dreadful situation, Geoffrey, I ever heard of in my life !"
Geoffrey thoroughly agreed with hun. " Enough to knock a man
over," he said, " isn't it ? I'd give something for a drink of beer." He
produced his everlasting pipe, from sheer force of habit. " Got a
match ? " he asked.
Arnold's mind was too pre-occupied to notice the question.
" I hope you won't think I'm making light of your father's iUness,"
he said, earnestly. " But it seems to me—I must say it—it seems to me
that the poor girl has the first claim on you."
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Geoffrey looked at him, in surly amazement.
" The first claim on me ? Do you think I'm going to risk being cut
out of my father's will ? Not for the best woman that ever put on a
petticoat! "
Arnold's admiration of his friend was the soUdly-founded admiration
of many y e a r s ; admiration for a man who could row, box, wrestle,
jump—above all, who could swim—as few other men could perform
those exercises in contemporary England. But that answer shook his
faith. Only for the moment—unhappily for Arnold, only for the
moment.
" You know best " he returned, a little coldly. " W h a t can I do ? "
Geoffrey took his arm—roughl}-, as he took everything; but in a
companionable and confidential way.
" Go, Hke a good fellow—and tell her what has happened. We'll
start from here as if we were both going to the railway; and I'll drop
you at the footpath, in the gig. You can get on to your own place
afterwards, by the evening train. I t puts you to no inconvenience ; and
it's doing the kind thing by an old fiiend. There's no risk of being
found out. I'm to drive, remember ! There's no servant with us, old
hoy, to notice, and teU tales."
Even Arnold began to see dimly, by tMs time, that he was Hkely to
pay his debt of obligation with interest—as Sir Patrick had foretold.
" What am I to say to her? " he asked. " I'm bound to do aU I can
do to help you—and I ^\ill. But what am I to s a y ? "
I t was a natural question to put. I t was not an easy question to
answer. W h a t a man, under given muscular circumstances, could do,
no person living knew better than Geoffrey Delamayn. Of what a man
under given social circumstances, could say, no person li-ving knew less.
" Say?" he repeated. " Look here ! say I'm half distracted—and all
that. And—wait a bit—tell her to stop where she is, tiU I write to her."
Arnold hesitated. Absolutely ignorant of that low and Hmited form
of knowledge, which is called " knowledge of the world," his inbred
delicacy of mind revealed to him the serious difficulty of the position
wMch his friend was asking him to occupy, as plainly as if he was
looking at it through the warUy-gathered experience of society of a man
of twice his age.
" Can't you write to her now, Geoffrey? " he asked.
• What's the good of t h a t ? "
" Consider for a minute, and you wiU see. You have trusted me
%vith a very awkward secret. I may be wrong—I never was mixed up
in such a matter before—but to present myself to this lady as your
messenger, seems exposing her to a dreadful humUiation. Am I to go
and tell her to her face—' I know what you are hiding from the knowledge of all the w o r l d ; ' and is she to be expected to endure it ? "
" Bosh! " said Geofirey. " They can endure a deal more than you
think for. I wish you had heard how she bullied me, in this very place.
My good fellow, you don't understand women. The gi-and secret in
dealing with a woman, is to take her as you take a cat? by tlie scruff of
the neck
"
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" I can't face her—unless you wiU help me by breaking the thing to
lier, first. I'U stick at no sacrifice to serve you ; but—hang it!—make
allowances, Geoffrey, for the difficulty you are putting me in. I am
almost a stranger; I don't laiow how Miss Silvester may receive me—
before I can open my Hps."
Those last words touched the question on its practical side. The
matter-of-fact "view of the difficulty, was a "view which Geoffrey instantly
recognized and understood.
" She has the devU's own temper," he said. " There's no denying
that. Perhaps, I'd better write. Have we time to go into the house ? "
" No. The house is fuU of people—and we haven't a mhiute to spare.
Write at once; and ^^aite here. I have got a pencU."
" What am I to write on ? "
" Anythmg—your brother's card."
Geoffrey took the pencil which Arnold offered to him, and looked at
the card. The Mies his brother had written, covered it. There was no
room left. He felt in his pocket, and produced a letter—the letter
v.'liich Anne had referred to, at the interview between them : the letter
wluch she had written to insist on his attending the lawn-part)- at
Windygates.
" TMS •wUl do," he said. " It's one of Anne's own letters to me.
There's room on the fourth page. If I write," he added, turning
suddenly on Arnold, " you xoromise to take it to her ? Your hand on
the bargam!"
He held out the hand which had saved Arnold's lUe in Lisbon
harbour—and received Arnold's promise, in remembrance of that time.
" All right, old fellow. I can tell you how to find the place, as we
go along in the gig. By-the-bye, there's one thing that's rather important. I'd better mention it wliUe I tliink of it."
"What is that?"
" You mustn't present yourself at the inn in your own name; and
you mustn't ask for her by her name."
" Wlio am I to ask for ? "
" It's a little awkward. She has gone there as a married woman, in
case they're particular about taldng her in
"
" I understand. Go on."
" And she has planned to tell them (by way of making it aU right
and straight for both of us, you know) that she expects her husband to
join her. If I had been able to go, I should have asked at the door for
' my wife.' You are going in my place
"
" And I must ask at the door for ' my wife —or I sliaU expose Miss
Silvester to unpleasant consequences ? "
" You don't object? "
" Not I ! I don't care what I say to the people of the inn. It's the
meeting with Miss SUvester that I'm afraid of."
" I'U put that right for you—never fear !"
He went at once to the table, and rapidly scribbled a few lines—•
then stopped, and considered. " Will that do ? " he asked himself. " No.
I'd better say something spooney to quiet her." He considered again—
5

66

MAN AND WLTE.

added a Hue—and brought his hand down on the table with a cheery
smack. " That wUl do the business! Read it yourself, Arnold—it's
not so badly -written."
Arnold read the note without appearing to share his friend's favourable ophiion of it.
" This is rather short," he said.
" Have I time to make it longer ? "
" Perhaps not. But let Miss SUvester see for herself that you have
no time to make it longer. The train starts in less than half an hour.
Put the time."
" Oh, all right! and the date too, if you Hke."
He had just added the desh-ed words and figiues, and had given the
revised letter to Arnold—when Sir Patrick returned, to announce that
the gig was waiting.
" Come !" he said. " You haven't a moment to lose ! "
Geoffrey started to his feet. Arnold hesitated.
" I must see Blanche!" he pleaded. " I can't leave Blanche
without saying good-bye. Where is she ? "
Su* Patrick pointed to the steps, with a smile. Blanche had foUowed
hun from the house. Arnold ran out to her histantly.
" Going? " she said—a Httle sadly.
" I shaU be back in two days," Ai-nold whispered. " It's all right!
Su- Patrick consents."
She held him fast by the arm. The hurried parting before other
people, seemed to be not a parting to Blanche's taste.,
" You wUl lose the train !" cried Sir Patrick.
Geoffrey seized Ai-nold by the arm wMch Blanche was holding, and
tore hun—literally tore him—away. The two were out of sight, in the
shrubbery, before Blanche's incUgnatiou found words, and addressed
itself to her imcle.
" Why is that brute going away with Mr. Brinkworth?" she asked.
" Mr. Delamayn is caUed to London by Ms father's Ulness," rephed
Sir Patrick. " You don't Hke Mm ? "
" I hate h u n ' "
Sir Patrick reflected a Httle.
" She is a young gul of eighteen," he thought to Mmself. " And
I am an old man of seventy. Curious, that we should agree about
anjiihing. More than curious that we should agree in dislikhig Mr.
Delamayn."
He roused hhnself, and looked again at Blanche. She was seated
at the table, ^-^ith her head on her hand; absent, and out of spirits—
thinldng of Arnold, and yet, with the future all smooth before them,, not
thinldng liappUy.
" Why Blanche ! Blanche !" cried Sir Patrick, " one would flunk ho
had gone for a voyage round the worid. You sUly chUd! he wUl be
back again the day after to-morrow."
" I wish he hadn't gone -svith that man !" said Blanche. " I wish
he hadn't got that man for a fiiend!"
" There! there 1 the man was rude enough, I own. Never mind I
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he wUl leave the man at the second station. Come back to the ballroom with me. Dance it oft my dear—dance it off!"
" No," returned Blanche. " I'm in no humour for dancing. I shall
go upstairs, and talk about it to Anne."
" You -wUl do nothing of the sort!" said a tlurd voice, suddenly
joining in the conversation.
Both uncle and mece looked up, and saw Lady Lundie at the top of
the summer-house steps.
" I forbid you to mention that woman's name again, in my hearing,"
pursued her ladyship. " Sir Patrick! I warned you (if you remember ?)
that the matter of the governess was not a matter to be trifled with. My
worst anticipations are reaUzed. Miss SUvester has left the house I "

CHAPTER THE EIGHTH.
THE

SCANDAL.

IT was stUl early in the afternoon, v.dien the guests at Lady Lundie's
lawn-party, began to compare notes together in corners, and to agree in
arriving at a general conviction that " sometliing was wrong."
Blanche had mysteriously disappeared from her partners in the
dance. Lady Lundie had mj^steriously abandoned her guests. Blanche
had not come back. Lady Lundie had retiuned -^-vitli an artificial smUe,
and a preoccupied manner. She acknowledged that she was " not
very well." The same excuse had been given to account for Blanche's
absence—and, again (some time previously) to explaui Miss Silvester's
withdrawal from the croquet! A wit among the gentlemen declared it
reminded Mm of declining a verb. " I am not very weU; thou art not
very weU ; she is not very well "•—and so on. Su- Patrick too ! Only
think of the sociable Sir Patrick being in a state of seclusion—pacing
up and do-wn by himself in the lonehest part of the garden. And the
servants again; it had even spread to the servants! They -were presunihig to whisper in corners, like their betters. The housemaids
appeared, spasmodically, where housemaids had no business to be.
Doors banged, and petticoats wMsked, in the upper regions. " Something wrong—depend upon it, something wrong! We had much
better go away. My dear, order the carriage."-—" Louisa, love, no
more dancing; your papa is going."—" Oood afternoon. Lady Lundie !"
—" Haw I thanks very m u c h ! " — " So sorry for dear Blanche !"— " Oh,
it's been too charming!" So Society jabbered its poor, nonsensical
little jargon, and got itself poHtely out of the way, before the storm
came.
This was exactly the consummation of events for wMch Su- Patrick
had been waiting, M the seclusion of the garden.
There was no evading the responsibiUty which was now thrust upon
him. Lady Limdie had announced it as a settled resolution, on her
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part, to trace Anne to the place in which she had taken refuge, and
disfover (purely in the interests of -virtue) whether she actuaUy was
married or not. Blanche (already over-wrought by the excitement of
the day) had broken into an hysterical passion of tears, on hearing the
news, and had then, on recoveruig, taken a view of her own of Anne's
flight from the house. Anne would never have kept her marriage a
secret from Blanche; Anne would never have written such a formal
farewell letter as she had written to Blanche—if things were going as
smoothly -with her as she was trying to make them believe at Windygates. Some dreadful trouble had faUen on Anne—and Blanche was
determuied (as L a d y Lundie was determined) to find out where she had
gone, and to foUow, and help her.
I t was plain to Su- Patrick (to whom both ladies had opened their
hearts, at separate inter-views) that his sister-m-law, in one way, and
his mece, in another, were equally Mvcly-^if not duly restrained—to
plunge headlong into acts of indiscretion which might lead to very undesirable results. A man in authority, was sorely needed at Windygates that afternoon—and Su- Patrick was fain to acknowledge that he
was the man.
" Much is to be said for, and much is to be said against, a single
life," thought the old gentleman, walking up and down the sequestered
garden-path to which he had retired, and applymg himself at shorter
intervals than usual to the knob of Ms ivory cane. " This, however, is,
I take it, certain. A man's married fiiends can't prevent liim from
leading the life of a bachelor, if he pleases. But they can, and do, take
devlHsh good care that he sha'n't enjoy i t ! "
Sir Patrick's meditations were interrupted by the appearance of his
own valet, pre-viously instructed to keep him informed of the progress of
events at the house.
" They're all gone, Sir Patrick," said the man.
" That's a comfort, Duncan. W e have no visitors to deal -with now,
except the visitors who are staying in the house ? "
" None, Sir Patrick."
" They're aU gentlemen, are they not? "
" Yes, Su- Patrick."
" That's another comfort, Duncan. Very good. I'U see Lady
Lundie first."
Does any other form of human resolution approach the firmness of
a woman who is bent on discovering the frailties of another woman,
whom she hates ? You may move rocks, under a given set of circumstances. But here is a delicate being in petticoats, who shrieks if
a spider drops on her neck, and shudders if you approach her after
having eaten an onion. Can you move her, under a given set of cu-cunistances, as set forth above ? Not you!
Sir Patrick found her ladyship, instituting her inquiries on the
same admirably exhaustive system which is pursued, in cases of disappearance, by the poHce. Who was the last witness who had seen the
missing pers'/n? Who was the last servant who had seen Anne
Silvester? Begin •with the men-servants, from the butler at the top to
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the stable-boy at the bottom. Go on with the women servants, from the
cook in aU her glory to the smaU female child who weeds the garden.
Lady Lundie had cross-examined her way downwards as far as the
page, when Sir Patrick joined her.
" My dear lady ! pardon me for reminding you again, that this is a
free country, and that you have no claim whatever to investigate Miss
SUvester's proceedings, after she has left your house."
Lady Lundie raised her eyes, devotionaUy, to the ceiHng. She
looked like a martyr to duty. If you had seen her ladyship, at that
moment, you would have said to yourself, " A martyr to duty."
" No, Sir Patrick! As a Christian woman, that is not my way of
looking at it. This unhappy person has lived under my roof. This
unhappy person has been the companion of Blanche. I am responsible
—I am, in a manner, morally responsible. I would give the world to
be able to dismiss it as you do. But no ! I must be satisfied that she is
married. I n the uiterests of propriety. For the quieting of my own
conscience. Before I lay my head on my pUlow to-night. Sir Patrick—
before I lay my head on my pUlow to-night! "
" One word. Lady Lundie
"
" N o ! " repeated her ladyship, with the most pathetic gentleness.
" You are right, I dare say, from the worldly point of view. I can't take
the worldly point of view. The worldly pouit of view hurts me." She
turned, -with impressive gravitj^, to the page. " You know where you
wUl go, Jonathan, if you teU lies ? "
Jonathan was lazy, Jonathan was pimply, Jonathan was fat—but
Jonathan was orthodox. H e answered that he did know ; and, what is
more, he mentioned the place.
Sir Patrick saw that further opposition, on his part, at that moment,
would be worse than useless. H e wisely determuied to wait, before he
interfered again, untU Lady Lundie had thoroughly exhausted herself
and her inquiries. At the same time—as it was impossible, m the
present state of her ladyship's temper, to provide against what might
happen if the inquiries after Anne unluckily proved successful—he
decided on taking measm-es to clear the house of the guests (in the
interests of all parties) for the next four and twenty hours.
" I only want to ask you a question, Lady Lundie," he resumed.
" The position of the gentlemen who are staying here, is not a very
pleasant one while all this is gomg on. If you had been content to let
the matter pass without notice, we should have done very well. As
things are, don't you think it wiU be more convenient to everybody, if I
reheve you of the responsibility of entertaining your guests ? "
" As head of the family ? " stipulated Lady Lundie.
" As head of the family," answered Sir Patrick.
" I gratefully accept the proposal," said Lady Iiundie.
" I beg you won't mention it," rejoined Sir Patrick.
H e quitted the room, leaving Jonathan under examination. H e and
his brother (the late Sir Thomas) had chosen widely-different paths in
Hfe, and had seen but little of each other since the "time when they had
been boys. Sir Patrick's recollections (on lea-ving Lady Limdie)
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appeared to have taken him back to that time, and to have inspired Mm
•with a certam tenderness for his brother's memory. He shook his
head, and sighed a sad Httle sigh. " Poor Tom ! " he said to himself
softly, after he had shut the door on Ms brotUer's widow. " Poor Tom!"
On crossing the hall, he stopped the first servant he met. to inquire
after Blanche. Miss Blanche was qiuet, up stairs, closeted with her
maid in her o-wn room. " Quiet ? " thought Su- Patrick. " That's a bad
sign. I shaU hear more of my mece."
Pending that event, the next thing to do was to find the guests.
Unerring instinct led Su- Patrick to the biUiard-room. There he found
them, in solemn conclave assembled, wondering what they had better
do. Sir Patrick put them aU at their ease, in two minutes.
" What do you say to a day's shooting to-morrow? " he asked.
Every man present—sportsman or not—said yes.
" You can startfi-omtMs house," piu-sued Su- Patrick,'' or you can stan
from a shooting-cottage which is on the Windygates property—among
the woods, on the other side of the moor. The weather looks pretty
well settled (for Scotland), and there are plenty of horses in the stables.
It is useless to conceal from you, gentlemen, that events have taken a
certain unexpected turn in my sister-in-law's famUy circle. You wiU be
equaUy Lady Lundie's guests, wiiether you choose the cottage or the
house. For the next twenty-four hom-s (let us say)—wliich shaU it be ? "
Everybody—•with or without rheumatism—answered "the cottage!"
" Very good," pursued Sir Patrick. " It is arranged to ride over to
the shooting-cottage, this evening, and try the moor, on that side, the
first thing in the mornuig. If events here wiU aUow me, I sliaU be
delighted to accompany you, and do the honours as weU as I can. If
not, I am sure j'ou •will accept my apologies for to-night, and permit
Lady Lundie's steward to see to your comfort, in my place."
Adopted unanimously. Sir Patrick left the guests to theu- bUHards,
and went out to give the necessarj' orders at the stables.
In the meantime, Blanche remained portentously qmet, in the upper
regions of the house—wliUe Lady Lundie steadUy pursued her inquuies
do^wnstairs. She got on, from Jonathan (last of the males, m-doors), to
the coachman (first of the males, out of doors), and dug do^wn, man by
man, through that new stratum, until she struck the stable-boj' at the
bottom. Not an atom of information having been extracted, in the
house or out of the house, from man or boy, her ladyship fell back on
the women next. She pulled the bell, and summoned the cook—
Hester DetMidge.
A very remarkable-looking person entered the room.
Elderly and qmet; scrupiUously clean; eminently respectable; her
grey hair neat and smooth under her modest white cap ; her eyes, set
deep in their orbits, looMng straight at any person who spoke to her—
here, at a first view, was a steady, trustworthy woman. Here also, on
closer inspection, was a woman •with the seal of some terrible past
Buffering set on her for the rest of her Hfe. You felt it, rather than saw
it, in the look of immoveable endurance which underlaid her expression
—in the deathlike tranquilHty wMch never disappeared from her
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manner. Her story was a sad one—so far as it was known. She had
entered Lady Lundie's service, at the period of Lady Lundie's marriage
to Sir Thomas. Her character (given by the clergyman of her parisM
described her as having been married to an inveterate drunkard, and aa
ha-ving suffered unutterably, during her husband's lifethne. There
were drawbacks to engaging her, now that she was a widow. On one
of the many occasions on which her husband had personally Ul-treated
her, he had struck her a blow which had produced very remarkable
nervous results. She had lain insensible many days together, and had
recovered •with the total loss of her speech. In addition to tMs objection, she was odd, at times, in her manner; and she made it a condition
of accepting any situation, that she should be privUeged to sleep in. a
room by herself. As a set-off against all this, it was to be said, on the
other side of the question, that she was sober; rigidly honest in aU her
deaUngs; and one of the best cooks in England. In consideration of
tMs last merit, the late Sir Thomas had decided on giving her a trial—and had discovered that he had never dined in his life, as he dined
when Hester Dethridge was at the head of his Idtchen. She remained,
after his death, in Ms •widow's ser^ice. Lady Lundie was far from
Hking her. An unpleasant suspicion attached to the cook, which
Sir Thomas had overlooked—but wMcli persons less sensible of the
immense importance of dining well could not fail to regard as a serious
objection to her. Medical men consulted about her case, discovered
certain physiological anomaHes in it, which led them to suspect the
woman of feigmng dumbness, for some reason best kno^svn to herself.
She obstinately declined to learn the deaf and dumb alphabet—on the
ground that dumbness was not associated with deafness, in her case.
Stratagems weie invented (seeing that she reaUy did possess the use of
her ears) to entrap her into also using her speech—and faUed. Efforts
were made to induce her to answer questions relating to her past Hfe, in
her husband's time. She flatly declined to reply to them, one and aU.
At certain intervals, strange impulses to get a hoHday away from the
house, appeared to seize her. If she was resisted, she passively decHned to do her work. If she was threatened •with dismissal, she impenetrably bowed her head, as much as to say—" Give me the word,
and I go." Over and over again. Lady Lundie had decided, naturally
enough, on no longer keepuig such a servant as this. But she had
never yet carried the decision to execution. A cook who is a perfect
mistress of her art, who asks for no perquisites, who aUows no waste,
who never quarrels with the other servants, who di-inks nothing
stronger than tea, who is to be trusted with untold gold—is not a cook
easily replaced. In this mortal life, we put up with many persons and
things, as Lady Lundie put up •with her cook. The woman lived, as it
were, on the brink of dismissal—but, thus far, the woman kept her
place; getting her holidays when she asked for them (which to do her
justice was not often), and sleeping always (go where she might with
the famUy) with a locked door, in a room by lierseU'.
Hester Dethridge advanced slowly to the table at which Lady
Lundie was sitting. A slate and pencil hung at her side, which she
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used for makmg such repHes as were not to be expressed by a gesture,
or by a motion of the head. She took up the slate and pencil, and
waited •with stony submission for her mistress to begin.
Lady Lundie opened the proceedings with the regiUar formula of
inqiury which she had used with all the other servants.
" Do you know that Miss SUvester has left the house ?"
T h e cook nodded her head affirmatively.
" Do you know at what time she left it? "
Another affirmative reply. The first wMch Lady Lundie had re
ceived to that question yet. "She eagerly went on to the next inquiry.
" Have 3'ou seen her since she left the house ?"
A third affirmative reply.
"Where?"
Hester Dethridge wrote slowly on the slate, in singularly firm up
right characters for a woman in her position of Hfe, these words :—
" On the road that leads to the raUway. Nigh to Mistress Chew's
Farm."
" W h a t did you want at Chew's farm ? "
Hester Detliridge -wrote:—" I wanted eggs for the kitchen, and a
breath of fresh air for myself."
" D i d ]\Iiss SUvester see y o u ? "
A negative shake of the head.
•' Did she take the tm-ning that leads to the railway ? "
Another negative shake of the head.
" She went on, towards the moor?"
An affirmative reply.
" W h a t did she do when she got to the m o o r ? '
Hester Dethridge wrote:—" She took the footpath which leads to
Craig Ferme."
Lady Lundie rose excitedly to her feet. There was but one place
that a stranger could go to at Craig Fernie. " The i n n ! " exclaimed
her ladyship. " She has gone to the i n n ! "
Hester Dethridge waited immoveably. Lady Lundie put a last precautionary question, in these words :
" Have 3-0U reported what you have seen to anybody else?"
An affirmative repty. Lady Lundie had not bargained for that.
Hester Dethridge (she thought) must surely have misunderstood her.
" Do you mean that you have told somebody else, what you have
just told m e ? "
Another affirmative reply.
" A person who questioned you, as I have done ?''
A third affirmative reply.
" Who was it ? "
Hester Dethridge wrote on her slate :—" Miss Blanche."
Lady Lundie stepped back, staggered by the discovery that Blanche's
resolution to trace Anne SUvester was, to all appearance, as firmly
settled as her own. H e r step-daughter was keeping her own counsel,
and acting on her own responsibiUty—her step-daughter might be an
awkward obstacle in the way. The manner in which Anne had left the
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nouse had mortaUy offended Lady Lundie. An inveterately vindictive
woman, she had resolved to discover whatever compromising elements
might exist in the governess's secret, and to make them pubhc property
(from a paramount sense of duty, of course) among her own circle of
friends. But to do this—vsith Blanche acting (as might certainly be
anticipated) in direct opposition to her, and openly espoushig Miss
SUvester's interests — involved domestic consequences which Lady
Lundie was not prepared to confront. The first tnmg to be done was
to inform Blanche that she was discovered, and to forbid her to stir in
the matter.
Lady Lundie rang the bell twice—thus intimating, according to the
laws of the household, that she required the attendance of her own
maid. She then tm-ned to the cook—still waiting her pleasure, with
stony composure, slate in hand.
" You have done wrong," said her ladyship, severelj'. " I am your
mistress. You are bound to answer your mistress
"
Hester Dethridge bowed her head, in icy acknowledgment of the
principle laid down—so far.
The bow was an interruption. Lady Lundie resented it.
" But Miss Blanche is not j'Oiir mistress," she went on, sternly.
" You are very much to blame for answering Miss Blanche's inqmiies
about Miss Silvester."
Hester Dethridge, perfectly unmoved, wrote her justification on her
slate, in two stiff sentences:—
" I had no orders not to answer. I keep nobody's secrets but my
own."
That reply settled the question of the cook's dismissal—the question
which had been pending for months past.
" You are an insolent woman! I have borne with you long enough
—I will bear •with you no longer. When your month is up, you go !"
In those words, Lady Lundie dismissed Hester Dethridge from her
service.
Not the shghtest change passed over the sinister tranquUHty of the
cook. She bowed her head again, in acknowledgment of the sentence
pronounced on her—dropped her slate at her side—^turned about—and
left the room. The woman was ahve in the world, and worldng in the
world; and yet (so far as all human interests were concerned) she was
as completely out of the world, as if she had been screwed down in her
coffin, and laid in her grave.
Lady Lundie's maid came into the room, as Hester left it.
" Go upstau-s to Miss Blanche," said her mistress, " and say I want
her here. Wait a minute ! " She paused, and considered. Blanche
might decHne to submit to her step-mother's interference with her. It
might be necessary to appeal to the higher authority of her guardian.
" D o you know where Sir Patrick i s ? " asked Lady Lundie.
" 1 heard Simpson saj% my lady, that Sir Patrick was at the stables."
" Send Simpson with a message. My compliments to Sir Patrick—
and I wish to see him immediately."
1
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The preparations for the departure to the shooting cottage were just
completed; and the one question that remained to be settled was
whether Sir Patrick could accompany the party—when the man-servant
appeared, with the message from Ms mistress.
"WUl you give me a quarter of an hour, gentlemen?" asked Sir
Patrick. " 111 that time, I shaU know for certain, whether I can go -with
you or not."
As a matter of course, the guests decided to wait. The younger men
among them (being EngUshmen) naturaUy occupied their leisure time
in hotting. Would Sir Patrick get the better of the domestic crisis? or
would the domestic crisis get the better of Su- Patrick ? The domestic
crisis was backed, at two to one, to win.
PunctuaUy at the expiration of the quarter of an hour. Sir Patrick
re-appeared. The domestic crisis had betrayed the bhnd confidence
wMch youth and inexperience had placed in it. Sir Patrick had won
the day.
" Things are settled and qmet, gentlemen ; and I am able to
accompany you," he said. " There are two ways to the shooting
cottage. One—the longest—passes by the inn at Craig Fernie. I am
compeUed to ask j-oii to go with me, by that way. WhUe you push on
to the cottage, I must drop behind, and say a word to a person who is
staying at the inn."
He had quieted Lady Lundie—he had even quieted Blanche. But
it was e-vidently on the condition that he was to go to Craig Fernie, in
their places, and to see Anne SUvester himseff. Without a word more
of explanation, he mounted Ms horse, and led the way out. The shooting-party left Windygates

THE END OF 'JCHE FIKST SCENE.
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NINTH.

ANNE.
'YE'LLjust permit me to remind ye again, young leddy, that the
Hottle's fuU—exceptin' only tMs settin'-room, and the bedchamber
yonder belonging to it."
So spoke " Mistress Inchbare," landlady of the Craig Fernie Inn, to
Anne Silvester, standing m the parlour, purse in hand, and offering the
price of the two rooms before she claimed pernussion to occupy them.
The time of the afternoon was about the time wiien Geoffrey Delamayn had started m the train on his journey to London. About the
time also, when Arnold Brinkworth had crossed the moor, and was
momiting the first rising ground which led to the inn.
Mistress Inchbare was taU and thin, and decent and dry. Mistress
Inchbare's unloveable hair clung fast round her head in wu-y little
yeUow curls. Mistress Inchbare's hard bones showed themselves, hke
Mistress Inchbare's hard Presbyteriamsm, without any concealment or
compromise. I n short, a savagely-respectable woman, who plumed
herself on presiding over a savagely-respectable inn.
There was no competition to interfere with Mistress Inchbare. She
regulated her o-wn prices, and made her own rules. If you objected to
her prices, and revolted from her rules, you were free to go. I n other
words, you were free to cast yourself, in the capacity of houseless
wanderer, on the scanty mercy of a Scotch -wUderness. The -viUage of
Craig Ferme was a coUection of hovels. The country about Craig Fernie,
mountain on one side and moor on the other, held no second house of
pubhc entertainment, for miles and miles round, at any point of the
compass. No rambHng individual but the helpless British Tourist
wanted food and shelter from strangers, in that part of Scotland; and
nobody but Mistress Inchbare had food and shelter to seU. A more
thorougMy independent person than tMs, was not to be found on the
face of the hotel-keeping earth. The most universal of aU ci-vilized
terrors—the terror of appearing unfavom-ably in the newspapers—was
a sensation absolutely unknown to the Empress ot] the Inn. You lost
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your temper, and threatened to send her bill for exhibition in the public
journals. Mistress Inchbare raised no objection to your taking any
course j^ou pleased with it. " Eh, m a n ! send the bill whar' ye like, as
long as ye pay it first. There's nae such thing as a n e w p a p e r ever
darkens my doors. Ye've got the auld and new Testaments in youi
bed-chambers, and the naitural history o' Pajrthshire on the coffee-room
table—and if that's no' reading enough for ye, ye may een gae back
South again, and get the rest of it there."
This was the inn at which Anne Silvester had appeared alone, with
notMng but a little bag in her hand. This was the woman whose
reluctance to receive her she innocently expected to overcome by
showing her purse.
" Mention your charge for the rooms," she said. " I am wiUing to
pay for them beforehand."
H e r majesty, Mrs. Inchbare, never even looked at her subject's poor
Httle purse.
" I t just comes to this, mistress," she answered. " I'm no' free to
tak' your money, if I'm no' free to let ye the last rooms left in the hoose.
The. Craig Fernie hottle is a faimily hottle—and has its ain gude name to
keep up. Ye're ower-weU-looldug, my young leddy, to be travelling
alone."
The time had been, when Anne would have answered sharply
enough. The hard necessities of her position made her patient now.
" I have already told you," she said, " my husband is coming here
to joui me." She sighed wearily, as she repeated her ready-made story
•—and dropped into the nearest chair, from sheer inabUity to stand any
longer.
Mistress Inchbare looked at her, with the exact measure of compassionate interest which she might have shown if she had been looking at
a stray dog who had faUen footsore at the door of the inn.
" Weel! weel! sae let it be. Bide awhile, and rest ye. We'll no'
chau-ge ye for that—and we'll see if your husband comes. I'll just let
the rooms, mistress, to Mm, instead o' lettin' them to you. And, sae,
good morrow t' ye." With that final announcement of her royal -ivUl
and pleasure, the Empress of the Inn withdrew.
Anne made no reply. She watched the landlady out of the room—
and then struggled to control herself no longer. I n her position,
suspicion was doubly insult. The hot tears of shame gathered in her
eyes; and the heartache -(vrung her, poor soiU—wrung her without mercy.
A trifling noise in the room startled her. '^'^e looked up, and
detected a man in a corner, dusting the furniture, and apparently acting
in the capacity of attendant at the iim. H e had shown her into the
parlour on her arrival; but he had remained so quietly in the room that
she had never noticed him since, untU that moment.
H e was an ancient man—with one eye fihny and bhnd, and one eye
moist and merry. H i s head was bald ; his feet were gouty; Ms nose
was justly celebrated as the largest nose and the reddest nose in that
part of Scotland. The mUd wisdom of years was expressed mysteriously
Ul his meUow smUe. I n contact with tMs wicked world, his manner
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revealed that happy mixture of two extremes—the servility which jiisi
touches independence, and the independence which just touches ser^vUity
—attained by no men hi existence but Scotchmen. Enormous native
impudence, which amused, but never offended ; immeasurable cunning,
masquerading habituaUy under the double disguise of quaint prejudice
and dry humour, were the soHd moral foundations on which the chiiractiT
of tMs elderly person was built. No amount of whisky ever made him
drunk; and no violence of beU-ruiging ever hurried his movements.
Such was the head waiter at the Craig Ferme I n n ; known, far and
wide, to local fame, as " Maister Bishopriggs, Mistress Inchbare's righthand man."
" What are you doing there ? " Amie asked sharply.
Mr. Bishopriggs turned hhnself about on Ms gouty feet; waved his
duster gently in the air ; and looked at Anne, •with a mild paternal smile.
" E h ! Am just doostin' the things ; and settiii' the room in decent
order for ye."
" For me ? Did you hear what the landlady said ? "
Mr. Bishopriggs advanced confidentiaUy, and pointed with a very
unsteady forefinger to the purse wluch Anne stiU held in her hand.
" Never fash yoursel aboot the landleddj^!" said the sage chief of
the Craig Ferme waiters. " Your piuse speaks for you, my lassie.
Pet it u p ! " cried Mr. Bishopriggs, wa^ving temptation away from him
•with the duster. " I n wi' it into yer poaket! Sae lang as the warld's
the warld, I'U upliaud it anywhere—whUe there's siUer in the jiurse,
there's gude in the woman."
Anne's patience, wluch had resisted harder trials, gave way at this.
" What do you mean by speaking to me in that famUiar manner ? "
she asked, rising angrily to her feet again.
Mr. Bishopriggs tucked his duster under his arm, and proceeded to
satisfy Anne that he shared the landlady's view of her position, without
sharing the severity of the landlady's principles. " There's nae man
H^vin'," he modestly remarked, " looks wi' mair indulgence at hmnan
fraUty than my ain sel'. Am I no' to be famihar wi' j^e—when I'm
auld eneugh to be a fetlier to ye, and ready to be a fether to ye till
further notice? Hech ! hech ! Order your bit duuier, lassie. H u s band, or no husband, ye've got a stomach, and ye must een eat. There's
fesh and there's fowl—or, maybe, ye'U be for the sheep's head singit,
when they've done with it at the tabble dot ?"
There was but one way of gettuig rid of him. " Order what you
like," Anne said—" and leave the room !" Mr. Bishopriggs highly
approved of the first half of the sentence, and totaUy overlooked the
second.
"Ay, ay,—just pet a' yer little interests in my h a n d s ; it!s the
wisest tiling ye can do. Ask for Maister Bishopriggs (that's me) when
ye want a decent 'sponsible man to gi' ye a word of advice. Set yc
doon again—set ye doon. And don't tak' the arm-chair.
Hech!
hech ! yer husband wUl be coming ye know, and he's sure to want i t ! "
With that seasonable pleasantry, the venerable Bishopriggs winked,
and went out.
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Anne looked at her watch. By her calculation it was not far from
the hour when Geoffirey might be expected to arrive at the inn—
assuming Geoffrey to have left Windygates at the time agreed on. A
Httle more patience—and the landlady's scruples woiUd be satisfied, and
the ordeal would be at an end.
Could she have met him nowhere else than at tliis barbarous house,
and among these barbarous people ?
No. Outside the doors of Windygates, she had not a friend to help
her in aU Scotland. There was no place at her disposal but the inn—•
and she had only to be thankfiil that it occupied a sequestered situation,
and was not likely to be •visited by any of Lady Lundie's friends.
Whatever the risk might be, the end m view justified her in confronting
it. H e r whole future depended on Geoffrey's making an honest woman
of her. Not her future with Mm—that way, there was no hope; that
way her Hfe was wasted. H e r future •with Blanche—she looked forward
to nothing now, but her future v,n.th Blanche.
H e r spirits sank lower and lower. The tears rose again. I t would
only irritate Mm, if he came, and found her crying, She tried to divert
her mind by looking about the room.
There was very Httle to see. Except that it was sohdly buUt of
good sound stone, the Craig Ferme hotel differed in no other important
respect from the average of second-rate EngHsh inns. There was the
usual sHppery black sofa—constructed to let you slide, when you wanted
to rest. There was the usual luglUy-variushed arm-chair, expressly
manufactured to test the endurance of the human spine. There was
the usual paper on the waUs, of the pattern designed to make your eyes
ache and your head giddy. There were the usual engra-vings, which^
humamty never tires of contemplating. The Royal Portrait, m the first
place of honour. The next greatest of aU human beings—the Duke of
WeUington—in the second place of honour. The tlurd greatest of all
human beings—the local member of parliament—m the tMrd place of
honour; and a hunting scene, in the dark. A door opposite the door of
admission from the passage, opened into the bedroom. And a •svindow,
at the side, looked out on the open space in front of the hotel; and commanded a -view of the vast expanse of the Craig Ferme moor, stretching
away below the rising ground on which the house was buUt.
Anne turned in despair from the •view in the room to the -view from the
window. Within the last half hour, it had changed for the worse. The
clouds had gathered; the sun was hidden; the Hght on the landscape
was grey and duU. Anne turned from the window, as she had turned from
the room. She was just malting the hopeless attempt to rest her weary
limbs on the sofa—when a sound of voices and footsteps in the passage
caught her ear.
Was Geoffrey's voice among them ? No.
Were the strangers coming in ?
The landlady had decHned to let her have the rooms—^it was quite
possible that the strangers might be coming to look at them. There
was no knowing who they might be. I n the impulse of the moment
she flew to the bedchamber—and locked herself in.
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The doorfi-omthe passage opened; and Arnold Brmkworth—shown
in by Mr. Bishopriggs—entered the sitting-room.
" Nobody here!" exclaimed Arnold, looldng round. " Wliere is she ? "
Mr. Bishopriggs pointed to the bedroom door. " E h ? yer good
leddy's joost in the bedchamber, nae doot!"
Arnold started. He had felt no difficulty (when he and Geoffrey
had discussed the question at Windygates) about presenting himself at
the inn in the assumed character of Anne's husband. But the result of
putting the deception in practice was, to say the least of it, embarrassing
at first. Here was the waiter describing Miss SUvester as Ms " good
lady;" and leaving it (most naturaUy and properly) to the " good lady's "
husband, to knock at her bedroom-door, and teU her that he was there.
In despair of kno-wiug what else to do at the moment, Arnold asked for
the landlady—whom he had not seen, on arri^ving at the inn.
" The landleddy's just tottin' up the ledgers o' the hottle in her ain
room," answered Mr. Bishopriggs. " Slie'U be here anon—the wearyful
woman!—speerin' who ye are, and what ye are, and takin' a' the business o' the hoose on her ain pair o' shouthers." He dropped the subject
of the landlady, and put in a plea for Mmself. " I ha' lookit after a' the
leddy's httle comforts, sir," he wMspered. " Trust in me ! trust in me ! "
Arnold's attention was absorbed in the very serious difficulty of
announcing Ms arrival to Anne.
" How am I to get her out?" he said to Mmself, •with a look of perplexity directed to the bedroom-door.
He had spoken loud enough for the waiter to hear him. Arnold's
look of perplexity was instantly reflected on the face of Mr. Bishopriggs.
The head waiter at Craig FerMe possessed an immense experience of
the manners and customs of newly-married people, on their honeymoon
trip. He had been a second father (with exceUent pecumary results)
to innumerable brides and bridegrooms. He knew young wedded
couples in aU their varieties:—The couples who try to behave as if
they had been married for many years; the couples who attempt no
concealment, and take ad-vice from competent authorities about them.
The couples who are bashfuU y talkative before third persons; the couples
who are bashfuUy sUent, under similar circumstances. The couples
who don't know what to do; the couples who •wish it was over; the
couples who must never be intruded upon, without careful preliminary
knocking at the door; the couples who ca7i eat and drink in the intervals of " bhss," and the other couples who can't. But the bridegroom
who stood helpless on one side of the door, and the bride who remained
locked in on the other, were new varieties of the nuptial species, even in
the vast experience of Mr. Bishopriggs himself
" Hoo are ye to get her oot?" he repeated. " I'U show ye hoo !"
He advanced as rapidly as Ms gouty feet would let him, and knocked at
the bedroom-door " Eh, my leddy! here he is ui flesh and bluid.
Mercy presairve us! do ye lock the door of the nuptial chamber in your
husband's face ? "
At that unanswerable appeal, the lock was heard turning in the
door, Mr. Bishopriggs wuiked at Arnold -with Ms one avaUable eye,
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and laid Ms forefinger knowingly along Ms enormous nose. " I ' m
away before she faUs into your arms! Rely on it, I'll no' come hi
again, without knocldng first!"
H e left Arnold alone in the room. The bedroom-door opened
slowly, by a few inches at a time. Anne's voice was just audible,
speaking cautiously behind it.
" Is that you, Geoffrey ? "
Arnold's heart began "to beat fast, in anticipation of the disclosure
wliich was now close at hand. He knew neither what to say or do—he
remained silent.
Anne repeated the question in louder tones.
" Is that y o u ? "
There was the certain prospect of alarming her, if some reply was
not given. There was no help for it. Come what, come might, Arnold
answered, in a whisper:—
"Yes."
The door was flimg wide open. Anne SUvester appeared on the
threshold, confronting him.
" Mr. BriiUvworth ! ! ! " she exclaimed, standing petrified with
astomshment.
For a moment more, neither of them spoke. Anne advanced one
step into the sitting-room; and put the next inevitable question, with
an instantaneous change from surprise to suspicion.
" W h a t do you want here ? "
Geoffrey's letter represented the only possible excuse for Arnold's
appearance in that place, and at that time.
" I have got a letter for you," he said—and offered it to her.
She was instantly on her guard. They were Httle better than
strangers to each other, as Arnold had said. A sickening presentiment
of some treachery on Geoffi-ey's part struck cold to her heart. She
refused to take the letter.
" I expect no letter," she said. " Who told you I was here ?" She
put the question, not oiUy with a tone of suspicion, but with a look of
contempt. The look was not an easy one for a man to bear.
It
required a momentary exertion of self-control on Arnold's part, before
he could trust himself to answer with due consideration for her. " Is
there a watch set on my actions?" she went on, with rising anger.
" And are you the spy ? "
" Y o u haven't known me very long. Miss SUvester," Arnold answered quietly. " But you ought to know me better than to say that.
I am the bearer of a letter from Geoffrey."
She was on the point of foUowing his example, and of speaking of
Geoffrey by Ms Christian name, on her side. But she checked herself,
before the word had passed her Hps.
" Do you mean Mr. Delamayn ? " she asked, coldly.
" Yes."
" What occasion have / for a letter from Mr. Delamayn ?"
She was determined to acknowledge nothing—she kept him obstinately at arm's length. Arnold did (as a matter of instinct) what a
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man of larger experience would have done, as a matter of calculation-be closed with her boldly, then and there.
" Miss SUvester ! it's no use beating about the bush. If you won't
take the letter, you force me to speak out. I am here on a very unpleasant errand. I begin to -wish, from the bottom of my heart, I had never
undertaken it."
A quick spasm of pain passed across her face. She was beguiMng,
dimly beginiung, to understand him. H e hesitated. H i s generous
nature shrank from hurting her.
" Go on," she said—with an effort.
" Try not to be angry with me. Miss Silvester. Geoffrey and I are
old fiiends. Geoffrey knows he can trust me
"
" Trust you ? " she interposed. " Stop !"
Arnold waited. She went on, spealdng to herself—not to him.
" When I was in the other room, I asked if Geoffrey was there.
And this man answered for Mm." She sprang forward with a cry of
horror.
" Has he told you
?"
" For God's sake, read Ms letter !"
She violently pushed back the hand with which Arnold once more
ofi'ered the letter. " You don't look at m e ! H e has told y o u ! "
" Read Ms letter," persisted Arnold. " I n justice to him, if you
won't in justice to me !"
The situation was too painful to be endured. Arnold looked at her,
this time, with a man s resolution in Ms eyes—spoke to her, this time,
with a man's resolution in his voice. She took the letter.
" I beg your pardon, sir," she said, with a sudden humiUation of tone
and manner, inexpressibly shocking, inexpressibly pitiable to see. " I
am a woman doubly betrayed. Please to excuse what I said to you
just now, when I supposed myself to have some claim on your respect.
Perhaps, you will grant me your pity ? I can ask for nothing more."
Arnold was sUent. Words were useless, in the face of such utter
seff-abandonment as this. Any man H-ving—even Geoffrey MmseU—
must have felt for her at that moment.
She looked for the first time at the letter. She opened it on the
wrong side. " My own letter !" she said to herself. " I n the hands of
another m a n ! "
" Look at the last page," said Arnold.
She turned to the last page, and read the hurried penciUed fines.
"ViUain! vUlain ! •viUam!" At the third repetition of the word, she
crushed the letter in the palm of her hand, and flung it from her to the
oth.r end of the room. The instant after, the fire that had flamed up
in her, died out. Feebly and slowly, she reached out her hand to tiio
nearest chair, and sat down on it -with her back to Arnold. " H e has
deserted me ! "—was all she said. The words feU low and quiet on the
sUence: they were the utterance of an immeasurable despair.
'• You are -wrong !" exclaimed Arnold. " Indeed, indeed you are
wrong ! It's no excuse—it's the truth. I was present when the message
came about his father."
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She never heeded Mm, and never moved. She only repeated the
words.
" He has deserted me !"
" Don't take it in that way !" pleaded Arnold—" pray don't! It's
dreadful to hear you; it is indeed. I am sure he has not deserted
you." There was no answer; no sign that she heard Mm: she sat
there, struck to stone. It was impossible to call the landlady in, at
such a moment as tMs, In despair of knowmg how else to rouse her,
Arnold drew a chair to her side, and patted her timidly on the shoulder.
'•• Come !" hs said in Ms single-hearted, boyish way. " Cheer up a
Httle!"
She slowly turned her head, and looked at him with a duU surprise.
" Didn't you say he had told you everything?" she asked.
"Yes."
" Don't you despise a woman Hke me ? "
Arnold's heart went back, at that dreadfiU question, to the one
woman who was eternaUy sacred to him—to the woman from whose
bosom he had drawn the breath of hfe.
"Does the man live," he said, "who can tMnk of Ms mother—and
despise, women ? "
That answer set the prisoned misery in her free. She gave Mm her
hand—she faintly thanked Mm. The merciful tears came to her at last.
Arnold rose, and turned away to the window in despair. " I mean
weU," he said. " And vet, I only distress her!"
She heard Mm, and struggled to compose herself. " No," she
answered, "you comfort me. Don't mind my crying—I'm the better
for it." She looked round at Mm gTateftUly " I won't distress you,
Mr. Brinkworth. I ought to thanlc you—and I do. Come back, or
I shall think you are angTy -\^ith me." Arnold went back to her. She
gave him her hand once more. " One doesn't understand people aU at
once," she said, simply. " I thought you were Hke other men—I didn't
know tUl to-day how kind you coiUd be. Did you walk here?" she
added suddenly, -with an effort to change the subject. "Are you tired?
I have not been kindly received at tliis place—but I'm sure I may offer
you whatever the inn affords."
It was impossible not to feel for her—it was unpossible not to be
interested in her. Arnold's honest longing to help her expressed itself
a Httle too openly, when he spoke next. " AU I want. Miss SUvester,
is to be of some ser-vice to you, if I can," he said. " Is there anything
I can do to make your position here more comfortable ? You will stay
at this place, won't yon ? Geoffrey •wishes it."
She shuddered, and iDoked away. "Yes! yes!" she answered
hurriedly.
" You wiU hear from Geofirey," Arnold went on, " to-morrow or
next day. I know he means to •svrite."
" For Heaven's sake, don't speak of him any more ! " she cried out.
" How do you think I can look you in the face
? " Her cheeks
flushed deep, and her eyes rested on liim •s^ith a momentary firmness.
'' Mind tMs ! I am Ms wife, if promises can make me his wife ! He
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has pledged Ms word to me by aU that is sacred !" She checked herself impatiently. " W h a t am I saying ? W h a t interest can you have
in tMs miserable state of things ? Don't let us talk of i t ! I have
something else to say to you. Let us get back to my troubles here.
Did you see the landlady when you came in ? "
" No. I oMy saw the waiter."
" The landlady has made some absurd difficulty about letting me
have these rooms, because I came here alone."
" She won't make any difficulty now," said Arnold. " I have settled
that."
" You!"
Arnold smUed. After what had passed, it was an indescribable
rehef to him to see the humorous side of his own position at the inn.
" Certainly," he answered. " W h e n I asked for the lady who had
arrived here alone tMs afternoon
"
"Yes?"
" I was told, in your interests, to ask for her as my wife."
Anne looked at Mm-—in alarm as weU as in surprise.
" You asked for me as your -wife ? " she repeated.
" Yes. I haven't done wrong—have I ? As I understood it, there
was no alternative. Geoffrey told me you had settled with Mm to
present yourseU' here as a married lady, whose husband was coming to
join her."
" I thought of Mm when I said that. I never thought of you."
" Natural enough. StUl, it comes to the same tiling (doesn't it ?)
with the people of tMs house ? "
" I don't understand you."
" I •wiU try and explam myself a Httle better. Geoffrey said your
position here depended on my asking for you at the door (as he would
have asked for you, if he had come) in the character of your husband."
" He had no right to say t h a t ! "
" N o right? After what you have told me of the landlady, just
tliink what might have happened, if he had not said i t ! I haven't had
much experience, myself, of these things. Biit—aUow me to ask—
wouldn't it have been a Httle awkward (at my age) if I had come here,
and inquired for you as a friend? Don't you think, in that case, the
landlady might have made some additional difficulty about letting you
have the rooms? "
I t was beyond dispute, that the landlady would have refused to let
the rooms at aU. I t was equaUy plain, that the deception which Arnold
had practised on the people of the inn, was a deception wMch Anne had
herself rendered necessary, m her own interests. She was not to blame
—it was clearly impossible for her to have foreseen such an event as
Geoffrey's departure for London. StUl, she felt an uneasy sense of
responsibUity—a vague dread of what might happen next. She sat
nervously twisting her handkerchief in her lap, and made no answer.
" D o n ' t suppose I object to tMs little stratagem," Arnold went on,
" I am serving my old friend; and I am helping the lady who is soon to
be his vrife."
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Anne rose abruptly to her feet, and amazed him by a very unexpected
question.
" Mr. Brinkworth," she said. " Forgive me the rudeness of something I am about to say to you. When are you going away ? "
Arnold burst out laughirig.
" When I am quite sure I can do notliing more to assist you," he
answered.
" Pray don't think of me, any longer ! "
" In your situation ! Who else am I to think of ? "
Anne laid her hand earnestly on Ms arm; and answered—" Blanche!"
" Blanche ? " repeated Arnold, utterly at a loss to understand her.
"Yes—Blanche. She foimd time to tell me what had passed
between you this mornuig, before I left Windygates. I know you have
made her an offer. I know you are engaged to be married to her."
Arnold was deUghted to hear it. He had been merely unwUling to
leave her, thus far. He was absolutely determined to stay with her now.
" Don't expect me to go, after that! " he said. " Come and sit down
again, and let's talk about Blanche."
Anne decHned impatiently, by a gesture. Arnold was too deeply
interested in the new topic to take any notice of it,
" You know aU about her habits and her tastes," he went on, " and
what she likes, and what she dislikes. It's most important that I should
talk to you about her. When we are husband and wife, Blanche is to
have her own way in everything. That's my idea of the Whole Duty
of Man—when Man is married. You are still standing ! Let me give
you a chair."
It was cruel—under other circumstances, it would have been
impossible—to disappoint him. But the vague fear of consequences
wMch had taken possession of Anne was not to be trifled with. She
had no clear conception of the risk (and, it is to be added, in justice
to Geoffrey, that he had no clear conception of the risk) on wMch
Arnold had unconsciously ventured, in undertaMng Ms errand to the
inn. Neither of them had any adequate idea (few people have) of
the infamous absence of aU needful warning, of aU decent precaution and restraint, wMch makes the marriage law of Scotland a
trap to catch unmarried men and women, to this day. But, while
GeoflErey's mind was incapable of looking beyond the present emergency, Anne's finer inteUigence told her that a country which offered
such facilities for private marriage as the facihties of wMch she had
proposed to take advantage in her own case, was not a country in
wluch a man could act as Arnold had acted, without danger of some
serious embarrassment foUowing as the possible result. With tliia
motive to animate her, she resolutely declined to take the offered chair,
or to enter into the proposed conversation.
" Whatever we have to say about Blanche, Mr. Brinkworth, must be
said at some fitter tune. I beg you wiU leave me."
" Leave you ! "
" Yes. Leave me to the soHtude that is best for me, and to the
sorrow that I have deserved. Thank you—and good bye."

ANNE.

85

.Arnold made no attempt to disgiuse Ms disappointment and surprise.
•' If I must go, I must," he said. " But why are you m such a hurry ? "
" I don't want you to call me yom- -^'ife again, before the people of
tins inn."
" I s that aU? What on earth are you afi-aid of?"
She was unable fuUy to reaUze her o-vvn apprehensions. She was
doubly unable to express them in words. In her anxiety to produce
some reason which might prevaU on Mm to go, she drifted back into
that very conversation about Blanche, mto which she had decHned to
enter but the moment before.
" I have reasons for being afraid," she said. " One that I can't give
—and one that I can. Suppose Blanche heard of what 3^ou have done ?
The longer you stay here—the more people you see—the more chance
there is that she might hear of it."
"And what if she did?" asked Arnold, in his own straightforward
way. " Do you think she would be angry with me for making myself
useful to you ? "
" Yes," rejoined Anne, sharply—" if she was jealous of me !"
Arnold's unlimited behef in Blanche expressed itself, without the
shghtest compromise, in two words—
" That's impossible!"
Anxious as she was, miserable as she was, a faint smile flitted over
Anne's face.
" Sir Patrick would teU you, Mr. Brinkworth, that nothing is impossible, where women are concerned." She dropped her momentary
hghtness of tone; and went on as earnestly as ever. " You can't put
yom-self in Blanche's place—I can. Once more, I beg you to go. I
don't like your coming here, in tMs way! I don't like it at all!"
She held out her hand to take leave. At the same moment, there
was a loud knock at the door of the room.
Anne sank into the chau- at her side, and uttered a faint cry of
alarm. Arnold, perfectly impenetrable to all sense of Ms position,
asked what there was to frighten her—and answered the knock in the
two customary words,
"Come in!"

CHAPTER THE TENTH.
MR. BISHOPRIGGS.

THE knock at the door was repeated—a louder knock than before.
"Are you deaf?" shouted Arnold.
The door opened, Httie by little, an inch at a time. Mr. Bistopnggs appeared mysteriously, with the cloth for dinner over his arm,
and with his second in command belihid him, bearing " the furnishing
of the table " (as it was caUed at Craig Ferme) on a tray.
"What the deuce were you waiting for?" asked Arnold. " I told
you to come in."
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" And Ztauld you," answered Mr. Bishopriggs, "that I wadua come
in without knocking first. E h , m a n ! " he went on, dismissing his
second in command, and laying the cloth •v^ith Ms o^wn venerable hands,
" d'ye thinlv I've Hved in this hottle in blinded eegnorance of hoo yoimg
married couples pass the time when they're left to themselves ? Twa
knocks at the door—and an unco trouble in opening it, after that—is
joost the least ye can do for them ? Whar' do ye think, noo, I'U set the
places for you and your ledd}^ t h e r e ? "
Anne walked away to the -window, in undisgiused disgust. Arnold
found Mr. Bishopriggs to be qiute irresistible. H e answered, humouring
the joke,
" One at the top and one at the bottom of the table, I suppose ? "
" One at tap and one at bottom?" repeated Mr. Bishopriggs, in Mgh
disdain. " Deil a bit of i t ! Baith yer chairs as close together as chairs
can be. H e c h ! hech!—haven't I caught 'em, after gudeness Imows
hoo many preleeminary Imocks at the door, dining on their husbands'
knees, and steemvJating a man's appetite by feeduig Mm at the fork's
end lilie a chUd? E h V' sighed the sage of Craig Fernie, "it's a short
life vn' that 'nuptial business, and a merry one! A month for yer
biUm' and cooin'; and a' the rest o' yer days for wondering ye were ever
such a fule, and •\'visliing it was a' to be done ower again.—Ye'll be for a
bottle o' sherry wine, nae doot ? and a drap toddy afterwards, to do yer
digestin' o a ? "
Arnold nodded—and, then, in obedience to a signal from Anne,
joined her at the -(vindo^iv. i l r . Bishopriggs looked after them attentively—observed that they were talldng in whispers—and approved of
that proceeding, as representuig another of the estabhshed customs of
young married couples at inns, m the presence of third persons appointed
to wait on them.
" A y ! a y ! " he said, looking over Ms shoulder at Arnold, "gae to
your deerie ! gae to your deerie! and leave a' the soHd business o' Iffe
to Me. Ye've Screepture warrant for it. A man maun leave fether
and mother (I'm yer fether), and cleave to his •wife. My certie ! ' cleave'
is a strong word—there's nae sort o' doot aboot it, when it comes to
' c l e a \ i n ' ! " H e wagged Ms head thoughtfuUy, and walked to the sidetable m a corner, to cut the bread.
As he took up the kmfe, Ms one wary ej^e detected a morsel of
criunpled paper, lying lost between the table and the waU. I t was the
letter from Geofirey, which Anne had flung from her, in the first indignation of reading it—and which neither she nor Arnold had thought of
since.
" What's that I see yonder?" muttered Mr. Bishopriggs, under Ins
breath. " Mair litter in the room, after I've doosted and tidied it wi'
my ain h a n d s ! "
H e picked up the crumpled paper, and partly opened it. " E h I
what's here ? Writing on it in inlc ? and writing on it in pencU ? Wlio
may this belong to ? " H e looked round cautiously towards Arnold and
Anne. They were both stUl talkuig in wliispers, and both standing
with their backs to Mm, looking out of the window. " Here it is, clean
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forgotten and dune w i t h ? " thought Mr. Bishopriggs. " N o o what wad
a fule do, U he fund this ? A fule wad Hght Ms pipe wi' it, and then
wonder whether he wadna ha' dune better to read it first. And what
wad a wise man do, in a seemUar position ? "—He practicaUy answered
that question by putting the letter into his pocket. I t might be worth
keeping, or it might not; five minutes' private examination of it would
decide the alternative, at the first convenient opportunity. " Am gaun'
to breeng the dinner i n ! " he caUed out to Arnold. " And, niuid ye, there's
nae Imocldng at the door possible, when I've got the tray in baith my
hands, and mair's the pity, the gout in baith my feet." W i t h that friendly
warning, Mr. Bishopriggs went his wa,y to the regions of the Idtchen.
Arnold continued his conversation with Anne, in terms which showed
that the question of his leaving the inn had been the question once
more discussed between them while they were standing at the -window.
" You see we can't help it," he said. " The waiter has gone to
bring the dinner in. What wiU they think in the house, if I go away
aheady, and leave ' my wife' to dine alone ? "
It was so plainly necessary to keep up appearances for the present
that there was nothing more to be said. Arnold was comnutting a
serious imprudence—and yet, on this occasion, Arnold was right.
Anne's annoyance at feeHng that conclusion forced on her, produced
the first betrayal of impatience which she had shown yet. She left
Arnold at the whidow, and flung herself on the sofa. " A curse seems
to foUow m e ! " she thought, bitterly. " This -wUl end ill—and I shall
be answerable for i t ! "
In the meantime, Mr. Bishopriggs had found the dinner in the
Idtchen, ready, and waiting for him. Instead of at once taking the tray
on wluch it was placed, into the sitting-room, he conveyed it privately
into Ms own pantry, and shut the door.
" Lie ye there, my freend, tUl the spare moment comes—and I'U
look at ye again," he said, putting the letter away carefuUy in the
dresser-drawer. " Noo aboot the dinner o' they twa tm-tle-doves in the
parlour?" he continued, directing Ms attention to the dinner-tray. " I
maun joost see that the cook's dune her duty—the creatm-es are no'
cappable o' decidin' that knotty point for theu- ain selves." H e took off
one of the covers, and picked bits, here and there, out of the dish -with
the fork. " E h ! e h ! the coUops are no' that bad! " H e took off
another cover, and shook Ms head in solemn doubt. " Here's tho green
meat. I doot green meat's windy diet for a man at my time o' Hfe !"
He put the cover on again, and tried the next dish. " T h e fesh?
What the deU does the woman fry the trout for ? Boil it nex;t time, ye
betcli, -Ri a pmch o' saut and a spunef-u' o' -vmegar." H e dvew the cork
from a bottle of sherry, and decanted the wine. " The sherry wine ? "
he said, in tones of deep feeling, holding the decanter up to the Hght.
" Hoo doo I know but what it may be corkit ? I maun taste and
try. It's on my conscience, as an honest man, to taste and try." H e
forth-with reheved Ms conscience—copiously. There was a vacant
space, of no inconsiderable dimensions, left in the decanter.
Mr.
Bishopriggs gravely fiUed it up from the water-bottle. " E h ! it's joost
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addiii' ten years to the age o' the wine. The turtle-doves wUl be none
the waur—and I mysel am a glass o' sherry the better. Praise Providence for a' its maircies!" Having reheved liimseff of that devout
aspu-ation, he took up the tray again, and decided on letting the turtledoves have their dinner.
The conversation in the parlour (dropped for the moment) had been
renewed, in the absence of Mr. Bishopriggs. Too restless to remain
long m one place, Anne had risen again from the sofa, and had rejoined
Arnold at the wuidow,
" W h e r e do yom- friends at Lady Lundie's beheve you to be now?"
she asked, abruptly.
" I am beheved," repHed Arnold, " to be meeting my tenants, and
taking possession of my estate."
" How are you to get to your estate to-mght ? "
" By raUway, I suppose.—By-the-bye, what excuse am I to make
for going away after dinner ? W e are sure to have the landlady in
here before long. What wiR she say to my going off by myself to the
train, and lea-ving ' my wife ' beliind me ? "
" Mr. Brinkworth ! that joke—U it is a joke—is worn o u t ! "
" I beg your pardon," said Arnold.
" You may leave j'our excuse to me," pursued Anne. " Do you go
by the up-train or the down ? "
" By the up-train."
The door opened suddenly; and ]\Ir. Bishopriggs appeared with the
dinner.
Anno nervously separated herself from Arnold.
The one
avaUable eye of Mr. Bishopriggs foUowed her reproachfuUj-, as he pul
the dishes on the table.
" I warned ye baith, it was a clean impossibiUty to knock at the
door this tune. Don't blame me, J'oung madam—don't blame me !"
" Where wUl you s i t ? " asked Arnold, by way of diverting Anne's
attention from the famiUarities of Father Bishopriggs.
" Anj^vhere !" she answered, impatientlj'; snatclung up a chair, and
placing it at the bottom of the table.
Mr. Bishopriggs poHtely, but firmly, put the chair back again in its place.
" Lord's sake ! what are ye doin' ? It's clean contrary to a' the laws
and customs o' the honejinune, to sit as far away from your husband
as t h a t ! "
H e waved his persuasive napkhi to one of the two chairs placed
close together at the table. Arnold interfered once more, and prevented
another outbreak of unpatience from Anne.
" W h a t does it matter ? " he said. " Let the man have his way."
" Get it over as soon as you can," she returned. " I can't, and
won't, bear it much longer."
They took their places at the table, with Father Bishopriggs behind
them, in the mixed character of major domo, and guardian angel.
• Here's the trout! " he cried, taking the cover off with a flourish.
" Half an hour since, he was loopin' hi the water. There he Hes noo,
fried in the dish. An emblem o' human Hfe for y e ! When ye can
spare any leisure time firom yer twa selves, meditate on that."
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Arnold took up the spoon, to give Anne some of the trout. Mr.
Bishopriggs clapped the cover on the dish again, mth a countenance
expressive of devout horror.
" Is there naebody gaun' to say grace ? " he asked.
" Come ! come !" said Arnold. " The fish is gettmg cold."
Mr. Bishopriggs piously closed Ms avaUable eye, and held the covei
firmly on the dish. " For what ye're gaun' to receive, may ye baith be
truly thankful!" He opened Ms avaUable eye, and whipped the cover
off again. " My conscience is easy, noo. Fall to ! faU to !"
" Send him away !" said Anne. " His famiharity is beyond ah
endurance."
" You needn't wait," said Arnold.
" Eh ! but I'm here to wait," objected Mr. Bishopriggs. " What's
the use o' my gaun' away, when ye'U want me anon to change the
plates for ye ? " He considered for a moment (privately consulting his
experience); and arrived at a satisfactory conclusion as to Arnold's
motive for wanting to get rid of Mm. " Tak' her on your knee," he
wMspered in Arnold's ear, " as soon as ye Hke! Feed Mm at the fork s
end," he added to Anne, " whenever ye please ! I'U tlunk of something
else, and look out at the proaspect." He winked—and went to the
wuidow.
" Come ! come!" said Arnold to Anne. " There's a comic side to
aU tMs. Try and see it as I do."
Mr. Bishopriggs returned from the window, and announced the
appearance of a new element of embarrassment in the situation at the inn.
" My certie !" he said, " it's weel ye cam' when ye did. It's Ul getting
to this hottle in a storm."
Anne started, and looked round at him. " A storm coming?" she
exclaimed.
" Eh! ye're weU boosed here—ye needn't iiiuid it. There's the
cloud doon the vaUey," he added, pointing out of the -nindow, " comin'
up one way, when the wind's blawing the other. The storm's bre^wing,
my leddy, when ye see that !"
There was another knock at the door. As Arnold had predicted,
the landlady made her appearance on the scene.
" I ha' just lookit in, su," said Mistress Inchbare, addressmg herself
exclusively to Arnold, "to see ye've got what ye want."
" Oh ! you are the landlady ? Very nice, ma'am—very mce."
Mistress Inchbare had her own private motive for entering the room,
and came to it without further preface.
" Ye'U excuse me, sir, she proceeded. " I wasna in the way when ye
cam' here, or I suld ha' made baiUd to ask ye the question wluch I maun
e'en ask noo. Am I to understand that ye Mre these rooms for yersel,
and tMs leddy here—yer -wife ?"
Anne raised her head to speak. Arnold pressed her hand warningly, under the table, and sUenced her.
" Certainly," he said. " I take the rooms for myseU, and this lady
here—my -wife."
Anne made a second attempt to speak.
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" TMs gentleman
" she began.
Arnold stopped her for the second time.
" This gentleman ? " repeated Mrs. Inchbare, with a broad stare of
surprise. " I'm only a puir woman, my leddy—d'ye mean yer husband
here ? "
Arnold's warmng hand touched Anne's for the tlurd time. Mistress
Inchbare's eyes remauied fixed on her in merciless inquiry. To have
given utterance to the contradiction which trembled on her Hps, woiUd
have been to involve Arnold (after aU that he had sacrificed for her) in the
scandal wMch would ine-vitably foUow—a scandal which would be talked'
of in the neighbourhood, and which might find its way to Blanche's ears.
Wliite and cold, her eyes never moving from the table, she accepted
the landlady's implied correction, and faintly repeated the words:—
" My husband."
Mistress Inchbare drew a breath of •virtuous relief, and waited for
what Amie had to say next. Arnold came considerately to the rescue,
and got the woman out of the room.
" Never mind," he said to Anne ; " I know what it is, and I'll see
about it. She's always Hke this, ma'am, when a storm's conung,"
he went on, tm-ning to the landlady. " No, thank you—I know how to
manage her, We'U send to you, if we want your assistance."
" At j^er ain pleasure, sir," answered Mistress Inchbare. She
turned, and apologized to Anne (under protest) with a stiff curtsey.
" No offence, my leddy ! Ye'U remember that ye cam' here alane, and
that the hottle has its ain gude name to keep up." Having once more
•vindicated " the hottle," she made the long-desired move to the door,
and left the room.
" I'm faint! " Anne whispered. " Give me some water."
There was no water on the table. Arnold ordered it of Mr. Bishopriggs—who had remained passive in the background (a model of cHscreet
attention) as long as the mistress -n-as in the room.
" Mr. Brinkworth!" said Anne, when they were alone, " you are
acting with inexcusable rashness. That woman's question was an impertinence. Why did you answer it ? Why did you force me
?"
She stopped, unable to finish the sentence. Arnold insisted on her
drinking a glass of wine—and then defended himself mth the patient
consideration for her which he had shown from the first.
" W h y didn't I have the inn-door shut in j^our face?" he asked,
good-humouredly—" with a storm coming on, and without a place in
which you can take refuge ? No, no. Miss SUvester! I don't presume
to blame you for any scruples you may feel—but scruples are sadly out
of place with such a woman as that landlady. I am responsible for your
safety to Geofirey; and Geoffrey expects to find you here. Let's change
the subject. The water is a long time coming. Try another glass of
wine. No? WeU—here is Blanche's health" (he"took some of the
wine himself), " in the weakest sherry I ever drank in my Hfe." As he
set down his glass, Mr. Bishopriggs came in with the water. Arnold
haUed Mm satiricaUy. " WeU ? have j^ou got the water ? or have you
used it aU for the sherry ? "
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Mr. Bishopriggs stopped in the middle of the room, thunderstruck at
the aspersion cast on the wine.
" Is that the way ye talk of the auldest bottle o' sherry vrine in
Scotland ? " he asked, gravely. " What's the warld coming to ? The
new generation's a foot beyond my fathoming. The maircies o' Providence, as shown to man in the choicest veentages o' Spam, are clean
thrown away on 'em! "
" Have you brought the water ? "
" I ha' brought the water—and mair than the water. I ha' brought
ye news from ootside. There's a company o' gentlemen on horseback, joost cantering by to what they ca' the shootin' cottage, a mUe
from tMs."
" WeU—and what have we got to do with it ? "
" Bide a wee! There's ane o' them has drawn bridle at the hottle,
and he's speerin' after the leddy that cam' here alane. The leddy's your
leddy, as sure as saxpence. I doot," said Mr. Bishopriggs, walking
away to the window—" that's what ye've got to do with it."
Arnold looked at Anne.
" Do you expect anybody ? "
"•IsitGeoffi-ey?"
" Impossible. Geoffrey is on Ms way to London."
" There he is, any way," resumed Mr. Bishopriggs, at the window.
" He's louping down from his horse. He's turning this way. Lord
save us! " he exclaimed, with a start of consternation, " what do I see?
That incarnate dee-vU, Sir Paitrick Mmself! "
Arnold sprang to his feet.
" Do you mean Sir Patrick Lundie ? "
Anne ran to the window.
" It w Sir Patrick!" she said. " Hide yourself, before he comes in 1''
"Hide myself?"
" What wiU he think, if he sees you with me ? "
He was Blanche's guardian—and he beheved Arnold to be at that
moment visiting Ms new property. What he would tMnk, was not
difficult to foresee. Arnold turned for help to Mr. Bishopriggs.
" Where can I go ? "
Mr. Bishopriggs pointed to the bedroom-door.
" Whar' can ye go ? There's the nuptial chamber! "
" Impossible!''
Mr. Bishopriggs expressed the utmost extremity of human amazement, by a long whistie, on one note.
" Whew ! Is that the way ye talk o' the nuptial chamber already ? "
" Find me some other place.—I'U make it worth your whUe."
" E h ! there's my paintry! I trow that's some other place—and the
door's at the end o' the passage."
Arnold hurried out. Mr. Bishopriggs—evidently under the hnpression that the case before him was a case of elopement, -with Sir Patrick
mixed up m it, in the capacity of guardian—addressed himself, in
niendly confidence, to Anne.
"My certie, mistress! it's Ul wark deceivin' Shf Paitrick—if that's
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what ye've dune. Ye must know, I was ance a bit clerk-body in his
chambers at Embro
"
The voice of Mistress Inchbare, caUing for the head-waiter, rose
shrUl and imperative from the regions of the bar. Mr. Bishopriggs disappeared. Anne remained, standing helpless by the •window. I t was
plam, by tMs time, that the place of her retreat had been discovered at
Windygates. The one doubt to decide, now, was whether it woiUd be
wise, or not, to receive Sir Patrick, for the purpose of discovering
whether he came as friend or enemy to the inn.

CHAPTER THE

ELEVENTH.

SIR PATRICK,

T H E doubt was practicaUy decided, before Anne had determined what to
do. She was still at the window—when the sitting-room door was thrown
open, and Sir Patrick appeared, obsequiously shown in by Mr. Bishopriggs.
" Ye're kindly welcome. Sir Paitrick. Hech, sirs, the sight of you is
gude for sair eyne."
Sir Patrick turned, and looked at Mr. Bishopriggs—as he might
have looked at some troublesome insect which he had driven out of the
window, and wliich had retm-ned on him again.
" What, you scoundrel! have you drifted into an honest employment
at l a s t ? "
Mr. Bishopriggs rubbed his hands cheerfuUy, and took Ms tone from
his superior, -with supple readiness.
" Ye're always in the right of it. Sir Paitrick! Wut, raal wut in
that aboot the honest employment, and me drifting into it. Lord's sake,
sir, hoo weU ye wear! "
Disnussing Mr. Bishopriggs by a sign, Sir Patrick advanced to
Anne.
" I am committing an intrusion, madam, which must, I am afraid,
appear unpardonable in your eyes," he said. " May I hope you wiU
excuse me, when I have made you acquainted \\ith my motive ? "
H e spoke with scrupulous poHteness. H i s knowledge of Anne was
of the shghtest possible land. Like other men, he had felt the attraction
of her unaffected grace and gentleness, on the few occasions when he
had been in her company—and that was aU. If he had belonged to the
present generation, he would, under the circumstances, have faUen into
one of the besetting sins of England, in these days—the tendency (to
borrow an illustration from the stage) to " strike an attitude " in the
presence of a social emergency. A man of the present period, in Sir
Patrick's position, would have struck an attitude of (what is caUed)
chivalrous respect; and would have addressed Anne in a tone of readymade sympathy, which it was simply unpossible for a stranger reaUy to
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feel. Sir Patrick affected nothing of the sort. One of the besetting
sins of his time, was the habitual concealment of our better selves—•
upon the whole, a far less dangerous national error than the habitual
advertisement of our better selves, wMch has become the practice,
pubhcly and privately, of society in tMs age. Sir Patrick assumed—•
if anytMng—less sympathy, on this occasion, than he reaUy felt.
Courteous to aU women, he was as courteous as usual to Anne—and no
more.
" I am quite at a loss, sir, to know what brings you to this place.
The servant, here, informs me that you are one of a party of gentlemen
who have just passed by the i n n ; and who have all gone on—except
yourself," I n those guarded terms Anne opened the intei-view with the
unwelcome -visitor, on her side.
Su- Patrick admitted the fact, •without betraying the shghtest
embarrassment.
" The servant is quite right," he said. " I am one of the party.
And I have purposely aUowed them to go on to the keeper's cottage
without me. Having admitted this, may I count on receiving your
permission to explain the motive of my visit?"
Necessarily suspicious of him, as coming from Windygates, Anno
answered m few and formal words, as coldly as before.
" Explain it, Sir Patrick, if you please, as briefly as possible."
Sir Patrick bowed. H e was not in the least oftended—he was even
(if the confession may be made •without degradhig Mm in the public
estimation) privately amused. Conscious of having honestly presented
himself at the inn in Anne's interests, as weU as hi the interests of the
ladies at Windygates, it appealed to Ms sense of humour to find Mmself
kept at arm's length by the very woman whom he had come to benefit.
The temptation was strong on him to treat his errand from his own
whimsical point of -view. H e gravely took out his watch, and noted the
time to a second, before he spoke again.
" I have an event to relate in which you are interested," he said.
"And I have two messages to deHver, which I hope you wUl not object
to receive. The event I undertake to describe in one minute. The
messages I promise to dispose of in two minutes more. Total duration
of this intrusion on your time—three minutes."
He placed a chair for A m e , and waited, until she had permitted
him, by a sign, to take a second chair for MmseU.
" We •will begin with the event," he resumed. " Your arrival at this
place is no secret at Windygates. You were seen on the foot-road to
Craig Fernie by one of the female servants. And the inference naturaUy drawn is, that you were on your way to the inn. I t may be
important for you to know tMs—and I have taken the Hberty of mentioning it accordingly." H e consulted Ms watch. " Event related.
Time, one nunute."
He had excited her curiosity, to begin with. " Which of the women
saw m e ? " she asked, impulsively.
Sir Patrick (watch in hand) declined to prolong the uiterview by
answering any incidental inquiries wMch might arise in the course of it.
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" Pardon me," he rejomed; " I am pledged to occupy three nmmtes
only. I have no room for the woman.—With your kind pemaission, I
will get on to the messages next."
Anne remained silent. Sir Patrick went on.
" First message:—' Lady Lundie's compHments to her step-daughter's
late governess—-with whose married name she is not acquainted. Lady
Lundie regrets to say, that Su- Patrick, as head of the family, has
threatened to return to Edinburgh, unless she consents to be guided by
his advice in the course she pursues with the late governess. Lady
Lundie, accordingly, foregoes her intention of calling at the Craig
FerMe inn, to express her sentiments and make her inqmiies in person.
She commits to Su- Patrick the duty of expressing her sentiments;
reserving to herself the right of making her inquiries at the next convement opportunity. Through the medium of her brother-in-law, she
begs to inform the late governess that aU intercourse is at an end
between them, and that she decHnes to act as reference, in case of
future emergency.'—Message textuaUy correct. Expressive of Lady
Lundie's -view of your sudden departure from the house. Time, two
minutes."
Anne's colour rose. Anne's pride was up in arms on the spot.
" The impertinence of Lady Lundie's message is no more than I
should have expected from her," she said. " I am only surprised at Sir
Patrick's dehvering it."
" Sir Patrick's motive wUl appear presently," rejoined the incorrigible old gentleman. " Second message:—' JBlanche's fondest love.
Is dymg to be acquainted -with Anne's husband, and to be informed of
Anne's married name. Feels indescribable anxiety and apprehension
on Anne's account. Insists on hearing from Anne immediately. Longs,
as she never longed for anything yet, to order her pony-chaise, and
drive fuU gaUop to the inn. Yields, under irresistible pressure, to the
exertion of her guardian's authority; and commits the expression of her
feelings to Sir Patrick, who is a bom tyrant, and doesn't in the least
mind breaking other people's hearts. Sir Patrick (speaking for himseff)
plaees Ms sister-in-law's view and Ms mece's •view, side by side, before
the lady whom he has now the honour of addressmg—and on whose
confidence he is especiaUy careful not to intrude. Reminds the lady
that Ms influence at Windygates, however strenuously he may exert it,
is not likely to last for ever. Requests her to consider whether his
sister-in-law's -view and Ms mece's -view, in coUision, may not lead to
veiy undesirable domestic results; and leaves her to take the course
wMch seems best to herself, under those circumstances.—Second message dehvered textuaUy. Time, three minutes. A storm coming on.
A quarter of an hour's ride from here to the shooting cottage. Madam,
I wish you good evening."
He bowed lower than ever—and, without a word more, quietly left
the room.
Anne's first impulse was (excusably enough, poor soul) an impulse
of resentment.
"Thank you. Sir Patrick!" she said, -with a bitter look at the
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closing door. " The-sympathy of society with a friendless woman could
hardly have been expressed in a more amusing way!"
The Httle irritation of the moment passed off -with the moment.
Anne's o^wn inteMgence and good sense showed her the position in its
truer hght.
She recogmzed in Sir Patrick's abrupt departure, Sir Patrick's
considerate resolution to spare her from entering into any detaUs on
the subject of her position at the inn. He had given her a friendly
warning; and he had delicately left her to decide for herseff as to the
assistance wMch she might render him in maintaining tranquiUity at
Windygates, She went at once to a side-table in the room, on which
writing materials were placed; and sat down to write to Blanche.
" I can do nothing •with Lady Lundie," she thought. " But I have
more influence than anybody else over Blanche—and I can prevent
the coUision between them which Sir Patrick dreads."
She began the letter. " My dearest Blanche, I have seen Sir
Patrick, and he has given me your message. I will set your mind at
ease about me as soon as I can. But, before I say anything else, let me
entreat you, as the greatest favour you can do to your sister and your
fiiend, not to enter into any disputes about me with Lady Lundie, and
not to commit the imprudence—the useless imprudence, my love—of
coming here." She stopped—the paper swam before her eyes. " My
own darhng !" she thought, " who could have foreseen that I should
ever shrink from the thought of seeing you'}" She sighed, and dipped
the pen in the ink—and went on with the letter.
The sky darkened rapidly, as the evening feU. The wmd swept in
fainter and fainter gusts across the dreary moor. Far and •wide over
the face of Nature, the stilMess was fast faUing which teUs of a coming
storm.

CHAPTER THE TWELFTH.
ARNOLD.

Arnold remained shut up in the head-waiter's p a n t r y chafing secretly at the position forced upon him.
He was, for the first time in Ms Hfe, in Mding from another person,
and that person a man. Twice—stung to it by the me-vitable loss of
seff-respect which his situation occasioned—he had gone to the door,
determined to face Sir Patrick boldly ; and twice he had abandoned the
idea, m mercy to Anne. It would have been impossible for him to set
himself right -with Blanche's guardian, without betraying the unhappy
woman whose secret he was bound in honour to keep. " I wish to
Heaven I had never come here!"—was the useless aspiration that
escaped him, as he doggedly seated himseff on the dresser to wait till
Sir Patrick's departure set him free.
MEANWHILE,
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After an interval—not, by any means, the long interval wMch he
had anticipated—hissoHtude was euHvened by the appearance of Father
Bishopriggs.
" W e U ! " cried Arnold, jumping off the dresser, " is the coast
clear ? "
There were occasions when Mr. Bishopriggs became, on a sudden,
unexpectedly hard of hearing. TMs was one of them.
" H o o do ye find the p a i n t r y ? " he asked, without paying the
shghtest attention to Arnold's question. " S n u g and private? A
Patmos in the weelderness, as ye may say! "
His one avaUable eye, wMch had begun by looking at Arnold's face,
dropped slowly do^svnwards, and fixed itself in mute but eloquent
expectation, on Arnold's waistcoat-pocket.
'' I understand ! " said Arnold. " I promised to pay j^ou for the
Patmos—eh ? There you are ! "
Mr. Bishopriggs pocketed the money, \\ith a dreary snule, and a
sympathetic shake of the head. Other w^aiters would have returned
thanks. The sage of Craig Fernie returned a few brief remarks, instead.
Admirable in many things. Father Bishopriggs was especiaUy great at
drawing a moral. H e drew a moral, on this occasion, from his own
gratiuty.
" There I am—as ye saj-. IMercy presairve us ! ye need the siller
at every turn, when there's a woman at yer heels. It's an awfu' reflection
—ye caiina hae anythmg to do wi' the sex they ca' the opposite sex,
without it's being an expense to ye. There's this young leddy o' yours,
I doot she'll ha' beeia an expense to ye from the first. When ye were
coortin' her, ye did it, I'll go bail, wi' the open hand. Presents and
keepsakes ; flowers, and jewellery, and httle dogues. Sair expenses aU
of t h e m ! "
" H a n g your reflections ! H a s Sir Patrick left the inn? "
The reflections of Mr. Bishopriggs decHned to be disposed of in
anything approaclung to a summarj' way. On they flowed from their
parent source, as slowljr and as smootlUy as ever !
" Noo ye're married to her, there's her bonnets and goons and underclothin'—her ribbons, laces, furbelows, and faUals. A sair expense again!"
" What is the expense of cutting your reflections short, Mr.
Bishopriggs ? "
" Thirdly, and lastly, if ye canna agree wi' her as time gaes on—
if there's incompaitibeelity of temper betwixt ye—in short, if ye want
a wee bit separation, hech, sirs! ye pet yer hand in yer poaket, and
come to an aimicable understandin' wi' her in that way. Or, maybe,
she takes ye hito Court, and pets her hand in your poaket, and comes
to a hoastUe understancHn' wi' ye there. Show me a woman—and I'll
show you a man not far off, wha has mair expenses on Ms back than
he ever bairgaiued for." Arnold's patience would last no longer—he
turned to the door. Mr. Bishopriggs with equal alacrity on his side,
turned to the matter in hand. " Yes, sir ! The room's e'en clear o' Sir
Paitrick, and the leddy's alane, and, waitin' for ye."
I n a moment more, Arnold was back in the sitting-room
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" Well ? " he asked, anxiously. " W h a t is i t ? Bad news from Lady
Lundie's ? "
Anne closed and du-ected the letter to Blanche, wluch she had just
completed. " No," she repHed. " Nothing to interest you."
" What did S u Patrick want ? "
" Only to warn me. They have found out, at Windygates, that I am
here."
" That's awkward, isn't it? "
" Not in the least. I can manage perfectly ; I have nothing to fear
Don't think of me—tMnk of yourself."
" I am not suspected, am I ? "
" Thank Heaven—no! But there is no knowing what may happen
if you stay here. Ring the beU at once, and ask the waiter about
the trains."
Struck by the unusual obscurity of the sky, at that hour of the
evening, Arnold went to the wndow. The rain had come—and was
falling heavUy. The view on the moor was fast disappearing in mist
and darkness.
" Pleasant weather to travel in ! " he said.
" T h e raUway!" Anne exclaimed, impatiently. " I t ' s gettmg laie.
See about the raUway ! "
Arnold walked to the fireplace to ring the bell. The railway timetable, hanging over it, met his eye.
" Here's the information I want," he said to Anne, " if I only knew
how to get at it. ' Down '—' Up '—' A.M.'—' P.M." W h a t a cursed
confusion ! I believe they do it on purpose."
Anne joined him at the fireplace.
" I understand it—I'U help you. Did you say it was the up-train
you wanted ? "
"Yes."
" What is the name of the station you stop at ? "
Arnold told her. She followed the intricate network of Hues and
figures m t h her finger—suddenly stopped—looked again to make sure
—and turned from the time-table with a face of blank despair. The
last train for the day had gone an hour since.
In the sUence wliich followed that discovery, a first flash of HghtMng
passed across the window, and the low roU of thunder sounded the outbreak of the storm.
" What's to be done now? " asked Arnold.
In the face of the storm, Anne answered without hesitation, " You
must take a carriage, and drive."
"Drive ? They told me it was three-and-twenty mUes, by railway,
from the station to my place—let alone the distance from this inn to the
station."
" What does the distance matter ? Mr. Brmkworth, you can't
possibly stay here ! "
A second flash of Ughtiiing crossed the window; the roll of the
thunder came nearer. Even Arnold's good temper began to be a
httle ruffled by Anne's determination to get rid of hini. H e sat
7
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do-(vn, •with the air of a man who had made up Ms mind not to leave the
house.
" Do you hear that ? " he asked, as the sound of the thmider died
a-.vay grandly, and the hard pattering of the rain on the •window became
audible once more. " If I ordered horses, do you tliink they would let
me have them, in such weather as tMs ? And, if they did, do you
suppose the horses would face it on the moor ? No, no, Miss SUvester
— I am sorry to be in the way ; but the tram has gone, and the mght
and the storm have come. I have no choice but to stay here ! "
Anne stUl maintained her o^wn view—but less resolutely than before.
" After what you have told the landlady," she said, " think of the
embarrassment, the cruel embarrassment of our position—if you stop
at the inn tiU to-morrow morning ! "
" I s that aU ? " returned Arnold.
Anne looked up at lum quickly, and angrUy. N o ! he was quite
unconscious of h a \ i n g said anything that could offend her. H i s rough
mascuhne sense broke its way, unconsciously tlirough aU the httle
feminine subtleties and deUcacies of his compamon, and looked the
position practicaUy in the face for what it was worth, and no more.
" Where's the embarrassment ? " he asked, pointing to the bedroomdoor. " There's your room, aU ready for you. And here's the sofa, in
tMs room, aU ready for me. If you had seen the places I have slept in
at sea
!"
She interrupted lum, -without ceremony. The places he had slept
in, at sea, w^ere of no eartMy importance. The one question to consider,
was the place he was to sleep in that mght.
" If you must stay," she rejoined, " can't you get a room in some other
part of the house ? "
But one last nustake in dealing with her, in her present nervous
condition, was left to make—and the innocent Arnold made it. " In
•some other part of the house ? " he repeated, jestingly. " The landlady
would be scandaHzed. Mr. Bishopriggs would never aUow i t ! "
She rose, and stamped her foot impatiently on the floor. " Don't
joke ! " she exclaimed. " This is no laughing ma.tter." She paced the
room excitedly. " I don't Hke i t ! I don't Hke i t ! "
Arnold looked after her, with a stare of boyish wonder.
" W h a t puts you out so ? " he asked. " I s it the storm ? "
She threw herself on the sofa agaui. " Y e s , " she said, shortly.
'' It's the storm."
Arnold's inexhaustible good nature was at once roused to activity
again.
" ShaU we have the candles," he suggested, " and shut the weather
out ? " She turned uritably on the sofa, without replying. " I'U
promise to go away the first thing in the morning ! " he -.'.tnt o^. " Do
try and take it easy—and don't be angry tvith me. Come ! come ! you
wouldn't turn a dog out. Miss SUvester, on such a night as t h i s ! "
H e was irresistible. The most sensitive woman breatlunw could
not have accused Mm of faUing towards her in any single essMitial of
oonsideration an I respect. H e wanted tact, poor feUow—but who could
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expect bim to have learnt that always superficial (and sometimes
dangerous) accompUshment, in the Hfe he had led at sea ? At the sight
of Ms honest, pleading face, Anne recovered possession of her gentler
and sweeter seff. She made her excuses for her irritabUity with a grace
that enchanted him. " We'U have a pleasant evenmg of it yet! " cried
Arnold, in Ms hearty way—and rang the bell.
The beU was hung outside the door of that Patmos in the •wUderness
—otherwise known as the head-waiter's pantry. Mr. Bishopriggs
(employing his brief leisure hi the seclusion of his own apartment) had
just mixed a glass of the hot and comfortmg Hquor, caUed " toddy " in
the language of North Britain, and was just Hftuig it to Ms Hps, when
the summons from Arnold invited lum to leave Ms grog.
" Hand yer screeclun' tongue ! " cried Mr. Bishopriggs, addressing
the beU tMougli the door. " Ye're waur than a woman when ye amce
begin! "
The beU—Hl^e the women—went on agam. Mr. Bishopriggs, equaUy
pertinacious, went on -with Ms toddy,
" Ay! ay! ye may een ring yer heart out—but ye won't part a Scotchman from Ms glass. It's maybe the end of their dinner tliey'U be
wantin'. Sir Paitrick cam' in at the fair beginnmg of it, and spoUt the
coUops, hke the dour deevU he is ! " The beU rang for the tlurd time.
" Ay ! ay! ring awa'! I doot yon young gentleman's Httle better than a
beUy-god—there's a scandalous haste to comfort the carnal part o' him.
in a' tMs rhigin'! He knows naething o' wine," added Mr. Bishopriggs, on whose mind Arnold's discovery of the watered sherry stUl dwelt
unpleasantly.
The hghtning qmckened, and Ht the sitting-room horribly with its
lurid glare; the thunder roUed nearer and nearer over the black gulf of
the moor. Arnold had just raised Ms hand to ring for the fourth time—
when the mevitable knock was heard at the door. It was useless to say
" come in." The immutable laws of Bishopriggs had decided that a
second knock was necessary. Storm or no storm, the second knock came
—and then, and not tUl then, the sage appeared, with the dish of untasted
" coUops " in Ms hand.
" Candles ! " said Arnold.
Mr. Bishopriggs set the " coUops " (in the language of England,
minced meat) upon the table ; lit the candles on the mantelpiece; faced
about, with the fire of recent toddy flaming in his nose ; and waited for
further orders, before he went back to his second glass. Anne declined
to retm-n to the dinner. Arnold ordered Mr. Bishopriggs to close the
shutters, and sat down to dine by himself.
" It looks greasy, and smeUs greasy," he said to Anne, turmng over
the coUops with a spoon. " I won't be ten minutes dimng. Will you
have some tea? "
Anne declined again.
Arnold tried her once more. " What shaU we do to get through the
evening? "
Do what you Hke," she answered, resignedly
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Arnold's mind was suddenly illuminated by an idea.
" I have got i t ! " he exclaimed. " We'U IdU the time as our cabinpassengers used to IdU it at sea." H e looked over his shoulder at
Mr. Bishopriggs. " Waiter ! bring a pack of cards."
" 'What's that ye're wantin' ? " asked Mr. Bishopriggs, doubting the
evidence of his own senses.
" A pack of cards," repeated Arnold.
" Cairds ? " echoed Mr. Bishopriggs. " A pack o' cairds ? Thu
dee-vU's aUegories in the deevil's ovm colours, red and black ! I wunna
execute yer order. For yer ain saul's sake, I wiuma do it. Ha' ye
lived to your time o' life, and are ye no' awakened yet to the awfu' seenfulness o' gambUn wi' the cairds ? "
" J u s t as you xflease," returned Arnold. " You will find me awakened
—•when I go away—to the awful foUy of feeing a waiter."
" Does that mean that ye're bent on the cairds ? " asked Mr. BisliO])riggs, suddenly betraying signs of worldly anxiety in his look and
manner.
" Yes—that means I am bent on the cards."
" I tak' up my testimony agauist 'em—but I'm no' telling ye that I
canna lay my hand on 'em if I Hke. W h a t do they say in my country?
' H i m that will to Coupar, maun to Coupar.' And what do they say m
your country?
Needs must when the deevU drives.'" With that
exceUent reason for turning his back on Ms own prmciples, Mr. Bishopriggs shuffled (mt of the room to fetch the cards.
The dresser-drawer in the pantry contained a choice selection of
nusceUaneous objects—a pack of cards being among them. I n searching
for the cards, the wary hand of the head waiter came in contact with a
morsel of criunpled-up paper. H e drew it out; and recognized the
letter wluch he had picked up in the sitting-room, some hours since.
" Ay! ay-! I'Jl do weel, I trow, to look at this, wliUe my mind's
runnin* on it," said jNIr. Bishopriggs. " The cairds may e'en find their
way to the parlour, by other hands than mine."
H e forthwith sent the cards to Arnold, by his second in command—
closed the jiantry door—and earefuUy smoothed out the crumpled sheet
of paper on wliich the two letters were •\^Titten. This done, he trimmed
his candle, and began with the letter in ink, wluch occupied the first
three pages of the sheet of note-paper.
I t ran thus :—
"Windygates House, August 12th, 1868.
" GEOFFREY DELAMAYN,—

" I HAVE waited in tiie hope that you would ride over from your
brother's place, and see me—and I have waited in vahi. Your conduct
to me is cruelty itself; I wUl bear it no longer. Consider! in your own
interests, consider—before you drive the miserable woman "who has
trusted you, to despair. You have promised me marriage by aU that is
sacred. I claim your promise. I insist on nothing less than to be
what you vowed I should be—what I have waited aU tMs weary time
to be—what I am, in the sight of Heaven, your wedded wife. Lady
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Limdie gives a lawn-party here on the 14tli. I laiow you have been
asked. I expect you to accept her in-vitation. If I don't see you, I
won't answer for what may happe-n. My nund is made up to endure
tlus suspense no longer.
Oh, Geoffrey, remember the past!
Be
faithfiU—be just—to your lo-ying wife,
" ANNE SILVESTER."

Mr. Bishopriggs piaused. H i s commentary on the correspondence,
so far, was simple enough. " H o t words (in ink) from the leddy to the
gentleman ! " H e ran Ms eye over the second letter, on the fourth page
of the paper ; and added cynicaUy, " A trifle caiUder (in pencU) from the
gentleman to the leddy! The way o' the warld, sirs! From the tune
o' Adam downwards, the way o' the warld!"
The second letter ran thus :—"DEAR ANNE,—

" Just caUed to London to my father. They have telegraphed
Mm in a bad way. Stop where you are ; and I wUl write you. Trust
the bearer. Upon my soiU, I'U keep my promise. Your loving husband,
" GEOFFREY DELAMAYN.

Windygates House.
starts at 4.30."

August 14th, 4 P.M.

I n a mortal hurry.

Train

There it ended!
" W h o are the pairties in the parlour? I s ane o' them ' SUvester?'
and t'other D e l a m a y n ? ' " pondered Mr. Bishopriggs, slowly folding
the letter up again in its original form. " Hech, sirs ! what, being
intairpreted, may a' tlus m e a n ? "
He mixed MmseU a second glass of toddy, as an aid to reflection,
and sat sipping the Hquor, and twisting and turning the letter m Ms
gouty fingers. I t was not easy to see Ms way to the relation between
the lady and gentleman in the parlour, and the two letters now in
Ins own possession. They might be themselves the •writers of the
letters—or they might be only friends of the WTiters. Who was to
decide ?
In the first case, the lady s object would appear to have been as
good as gained; for the two had certainly asserted themselves to be
man and wUe, in his own presence, and in the presence of the landlady.
In the second case, the correspondence so carelessly thrown aside,
might, for aU a stranger knew to the contrary, prove to be of some
importance in the future. Acting on this latter view, Mr. Bishopriggs
—whose past experience as " a bit clerkbody," m Sir Patrick's chambers,
had made a man of business of liun—produced his pen and ink, and
endorsed the letter with a brief dated statement of the circumstances
under wMch he had found it. " I'U do weel to keep the Doecument," he
thought to liimseff. " W h a knows but there'U be a reward offered for
it, ane o' these days ? E h ! eh! there may be the warth o' a fi' pun'
note in tMs, to a puir lad Hke me ! "
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W i t h that comfortmg reflection, he drev/ o-at a battered tin cashbox from the inner recesses of the dra-sver, and locked up the stolen
correspondence to bide its time.
The storm rose Mgher and Mgher, as the evening advanced.
I n the sitting-room, the state of affairs, perpetuaUy changing, now
presented itself under another new aspect.
Arnold had finished Ms dinner, and had sent it away. H e had next
drawn a side-table up to the sofa on wMcli Anne lay—had shuffled the
pack of cards—and was now using aU Ms powers of persuasion to
induce her to try one game of Ecarte with Mm, by way of diverting her
attention from the tumult of the storm. I n sheer weariness, she gave
up contesting the matter; and, raising lierseU langmdly on the sofa,
said she would try to play. " NotMng can make matters worse than
they are," she thought despairingly, as Arnold dealt the cards for her.
" NotMng can justity my inflictuig my own wretchedness on tMs kindhearted b o y ! "
Two worse players never probably sat down to a game. Anne's
attention perpetually wandered; and Anne's companion was, in aU
human probabiUty, the most incapable card-player ui Europe.
A m e turned up the trump—the nine of Diamonds. Arnold looked
at his hand—and " projiosed." Anne declined to change the cards.
Arnold announced, with undimimshed good humom-, that he saw Ms way
clearly now, to losing the game, and then played his first card—the
Queen of Trumps!
Amne took it with the King, and forgot to declare the King. She
played the ten of Trumps !
Ai-nold unexpectedly discovered the eight of Trumps, in his hand.
" W h a t a pity ! " he said, as he played it. " HuUo ! you haven't marked
the King! I'U do it for you. That's two—no, three—to you. I said
I slioiUd lose the game. Couldn't be expected to do anything (coiUd I ?)
with such a hand as mine. I've lost everytliing, now I've lost my trumps.
You to play."
Anne looked at her hand. At the same moment the Hghtning flashed
into the room, through the Ul-closed shutters; the roar of the thunder
burst over the house, and shook it to its foundation. The screaming of
some hysterical female tourist, and the barking of a dog, rose sluiU from
the upper floor of the inn. Anne's nerves could support it no longer. She
flung her cards on the table, and sprang to her feet.
" I can play no more," she said. " Forgive me—I am quite unequal
to it. My head burns ! my heart stifles me !"
She began to pace the room agam. Aggravated by tiie effect of the
storm on her nerves, her first vague distrust of the false position into
wMch she and Arnold had aUowed themselves to drift, had strengthened,
by tlus time, into a do-wnright horror of their situation wMch was not to
be endured. Notlung could justify such a risk as the risk they were
now running ! They had dined together like married people—and there
they were, at that moment, shut in together, and passmg the evenhig
like m a n and wUe !
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'• Oh, Mr. Brinkworth! " she pleaded. " Think—for Blanche's sake,
tliink—is there no way out of tlus ? "
Arnold was qmetly coUectmg the scattered cards.
" Blanche, again ? " he said, with the most exasperating composure.
" I wonder how she feels, in tMs storm ? "
In Anne's excited state the reply almost maddened her. She turned
from Arnold, and hurried to the door.
" I don't care! " she cried, yildly. " I won't let tlus deception go on.
I'U do what I ought to have done before. Come what may of it, I'U teU
the landlady the truth ! "
She had opened the door, and was on the point of stepping into the
passage—when she stopped, and started -violently. Was it possible, in
that dreadful weather, that she had actuaUy heard the sound of carriagewheels on the strip of paved road outside the inn ?
Yes! others had heard the sound too. The hobbUng figure of Mr.
Bishopriggs passed her in the passage, maldng for the house-door. The
hard voice of the landlady rang tMough the inn, ejaculating astonishment
in broad Scotch. Anne closed the sittmg-room door again, and turned to
Arnold—who had risen in surprise to Ms feet.
" TraveUers! " she exclaimed. " At this time ! "
" And in tMs weather ! " added Arnold.
" Can it be Geoffrey ? " she asked—gomg back to the old vam delusion
that he might yet feel for her, and return.
Arnold shook Ms head. " Not Geoffrey. Whoever else it may be
—not Geoffrey!"
Mrs. Inchbare suddeMy entered the room-—with her cap-ribbons
flying, her eyes staring, and her bones looking harder than ever.
" Ek, mistress! " she said to Anne. " Wha do ye think has driven
here to see ye, from Windygates Hoose, and been owertaken in the
storm ? "
Anne was speecMess. Arnold put the question :—"Who is it ? "
" Wha is't ? " repeated Mrs. Inchbare. " It's joost the bonny young
leddy—Miss Blanche hersel'."
An irrepressible cry of horror burst from Anne. The landlady set it
do-wn to the Hghtning, wluch flashed into the room again at the same
moment.
" Eh, mistress ! ye'U find Miss Blanche a bit baiUder than to skirl at
a flash o' hghtning, that gate ! Here she is, the bonnie bh-die ! " exclaimed Mrs. Inchbare, deferentiaUy backing out mto the passage again.
Blanche's voice reached them, caUing for Anne.
Anne caught Arnold by the hand, and wrung it hard. " Go ! " she
wMspered. The next instant, she was at the mantelpiece, and had
blown out both the candles.
Another flash of hghtnmg came through the darkness, and showed
Blanche's figure standing at the door.
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M R S . INCHBARE was the first person who acted in the emergency. She
caUed for fights ; and sternly rebuked the chambermaid, who brought
them, for not ha-ving closed the house-door. " Ye feckless ne'er-doweel ! " cried the landlady, " the -ivind's bla^wn the candles oot."
The woman declared (•with perfect truth) that the door had been
closed. An awkward dispute might have ensued, if Blanche had not
diverted Mrs. Inchbare's attention to herself. The appearance of the
Hghts disclosed her, wet tlirough, •with her arms round Anne's neck.
Mrs. Inchbare digressed at once to the pressing question of changing
the young lady's clothes, and gave Anne the opportunity of looldng round
her, unobserved. Arnold had made his escape before the candles had
been brought in.
I n the meantime Blanche's attention was absorbed in her own
dripping skirts.
" Good gracious ! I'm absolutely distUling ram from every part of
me. And I'm maldng you, Anne, as wet as I am ! Lend me some dry
things. You can't ? Mrs. Inchbare, what does your experience suggest ?
WMch had I better do ? Go to bed, wliUe my clothes are being dried ?
or borrow from your wardrobe—though you are a head and shoulders
taUer than I am ? "
Mrs. Inchbare instantly bustled out to fetch the choicest gnrments
that her wardrobe could produce. The moment the door had closed on
her, Blanche looked round the room in her turn. The rights of afl'ection
ha^vhig been already asserted, the claims of curiosity naturaUy pressed
for satisfaction next.
" Somebody passed me in the dark," she whispered. " W a s it year
husband ? I'm dying to be introduced to him. And oh, my dear, what
is your married name ? "
Anne answered coldly, " Wait a Httle. I can't speak about it yet."
" Are you Ul ? " asked Blanche.
" i am a Httle nervous."
" H a s anything unpleasant happened between you and my uncle?
You have seen lum, haven't you ? "
" Yes."
-' Did he give you my message ?
" H e gave me your message.—Blanche: you promised him to stay
at Windygates. Why, in the name of Heaven, did you come here tonight?"
" .If you were half as fond of me, as I am of you," returned Blanche,
" you wouldn't ask that. I tried hard to keep my promise—but I couldn't
do it. I t was all very weU, whUe my uncle was laying down the law—
with Lady Lundie in a rage, and the dogs barldng, and the doors banguig, and aU that. The excitement kept me up. But, when my uncle
had gone, and the dreadfiU grey, quiet, rainy evening came, and it had
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lU calmed down again, there was no beai-ing it.
The house—without
fou—was Hke a tomb. If I had had Arnold -with me, I might have done
?ery weU. But I was all by myself TMnk of t h a t ! Not a soul to
speak to. There wasn't a horrible tlung that could possibly happen to
j^ou, that I didn't fancy was going to happen. I went into your empty
room, and looked at your things. That settled it, my darhng ! I rushed
iownstau-s—carried away, positively carried away, by an Impulse beyond
auman resistance. How could I help it ? I ask any reasonable person,
liow could I help it ? I ran to the stables, and found Jacob. Impulse
—aU impulse ! I said, ' Get the pony-chaise—I must have a drive—
I don't care if it rains—j'ou come with me.' All in a breath, and aU
impulse ! Jacob behaved hke an angel. H e said, ' All right, miss.' I
im perfectly certain Jacob would die for me, if I asked him. H e is
Irinking hot grog at tlus moment, to prevent him from catching cold, by
my express orders. H e had the pony-chaise out in two mhiiites ; and
jfl' we went. Ijady Lundie, my dear, prostrate in her own room—too
much sal-volatUe. I hate her. The rain got worse. I didn't mind it.
Jacob didn't mind it. The pony didn't mind it. They had both caught
my impulse—especiaUy the pony. I t didn't come on to thunder tUl
some time afterwards ; and then we were nearer Craig I'ernie than
Windygates—to say nothing of your being at one place and not at the
other. The Hghtning was quite awful, on the moor. If I had had one
of the horses, he would have been frightened. The pony shook liis
darhng little head, and dashed through it. H e is to have beer. A mash
with beer in it—by my express orders. When he has done, we'U borrow
a lantliorn, and go into the stable, and Idss hun. I n the meantime, my
dear, here I am, wet through in a thunder-storm—wliich doesn't in the
least matter; and determined to satisfy my own mi ml about you—wliich
matters a great deal, and must, and shaU be done before I rest tonight."
She turned Anne, by main force, as she spoke, towards the Hght of
the candles.
Her tone changed, the moment she looked at Anne's face.
" I knew it," she said. " You would never have kept the most mteresting event in your hfe a secret from me—you would never have
•wntten me such a cold formal letter as the letter you left in your room
—if there had not been something wrong. I said so at the time. I
know it now ! Why- has your husband forced you to leave Whidygates
at a moment's notice ? Why does he slip out of the room in the dark, as
if he was afraid of being seen ? Anne ! Anne ! what has come to you ?
Why do you receive me in this way ? "
At that critical moment, Mrs. Inchbare reappeared, with the choicest
selection of wearing apparel which her wardrobe could furnish. Anne
haUed the welcome interruption. She took the candles, and led the
way into the bedroom immediately.
" Change your wet clothes first," she said. " W e can taUs: after that."
The bedroom-door had hardly been closed a minute, before there
was a tap at it. Signing to INIrs. Inchbare not to interrupt the services
she was rendermg to Blanche, Anne passed quickly into the sitting-
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room, and closed the door behind her. To her infimte reHef, she only
found herself face to face -with the discreet Mr. Bishopriggs.
" What do you want ? " she asked.
The eye of Mr. Bishopriggs announced, by a wink, that Ms mission
was of a confidential nature. The hand of Mr. Bishopriggs wavered;
the breath of Mr. Bishopriggs exhaled a spirituous fume. He slowly
produced a smaU sHp of paper, •with some lines of writmg on it.
" From ye ken who," he explamed jocosely. " A bit love-letter, I
trow, from Mm that's dear to ye. E h ! he's an awfu' reprobate is him
that's dear to ye. Miss, in the bedchamber there, -wiU nae doot be tlie
one he's jUted for you ? I see it aU—ye can't bhnd Me—I ha' been a
frail person my ain seff in my time. Hech! he's safe and sound, is the
reprobate. I ha' lookit after a' Ms Httle creature comforts—I'm joost a
fether to liim, as weU as a fether to you. Trust Bishopriggs—when
puir human nature wants a bit jiat on the back, trust Bishopriggs."
Wlule the sage was spealdng these comfortable words, Aiuie was
reading the Hues traced on the paper. They were signed by Arnold;
and they ran thus:—
" I am in the smoMng-room of the mn. It rests vrith you to say
whether I must stop there. I don't beUeve Blanche would be jealous.
If I knew how to explain my being at the inn without betraying the
confidence wMch you and Geoffi-ey liave placed in me, I wouldn't be away
from her another moment. It does grate on me so ! At the same time
I don't want to make your position harder than it is. Think of yourseU first. I leave it in your hands. You have only to say. Wait, by
the bearer—and I shaU understand that I am to stay where I am tfll I
hear from you again."
Anne looked up from the message.
" Ask him to wait," she said ; " and I wUl send word to Mm again."
"W^i' mony loves and kisses," suggested Mr. Bishopriggs, as a
necessary supplement to the message. " E h ! it comes as easy as
A B C to a man o' my experience. Ye can ha' nae better gae-between
than your pmr servant to command, Sa^wmuel Bishopriggs. I understand ye baith pairfeckly." He laid his fore-finger along Ms flamiag
nose, and -withdrew.
Without aUo^wing herself to hesitate for an instant, Anne opened the
bedroom-door—•with the resolution of reUeving Arnold from the new
sacrifice imposed on liim.by o^wning the truth.
" Is that you ? " asked Blanche.
At the sound of her voice, Anne started back gnUtUy. " I'U be ivitli
you in a moment," she answered—and closed the door agahi between
them.
No ! it was not to he done. Sometlung in Blanche's trivial question
—or something, perhaps, in the sight of Blanche's face—roused tiie
warning instinct in Anne wMch sUenced her on the very brink of the
disclosure. At the last moment, the iron chain of circumstances made
itself felt, binding her without mercy to the hateful, the degradhig
deceit. Could she o-wn the truth about Geoffrey and herseff, to
Blanche ? and, without o-wMng it, could she explain and justify Arnold's
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conduct in joining her privately at Craig FerMe? A shameful confession made to an innocent girl; a risk of fataUy shaking Arnold's
place in Blanche's estimation; a scandal at the inn, m the disgTace of
wMch the others would be involved -with herself—tMs was the price at
wMch she must speak, if she foUowed her flrst impulse, and said, m so
many words, "Arnold is here."
It was not to be thought of. Costv/hat it might in present i^Tetchedness—end how it might, if the dece]3tion was discovered in the future—
Blanche must be kept in ignorance of the t r u t h ; Arnold must be kept in
Mding untU she had gone.
Anne opened the door for the second time—and went in.
The business of the toUette was standing still. Blanche was in
confidential commimication with Mrs. Inchbare. At the moment when
Anne entered the room, she was eagerly questioiung the landlady about
her friend's " invisible husband "•—she was just saying, " Do tell me .'
what is he Hke ! "
The capacity for accurate observation is a capacity so uncommon,
and is so seldom associated, even where it does exist, with the equaUy
rare gfft of accurately describing the thing or the person observed, thai
Anne's dread of the consequences if Mrs. Inchbare was aUowed time to
comply with Blanche's request, was, in all probability, a dread misplaced. Right or wrong, however, the alarm that she felt, hurried her
into taking measures for dismissing the landlady on the spot. " We
mustn't keep you from your occupations any longer," she said to
Mrs. Inchbare. " I wUl give Miss Lundie aU the help she needs."
Barred from advancing in one direction, Blanche's curiosity turned
back, and tried in another. She boldly addressed herseff to Anne.
" I m « s t k n o w sometlung about Mm," she said. " Is he shy before
strangers ? I heard you whispering -with him on the other side of the
door. Are you jealous, Anne ? Are you afraid I sliaU fascinate Mm in
tMs dress? "
Blanche, in Mrs. Inchbare's best gown—an ancient and Mgh-waisted
sUk-garment, of the hue caUed " bottle-green," pinned up hi front, and
traUing far behind her—with a short orange-coloured shawl over her
shoulders, and a towel tied turban-fasliion round her head, to dry her
wet hair, looked at once the strangest and the prettiest human anomaly
that ever was seen. " For Heaven's sake," she said, gaUy, " don't teU
yom- husband I am in Mrs. Inchbare's clothes! I want to appear
suddenly, -without a word to warn him of what a figure I am ! I shoiUd
have notliing left to •vvish for in tMs world," she added, " if Arnold could
only see me now ! "
Lookhig in the glass, she noticed Anne's face reflected beliind her,
and started at the sight of it.
" What is the matter ? " she asked. " Your face frightens me."
It was useless to prolong the pahiof the iiiovitable misunderstanding
between them. The one course to take, was to sUence aU further
inquiries, then and there. Strongly as she felt this, Anne's hibred
loyalty to Blanche stUl shrank from deceiving her to her face. " I might
write it," she thought. " I can't say it, with Arnold Brinkworth in the
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same house with her! " Write it ? As she reconsidered the word, a
sudden idea struck her. She opened the bedroom-door, and led the way
back into the sitting-room.
" Gone a g a u i ! " exclaimed Blanche, lookuig uneasUy round the
empty room. " Anne ! there's something so strange ui aU tMs, that I
neither can, nor wUl, put uj) -^^ith your sUence any longer. It's not just,
it's not kind, to shut me out of your confidence, after we have Hved
together like sisters all our lives! "
Anne sighed bitterly, and kissed her on the forehead. " You shall
know all I can teU you—all I dare teU you," she said, gently. " Don't
reproach me. I t hurts me more than you tlunk."
She turned away to the side-table, and came back with a letter in her
hand. " Read that," she said, and handed it to Blanche.
Blanche saw her own name on the address, in the handwriting of
Anne.
" W h a t does this mean ? " she asked.
" I -(VTote to you, after Sir Patrick had left me," Anne repHed. " I
meant you to have received my letter to-morrow, in time to prevent any
httle imprudence into wluch your anxiety might hurry you. AU that I
can say to you, is said there. Spare me the distress of speaking. Read
it, Blanche."
Blanche stUl held the letter, unopened.
" A letter from you to me ! when we are both together, and both alone
itn the same room ! It's worse than formal, Anne ! It's as if there was
a quarrel between us. W h y should it distress you to speak to me ? "
Anne's eyes dropped to the ground. She pointed to the letter for the
esecond time.
Blanche broke the seal.
She passed rapidly over the opening sentences, and devoted aU her
attention to the second paragraph.
" And now, my love, you -^vUl expect me to atone for the siu-prise and
distress that I have caused you, by explaining what my situation reaUy
is, and by telling you aU my plans for the future. Dearest Blanche!
don't think me untrue to the affection we bear towards each other—don't
think there is any change in my heart towards you—beheve only that I
am a very unhappy woman, and that I am in a position wMch forces me,
agauist my own wUl, to be sUent about myself. SUent even to you, the
sister of my love—the one person in the world who is dearest to me!
A time may come when I shaU be able to open my heart to you. Oh,
what good it wiU do me ! what a rehef it wUl be ! For the present, I
must be silent. For the present, we must be parted. God knows what
it costs me to w-rite this. I tlihik of the dear old days that are gone : I
remember how I promised your mother to be a sister to you, when her
Idnd eyes looked at me for the last time—your mother who was an angel
from heaven to mine! All tlus comes back on me now, and breaks my
heart. But it must be! my own Blanche, for the present, it must b e !
I will write often—I will tlunk of you, my darHng, mght and day, tUl a
happier future unites us again. God bless yoii, my dear one! And God
help me!"
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Blanche silently crossed the room to the sofa on which Anne was
sitting, and stood there for a moment, looking at her. She sat down,
and laid her head on Anne's shoulder. Sorrowfully and qmetly, she put
the letter into her bosom—and took Anne's hand, and kissed it.
" AU my questions are answered, dear. I -wiU wait your tune."
I t was simply, sweetly, generously said.
Anne burst into tears.
«
*
*
*
*
The rain stUl feU—-but the storm was dying away.
Blanche left the sofa, and, going to the window, opened the shutters,
to look out at the night. She suddenly came back to Anne.
" I see Hghts," she said—" the lights of a carriage coming up out of
the darkness of the moor. They are sending after me, from Windygates.
Go into the bedroom. It's just possible Lady Lundie may have come
for me herseff."
The ordinary relations of the two towards each other were completely reversed. A m e was Hke a cluld in Blanche's hands. She rose
and •withdrew.
Left alone, Bla;iche took the letter out of her bosom, and read it
again, in the interval of waiting for the carriage.
The second reading confirmed her in a resolution which she had
privately taken, whUe she had been sitting by Anne on the sofa—a resolution destined to lead to far more serious results, in the future, than any
previsions of hers could anticipate. Sir Patrick was the one person she
knew, on whose discretion and experience she could impHcitly rely. She
determined, m Anne's own interests, to take her uncle into her confidence, and to teU Mm aU that had happened at the inn. " I'U first make
him forgive me," thought Blanche, " And then I'U see if he tliinks as I
do, when I teU Mm about Anne,"
The carriage drew up at the door; and Mrs. Inchbare showed in—
not Lady Lundie, but Lady Lundie's maid.
The woman's account of what had happened at Windygates was
simple enough. Lady Lundie had, as a matter of course, placed the
right interpretation on Blanche's abrupt departure in the pony-chaise,
and had ordered the carriage, with the firm determhiation of foUowing
her step-daughter herseff. But the agitations and anxieties of the day
had proved too much for her. She had been seized by one of the
attacks of gidduiess to wluch she was always subject, after excessive
mental irritation; and, eager as she was (on more accounts than one)
to go to the inn herseff, she had been compeUed, in Sir Patrick's absence,
to commit the pursiut of Blanche to her own maid ; in whose age, and
good sense, she could place every confidence. The woman—seeing the
state of the weather—had thoughtfuUy brought a box with her, containing a change of wearing apparel. I n offering it to Blanche, she added,
with all due respect, that she had fuU powers from her mistress to go
on, if necessary, to the shooting-cottage, and to place the matter in Sir
Patrick's hands. This said, she left it to her young lady to decide for
herseff, whether she woiUd return to Windygates, under present circumstances, or not.
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Blanche took the box from the woman's hands, and jomed Anne in
the bedroom, to dress herseff for the drive home.
" I am going back to a good scolding," she said. " But a scolding ia
no novelty, in my experience of Lady Lundie. I'm not uneasy about
that, Anne—I'm uneasy about you. Can I be sure of one thing—do you
stay here for the present ? "
The worst that coiUd happen at the inn, had happened. Notlung
was to be gained now—and everything might be lost—by lea^ving the
place at wMch Geoffrey had promised to w-rite to her. Anne answered
that she proposed remaining at the m n for the present.
" You promise to write to me ? "
"Yes."
" If there is anytliing I can do for you
?"
" There is notMng, my love."
" There may be. If-you want to see me, we can meet at Windygates,
without being discovered. Come, at luncheon-time—go round by the
sluubbery—and step in at the Hbrary window. You know as weU as I
do, there is nobody in the Hbrary at that hour. Don't say it's impossible
• —you don't know what may happen. I sliaU wait ten minutes, every
day, on the chance of seeing you. That's settled—and it's settled that
you write. Before I go, darHng, is there anytMng else we can think of
for the future ? "
At those words, Anne suddenly shook off the depression that weighed
on her. She caught Blanche in her a r m s ; she held Blanche to her
bosom with a fierce energy. " WiU you always be to me, in the future,
vi^hat you are now ? " she asked, abruptly. " Or is the time coming when
J'OU wUl hate m e ? " She prevented any reply by a Idss—and pushed
Blanche towards the door. " We have had a happy time together in
the years that are gone," she said, with a farewell wave of her hand.
" Thank God for t h a t ! And never mind the rest."
She tMew open the bedroom-door; and caUed to the maid, in the
sitting-room. " Miss Lundie is waiting for you." Blanche pressed her
hand, and left her.
Anne waited awMle in the bedroom, Hstemng to the sound made by
the departure of the carriage from the inn door. Little by Httle, the
tramp of the horses, and the noise of the roUing wheels lessened and
lessened. W h e n the last faint sounds were lost in sUence, she stood for
a moment thinking—then, rousing herseff on a sudden, hurried into the
sitting-room, and rang the bell.
" I shaU go mad," she said to herseff, " if I stay here alone."
Even Bishopriggs felt the necessity of being sUent, when he stood
face to face •with her on answering the beU.
" I want to speak to him. Send him here instantly."
Bishopriggs understood her, and withdrew.
Arnold came in.
" H a s she gone? " were the first words he said.
" She has gone. She won't suspect you, when you see her again.
I have told her nothing. Don't ask me for my reasons! "
" I have no -wish to ask you."
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" Be angry with me, if you Hke!"
" I have no •wish to be angry •with you."
He spoke, and looked, Hke an altered man. Quietly seating himself
at the table, he rested Ms head on Ms hand—and so remained sUent.
Anne was taken completely by surprise. She drew near, and looked
at him curiously. Let a woman's mood be what it may, it is certain
to feel the influence of any change for wMch she is unprepared in the
maimer of a man—when that man interests her. The cause of tMs is
not to be found in the variableness of her humour. It is far more
probably to be traced to the noble abnegation of Self, wMcli is one of
the grandest—and to the credit of women, be it said—one of the
commonest •virtues of the sex. Little by Httle, the sweet feminine
charm of Anne's face came softly and sadly back. The uibred nobUity
of the woman's nature, answered the call wluch the man had unconsciously made on it. She touched Arnold on the shoulder.
" TMs has been hard on you," she said. " And I am to blame for
it. Try and forgive me, Mr. Brinkworth. I am smcerely sorry. I
•wish •with aU my heart I could comfort you ! "
" Thank you. Miss SUvester. It was not a very pleasant feeHng to
be Mding away from Blanche as if I was afraid of her—and it's set me
thinking, I suppose, for the first time in my Hfe. Never mind. It's aU
over now. Can I do anytMng for you ? "
"What do you propose doing to-mght? "
"What I have proposed doing all along—my duty by Geoffrey.
I have promised him to see you tMough your difficulties here
and to pro^vide for your safety tUl he comes back. I can only
make sure of doing that by keeping up appearances, and staying in the
sitting-room to-night. When we next meet, it wiU be under pleasanter
chcumstances, I hope. I shaU always be glad to think that I was of
some ser^vice to you. In the meantime, I shaU be most Hkely away tomorrow morning before you are up."
Anne held out her hand to take leave. Notliing could undo what
had been done. The time for warning and remonstrance had passed
away.
" You have not befriended an ungrateftil woman," she said. " The
day may yet come, Mr. Brinkworth, when I shaU prove it."
" I hope not, Miss SUvester. Good-bye, and good luck!"
She withdrew into her own room. Arnold locked the sitting-room
door, and stretched himself on the sofa, for the night.
V:
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The mornmg was bright, the air was deHcious after the storm.
Arnold had gone, as he had promised, before Anne was out of her
room. It was understood at the inn that important business had
caUed him south. Mr. Bishopriggs had been presented -with a handsome gratuity; and Mrs. Inchbare had been informed that the rooms
were taken for a week certain.
In every quarter but one, the march of events had now, to aU
appearance, faUen back into a quiet course. Arnold was on his way to
Ms estate ; Blanche was safe at Vv^indygates ; Anne's residence at the
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run was assured for a week to come. The one present doubt, was the
doubt wMch hung over Geoffrey's movements.
The one event still
involved in darloiess, turned on the question of life or death waiting for
solution in London—otherwise, the question of Lord Plolchester's health.
Taken by itself, the alternative, either way, was plain enough. If my
lord Hved—Geoffrey would be free to come back, and marry her
privately, in Scotland. If my lord died—Geoffrey would be free to
send for her, and marry her pubhcly in London. But, could Geoffrey
be rehed on ?
Anne went out on to the terrace-ground in front of the inn. The
cool morning breeze blew steadUy. Tow-ering wMte clouds sailed in
grand procession over the heavens, now obscuring, and now reveahng,
the sun. YeUow Hght and purple shadow chased each other over the
broad brown surface of the moor—even as hope and fear chased each
other over Anne's mind, brooding on what might come to her with the
coming time.
She turned aw-ay, weary of questionuig the impenetrable future, and
went back to the inn.
Crossing the hall, she looked at the clock. I t was past the hour
when the train from Perthslure was due in London. Geoffrey and Ms
brother were, at that moment, on theu- way to Lord Holchester's house.
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AS

A

FOURTEENTH.
LETTER-WRITER.

LORD HOLCHESTER'S servants—with the butler at their head—were on
the look-out for Mr. JuHus Delamayn's arrival from Scotland. The
appearance of the two brothers together, took the whole domestic
estabhshment by surprise. AU inquuies were addressed to the butler
by Juhus; Geoffrey standing by, and taking no other than a hstener's
part in the proceedings.
" Is my father alive ? "
" His lordsMp, I am rejoiced to say, has astomshed the doctors, sir.
He raUied, last Mght, in the most wonderful way. If things go on, for
the next eight-and-forty hours, as they are going now, my lord's recovery
is considered certain."
" What was the Ulness ? "
" A paralytic stroke, sir. When her ladysMp telegraphed to you in
Scotland, the doctors had given his lordship up."
" Is my mother at home ? "
" H e r ladysMp is at home to you, sfr."
The butler laid a special emphasis on the personal pronoun. Julius
turned to his brother. The change for the better in the state of Lord
Holchester's health, made Geoffrey's position, at that moment, an
embarrassing one. H e had been positively forbidden to enter the house.
His one excuse for setting that proMbitory sentence at defiance, rested
on the assumption that his father was actuaUy dying. As matters nowstood. Lord Holchester's order remained in full force. The under
servants in the haU (charged to obey that order as they valued their
places) looked fi-om " Mr. Geoffrey " to the butler. The butler looked
from " Mr. Geoffrey " to " Mr. JuHus." Julius looked at his brother.
There was an awkward pause. The position of the second son, was the
position of a -v^ild beast in the house—a creature to be got rid of, without
risk to yourseff, ff you only knew how.
Geoffrey spoke, and solved the problem.
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" Open the door, one of you feUows," he said to the footmen.
" I'm off."
"Wait a minute," interposed Ms brother. " I t •wiU be a sad disappomtment to my mother to know that you have been here, and gone
away again •without seeing her. These are no ordinary circumstances,
Geoffrey. Come upstairs •with me—I'U take it on myseff."
" I'm blest ff I take it on myself! " returned Geoffrey. " Open the
door!"
" Wait here, at any rate," pleaded JuHus, " Sii] I can send you down
a message."
" Send your message to Nagle's Hotel. I'm at home at Nagle's—I'm
not at home here."
At that point, the discussion was mterrupted by the appearance of a
little terrier in the haU. Seemg strangers, the dog began to bark.
Perfect tranquUHty in the house had been absolutely insisted on by the
doctors; and the servants, aU trying together to catch the animal and
qmet him, simply aggravated the noise he was making. Geoffrey solved
tMs problem also, in Ms o-wn decisive way. He swung round as the dog
was passing Mm, and kicked it with his hea-vy boot. The Httle creature
feU on the spot, wMning piteously. " My lady's pet dog ! " exclaimed
the butler. " You've broken its ribs, sir."
" I've broken it of barking, yo'u mean," retorted Geoffrey. " Ribs be
hanged!" He turned to Ms 'brother. " That settles it," he said, jocosely.
" I'd better defer the pleasure of calling on dear mamma tUl the next
opportimity. Ta-ta, JuHus. You know where to find me. Come, and
dine. We'U give you a steak at Nagle's that -wiU make a man of you."
He went out. The taU footmen eyed Ms lordsMp's second son with
imaffected respect. They had seen hirn, in public, at the annual festival
of the CMistian-PugiUstic-Association,-with " the gloves " on. He could
have beaten the biggest man in the haU •within an inch of Ms Hfe, in
three minutes. The porter bowed, as he tMew open the door. The
whole interest and attention of the domestic estabhshment then present,
was concentrated on Geoffrey. JuHus went upstairs to his mother, •without attracting the shghtest notice.
The month was August. The streets were empty. The -vUest breeze
that blows—a hot east •wind m London—was the breeze abroad on that
day. Even Geofirey appeared to feel the influence of the weather, as
the cab carried him fi-om Ms father's door to the hotel. He took off his
hat, and unbuttoned his waistcoat, and lit Ms everlasting pipe, and
growled and grumbled between Ms teeth, in the mtervals of smoking.
Was it only the hot wind that wrung from Mm these demonstrations of
discomfort? Or was there some secret anxiety in his mind, wMch
assisted the depressmg influences of the day? There was a secret
anxiety m Ms mind. And the name of it was—Anne.
As things actuaUy were at that moment, what course was he to take
with the uMiappy woman who was waiting to hear from him at the
Scotch inn?
To •write ? or not to write ? That was the question, with Geofirey.
The preHminary difficulty, relating to addressing a letter to Anne at
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the inn, had been already pro^vided for. She had decided—if it proved
necessary to give her name, before Geoffrey joined her--to call herseff
Mrs., instead of Miss, SUvester. A letter addressed to " Mrs. SUvester " nught be trusted to find its way to her, •without causing any
embarrassment. The doubt was not here. The doubt lay, as usual,
between two alternatives. WMch course would it be -wisest to take ?—•
to inform Anne, by that day's post, that an interval of forty-eight hours
must elapse, before Ms father's recovery could be considered certain ?
Or to wait tUl the interval was over, and be guided by the result ?
Considering the alternatives in the cab, he decided that the wise course
was to temporize with Anne, by reporting matters as they then stood.
Arrived at the hotel, he sat down to write the letter—doubted—and
tore it up—doubted again—and began again—doubted once more—and
tore up the second letter—rose to Ms feet—and owned to himseff (m
unprintable language) that he couldn't for the Hfe of him decide wMch
was safest-^to write or to wait. ,.
In this difficulty, Ms healthy' physical instincts sent him to healthy
physical remedies for rehefi " My mind's in a muddle," said Geoffrey.
" IU try a bath."
It was an elaborate bath, proceedmg through many rooms, and com
bining many postures and appHcations. He steamed. He plunged.
He simmered. He stood under a pipe, and received a cataract of cold
water on Ms head. He was laid on Ms back; he was laid on Ms
stomach; he was respectfuUy pounded and kneaded, from head to foot,
by the knuckles of accompHshed practitioners. He came out of it aU,
sleek, clear, rosy, beautfful. He returned to the hotel, and took up the
•writing materials—and behold the intolerable indecision seized him
again; declining to be washed out! TMs time, he laid it aU to Anne.
" That infernal woman wUl be the ruin of me," said Geoffrey, taking up
Ms hat. " I must try the dumb-beUs."
The pursmt of the new remedy for stimulating a sluggish brain,
took him to a pubUc-house; kept by the professional pedestrian who had
the honour of training him when he contended at AtMetic Sports.
" A private room, and the dumb-beUs!" cried Geoffrey. " The
heaviest you have got."
He stripped himseff of Ms upper clotlung, and set to work, •witii
the heavy weights in each hand, wa-ving them up and down, and backwards and forwards, in every attainable variety of movement, tUl Ms
magnificent muscles seemed on the pomt of startmg tMough Ms sleek
skin, Little by Httle Ms animal spirits roused themselves. The strong
exertion intoxicated the strong man. In sheer excitement, he swore
cheerfuUy—invoking thunder and Hghtmng, explosion and blood, in
return for the compHments profusely paid to him by the pedestrian, and
the pedestrian's son. " Pen, ink, and paper ! " he roared, when he could
use the dumb-beUs no longer. " My mind's made up ; I'U -write, and
have done •with it! " He sat do^wn to Ms -writmg on the spot; he
actuaUy fimshed the letter ; another minute would have despatched it
to the post—and, in that minute, the maddening mdecision took possession of him once more. He opened the letter again, read it over again.
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and tore it up again. " I'm out of my mind," cried Geoffrey, fixing hia
big bewildered blue eyes fiercely on the professor who trained Mm.
" 'Thunder a n * Ughtrdng ! Explosion and blood ! Send for Crouch."
Crouch (known and respected wherever EngHsh manhood is Imown
and respected) was a retired prize-fighter. H e appeared -with the third,
and last, remedy for clearmg the mmd, known to the Honourable
Geoffrey Delamayn—namely, two pair of boxmg-gloves m a carpet-bag.
The gentleman and the prize-fighter put on the gloves, and faced
each other m the classicaUy-correct posture of pugUistic defence. " None
of your play, nund 1" growled Geoffrey. " Fight, you beggar, as if you
were in the Rmg agam, with orders to -win." No man knew better than
the great and terrible Crouch what real fighting meant, and what heavy
blows might be given, even with such apparently harmless weapons as
stuffed and padded gloves. H e pretended, and only pretended, to
comply •with his patron's request. Geoffrey rewarded Mm for Ms pohte
forbearance by knocking lum do^wn. The great and terrible, rose with
unruffled composure. " WeU Mt, sir! " he said. " T r y it with the
other hand, now." Geoffrey's temper was not under simUar control.
Invokmg everlastmg destruction on the frequently-blackened eyes of
Crouch, he tMeatened instant withdrawal of his patronage and support,
unless the polite pugUist Mt, then and there, as hard as he could. The
hero of a hundred fights quailed at the dreadful prospect. " I've got
a famUy to support," remarked Crouch. " If you will have it, s i r there it is ! " The faU of Geoffrey foUowed, and shook the house. He
was on Ms legs again, in an instant—not satisfied, even yet. " None
of your body-hitting! " he roared. " Stick to my head. Thunder and
lightning! explosion and blood ! Knock it out of me ! Stick to the
head ! " Obedient Crouch stuck to the head. The two gave, and took,
blows wMcli would have stunned—possibly have kUled—any civUized
member of the commimity. Now on one side of his patron's iron skuU,
and now on the other, the hammering of the prize-fighter's gloves fell,
thump upon thump, horrible to hear—untU even Geoffrey hhnseff had
had enough of it. " Thank you. Crouch," he said, speaking civUly to
the man for the first time. " That wiU do. I feel mce and clear again."
H e shook his head two or tluee times; he was rubbed down Hke a
horse by the professional r u n n e r ; he drank a mighty draught of malt
liquor ; he recovered his good humour as ff by magic. " W a n t the pen
and Mk, sir ? " inquired his pedestrian host. " Not I ! " answered
Geoffrey. " The muddle's out of me now. Pen and ink be hanged!
I shaU look up some of our feUows, and go to the play." H e left the
pubUc-house, in the happiest condition of mental cahn. Inspired by
the stimulant appHcation of Crouch's gloves, his torpid cunning had
Ijeen shaken up into exceUent working order at last. Write to Aime ?
Who but a fool would write to such a woman as that untU he was forced
to i t ? Wait and see what the chances of the next eight-and-forty
hours might bring forth—and then write to her, or desert her, as the
event might decide. I t lay in a nutsheU. ff you could oMy see it.
Thanks to Crouch, he did see it—and so away, in a pleasant temper for
a dinner with " our feUows," and an evening at the play.
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CHAPTER T H E FIFTEENTH.
GEOFFREY IN THE MARRIAGE MARKET.

'IHE interval of eight-and- forty hours passed—without the occurrence
of any personal commuMcation between the two brothers in that time.
JuHus, remaining at Ms father's house, sent brief •m-itten bulletins
of Lord Holchester's health to his brother at the hotel. The first
buUetm said, " Going on weU. Doctors satisfied." The second wa,s
firmer in tone. " Gomg on exceUently. Doctors very sanguine." The
tlurd was the most expHcit of aU. " I am to see my father iu an hour
from tMs. The dectors answer for his recovery. Depend on my
putting m a good word for you, ff I can; and wait to hear from me
further at the hotel."
Geoffrey's face darkened as he read the tliird buUetin. He called
once more for the hated writing materials. There could be no doubt,
now, as to the necessity of commmiicating with Anne. Lord Holchester's
recovery had put him back again in the same critical position, which
he had occupied at Windygates. To keep Anne from committing some
final act of despair, wMch would connect him with a pubhc scandal,
and ruin him, so far as his expectations from his father were concerned,
was, once more, the oMy safe policy that Geoffrey could pursue. His
letter began and ended in twenty words:—
" DEAR ANNE,—Have only just heard that my father is turning the
corner. Stay where you are. WUl -write again."
Having despatched tMs Spartan composition by the post, Geoffrey ht
his pipe, and waited the event of the mter^view between Lord Holchester
and Ms eldest son.
Juhus found his father alarmingly altered m personal appearance,
but in fuU possession of Ms faculties nevertheless. Unable to return
the pressure of his son's hand—unable even to turn in the bed, witiiout
help—the hard eye of the old lawyer was as keen, the hard mind of the
old lawyer was as clear, as ever. His grand ambition was to see Julius
hi Parfiament. JuUus was offermg Mmself for election in Perthshire,
by his father's express desire, at that moment. Lord Holcliester
entered eagerly into poHtics before his eldest son had been two minutes
by his bedside.
" Much obhged, Julius, for your congratulations. Men of my sort
are not easily killed. (Look at Brougham and Lyndhurst!) You won't
be caUed to the Upper House yet. You wiU begin in the House of
Commons—precisely as I •wished. What are your prospects with the
constituency ? Tell me exactly how you stand, and where I can be of
Use to you."
" Surely, sir, you are hardly recovered enough to enter on matters
of business yet ? "
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" I am quite recovered enough. I want some present interest to
occupy me. My thoughts are beginmng to drfft back to past times, and
to things wMch are better forgotten." A sudden contraction crossed
Ms H^vid face. He looked hard at his son, and entered abruptly on
a new question. "JuUus!" he resumed, "have you ever heard of
a young woman, named Anne Silvester ? "
JuUus answered in the negative. He and Ms wffe had exchanged
cards •with Lady Lmidie, and had excused themselves from accepting
her invitation to the la^wn-party. With the exception of Blanche, they
were both qmte ignorant of the persons who composed the family chcle
at Windygates.
" Make a memorandum of the name," Lord Holchester went on.
" Anne SUvester. Her father and mother are dead. I knew her father
in former times. Her mother was iU-used. It was'a bad business.
I have been tMnking of it agam, for the first time for many years. If
the girl is aHve, and about the world, she may remember our famUy
name. Help her, Juhus, ff she ever wants help, and appHes to you."
The painful contraction passed across his face, once more. Were his
thoughts takmg him back to the memorable summer evening at the
Hampstead VUla ? Did he see the deserted woman swooning at Ms
feet, agam? "About your election?" he asked, impatiently. "My
mind is not used to be idle. Give it something to do."
Juhus stated his position, as plaiMy and as briefly as he could.
The father found notliing to object to in the report—except the son's
absence from the field of action. He blamed Lady Holchester for
summoning Julius to London. He w-as annoyed at Ms son's being
there, at the bedside, when he ought to have been addresshig the
electors. "It's inconvement, Julius!" he said, petulantly. "Don't
you see it yourseff? "
Ha-vmg previously arranged •with his mother, to take the first
opportumty that offered of risking a reference to Geoffrey, Juhus
decided to "see it" m a Hght for which Ms father was not prepared.
The opportunity was before him. He took it on the spot.
" It is no inconvemence to me, sir," he repHed, " and it is no mconvemence to my brother either. Geoffrey was anxious about you, too.
Geoffrey has come to London with me."
Lord Holchester looked at his eldest son with a grimly-satirical
expression of surprise.
" Have I not already told you," he rejoined, " that my mind is not
affected by my illness ? Geoffrey anxious about me ? Anxiety is one
of the ci-vUized emotions. Man in his savage state is incapable of
feeling it."
" My brother is not a savage, sir."
" His stomach is generaUy fuU, and Ms skin is covered -with Hnen
and cloth, instead of red ochre and oU. So far, certainly, your brother
is civUized. In aU other respects, your brother is a savage."
" I know what you mean, sir. But there is something to be said
for Geoffrey's way of Hfe. He cultivates Ms courage and Ms strength
Courage and strength are fine quahties, surely, in their way ? "
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•* ExceUent quaUties, as far as they go. If you want to know how
far that is, chaUenge Geofirey to write a sentence of decent EngHsh—
and see ff Ms courage doesn't fail Mm there. Give Mm Ms books to
read for his degree—and strong as he is, he wiU be taken iU at the
sight of them. You wish me to see your brother. Nothing wUl induce
me to see him, untU Ms way of Iffe (as you call it) ia altered altogether.
I have but one hope of its evei: being altered now. It is barely possible
that the infiuence of a sensible woman—possessed of such advantages
of bhth and fortune as may compel'respect, even fi-om a savage—might
produce its effect on Geoffrey. If he wishes to find Ms way back mto
this house, let him fmd his way back into good society first, and bring
me a daughter-in-law to plead Ms cause for him—whom Ms mother and
I can respect and receive. When that happens, I shaU begin to have
some belief in Geoffrey. UntU it does happen, don't mtroduce your
brother into any future conversations which you may have -with Me.—
To return to yoiu election. I have some advice to give you, before you
go back. You -wUl do well to go back to-night. Lift me up on the
pOlows. I sliaU speak more easily with my head Mgh."
His son Hfted lum on the pUlows, and once more entreated lum to
spare himseff.
It was useless! No remonstrances shook the iron resolution of the
man who had hewed Ms way tMough the rank and file of pohtical
humamty to Ms o-wn Mgh place apart from the rest. Helpless, ghastly,
snatched out of the very jaws of Death, there he lay, steadUy distUUng
the clear common sense wMcli had won lum aU Ms worldly rewards,
into the mmd of Ms son. Not a Mnt was missed, not a caution was
forgotten that could guide Juhus safely tMough the miry pohtical ways
which he had trodden so safely and so dexterously himseff. An hour more
had passed before the impenetrable old man closed Ms weary eyes, and
consented to take Ms nourisliment and compose himseff to rest. His
last words, rendered barely articulate by exhaustion, stiU sang the
praises of party manoeuvres and pohtical strife. " It's a grand career!
I miss the House of Commons, Julius, as I miss nothing else ! "
Left free to pursue Ms own thoughts, and to gmde Ms o^wn movements, JuHus went straight from Lord Holchester's bedside to Lady
Holchester's boudoir.
" Has your father said anything about Geoffrey?" was Ms mother's
first question as soon as he entered the room.
" My father gives Geoffrey a last chance—if Geoffrey -wiU only
take it."
Lady Holchester's face clouded. " I know," she said, •with a look of
disappointment. " His last chance is to read for Ms degree. Hopeless, my dear. Qmte hopeless ! If it had only been sometMng easier
than that—something that rested -with me
"
" It does rest -with you," interposed JiUius. " My dear mother, can
you beheve it ?—Geoflrey's last chance is, in one word, Marriage ! "
" Oh, Julius! it's too good to be true ! "
JuHus repeated Ms father's own words. Lady Holchester looked
twenty years younger as she Hstened. Wlien he had done, she rang the beU.
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" No matter who calls," she said to the servant, " I am not at home."
She turned to Julius—kissed liim—and made a place for him on the sofa
by her side. " Geofirey shaU take that chance," she said gaUy—" I
wUl answer for i t ! I have tMee women m my nund, any one of whom
would suit Mm. Sit down, my dear, and let us consider carefuUy wMch
of the tMee wUl be most likely to attract Geoffrey, and to come up to
your father's standard of what Ms daughter-in-law ought to be. When
we have decided, don't trust to writing. Go yourseff, and see Geofirey
at Ms hotel."
Mother and son entered on their consultation, and innocently sowed
the seeds of a terrible harvest to come.

CHAPTER THE

SIXTEENTH.

GEOFFREY AS A PUBLIC CHARACTER.
TIME had advanced to afternoon before the selection of Geoffrey's future
wife was accompHshed, and before the instructions of Geoffrey's
brother were complete enough to justify the opemng of the matrimomal
negotiation at Nagle's Hotel.
" Don't leave lum tUl you have got Ms promise," were Lady
Holchester's last words when her son started on his nussion.
" If Geoffrey doesn't jump at what I am going to offer him," was the
son's reply, " I sliaU agree with my father that the case is hopeless; and
I shall end, like my father, in gi-ving Geoffrey up."
This was strong language for JuHus to use. I t was not easy to
rouse the discipUned and equable temperament of Lord Holchester's
eldest son. No two men were ever more thoroughly unUke each other
than these two brothers. I t is melancholy to acknowledge it of the
blood-relation of a " stroke-oar," but it must be owned, in the mterests
of truth, that JuHus cultivated his intelHgence.
This degenerate
Briton could digest books—and couldn't digest beer. Could learn
languages—and couldn't learn to row. Practised the foreign vice of
perfecting himseff in the art of playing on a musical instrument—and
couldn't learn the EngHsh -virtue of knowing a good horse when he saw
him. Got through life (Heaven only loiows how!) without either a
biceps or a betting-book. H a d openly acknowledged, in EngHsh society,
that he didn't think the barldng of a pack of hounds the finest music in
the world. Could go to foreign parts, and see a moiintam wMch
nobody had ever got to the top of yet, and didn't instantly feel Ms
honoiu as an EngHshman involved in getting to the top of it lumseff.
Such people may, and do, exist among the inferior races of the
Continent. Let us thank Heaven, sir, that England never has been,
and never -wiU be, the right place for them.
Arrived at Nagle's Hotel, and finding nobody to inquire of in the
hall, JuHus appHed to the young lady who sat beMnd the •window of
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" the bar." The young lady was reading sometMng so deeply interesting in the evenmg newspaper, that she never even heard Mm. JuHus
went into the cofl'ee-room.
The waiter, in Ms corner, was absorbed over a second newspaper.
Three gentlemen, at tMee different tables, were absorbed, in a thud,
fourth, and fifth newspaper. They a,U alike went on with their readmg,
•without noticmg the entrance of the stranger. Julius ventured on disturbing the waiter, by asking for Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn. At the sound
of that iUustrious name, the waiter looked up with a start.
" Are you Mr. Delamayn's brother, sir ? "
" Yes.'"'
The three gentlemen at the tables looked up with a start. The Ught
of Geoffrey's celebrity fell, reflected, on Geoffrey's brother, and made a
pubhc character of Mm.
"You'll find Mr. Geoffrey, sir," said the waiter, in a flurried, excited
manner, " at the Cock and Bottle, Putney."
" I expected to flnd lum here. I had an appointment with him at
tliis hotel."
The waiter opened Ms eyes on Julius with an expression of blank
astonishment. " Haven't you heard the news, sir ? "
"No."
" God bless my soul! " exclaimed the waiter—and offered the newspaper.
" God bless my s o u l ! " exclaimed the tliree gentlemen—and offered
the three newspapers.
" What is it? " asked Julius.
" What is i t ! " repeated the w-aiter, m a lioUow voice. " T h e most
dreadful thing that's happened in my tune. It's aU up, sir, with the
Foot-Race at Fulham. Tmkler has gone stale."
The three gentlemen dropped solemnly back into their tluee chairs,
and repeated the dreadful intelligence, m chorus :—" Tinkler has gone
stale."
A man who stands face to face with a great national disaster, and
who doesn't understand it, is a man who •wiU do wisely to hold his
tongue, and enhghten Ms mind without asMng other people to help him.
Juhus accepted the waiter's newspaper, and sat do^wn to make (ff possible)
two discoveries:—First, as to whether " Tinkler " did, or did not mean
a man. Second, as to what particular form of human affliction you
imphed, when you described that man, as " gone stale."
There was no difficulty m flnding the news. I t was printed hi the
largest type; and was foUowed by a personal statement of the facts,
taken one way—which was foUowed, in its turn, by another personal
statement of the facts, taken in another way. More particulars, and
further personal statements, were promised in later editions. The royal
salute of British journalism thundered the announcement of Tinkler's
staleness, before a people prostrate on the national bettmg-book.
Divested of exaggeration, the facts were few enough, and simple
enough. A famous AtMetic Association of the North, had challenged a
famous AtMetic Association of the South. The usual " Sports " were
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to take place—such as running, jumpmg, " puttmg " the hammer, throwing cricket-baUs, and the Hke—and the whole was to -wind up, •with a
Foot-Race of considerable length and difficulty between the two best men
on either side. " Tmkler " was the best man, on the side of the soutii.
" Tinkler " was backed in innumerable bettmg-books to win. And
Tmkler's lungs had suddeMy given way, under stress of training ! A
prospect of witnessmg a grand acMevement in foot-racing, and (more
important stUl) a prospect of •wmMng and losing large sums of money,
was suddeMy •withdrawn from the eyes of the British people. The
" South " could produce no second opponent worthy of the " North," out
of its o^wn associated resources. Surveying the Athletic world in
general, but one man existed who might possibly replace " TmHer "—•
and it was doubtful, in the last degree, whether he would consent to
come forward under the cucumstances. The name of that man—Juhus
read it •with horror—was Geoffrey Delamayn.
Profound sUence reigned m the coffee-room. JuHus laid down the
newspaper, and looked about liim.
The waiter was busy, in Ms corner, with a pencU and a betting-book.
The three gentlemen were busy, at the tMee tables, with pencUs and
betting-books.
" Try, and persuade Mm, sfr!" said the waiter, piteously, as Delamayn's brother rose to leave the room.
" Try, and persuade him !" echoed the three gentlemen, as Delamayn's
brother opened the door and went out.
JuUus caUed a cab, and told the driver (busy with a pencU and a
bettmg-book) to go to the Cock and Bottle, Putney. The man brightened
into a new bemg, at the prospect. No need to hurry Mm; he drove
unasked at the top of Ms horse's speed.
As the cab drew near to its destmation, the signs of a great national
excitement appeared, and multipHed. The Hps of a people pronounced,
with a grand unanimity, the name of " Tinkler." The heart of a people
hung suspended (mostly m the pubhc-houses) on the chances for and
agamst the possibUity of replacmg " Tinkler " by another man. The
scene m front of the inn was impressive m the highest degree. Even
the London blackguard stood awed and quiet in the presence of the
national calamity. Even the frrepressible man with the apron, who
always turns up to seU nuts and sweetmeats in a crowd, pHed Ms trade
in sUence, and found few indeed (to the credit of the nation be it spoken)
who had the heart to crack a nut at such a time as tMs. The poHce
were on the spot, in large numbers, and in mute sympathy with the
people, touching to see. JuHus, on bemg stopped at the door, mentioned
Ms name—and received an ovation. His brother! oh, heavens, Ms
brother! The people closed round Mm, the people shook hands with
him, the people invoked blessings on Ms head. JuUus was half
suffocated, when the poHce rescued him, and landed Mm safe m the
privUeged haven on the inner side of the pubHc-house door. A deafening
tumult broke out, as he entered, from the regions above stafrs. A distant
voice screamed, " Mind yourselves!" A hatless shoutmg man tore
down tMough the people congregated on the stafrs. "Hooray! Hooray 1
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He's promised to do it! He's entered for the race ! " Hundreds on
hundreds of voices took up the cry. A roar of cheering burst from the
people outside. Reporters for the newspapers raced, in frantic procession, out of the inn, and rushed into cabs to put the news in prmt. The
hand of the landlord, leading JuHus carefuUy upstafrs by the arm,
trembled with excitement. " His brother, gentlemen! Ms brother! "
At those magic words, a lane was made tMough the tMong. At those
magic words, the closed door of the councU-chamber flew open; and
Juhus found himseff among the Athletes of Ms native country, in fuU
parhament assembled. Is any description of them needed ? The description of Geoffrey appUes to them aU. The manhood and muscle of
England, resemble the wool and mutton of England, in tliis respect, that
there is about as much variety in a flock of Athletes as in a flock of
sheep. JuUus looked about him and saw the same man, m the same
dress, •with the same health, strength, tone, tastes, habits, conversation,
and pursidts, repeated mfimtely in every part of the room. The din was
deafening; the enthusiasm (to an unimtiated stranger) something at
once Mdeous and terrifying to behold. Geofirey had been Hfted bodUy
on to the table, in Ms chafr, so as to be •visible to the whole room. They
sang round him, they danced round him, they cheered round lum, they
swore round Mm. He was liaUed, m maudlin terms of endearment, by
grateful giants -with tears in thefr eyes. " Dear old man ! " " Glorious,
noble, splendid, beautfful feUow! " They hugged him. They patted
him on the back. They wrung Ms hands. They prodded and punched
Ms muscles. They embraced the noble legs that were gomg to run the
glorious race. At the opposite end of the room, where it was physicaUy
impossible to get near the hero, the enthusiasm vented itseff m feats of
strength and acts of destruction. Hercules I. cleared a space with Ms
elbows, and lay do-wn—and Hercules II. took him up in Ms teeth.
Hercules III. seized the poker from the fire-place, and broke it on his
arm. Hercules IV. foUowed -with the tongs, and shattered them on his
neck. The smashing of the furmture, and the pulling down of the
house, seemed likely to succeed—when Geoflrey's eye hglited by accident
on Juhus, and Geoffrey's voice caUmg fiercely for Ms brother, hushed the
•wild assembly mto sudden attention, and turned the fiery enthusiasm
into a new course. Hooray for Ms brother ! One, two, three—and up
with Ms brother on our shotdders! Four, five, six—and on with his
brother, over our heads, to the other end of the room ! See, boys—see !
the hero has got him by the coUar ! the hero has Iffted Mm on the table !
The hero, heated red-hot •with Ms own triumph, welcomes the poor Httle
.snob cheerfuUy, •with a voUey of oaths. " 'Thunder and HghtMng!
Explosion and blood! What's up now, JuUus? What's up now?"
JuHus recovered Ms breath, and arranged Ms coat. The qmet httle
man, who had just muscle enough to Hft a Dictionary from the slieff,
and just training enough to play the fiddle, so far from being daunted
by the rough reception accorded to him, appeared to feel no other sentiment in relation to it than a sentiment of unmitigated contempt.
" You're not frightened, are you ? " said Geoffrey. " Our feUows
are a rougMsh lot—but they mean weU."
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" I am not frightened," answered JuHus. " I am only wondering—
when the Schools and Umversities of England turn out such a set of
ruffians as these—how long the Schools and Umversities of England
wUl last."
" Mind what you are about, JuHus! They'U cart you out of window
if they hear you."
" They wUl only confirm my opiMon of them, Geoffrey, if they do."
Here, the assembly, seemg but not hearing the coUoquy between
the two brothers, became uneasy on the subject of the coming race. A
roar of voices summoned Geoffrey to announce it, if there was anytMng
WTong. Having pacified the meeting, Geofirey turned agam to his brother,
and asked him, in no amiable mood, what the devU he wanted there ?
" I want to teU you sometMng, before I go back to Scotland,"
answered JuUus. " My father is \^iUmg to give you a last chance. If
you don't take it, my doors are closed agamst you, as weU as his."
NotMng is more remarkable, in its way, than the sound common
sense, and admuable self-restraint exliibited by the youth of the present
time, when confronted by an emergency m which thefr own interests
are concerned. Instead of resentmg the tone which his brother had
taken •with liim, Geoffrey mstantly descended from the pedestal of
glory on which he stood, and placed himseff without a struggle in the
hands wMch vicariously held Ms destiny—other^vvise, the hands which
vicariously held the purse. I n five mmutes more, the meetmg had
been dismissed, with aU needful assurances relating to Geoffrey's
share in the conung Sports—and the two brothers were closeted
together m one of the private rooms of the inn.
" Out with i t ! " said Geoffrey. " A n d don't be long about it."
" I won't be five minutes," repHed JiUius. " I go back to-Mght by
the maU-frain; and I have a great deal to do in the meantime. Here
it is m plain words : My father consents to see you again, if you choose
to settle in Hfe—with Ms approval. And my mother has discovered
where you may find a wffe. Birth, beauty, and money are all offered
to you. Take them—and you recover your position as Lord Holchester's
son. Refuse them—and you go to ruin your own way."
Geoffrey's reception of the news from home was not of the most
reassurmg kind. Instead of answermg, he struck his fist furiously
on the table, and cursed with all his heart, some absent woman
unnamed.
" I have notMng to do -(yith any degrading connexion which you
may have formed," JuHus went on. " I have oiUy to put the matter
before you exactly as it stands, and to leave you to decide for yourseff.
The lady in question was formerly Miss Newenden—a descendant of
one of the oldest famUies in England. She is now Mrs. Glenarm—the
young -widow (and the chUdless widow) of the great ironmaster of that
name. Bfrth and fortune—she uMtes both. H e r income is a clear
ten thousand a year. My father can, and wiU, make it fifteen thousand,
if you are lucky enough to persuade her to marry you. My mother
answers for her personal quahties. And my -wffe has met her at our
house in London. She is now, as I hear, staying with some friends in
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Scotland; and, when I get back, I •wiU take care that an in-vitation is
sent to her to pay her next -visit at my house. I t remams, of course,
to be seen whether you are fortunate enough to produce a favourable
impression on her. I n the meantime, you •wiU be doing everything
that my father can ask of you, ff you make the attempt."
Geoffrey impatiently dismissed that part of the question from all
consideration.
" If she don't cotton to a man who's gomg to run in the Foot-Race
at Fulham," he said, " t h e r e are plenty as good as she, who •wUl!
That's not the dUfictdty. Bother that! "
" I teU you agam, I have notMng to do with your difficulties," JuUus
resumed. " Take the rest of the day to consider what I have said to
you. If you decide to accept the proposal, I shaU expect you to prove
you are m earnest, by meeting me at the station to-iught. W e wiU
travel back to Scotland together. You wiU complete your interrupted visit at Lady Lundie's (it is important m mj' interests, that you
should treat a person of her position in the county with all due respect);
and my wffe wiU make the necessary arrangements with Mrs. Glenarm,
in anticipation of your return to our house. There is notMng more to
be said, and no further necessity for my staying here. If you join me
at the station to-night, your sister-in-law and I wUl do aU we can to
help you. If I travel back to Scotland alone, don't trouble yourseff to
foUow—I have done with you." H e shook hands with his brother, and
•went out.
Left alone, Geoffrey Ht his pipe, and sent for the landlord.
" Get me a boat. I shaU scuU myself up the river for an hour or
two. And put in some towels. I may take a s^wun."
The landlord received the order—•with a caution addressed to Ms
iUustrious guest.
" Don't show yourself in front of the house, sir! If you let the
people see you, they're in such a state of excitement, the poHce won't
answer for keeping them in order."
" AU right. I'U go out by the back way."
He took a turn up and down the room. "Wliat were the difficulties
to be overcome, before he could profit by the golden prospect which
his brother had offered to him? The Sports? N o ! The committee had
promised to defer the day, ff he wished it—^and a month's trammg, hi
his physical condition, would be amply enough for him. H a d he any
personal objection to try his luck with Mrs. Glenarm? Not h e ! Any
woman would do—provided Ms father was satisfied, and the money
was all right. The obstacle which was really in his way, was the
obstacle of the woman whom he had ruined. A n n e !
The one
insuperable difficulty was the difliciilty of dealing with Anne.
" We'U see how it looks,' he said to Mmself, " after a pull up the
river! "
The landlord and the poUce inspector smuggled him out by the backway, unknown to the expectant populace in front. The two men stood
on the river-bank admfring Mm, as he pulled away from them, with Ma
long, powerfiU, easy, beautiful stroke.
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" That's what I call the pride and flower of E n g l a n d ! " said the
mspector. " H a s the bettmg on him b e g u n ? "
" Six to four," said the landlord—" and no takers."
JuHus went early to the station that mght. H i s mother was very
anxious.
" Don't let Geoffrey find an excuse in your example," she said, " if
he is late."
The first person whom JuHus saw on getting out of the carriage,
was Geoffirey—-with Ms ticket taken, and Ms portmanteau in charge of
the guard.*
* For manners and customs of young English gentlemen, see Appendix at
the end; Note A.
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Jf0ttrl^ Sam.
WINDYGATES.

CHAPTER T H E SEVENTEENTH.
NEAR IT.

THE Library, at Wmdygates, was the largest and the handsomest room
in the house. The two grand divisions under which Literature is usuaUy
arranged m these days, occupied the customary places in it. On the
shelves which ran round the walls, were the books wMch humanity in
general respects—and does not read. On the tables distributed over
thefloor,were the books wMch humanity in general reads—and does
not respect. In the first class, the works of the -wise ancients; and the
Histories, BiograpMes, and Essays, of •writers of more modem times—
other^wise the SoHd Literature, wMch is uMversaUy respected, and
occasionaUy read. In the second class, the Novels of our o^wn day—
otherwise the Hght Literature, wMch is umversaUy read, and occasionaUy
respected. At Wmdygates, as elsewhere, we beheved History to be
high Hterature, because it assumed to be true to Authorities (of which
we knew Httle)—and Fiction to be low Hterature, because it attempted
to be true to Nature (of wMch we knew less). At Windygates, as elsewhere, we were always more or less satisfied •with ourselves, ff we were
pubhcly discovered consultmg our History, and more or less ashamed of
ourselves, ff we were pubhcly discovered devouring our Fiction. An
arcMtectural pecuUarity in the origmal arrangement of the Hbrary,
favoured the development of tMs common and curious form of human
stupidity. WhUe a row of luxurious arm-chairs, in the main thoroughfare of the room, in-vited the reader of soHd Hterature to reveal himself
in the act of cultivatmg a vfrtue, a row of snug Httle curtained recesses,
opening at intervals out of one of the waUs, enabled the reader of light
hterature to conceal himseff in the act of mdulgmg a "vice. For the rest,
aU the minor accessories of tMs spacious and tranquU place, were as
plentfful and as weU-chosen as the heart could desue. And soHd Hterature and Hght literature, and great writers and smaU, v/ere aU bounteously Uluminated alike, by a fine broad flow of the Hght of heaven, pouring into the room tMough •windows that opened to the floor.
It was the fourth day,fi-omthe day of Lady Lundie's garden-party—
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and it wanted an hour or more of the time at which the limcheon-bell
usuaUy rang.
The guests at Windygates were most of them in the garden, enjoying
the morning sunsMne, after a prevalent nust and rain for some days
past. Two gentlemen (exceptions to the general rule) were alone in the
library. They were the two last gentlemen m the world who could
possibly be supposed to have any legitimate motive for meeting each
other in a place of Hterary seclusion. One was Arnold Brinkworth; and
the other was Geoffrey Delamayn.
They had arrived together at Windygates, that morning. Geoffrey
had traveUed from London, -with Ms brother, by the train of the pre^vious
night. A m o l d ^ d e l a y e d in getting away at Ms own time, from his own
property, by ceremomes incidental to Ms position wMch were not to be
abridged without gi^vmg offence to many worthy people—had caught the
passmg tram early that morning at the station nearest to him, and had
returned to Lady Lundie's, as he had left Lady Lundie's, in company
with Ms friend.
After a short preliminary interview with Blanche, Arnold had rejomed Geofl'rey in the safe retirement of the library, to say what was still
left to be said between them on the subject of Anne. Ha-ving completed
his report of events at Craig Ferme, he was now naturaUy waitmg to
hear what Geofirey had to say, on his side. To Arnold's astonishment
Geoffrey cooUy turned away to leave the library, -without uttering a word.
Arnold stopped Mm vsithout ceremony.
" Not quite so fast, Geoffrey," he said. " I have an interest in Miss
SUvester's weffare as weU as m yours. Now you are back agam in
Scotland, what are you gomg to do ? "
If Geoffrey had told the truth, he must have stated Ms position much
as foUows:—
H e had necessarily decided on desertmg Anne, when he had decided
on joimng Ms brother on the journey back. B u t he had advanced no
further than tMs. How he was to abandon the woman who had trusted
him, without seemg Ms own dastardly conduct dragged into the Hght of
day, was more than he yet knew. A vague idea of at once pacifying
and deluding Anne, by a marriage wMcli should be no marriage at aU,
had crossed Ms mmd on the joumey. H e had asked Mmseff whether
a trap of tiiat sort might not be easily set in a country notorious for the
looseness of its marriage laws—if a man only knew how ? And he had
thought it likely that Ms weU-informed brother, who Hved in Scotland,
might be tricked into innocently telHng lum what he wanted to know.
H e had turned the conversation to the subject of Scotch marriages, in
general, by way of trying the experiment. Julius had not studied the
question ; JuHus knew nothing about it—and there the experiment had
come to an end. As the necessary.result of the check thus encountered,
he was now in Scotland, with absolutely notMng to trust to as a means
of effecting Ms release, but the chapter of accidents ; aided by Ms owjv
resolution to marry Mrs. Glenarm. Such was Ms position, and such
should have been the substance of Ms reply, when he was confronted
by Arnold's question, and plamly asked what he meant to do.
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" The right tMng," he answered, uubliislungly. " And no nustake
about it."
" I'm glad to hear you see your way so plaiiUy," returned Arnold.
' In your place, I should have been aU abroad. I was wondering, oMy
the other day, whether you would end, as I should have ended, in consuiting S u Patrick."
Geofirey eyed lum sharply.
" Consult Sfr Patrick? " he repeated. " W h y would you have done
that?"
" I shouldn't have known how to set about marrying her," repHed
Arnold. " And—being in Scotland—I should have applied to Sfr Patrick
(•without mentiomng names, of course), because he would be sure to
know aU about it."
" Suppose I don't see my way qmte so plauUy as you think," said
Geoffrey. " Would you advise me
?"
" To consult Sir Patrick? Certainly! H e has passed Ms Iffe in
the practice of the Scotch law. Didn't you know that ? "
" No."
" Then take my advice—and consult Mm. You needn't mention
names. You can say it's the case of a fiiend."
The idea was a new one and a good one. Geoffrey looked longingly
towards the door. Eager to make Sir Patrick Ms innocent accomplice
on the spot, he made a second attempt to leave the library ; and made
it for the second tune in vaui. Arnold had more unwelcome inquuies
to make, and more advice to give unasked.
" How have you arranged about meeting Miss SUvester? " he went
on. " You can't go to the hotel in the character of her husband. I
have prevented that. Where else are j^ou to meet h e r ? She is aU
alone; she must be weary of waiting, poor thmg. Can you manage
matters, so as to see her to-day? "
After staring hard at Arnold, wliUe he was speaking, Geoffrey burst
out laugMng, when he had done. A dismterested anxiety for the welfare of another person, was one of those refinements of feeling wluch a
muscular education had not fitted him to understand.
" I say, old boy," he burst out, " you seem to take an extraordinary
interest m Miss SUvester ! You haven't faUen in love with her yourseff—have y o u ? "
" Come ! come! " said Arnold, seriously. " Neither she nor I deserve to be sneered at, m that way. I have made a sacrifice to your
interests, Geofirey—and so has she."
Geoffrey's face became serious again. His secret was in Arnold's
hands; and his estimate of Arnold's character was founded, unconsciously, on Ms experience of liimself. " AU right," he said, by way of
timely apology and concession. " I was only joking."
" A s much joking as you please, when you have married her," rephed Arnold. " I t seems serious enough, to my mind, tUl then." H e
stopped—considered—and laid his hand very earnestly on Geoffrey's
arm. " Mmd ! " he resumed. " You are not to breathe a word to any
living soul, of my ha-ving been near the inn ! "
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" I've pronused to hold my tongue, once already. What do you
want more ? "
" I am anxious, Geoffrey. I was at Craig Femie, remember,
when Blanche came there ! She has been teUing me aU that happened,
poor darling, m the flrm persuasion that I was mUes off at the time. I
swear I couldn't look her in the face! What woiUd she think of me, ff
she knew the truth ? Pray be careful! pray be careful! "
Geoffrey's patience began to fail him.
" We had all tMs out," he said, " on the way here from the station.
What's the good of going over the ground again ? "
" You're qmte right," said Arnold, good-humouredly. " The fact
is—I'm out of sorts, tlus mornmg. My mind misgives me—I don't
know why."
" Mind ? " repeated Geoffi-ey, m high contempt. " It's flesh—that's
what's the matter with you. You re nigh on a stone over your right
weight. Mind be hanged ! A man in healthy traming don't know that
he has got a mmd. Take a turn with the dumb-beUs, and a run up
hill with a great coat on. Sweat it off, Arnold ! Sweat it off!"
With that exceUent advice, he turned to leave the room for the
tMrd time. Fate appeared to have determined to keep him imprisoned
in the Hbrary, that morMng. On tMs occasion, it was a servant who
got m the way—a servant, with a letter and a message. " The man
waits for an answer,"
Geoffrey looked at the letter. It was in his brother's handwriting.
He had left JuHus at the junction about three hours since. What
could JuHus possibly have to say to Mm now?
He opened the letter. JuHus had to announce that Fortune was
favoiu-mg them already. He had heard news of Mrs. Glenarm, as soon
as he reached home. She had called on his wife, during his absence
m London—she had been mvited to the house—and she had promised
to accept the m-vitation early in the week. " Early in the week," Julius
wrote, " may mean to-morrow. Make your apologies to Lady Lundie ;
and take care not to offend her. Say that famUy reasons, which you
hope soon to have the pleasure of confiding to her, obUge you to appeal
once more to her indulgence—and come to-morrow, and help us to
receive Mrs. Glenarm."
Even Geoffrey was startled, when he found himself met by a sudden
necessity for acting on Ms own decision. Anne knew where his brother
Hved. Suppose Amne (not kno-wmg where else to find him) appeared
at Ms brother's house, and claimed liim M the presence of Mrs, Glenarm?
He gave orders to have the messenger kept waitmg, and said he would
send back a written reply.
" From Craig Fernie ? " asked Arnold, poMting to the letter in H3
friend's hand.
Geoffrey looked up with a frown. He had just opened his Hps to
answer that iU-timed reference to Anne, in no very friendly terms—
when a voice, calling to Arnold from the lawn outside, announced the
appearance of a thud person in the Hbrary, and •u-arned the two
gentlemen that thefr private mter-view was at an end.
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CHAPTER THE
NEARER

EIGHTEENTH.
STILL.

BIANCHE stepped Hghtly into the room through one of the open French
windows.
" What are you doing here? " she said to Arnold.
" Nothing. I was just going to look for you in the garden."
" The garden is insufferable, this morning." Saying those words,
she fanned herself with her handkerchief, and noticed Geolfrey's
presence in the room •with a look of very thinly-concealed annoyance
at the discovery. " Wait tUl I am m a r r i e d ! " she thought. " Mr.
Delamayn wUl be cleverer than I take liim to be, ff he gets much of his
fiiend's company then ! "
" A trifie too h o t — e h ? " said Geoffrey, seeing her eyes fixed on
him, and supposmg that he was expected to say sometMng.
Having performed that duty, he walked away -ivithout waiting for
a reply; and seated himself, with his letter, at one of the •writing-tables
in the Hbrary.
" Sfr Patrick is quite right about the young men of the present
day," said Blanche, turning to Aunold. " H e r e is tMs one asks me
a question and doesn't wait for an answer. There are three more of
them, out m the garden, who have been talking of nothing, for the
last hour, but the pedigrees of horses and the muscles of men. W h e n
we are married, Arnold, don't present any of your male friends to me,
unless they have turned fifty.—What shaU we do tiU luncheon-time ?
It's cool and quiet in here among the books. I want a mUd excitement
—and I have got absolutely nothing to do. Suppose you read me some
poetry ? "
" While lie is here ?" asked Arnold, pointmg to the personified
antithesis of poetry—otherwise to Geoffrey, seated -yith his back to them
at the farther end of the Hbrary.
" Pooh !" said Blanche. " There's only an animal in the room.
We needn't mind him ! "
" I say ! " exclaimed Arnold. " You're as bitter, this morning, as
Sfr Patrick Mmseff. W h a t wUl you say to Me wiien we are married—•
if you taUi in that way of my friend ? "
Blanche stole her hand into Arnold's hand, and gave it a Httle signfficant squeeze. " I shaU always be nice to you" she whispered—•
with a look that contained a host of pretty pronuses in itseff. Arnold
returned the look (Geoffrey was unquestionably in the way!)
Their
eyes met tenderly (why couldn't the great awkward brute write his
letters somewhere else?). With a faint Httle sigh, Blanche dropped
resignedly into one of the comfortable arm-chafrs—and asked once
more for " some poetry," in a voice that faltered softly, and with a colour
that was brighter than usual.
" Whose poetry am I to read ? " inqufred Arnold.
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" Aiij'body's," said Blanche. " This is another of my Impulses. 1
am dying for some poetry. I don't know whose poetry. And I don't
know w h j \ "
Arnold -n^ent straight to the nearest book-shelf, and took down the
first volume that his hand Hglited on—a soUd quarto, bound m sober
brown.
" WeU ? " asked Blanche. " What have you found ? "
Arnold opened the volume, and conscientiously read the title exactly
as it stood :—
" Paradise Lost. A Poem. By John MUton."
" I have never read MUton," said Blanche. " Have you ? "
"No."
" Another mstance of sympathy between u s ! No educated person
ought to be ignorant of Milton. Let us be educated persons. Please
begin."
" At the begmning ? "
" Of course! Stop! You mustn't sit aU that way off—you must
sit •nliere I can look at you. My attention wanders, if I don't look at
people whUe they read."
Arnold took a stool at Blanche's feet, and opened the " F u s t Book "
of Paradise Lost. H i s "system," as a reader of blank-verse, was shiiplicity itseff. I n poetrj'^, we are some of us (as many Hving poets can
testify) aU for sound; and some of us (as few Hvmg poets can testffy)
all for sense. Arnold was for somid. H e ended every Hue inexorably
with a fiiU stop ; and he got on to his fuU stop as fast as the mevitable
impediment of the words woiUd let him. H e began:—
" Of Man's first disobedience and the fruit.
Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste.
Brought death into the world and all our woe.
With loss of Eden till one greater Man.
Restore us and regain the blissful scat.
Sing heavenly !\Iuse
"
" Beautiful!" said Blanche. " What a shame it seems, to have had
JMilton aU this time in the Hbrary, and never to have read him yet!
W e will have Mormngs with Milton, Arnold. H e seems long; but we
are both young, and we may Hve to get to the end of him.—Do you
know, dear, now 1 look at you again, 3-011 don't seem to have come back
to Windygates in good spirits."
" Don't I ? I can't account for it."
" I can ! It's sympathy -with Me. I am out of spirits too."
"You!"
" Yes. After what I saw at Craig Fernie, I grow more and more
uneasy about Anne. You will understand that, I am sure, after what I
told you this morning? "
Arnold looked back in a violent hurry, from Blanche to MUton.
That renewed reference to events at Craig Fernie, was a renewed
reproach to liim for his conduct at the inn. H e attempted to sUence
her, by pointmg to Geoffi-ey.
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" Don't forget," he whispered, " that there is somebody in the room
besides ourselves."
Blanche shrugged her shoulders contemptuously.
" W h a t does he matter? " she asked. " W h a t does he know or care
about Anne ? "
There was only one other chance of divertmg her from the delicate
subject. Arnold went on reading headlong, two lines in advance of the
place at which he had left off, with more sound and less sense than
ever :—
" In the beginning how the heavens and earth.
Eose out of Chaos or if Sion hill
"
At " Sion liUl," Blanche interrupted Mm a,gain.
" Do wait a Uttle, Arnold ! I can't have MUton crammed down my
throat m that way. Besides, I had something to say. Did I tell j-ou
that I consulted my uncle about Anne ? I don't think I did. 1 caught
him alone in this very room. I told Mm aU I have told you. I sho's\-ed
him Anne's letter. And I said, ' W h a t do you thmk ? ' H e took a little
time (and great deal of snuff) before he •\vould say what he thought.
When he did speak, he told me I might quite possibly be right in
suspecthig Anne's husband to be a very aboimnable person. His keeping liimself out of my way was (just as I thought) a suspicious cucumstance, to begin with. And then there was the sudden extinguishing of
the candles, when I first went in. I thought (and Mrs. Inchbare
thought) it was done by the wind. Sfr Patrick suspects it was done by
the horrid man himself, to prevent me from seeing Mm when I entered
the room. I am firmly persuaded Sfr Patrick is right. What do you
tlunk ?"
" I thuik we had better go on," said Arnold, with his head down
over his book. " W e seem to be forgettmg MUton."
" How you do worry about MUton ! That last bit vi-asn't as mteresting as the other. I s there any love in Paradise Lost '^ "
" Perhaps we may find some, if we go on."
" Very well then. Go on. And be qmck about i t ! "
Arnold was so qmck about it that he lost his place. Instead of going
on. he went back. H e read once more :—
" In the beginning how the heavens and earth.
Rose out of Chaos or if Sion hill
"
" You read that before," said Blanche.
" I thmk not."
" I'm sure you did. W h e n you said ' Sion MU,' I recoUect I
thought of the Methodists dfrectly. I couldn't have thought of the
Methodists, ff you hadn't said ' Sion hiU.' I t stands to reason."
" I'U try the next page," said Arnold. " 1 can't have read that
before—for I haven't turned over yet."
Blanche threw herself back in her chau, and filing her handkerchief
resignedly over her face. " The flies," she explamed. " I'm not going
to sleep. Try the next page. Oh, dear me, try the next page ! "
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Arnold proceeded:—
" Say first for heaven hides nothing from thy •view.
Nor the deep tract of heU say first what cause.
Moved our grand parents in that happy state
"
Blanche suddenly threw the handkerchief off agam, and sat bolt
upright in her chafr. " Shut it up," she cried. " I can't bear any more.
Leave off, Arnold—leave off!"
" What's the matter now? "
" ' That happy state,' " said Blanche. " W h a t does ' that happy
state,' mean ? Marriage, of course ! And marriage reminds me of
Anne. I won't have any more. Paradise Lost is pamful. Shut it
up.—Well, my next question to Sir Patrick was, of course, to know
what he thought Anne's husband had done. The wretch had behaved
infamously to her in some way. I n what way? W a s it anythmg to do
with her marriage ? My uncle considered agam. H e thought it quite
possible. Private marriages were dangerous tlungs (he said)—especially
in Scotland. H e asked me ff they had been married in Scotland. I
couldn't teU Mm—I only said, ' Suppose they were? what t h e n ? '
It's
barely possible, in that case,' says Sfr Patrick, ' that Miss Silvester may
be feeling uneasy about her marriage. She may even have reason—or
may tMnk she has reason—to doubt whether it is a marriage at aU.'"
Arnold started, and looked round at Geoffrey, still sitting at the
writing-table, m t h his back turned on them. Utterly as Blanche and
Sfr Patrick were mistaken in thefr estimate of Anne's position at Craig
Ferme, they had drifted, nevertheless, mto discussmg the very question
in which Geoffrej^ and Miss Silvester were interested—the question of
marriage in Scotland. I t •was unpossible hi Blanche's presence to tell
Geoffrey that ho might do weU to Hsten to Sir Patrick's opinion, even
at second hand. Perhaps, the words had found thefr way to lum?
pierhaps, he was Hstening alreadj^, of Ms own. accord?
( H e was Hstenmg. Blanche's last words had found their way to
lum, whUe he was pondermg over his half-finished letter to Ms brother.
H e waited to hear more—without moving, and •with the pen suspended
Ul Ms hand.)
Blanche proceeded—absently windmg her fingers in and out of
Arnold's hair as he sat at her feet.
" I t flashed on me instantly that Sfr Patrick had discovered the
truth. Of course I told him so. H e laughed, and said I mustn't jump
at conclusions. W e were guessing quite in the dark ; and all the distressing tMngs I had noticed at the inn might admit of some totally
different explanation. H e would have gone on spHtting straw-s in that
provoking way the whole morning, if I hadn't stopped him. I was
strictly logical. I said / had seen Anne, and he hadn't—and that made
aU the difference. I said, ' Everything that puzzled and frightened me
m the poor darhng is accounted for now. The law must, and sliaU,
reach that man, uncle—and I'll pay for i t ! ' I was so much m earnest,
that I beheve I cried a Httle. Wliat do you think the dear old man did?
H e took me on Ms Imee, and gave me a Mss; and he said, m the nicest
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way, that he would adopt my view, for the present, if I would promise
not to cry any more and—wait! the cream of it is to come!—that he
would put the view in quite a new Hght to me, as soon as I was composed
agam. You may imagine how soon I dried my eyes, and what a picture
of composure I presented in the course of half a minute! ' L e t us take it
for granted,' says Sir Patrick,' that this man unkno^wn has reaUy tried to
deceive Miss SUvester as you and I suppose. I can teU you one thing:—
It's as likely as not that, m trymg to over-reach her, he may (without
in the least suspectmg it) have ended hi over-reacMng himself "
(Geoffirey held Ms breath. The pen dropped unheeded from Ms
fingers. I t was coming! The Ught that his brother couldn't throw on
the subject, was dawning on the subject at last!)
Blanche resumed.
" I was so mterested, and it made such a tremendous impression on
me, that I haven't forgotten a word. ' I mustn't make that poor Httle
head of yours ache with Scotch law,' my uncle said; I must put it
plainly. There are marriages aUowed in Scotland, Blanche, wluch are
caUed IrregiUar Marriages—and very abonunable things they are. But
they have this accidental merit, in the present case. I t is extremely
difficult for a man to pretend to marry, m Scotland—and not reaUy to
do it. And it is, on the other hand, extremely easy for a man to drfft
into marrymg, in Scotland; without feeHng the slightest suspicion of
having done it himself—That was exactly what he said, Arnold. W h e n
we are married, it shan't be m Scotland! "
(Geoffrey's ruddy colour paled. If tMs was true, he nught be caught
himseff m the trap wMch he had schemed to set for Anne ! Blanche
went on vrith her narrative. H e waited, and Hstened.)
" My uncle asked me ff I understood him, so far. I t was as plain as
the sun at noonday'—of course, I understood hun ! ' Very weU then—
now for the appHcation!' says Sfr Patrick. ' Once more supposmg our
guess to be the right one. Miss SUvester may be making herself very
unhappy without any real cause. If tMs in^visible man at Craig Fernie
has actuaUy meddled, I won't say •with marrying her, but oMy with pretending to make her Ms wffe—and ff he has attempted it m Scotland—the
chances are nme to one (though he may not beheve it, and though she may
not beheve it) that he has reaUy married her, after aU.'—My imcle's own
words again! Qmte needless to say that, half an hour after they were
out of his Hps, I had sent them to Craig FerMe, in a letter to Anne ! "
(Geoffrey's stoUdly-staring eyes suddenly brightened. A Hght of the
de-vU's own striking iUununated Mm. An idea of the devil's own bringing, entered Ms mind. H e looked stealthUy round at the man whose
Hfe he had saved—at the man who had devotedly served him in return.
A Mdeous cunrdng leered at Ms mouth and peeped out of Ms cj-es.
" Arnold Brinkworth pretended to he married to her, at the inn. By
the Lord H a r r y ! that's a way out of it that never struck me before! "
With that thought m Ms heart, he turned back again to his half-fimshed
letter to J u h u s . For once in Ms Hfe, he was strongly, fiercely agitated.
For once in Ms Hfe, he was daunted—and that by his Own Thought!
He had written to JuUus, under a strong sense of the necessity of
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gaining time to delude Anne into leaving Scotland, before he ventured
on paying Ms addresses to Mrs. Glenarm. Plis letter contained a
strmg of clumsy excuses, mtended to delay his return to Ms brother's
house. " No !" he said to himseff, as he read it again. " Whatever
else may do—this won't! " H e looked round once more at Arnold, and
slowly tore the letter into fragments as he looked.)
I n the meantime, Blanche had not done yet. " No," she said, when
Arnold proposed an adjournment to the garden, " I have sometlung
more to say—and you are mterested m it, this time." Arnold resigned
lumself to Usten—and, worse stUl, to answer, ff there was no help for
it—m the character of an innocent stranger who had never been near
the Craig FerMe inn.
" WeU," Blanche resumed—" and what do you tlunk has come of
ray letter to Anne ? "
" I'm siu-e I don't know."
" NotMng has come of i t ! "
" Indeed?"
" Absolutely nothing! I know she received the letter yesterday
mornuig. I ought to have had the answer to-day at breakfast."
"Perhaps she thought it didn't requfre an answer."
" She couldn't have thought that, for reasons that I know of. Besides, in my letter yesterday, I implored her to teU me (ff it was one
Hne only) whether, in giiessmg at what her trouble was, Sfr Patrick
and I had not guessed right. And here is the day gettmg on—and no
answer ! What am I to conclude ? "
" I reaUy can't say !"
" I s it xiossible, Arnold, that we have not guessed right, after all?
I s the wickedness of that man who blew the candles out, wickedness
bej'ond our discovering ? The doubt is so di-eadful, that I have made
up my nund not to bear it, after to-day. I count on your sympathj^ and
assistance when to-morrow comes ! "
Arnold's heart sank. Some new compUcation was evidently gathering round Mm. H e waited, m sUence, to hear the worst. Blanche
bent forward, and whispered to Mm.
" TMs is a secret," she said. " If that creature at the writing-table
has ears for anytlung but rowuig and racing, he mustn't hear this!
Aime may come to me privately to-day, whUe you are aU at luncheon.
If she doesn't come, and if I don't hear from her—then, the mystery of
her sUence must be cleared up ; and You must do i t ! "
"I!"
" Don't make difficulties ! If you can't find your way to Craig Fernie,
I can help you. As for Anne, you know what a charming person she
is—and you know she will receive you perfectly, for my sake. I must,
and -wUl, have some news of her. t can't break the laws of the household a second tune. Sfr Patrick SA'mpatMzes—but he won't stfr. Lady
Lundie is a bitter enemy. The servants are threatened with the loss
of their places, if any one of them goes near Anne. There is nobody
but you. And to Anne you go to-morrow, ff I don't see her or hear
from her to-day ! "
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TMs, to the man who had passed as Anne's husband at the i n n !
and who had been forced into the most mtimate knowledge of Anne's
miserable secret! Arnold rose to p u t Milton away with the composure
of sheer despafr. Any other secret he nught, in the last resort, have
confided to the discretion of a thfrd person. But a woman's secret—
with a woman's reputation depending on his keepmg it—was not to be
confided to anybody, under any stress of cfrcumstances whatever. " If
Geoffrey doesn't get me out of this," he thought, " I shaUhave no choice
but to leave Wmdygates to-morrow! "
As he replaced the book on the shelf. Lady Lundie entered the
Hbrary, from the garden.
" What are you doing here ? " she said to her step-daughter.
" Improvuig my mmd," repUed Blanche. " Mr. Brmkworth and I
have been readmg MUton."
" Can you condescend so far—after readmg Milton aU the morning
—as to help me with the invitations for the dinner next week ? "
" If you can condescend. Lady Lundie—after feeding the poiUtry
aU the mornmg—I must be humUity itself, after only reading Milton ! "
With that Httle mterchange of the acid amemties of feminine intercourse, step-mother and step-daughter withdrew to a writing-table, to
put the vfrtue of hospitality in practice together.
Arnold joined his fiiend, at the other end of the Hbrary.
Geoffrey was sitting with Ms elbows on the desk, and his clenched
fists dug mto Ms cheeks. Great drops of perspfration stood on Ms forehead, and the fragments of a torn letter lay scattered all round Mm.
He exhibited symptoms of nervous sensibUity for the first time in Ms
hfe—he started when Arnold spoke to Mm.
"What's the matter, Geoffrey ? "
" A letter to answer. And I don't know how."
"From Miss Silvester?" asked Arnold; droppmg his voice so as
to prevent the ladies at the other end of the room from liearmg Mm.
" No," answered Geofi'rey, in a lower voice stUl.
" Have you heard what Blanche has been saying to me about Miss
SUvester ? "
" Some of it."
" Did you hear Blanche say that she meant to send me to Craig
Femie to-morrow—ff she faUed to get news from Miss SUvester today?"
"No."
"Then you know it now. That is what Blanche has just said
to me."
"WeU?"
" WeU—there's a Hmit to what a man can expect, even from his
best friend. I hope you won't ask me to be Blanche's messenger tomorrow. I can't, and won't, go back to the mn, as things are now."
"You have had enough of it—eh ? '
" I have had enough of distressing Miss SUvester—and more than
enough of deceivmg Blanche."
" W h a t do you mean by ' distressing Miss Silvester? ' "
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" She doesn't take the same easy •view that you and I do, GeoSfroy, of
my passing her off on the people of the inn as my -wife."
Geoffrey absently took up a paper-knffe. StUl with his head down,
he began sha^vmg off the topmost layer of paper from the blotting-pad
under Ms hand. StiU •with his head clown, he abruptly broke the sUence
in a wMsper.
•" I s a y ! "

"Yes"?"
" How did you manage to pass her off as your wffe ? "
" I told you how—as we were dri-vmg from the station here."
" I was thmkmg of somethuig else. TeU me again."
Arnold told lum once more what had happened at the inn. Geoffrey
listened, without maldng any remark. He balanced the paper-knife
vacantly on one of Ms fingers. He was strangely sluggish, and strangely
sUent.
"All that is done and ended," said Arnold, shaldng him by the shoulder.
" It rests with you, now, to get me out of the difficulty I'm placed in with
Blanche. Tlimgg must be settled with Miss SUvester to-day."
" Tilings shall be settled."
" ShaU be ? What are you waiting for ? "
" I'm waitmg to do what you told me."
"What I told you?"
" Didn't J'OU teU me to consult Sfr Patrick before I married her ? "
" To be sure ! so I did."
" Well—I am waiting for a chance with Sfr Patrick."
"And then?"
" And then
" He looked at Arnold for the first time. " Then,"
he said, "you may consider it settled."
" The marriage?"
He suddenly looked down again at the blotting-pad. " Yes—the
marriage."
Arnold offered Ms hand, m congratulation. Geoffrey never noticed
it. His eyes were off the blottmg-pad again. He was looking out of
the -window near Mm.
" Don't I hear voices, outside ? " he asked.
" I beheve our friends are in the garden," said Arnold. " Sir Patrick
may be among them. I'U go, and see."
The instant Ms back was turned, Geoffrey snatched up a sheet of
note-paper. " Before I forget it!" he said to Mmseff. He wrote
the word " Memorandum," at the top of the page ; and added these Hues
beneath it:—
" He asked for her by the name of Ms wife at the door. He said, at
dinner, before the landlady and the waiter, ' I take these rooms for my
wife.' He made her say he was her husband, at the same tune. After
that he stopped aU night. What do the lawyers caU this ui Scotland ?
(Query :—a marriage ? ")
After folding up the paper, he hesitated for a moment. " No! " he
thought. " It won't do to trust to what Miss Lundie said about it. I
can't be certain tUl I have consulted Sir .Patrick Mmseff."

NEARER STILL.

139

He put the paper away in Ms pocket, and •wiped the heavy perspfration-from his forehead. H e was pale—for /iim, strikingly pale—when
Arnold came back.
" Anything \\Tong, Geofirey ? You're as white as ashes! "
" It's the heat. •\¥liere's Sir Patrick ? "
"You may see for yourself! "
Arnold pohited to the yindow. Sir Patrick was crossing the lawn,
on Ms way to the Hbrary, with a newspaper in his hand—and the guests
at Windygates were accompanying him. Sfr Patrick was snuUng, and
saying nothing. The guests were talldng excitedly at the tops of their
voices. There had apparently been, a coUision of some Idnd between
the old school and the new. Arnold directed Geoffrey s attention to the
state of affafrs on the lawn.
" How are you to consult Sfr Patrick, with aU those people about
hun?"
" I'U consult Sir Patrick, if I take him by the scruff of the neck, and
carry him into the next county ! " H e rose to his feet as he spoke those
words, and emphasized them under Ms breath, with an oath.
Sir Patrick entered the Hbrary, with, the guests at his heels.

CHAPTER THE NINETEENTH.
CLOSE ON I T ,

THE object of the invasion of the Hbrary by the party ui the garden
appeared to be twofold.
Sfr Patrick had entered the room to restore the newspaper to the
place from which he had taken it. The guests, to the number of five,
Jiad foUowed him, to appeal m a body to Geoffrey Delamayn. Between
these two apparently dissimUar motives, there was a connexion, not
•visible on the surface, wMch was now to assert itself.
Of the five guests, two were middle-aged gentlemen, belonging to
that large, but mdistmct, division of the human famUy, whom the
hand of Nature has painted in unobtrusive neutral tmt. They had
absorbed the ideas of thefr time with such receptive capacity as they
possessed; and they occupied much the same place m society which
the chorus in an opera occupies on the stage. They echoed the prevalent sentmient of the moment; and they gave the solo-talker time to
fetch his breath.
The three remaining guests were on the right side of tlifrty. All
profoundly versed in horse-racing, in athletic sports, hi pipes, beer,
bUhards, and betting. AU profoundly ignorant of everytlung else under
the sun. AU gentlemen by birth ; and aU marked as such by the stamp
of " a University education." They may be personally described as
faint reflections of Geoffrey—and they may be numericaUy distinguished
(in the absence of aU other distmction), as One, Two, and Three.
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Sfr Patrick laid the newspaper on the table, and placed himseff' in
one of the comfortable arm-chairs. H e was uistantly assaUed, in Ms
domestic capacity, by Ms irrepressible sister-m-law. Lady Lundie
despatched Blanche to him with the hst of her guests at the dinner.
' I'or your uncle's approval, my dear, as the head of the famUy."
WhUe Sfr Patrick was looldng over the hst, and wliUe Arnold was
making Ms way to Blanche, at the back of her uncle's chafr. One, Two
and Three—with the Chorus in attendance on them—descended in a
body on Geofi'rey, at the other end of the room ; and appealed m rapid
succession to his superior authorit}'', as follows :—
" I say, Delamayn. W e want You. Here is Sfr Patrick running a
regular Muck at us. CaUs us aboriginal Britons. TeUs us we ain't
educated. Doubts if we could read, write, and cypher, if he tried us.
Swears he's sick of fellows showing thefr arms and legs, and seeing
which feUow's hardest, and who's got three belts of muscle across Ms
A\-ind, and who hasn't, and the Ulie of that. Says a most infernal tMng
of a chap. Says—because a chap likes a healthy out-of-door Iffe, and
trains for rowing and runmng, and the rest of it, and don't see his way
to stewhig o\'er his book—therefore he's safe to commit all the crimes
in the calendar, murder included. Saw your name down in the news •
paper for the Foot-Race ; and said, when we asked hun if he'd take the
odds, he'd lay any odds we liked against you, in the other Race at the
University—meamng, old boy, your Degree. Nasty, that about the
Degree—hi the opinion of Number One. Bad taste in Sfr Patrick to rake
up what we never mention among ourselves—in the opinion of Number
Two. Un-EngUsh to sneer at a m a n u i that w a y b e h m d M s back—in the
opinion of Number Three. Brmg lum to book, Delamayn. Your
name's in the papers—he can't ride rough-shod over You."
T h e two choral gentlemen agreed (in the minor key) with the
general opmiou. " Sfr Patrick's views are certainly extreme. S m i t h ? "
— " I think, Jones, it's desfrable to hear Mr. Delamayn on the other
side."
Geoffrey looked from one to the other of his admfrers, with an expression on his face wluch was qmte new to them, and •with something
in Ms manner wluch puzzled them all.
" You can't argue with Su- Patrick yourselves," he said, " and you
want me to do it ? "
One, Two, Three, and the Chorus all answered, " Yes !"
" I won't do it."
One, Two, TMee, and the Chorus aU asked, " W h y ? "
"Because," answered Geoffrey, " you're aU •wrong. And Sfr Patrick's
right."
Not astomshment oiUy, but downright stupefaction, struck the
deputation from the garden, speechless.
Without saying a word more to any of the persons standing near
him, Geofi'rey walked straight up to Sir Patrick's arm-chair, and personally addressed hun. The sateUites followed, and listened (as weU
Uipy might) in wonder.
"' You wUl lay any odds, sir," said Geoffrey, " agamst me taking my
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Degree ? You're qmte right. I shan't' take my Degree. You doubt
whether I, or any of these feUows beMnd me, could read, write, and
cy|iher correctly, ff you tried us. You're right again—we couldn't. You
say you don't know why men Hke Me, and men like Them, may not
begin with rowMg and running, and the like of that, and end in committing all the crimes m the calendar: murder mcluded. WeU! you may
be right agam there. Who's to know what may happen to Mm ? or
what he may not end in doing, before he dies ? I t may be Another, or
it may be Me. How do I know ? and how do you ? " H e suddenly
turned on the deputation, standing thunder-struck beMnd him. " If
you want to know what I think—there it is for you, in plain words."
There was something, not only in the shamelessness of the declaration itself, but m the fierce pleasure that the speaker seemed to feel in
making it, wluch struck the cfrcle of Hsteners—Sir Patrick included
—with a momentary chUl.
In the midst of the silence, a sixth guest appeared on the lawn, and
stepped mto the Hbrary—a sUent, resolute, unassuming elderly man, -who
had arrived the day before on a visit to Wmdygates, and who was y,-ell
known, m and out of London, as one of the first consulting surgeons of
his time.
" A discussion gomg on ? " he asked. " Am I in the way ? "
" There's no discussion—we are all agreed," cried Geoffi-ey, answering
boisterously for the rest. " The more the merrier, sfr! "
After a glance at Geoffrey, the surgeon suddenly checked himself,
on the point of advancing to the mner part of the room—and remamed
standing at the wmdow.
" I beg your pardon," said Sfr Patrick, addressing hhnself to Geoffrey,
with a grave dignity which was quite new in Arnold's experience of
him. " We are not all agreed. I decline, Mr. Delamayn, to aUow you
to connect me with such an expression of feeHng on your part as
we have just heard. The language you have used leaves me no alternative but to meet your statement of what you suppose me to have
said by my statement of what I really did BB.y, I t is not my fault if
the discussion m the garden is revived, before another audience, in
this room—it is yours."
He looked, as he spoke, at Arnold and Blanche, and from them to
the surgeon, standing at the window.
The surgeon had found an occupation for himseff, which completely
isolated liim among the rest of the guests. Keeping his own face in
shadow, he was studying Geofl'rey's face, in the fuU flood of Hght that
feU on it, with a steady attention wMcli must have been generally remarked, ff aU eyes had not been turned towards Sfr Patrick at the time.
It was not an easy face to investigate at that moment.
WhUe Sir Patrick had been spealdng, Geoffrey had seated himseff
near the wmdow—doggedly impenetrable to the reproof of wluch he
was the object. I n Ms impatience to consult the one authority competent to decide the question of Arnold's position towards Anne, he had
sided with Sfr Patrick, as a means of riddmg himself of the unwelcome
presence of Ms friends—and he had defeated his own purpose, thanks
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to Ms own brutish mcapabUity of bridUng himseff m the pursuit of it.
Whether he was now discouraged, under these cfrcumstances — or
whether he was simply resigned to bide Ms time, tUl Ms time came—it
was impossible, judgmg by outward appearances, to say. With a heavy
dropping at the corners of his mouth, with a stoHd indifference staring
dull in his eyes, there he sat, a man forearmed, m Ms own obstmate
noutraUty, agamst all temptation to engage in the confUct of opinions
that was to come.
Sfr Patrick took up the newspaper wliich he had brought in from
the garden, and looked once more to see ff the surgeon was attending
to him.
No ! The surgeon's attention was absorbed in Ms own s^abjeet;
There he was,, in the same position, with his mmd stUl hard at work
on something in Geoffrey wluch at once mterested and puzzled it!
" That man," he was tMnkuig to himseff, " has come here this morning,
after traveUing from London aU mght. Does any ordmary fatigue
explam what I see in Ms face ? No ! "
" Our Httle discussion m the garden," resumed Sfr Patrick, answering Blanche's mquiring look, as she bent over him, " began, my dear,
in a paragraph here, announcing Mr. Delamayn's forthcoming appearance m a foot-race, in the neighbourhood of London. I hold very
unpopular opinions, as to the atlUetic displays wluch are so much in
vogue in England just now. And it is possible that I have expressed
those opinions a Httle too strongly, m the heat of discussion with gentlemen who are opposed to me—I don't doubt, conscientiously opposed
—on tMs question."
A low groan of protest rose from One, Two, and Three, in return for
the Httle compliment which Su- Patrick had paid to them. " How about
rov.-ing and running ending in the Old BaUey and the gallows ? You
said that, sfr—you know you did ! "
The two choral gentlemen looked at each other, and agreed -with the
prevalent sentiment. " It came to tiiat, I tlunk. Smith ? "—" Yes, Jones,
it certamly came to that."
The only two men who stUl cared notliing about it were Geoffrey and
the siugeon. There sat the first, stoHdly neutral; indifferent aUke to
the attack and the defence. There stood the second, pursmng his investigation—•with the gro^wing interest in it of a man who was beginning to
see Ms way to the end.
" Hear my defence, gentlemen," contmued Su- Patrick, as courteously
as ever. " You belong, remember, to a nation wluch especially claims
to practise the rules of fair play. I must beg to remind you of what I
said in the garden. I started with a concession. I admitted—as every
person of the smallest sense must admit—that a man wiU in the great
majority of cases, be aU the fitter for mental exercise, ff he -svisely combmes physical exercise along viith it. The whole question between the
two,, is a question of proportion and degree—and my complaint of the
present time is, that the present time doesn't see it. Popular opinion,
in England, seems to me to be, not oMy getting to consider the cultivation of the muscles as of equal importance with the cultivation of the
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mind, but to be actuaUy extending—m practice, ff not m theorj^—to the
absurd and dangerous length of putting bodUy training m the first place
of importance, and mental trainmg in the second. To take a case in
point:—I can discover no enthusiasm in the nation anytliing like so
genuine and anytMng like so general, as the enthusiasm excited by your
University boat-race. Agam :—I see tlus AtMetic Education of yours,
made a matter of pubUc celebration in Schools and CoUeges—and I ask
any unprejudiced -witness to tell me, which excites most popular enthusiasm, and which gets the most prominent place in the iiubhc journals
—the exMbition, indoors (on Prize-day), of what the boys can do with
thefr minds? or the exhibition, out of doors (on Sports-day), of what
the boys can do with thefr bodies ? You know perfectly weU, wluch
performance excites the loudest cheers, which occupies the prominent
place in the newspapers, and wMcli, as a necessary consequence, confers
the highest social honours on the hero of the day."
Another murmur from One, Two, and Three. " We have notMng
to say to that, sfr; have it all your own way, so far."
Another ratification of agreement with the prevalent opinion, between
Smith and Jones.
" Very good," pursued Sfr Patrick. " W e are aU of one mmd as to
wluch way the pubHc feeHng sets. If it is a feeling to be respected and
encouraged, show me the national advantage wMcli has resulted from it.
Where is the influence of this modern outburst of manly enthusiasm, on
the serious concerns of Hfe ? and how has it improved the character of
the people at large ? Are we any of us individuaUj'- readier than we
ever were to sacrifice our o-wii little private interests to the pubhc good?
Are we deaUng with the serious social questions of our time, in a conspicuously deternuned, downright and definite way ? Are we becoming
a visibly and indisputably purer people in our code of commercial
morals ? Is there a healtluer and higher tone in those pubUc amusements which faithfuUy refiect, in aU countries, the pubhc taste? Produce
me affirmative answers to those questions, which rest on soHd proof—
and I'U accept the present mania for athletic sports as something better
than an outbreak of our insular boastfulness and our insular barbarity,
m a new form."
" Question! question!" m a general cry, from One, Two, and Three.
" Question! question!" in meek reverberation, from Smith and
Jones.
_" That is the question," rejoined Sir Patrick. " You admit the
existence of the pubhc feeHng. And I ask, what good does it do ? "
'What harm does it do? " from One, Two, and Three.
" Hear! hear! " from Snutli and Jones,
" That's a fair chaUenge," repHed Sfr Patrick. " I am bound to meet
you on that new ground. I won't point, gentlemen, by way of answer,
to the coarseness which I can see growuig on our national manners, or
to the deterioration wluch appears to me to be spreading more and more
widely m our national tastes. You may teU me, with perfect truth, that
I am too old a man to be a fair judge of manners and tastes which have
got beyond my standards. We wiU try the issue, as it now stands
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between us, on its abstract merits only. I assert that a state of pubho
feeHng which does practicaUy place physical training in its estimation,
above moral and mental trainhig, is a positively bad and dangerous state
of feeHng in this—that it encoiuages the inbred reluctance in humamty
to submit to the demands wluch moral and mental cultivation must
inevitably make on it. Which am I, as a boy, naturaUy most ready to
do—to try how high I can jump ? or to try how much I can learn "
Which traimng comes easiest to me, as a young man? The ti-aining
which teaches me to handle an oar ? or the trauung which teaches me
to return good for evU, and to love my neighbour as myseff? Of those
two experiments, of those two trainings, which ought society in England
to meet with the warmest encouragement ? And which does society in
England practicaUj^ encourage, as a matter of fact ? "
" What did you say yourseff just now ? " from One, Two, and Three.
" Remarkably weU p u t ! " from Smith and Jones.
" I said," admitted Sfr Patrick, " that a man wiU go aU the better to
his books for his healthy physical exercise. And I say that again—
provided the physical exercise be restrained witMn fit Hnuts. But when
luiblic feehng enters mto the question, and directly exalts the bodUy
exercises above the books—then I say pubhc feeHng is in a dangerous
extreme. The bodUy exercisss, in that case, wUl be uppermost in the
youth's thoughts, will have the strongest hold on Ms mterest, •wiU take
the Hon's share of Ms tune, and wUl, by those means—barring the few
purely exceptional mstances—slowly and surely end in leaving Mm, to
aU good moral and mental purpose, certamly an uncultivated, and possibly
a dangerous man."
A cry fi-om the camp of the adversaries :—" He's got to it, at last!
A man who leads an out-of-door Hfe, and uses the strength that God
has given to liim, is a dangerous man. Did anybody ever hear the hke
of t h a t ? "
Cry reverberated, -^vith variations, by the two human echoes:—" No!
Nobocly ever heard the Hke of t h a t ! "
" clear your nuiids of cant, gentlemen," answered Sfr Patrick.
" The agricultural labourer leads an out-of-door Hfe, and uses the
strength that God has given to him. The saUor in the merchant service
does the same. Both are an uncultivated, a shamefully uncultivated,
class—and see the result! Look at the Map of Crime ; and you wfll
find the most hideous ofi'ences m the calendar, committed—not in the
towns, where the average man doesn't lead an out-of-door life, doesn't,
as a rule, use his streng'th, but is, as a rule, comparatively cultivated—
not in the towns ; but in the agricultural districts. As for the Enghsh
sailor—except when the Royal Navy catches and cultivates him—ask
Mr. Brinkworth, who has served in the merchant navy, wiiat sort of
specimen of the moral influence of out-of-door Hfe and muscular cultivation he is."
" I n nine cases out of ten," said Arnold, " he is as idle and -vicious a
ruffian as waUcs the earth."
Another cry from the Opposition:—" Are toe agricultural labourers ?
Are ive saUors in the merchant service ? "
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A smart reverberation from the human echoes:—" Smith ! am I a
labourer ? "—" Jones! am I a saUor ? "
" Pray let us not be personal, gentlemen," said Sir Patrick. " I am
speaking generaUy; and I can only meet extreme objections by pushing
my argument to extreme Hmits. The labourer and the sailor have
served my purpose. If the labourer and the saUor offend you, by all
means let them walk off the stage ! I hold to the position which I
advanced just now. A man may be weU-born, weU off, well-dressed,
weU-fed—but if he is an uncultivated man, he is (in spite of all those
advantages) a man -s-vitli special capacities for evU in him, on that verj'
acoount. Don't mistake me ! I am far from saying that the present
rage for exclusively muscular accomplishments must lead inevitably
downwards to the lowest deep of depravity. Fortunately for society, all
special depravity is more or less certamly the result, in the first instance,
of special temptation. The ordinary mass of us, thank God, pass through
hfe without being exposed to other than ordinary temptations. Thousands of the young gentlemen devoted to the favourite pursuits of the
present time, wUl get through existence with no worse consequences to
themselves than a coarse tone of mind and manners, and a lamentable
incapabUity of feeHng any of those higher and gentler influences which
sweeten and purify the Hves of more cultivated men. But take the
other case (which may occur to anybody), the case of a special temj^tation trying a modern young man of your prosperous class and of mine.
And let me beg Mr. Delamayn to honour with his attention what I have
now to say, because it refers to the opinion which I did really exj^ress—
as distinguished from the opiMon which he affects to agree with, and
which I never advanced."
Geoffrey's indifference showed no signs of giving way. " Go on ! "
he said—and still sat looking straight before him, with heavy eyes, whieh
noticed notlung, and expressed nothing.
" Take the example wMch we have now in view," pursued Sir Patrick
—" the example of an average young gentleman of our time, blest with
every advantage that physical cultivation can bestow on him. Let this
man be tried by a temptation which insidiously calls mto action, in his
oivn interests, the savage instincts latent in humanity—the instincts of
seff-seeking and cruelty wiiich are at the bottom of all crhiie. Let this
man be placed towards some other person, guiltless of injuring him, in a
position which demands one of two sacrifices : the sacrifice of the other
person, or the sacrifice of Ms own interests and Ms own desires. .His
neighbour's happmess, or his neighbour's life, stands, let us say, betwreen
him and the attainment of sometlung that he wants. H e can wreck the
happiness, or strike down the life, without, to Ms knowledge, any fear of
suffering for it lumself. W h a t is to prevent him, being the man he is,
from going straight to his end, on those conditions ? WUl the skill in
rowing, the swiftness in runnmg, the admirable capacity and endurance
in other physical exercises, wMcli he has attained, by a strenuous
cultivation in this kind that has excluded any similarly strenuous
cultivation in other kinds—-will these physical attamments help him to
win a purely moral victory over Ms own selfishness and his own cruelty ?
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They won't even help Mm to see that it is selfishness, and that it i»
cruelty. The essential prmciple of Ms ro-wing and racing (a harmless
principle enough, ff you can be sure of applymg it to rowing and racing,
only), has taught him to take every advantage of another man that Ms
superior strength and superior cunnmg can suggest. There has been
nothing in his trauung to soften the barbarous hardness m Ms heart,
and to enhghten the barbarous darkness in Ms mind. Temptation finds
this man defenceless, when temptation passes Ms w-ay. I don't care wiio
he is, or how Mgh he stands accidentaUy in the social scale—he is to all
moral intents and purposes, an Animal, and nothing more. If my
happiness stands in Ms way—and ff he can do it with impuMty to himseff—he -wiU trample down my happiness. If my life happens to be the
next obstacle he encounters—and if he can do it with impunity to himseff he wUl trample down my Hfe. Not, Mr. Delamayn, in the character
of a victim to irresistible fatality, or to bHnd chance; but in the character
of a inan who has sown the seed, and reaps the harvest. That, sir, is
the case wliich I put, as an extreme case only, wiien this discussion
began. As an extreme case only—but as a perfectly possible case, at
the same time—I re-state it now."
Before the advocates of the other side of the question could open
thefr Hps to reply, Geofirey suddenly flung off Ms indifference, and
started to his feet.
" Stop ! " he cried, threatening the others, in his fierce impatience to
answer for himseff, •with Ms clenched fist.
There was a general sUence.
Geoffrey turned, and looked at Sfr Patrick, as ff Sfr Patrick had
personaUy insulted him.
" Who is tMs anonymous man, w-ho finds his way to his own ends,
and pities nobody and sticks at nothing ? " he asked. " Give him a
name ! "
" I am quoting an example," said Sfr Patrick. " I am not attacldng
a man."
" W h a t right have you ? " cried Geoffrey—utterly forgetful, m the
strange exasperation that had seized on him, of the mterest that he had
in controlling Mmseff before Sfr Patrick-—" what right have you to pick
out an example of a rowing man who is an infernal scoundrel—-wiien
it's qmte as Uliiely that a rowing man may be a good feUow : ay ! and
a better feUow, if you come to that, than ever stood in your shoes!"
" If the one case is quite as likely to occur as the other (which I
readily admit)," answered Sir Patrick. " I have surely a right to choose
which case I please for iUiistration. (Wait, Mr. Delamayn ! These are
the last words I have to say—and I mean to say them.) I have taken
the example—not of a specially depraved man, as you erroneously suppose—but of an average man, with his average share of the mean, cruel,
and dangerous quaUties, wldch are part and parcel of unreformed human
nature—as your reUgion teUs you, and as you may see for yourseff, if
you choose to look at your untaught feUow-creatures anywhere. I suppose that man to be tried by a temptation to wickedness, out of the
common; and I show, to the best of my abiUty, how completely the
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moral and mental neglect of himseff, wluch the present material tone
of pubhc feehng in England has tacitly encouraged, leaves Mm at the
mercy of aU the worst mstincts in Ms nature ; and how surely, under
those conditions, he tnust go down, (gentleman as he is) step by step—
as the lowest vagabond m the streets goes do^wn, under his special
temptation-—from the begmning in ignorance, to the end in crime. If
you deny my right to take such an example as that, m Ulustration of
the views I advocate, you must either deny that a special temptation to
•wickedness can assaU a man in the position of a gentleman: or you
must assert that gentlemen who are naturaUy superior to aU temptation,
are the only gentlemen who devote themselves to atMetic pursuits.
There is my defence. I n stating my case, I have spoken, out of my
OAvn sincere respect for the interests of virtue and of learning : out of
my own smcere admfration for those young men among us who are
resisting the contagion of barbarism about them. I n their future is the
future hope of England. I have done."
AngrUy ready with a violent personal reply, Geoffrey found himself
checked, in Ms turn, by another person •^vith something to say, and -svitb
a resolution to say it, at that particular moment.

CHAPTER T H E

TWENTIETH.

TOUCHING I T .

FOR some Httle time past, the surgeon had discontinued Ms steady investigation of Geofl'rey s face, and had given all his attention to the
discussion, with the afr of a man whose seff-imposed task had come to
an end. As the last sentence fell from the last speaker's Hps, he interposed so quickly and so sldlfuUy between Geoffrey and Sfr Patrick, that
Geoffrey himseff was taken by surprise.
" There is something stUl wanting to make Sfr Patrick's statement
of the case complete," he said. " I think I can supply it, from the result
of my o^wn professional experience. Before I say what I have to say,
Mr. Delamayn will perhaps excuse me, if I ventiue on giving him a
caution to control himseff."
"Are you going to make a dead set at me too ? " inquired Geoffrey.
" I am recommending you to keep your temper—notMng more.
There are plenty of men who can fly into a passion -ivithout doing them«elves any particular harm. You are not one of them."
" What do you mean ? "
" I don't tliink the state of your health, Mr. Delamayn, is quito so
satisfactory as you may be disposed to consider it yourseff'."
Geoffrey turned to his admirers and adherents •with a roar of
derisive laughter. The admirers and adherents aU echoed him together.
Arnold and Blanche smUed at each other. Even Sfr Patrick looked as
ff he could hardly credit the evidence of his o^wn ears. There stood the
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modern Hercules, seff--vmdicated as a HerciUes, before aU eyes that
looked at him. And there, opposite, stood a man whom he could have
killed with one blow of Ms fist, teUing him, in serious earnest, that he
was not in perfect health.
" You are a rare feUow!" said Geofirey, haff m jest and half in
anger. " What's the matter with me ? "
" I have undertaken to give you, what I beUeve to be, a necessary
caution," answered the surgeon. " I have not undertaken to teU you
what I thmk is the matter with you. That may be a question for
consideration, some Httle time hence. I n the meanwMle, I should Mce
to put my impression about you to the test. Have you any objection to
answer a question on a matter of no particular importance relatmg to
yourseff."
" Let's hear the question first."
" I have noticed somethmg m your behaviour wliUe Sfr Patrick was
spcdkmg. You are as much mterested in opposmg Ms -views as any of
those gentlemen about you. I don't understand yoiu sittmg m sUence,
and leaving it entirely to the others to put the case on your side—untO
Sir Patrick said sometliing which happened to frritate you. H a d you,
aU the time before that, no answer ready in your mind ? "
" I had as good answers in my mind as any that have been made here
to-day."
" And yet you didn't give them ? "
" No, I didn't give them."
" Perhaps, you felt—though you knew your objections to be good
ones—that it was hardly worth wiiUe to take the trouble of putting
them into words ? I n short, you let your friends answer for you, rather
than make the effort of ans-^vermg for yourseff? "
Geoffrey looked at his medical ad-viser with a sudden curiosity and a
sudden distrust.
" I say," he asked, " how do you come to know what's gomg on in
my mind—without my teUing you of it ? "
" I t is my busmess to find out what is going on m people's bodies,
and, to do that, it is sometunes necessary for me to find out, if I can,
what is going on in thefr minds. If I have rightly interpreted what was
gomg on in your mind, there is no need for me to press my question.
You have answered it already."
H e turned to Sfr Patrick next.
" There is a side to this subject," he said, " wMch you have not
touched on yet. There is a Physical objection to the present rage for
muscular exercises of aU sorts, which is qiute as strong, in its w-ay, as
the Moral objection. You have stated the consequences as they may
affect the mmd. I can state the consequences as they do affect the
body."
" From your o^wii experience ? "
" From my own experience. I can tell you, as a medical man, that
a proportion, and not by any means a small one, of the young men who
are now putting themselves to •violent athletic tests of thefr strength and
endurance, are taking that course to the serious and permanent injury
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of thefr own health. The pubHc who attend rowmg-matches, foot-races,
and other exhibitions of that sort, see nothing but the successful results
of muscular training. Fathers and mothers, at home, see the faUures.
There are households in England—nuserable households, to be counted,
Sir Patrick, by more than ones or twos—in wluch there are young men
•who have to thank the stram laid on their constitutions by the popular
physical displays of the present time, for being broken men, and mvahded men, for the rest of thefr Hves."
" Do you hear that ? " said Sfr Patrick, looking at Geofirey.
Geoffrey carelessly nodded Ms head. H i s frritation had had time
to subside : the stoUd indifference had got possession of Mm agam. H e
had resumed Ms chafr—he sat, with outstretched legs, staring stupidly
at the pattern on the carpet. " W h a t does it matter to Me ? " was the
sentiment expressed aU over hun, from head to foot.
The surgeon went on.
" I can see no remedy for this sad state of things," he said, " as long
as the public feeHng remains what the public feeHng is now. A fine
healthy-looking young man, with a superb muscular development, longs,
naturally enough, to distmgmsh himseff like others. The trainmgauthorities at his coUege, or elsewhere, take Mm in hand (naturally
enough agam) on the strength of outward a,ppeai-ances. And wiiether
they have been right or •wrong in choosmg hun, is more than they can say,
untfl the experhiient has been tried, and the nuscMef has been, in many
cases, irretrievably done. How many of them are aware of the important
physiological truth, that the muscular power of a man is no fafr guarantee
of his •vital power ? How many of them know that we aU have (as a
great French writer jiuts it) two Hves in us—the sirrface-Hfe of the
muscles, and the inner Hfe of the heart, lungs, and brain ? Even if
they did laiow tlus—even with medical men to help them—it would be
in the last degree doubtful in most cases, whether any previous examination would result m any rehable discovery of the -vital fitness of the
man to undergo the stress of musciUar exertion laid on lum. Apply to
any of my bretMen, and they wUl teU you, as the result of thefr own
professional observation, that I am, m no sense, overstating tMs serious
evO, or exaggeratmg the deplorable and dangerous consequences to
which it leads. I have a patient at tlus moment who is a young man
of twenty, and who possesses one of the finest muscular developments
I ever saw in my Hfe. If that young man had consulted me before
lie foUowed the example of the other young men about liim, I cannot
honestly say that I could have foreseen the results. As things are,
after gomg tMough a certain amount of muscular training, after
performing a certain nrunber of muscular feats, he suddeMy fainted, one
day, to the asionisliment of Ms famUy and friends. I was called in, and
I have watched the case smce. H e wiU probably Hve, but he wUl
never recover. I am obUged to take precautions -with tlus youth of
twenty, wluch I should take with an old man of eighty. H e is big
enough and muscular enough to sit to a pamter as a model for Samson
—and only last week, I saw him sw-oon away Hke a young gul, in Ms
mother's arms."
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" Name !" cried Geoffrey's adimrers, stUl fighting the battle on thefr
side, in the absence of any encouragement from Geoffrey himseff.
" I am not in the habit of mentioning my patients' names," rephed
the surgeon. "But ff you insist on my producing an example of a man
broken by atMetic exercises, I can do it."
" D o i t ! Who is h e ? "
" You aU know Mm perfectly weU."
" Is he in the doctor's hands ? "
" Not yet."
" Where is he ? "
" There!"
In a pause of breatMess sUence—with the eyes of every person in
the room eagerly fastened on liim—the surgeon Hfted Ms hand, and
pointed to Geoffrey Delamayn.
As soon as the general stupefaction was aUayed, the general increduHty asserted itseff as a matter of course.
The man who first declared that " seemg " was " beUevmg," laid Ms
finger (whether he knew it liimself or not) on one of the fundamental
folUes of humanity. The easiest of aU evidence to receive, is the evidence
that requfres no other judgment to decide on it than the judgment of the
eye—and it wUl be, on that account, the e-vidence which humanity is
most ready to credit, as long as humanity lasts. The eyes of everybody
looked at Geofirey; and the judgment of everybody decided, on the
evidence there visible, that the surgeon must be wrong. Lady Lundie
herseff (disturbed over her dinner imitations) led the general protest.
"Mr. Delamajm m broken health!" she exclaimed, appeahng to the
better sense of her eminent medical guest. " ReaUy, now, you can't
expect us to beUeve that! "
Stung into action, for the second time, by the startUng assertion of
wMcli he had been made the object, Geofirey rose, and looked the surgeon,
steadUy and insolently, straight m the face.
" Do you mean what you say ? " he asked.
"Yes."
" You point me out before aU these people
"
" One moment, Mr. Delamayn. I admit that I may have been
wrong m dfrecting the general attention to you. You have a right to
complain of my liavmg answered too pubhcly the pubhc chaUenge
offered to me by your friends. I apologize for having done that. But
I don't retract a single word of what I have said on the subject of your
health."
" You stick to it that I'm a broken-down man ? "
" I do."
" I wish you were twenty years younger, sfr ! "
" Why ? '•'
" I'd ask you to step out on the lawn there; and I'd show you
v/hether I am a broken-dowm man or not."
Lady Lundie looked at her brother-in-law. Sfr Patrick mstantly
interfered.
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" Mr. Delamayn," he said, " you were mvited here in the character
of a gentleman, and you are a guest m a lady's house."
" N o ! n o ! " said the surgeon good-humouredly. " M r . Delamayn
is using a strong argument, Su- Patrick—and that is aU. If I loere twenty
years younger," he went on, addressmg liimseff to Geofl'rey; " and ff I
did step out on the la^wn •with you, the result wouldn't affect the question
between us m the least. I don't say that the -violent bodUy exercises ui
wMch you are famous, have damaged your muscular power. I assert
that they have damaged your vital power. I n what particular way they
have affected it, I don't consider myself bound to teU you. I simply give
you a warning, as a matter of common humanity. You -wiU do well to
be content with the success you have already acMeved in the field of
athletic pursmts, and to alter your mode of Hfe for the future. Accept
my excuses, once more, for ha'ving said tlus pubUcly instead of privately
—and don't forget my warning."
He turned to move away to another part of the room. Geoffrey fairly
forced him to return to the subject.
" Wait a bit," he said. " You have had your inmngs. My turn,
now. I can't give it words as you do; but I can come to the point.
And, by the Lord, I'U fix you to i t ! I n ten days or a fortmght from this,
I'm going into training for the Foot-Race at Fulham. Do you say I
shaU break down ? "
" You •wiU probably get tMough your training."
" Shall I get tMough the race ? "
" You may possibly get tMough the race. But ff you do
"
"If I d o ? "
" You •wiU never run another."
" And never row in another match ? "
" Never."
" I have been asked to row in the Race, next spring; and I have
said I wiU. Do you tell me, in so many words, that I shan't be able to
doff?"
"Yes—m so many words."
"Positively?"
"Positively."
" Back your opiMon !" cried Geoflfrey, tearing Ms betting-book out of
his pocket. " I lay you an even hundred, I'm in fit condition to row m
the University Match next spring."
" I don't bet, Mr. Delamayn."
With that final reply, the surgeon walked away to the other end of
the library. Lady Lundie (taking Blanche in custody) withdrew, at the
same time, to return to the serious busmess of her m^vitations for the
dinner. Geoffrey turned defiantly, book in hand, to Ms coUege friends
about Mm. The British blood was u p ; and the British resolution to
bet, wluch successfully defies common decency and common law, from
one end of the country to the other, was not to be trifled -with.
" Come on ! " cried Geoffrey. " Back the doctor, one of y o u ! "
Sir Patrick rose in undisguised disgust, and foUowed the surgeon.
One, Two, and TMee, invited to busmess by thefr Ulustrious friend.
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shook their tluck heads at him knowingly, and answered -with one
accord, in one eloquent w o r d : — " G a m m o n ! "
" One of you, back him! " persisted Geoffrey, appeahng to the two
choral gentlemen in the backgroiuid, with Ms temper fast rismg to fever
heat. The two choral gentlemen compared notes as usual. " We
weren't born yesterday. Smith ? "•—" Not if we know it, Jones ? "
" Siiuth ! " said Geoffrey, with a sudden assumption of politeness,
ominous of something unpleasant to come.
Smith said " Yes .'' "—-svith a smUe.
" Jones! "
Jones said " Yes ? "—with a reflection of Smith.
" You're a couple of mfernal cads—and you haven't got a hundred
pound between you ! "
" Come ! come !" said Arnold, mterfermg for the first time. " TMs
is shameful, Geoffrey! "
" Why the "—(never nund what!)—" won't they any of them take
the b e t ? "
" If you must be a fool," returned Arnold, a Uttle irritably, on his
side ; " and, ff nothmg else w'Ul keep you qiuet, I'll take the bet."
" A n even hundred on the doctor!" cried Geoffrey. " D o n e with
you ! "
His highest aspfrations were satisfied ; Ms temper was in perfect
order agaui. H e entered the bet in Ms book; and made Ms excuses
to Smith and Jones in the heartiest way. " No offence, old chaps !
Shake h a n d s ! " The two choral gentlemen were enchanted with
him. " The EngHsh aristocracy—eh. Smith? " " Blood and breedmg—
eh, Jones ? "
As soon as he had spoken, Arnold's conscience reproached M m : not
for betting (•\vho is ashamed of that form of gambling, in England ?) but
for " backing the doctor." With the best intention tow-ards Ms friend,
he was speculatuig on the faUure of his friend's health. H e anxiously
assured Geofirey, that no man iu the room could be more heartily persuaded that the surgeon was wrong than himself " I don't cry off from
the bet," he said. " But, my dear feUow, pray understand that I only
take it to please you."
" Bother all t h a t ! " answered Geoffrey, with the steady eye to business, wluch was one of the choicest virtues in his character. " A bet's
a bet—and hang yoiu sentiment! " H e drew Arnold by the arm out of
earshot of the otliers. " 1 say ! " he asked, anxiously, " do you think
I've set the old fogey's back up ? "
" Do you mean Sfr Patrick ? "
Geoffrey nodded, and went on.
" I haven't put that Httle matter to Mm yet—about marrying in
Scotland, you know. Suppose he cuts up rough with me, ff I try him
now ? " His eye w^andered cunningly, as he put the question, to the
farther end of the room. The surgeon was looldng over a portfoHo of
prints. The ladies were stUl at work on thefr notes of in-vitation. Sfr
Patrick was alone at the book-shelves, unmersed in a volume which he
had just taken do-wn.
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" Make an apology," suggested Arnold. " Sfr Patrick may be a little
hritable and bitter; but he's a just man and a Idnd man. Say you were
not guUty of any mtentional disrespect tow^ards him—and you wUl-say
enough."
" All right!"
Sfr Patrick, deep in an old Venetian edition of the Decameron, found
lumseff suddenly recaUed from mediaeval Italy to modern England, by
no less a person than Geoffrey Delamayn.
" What do you want ? " he asked, coldly.
" I want to make an apology," said Geoffrey. " Let bygones be bygones—and that sort of tiling. I wasn't giulty of any intentional disrespect towards you. Forgive and forget. Not haff' a bad motto, sfr
—eh?"
It was clumsily expressed—but stUl it was an apology. Not even
Geoffrey could appeal to Sfr- Patrick's courtesj' and Sir Patrick's consideration m vain.
" Not a word more, Mr. Delamayn! " said the polite old man.
" Accept my excuses for anythmg which I may have said too sliarpl}',
on my side ; and let us by all means forget the rest."
Ha^vmg met the advance made to him, in those terms, he paused,
expecting Geoffrey to leave Mm fi-ee to return to the Decameron, To
his unutterable astoMslunent, Geofirey suddenly stooped over him, and
wliispered in Ms ear, " I w-ant a word in private with j^oii."
Sir Patrick started back, as if Geofi'rey had tried to bite Mm.
" I beg your pardon, Mr. Delamayn—wiiat did you say ? "
" Could you give me a word ui private ? "
Sfr Patrick put back the Decameron ; and bowed in freezmg sUence.
The confidence of the Honourable Geoffrey Delamayn, was the last
confidence hi the world into which he desired to be drawn. " This is
the secret of the apology! " he thought. " W h a t can he possibly want
with Me ? "
"It's about a friend of mine," pursued Geoffrey, leadmg the way
towards one of the wmdows. " He's in a scrape, my fiiend is. And I
want to ask your advice. It's strictly private, j'ou know." There he
came to a fnU stop—and looked to see what impression he had produced,
so far.
Sfr Patrick decHned, either by word or gesture, to exMbit the
slightest anxiety to hear anything more.
" Would 3'ou mind taking a turn ui the garden ? " asked Geoffrey.
Sfr Patrick pointed to Ms lame foot. " I have had my aUowance of
walkhig tMs morning," he said. " Let my mfirmity excuse me."
Geoffrey looked about him for a substitute for the garden, and led
the way back agam towards one of the convenient curtained recesses
opening out of the inner waU of the Hbrary. " We sliaU be private enough
here," he said.
Sir Patrick made a final effort to escape the proposed conference—
an undisgmsed effort, tMs time.
" Pray forgive me, Mr. Delamayn. Are you quite sure that you apply
to the right person in applymg to me ? "
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•' You're a Scotch lawyer, ain't you ? "
" Certamly."
" And you understand about Scotch marriages—eh? "
Sir Patrick's ^manner suddenly altered.
" Is that the subject you -wish to consult me on ? " he asked.
" It's not me. It's my friend."
" Your fiiend, then ? "
" Yes. It's a scrape -with a woman. Here, in Scotland. My friend
don't know whether he's married to her or not."
" I am at your service, Mr. Delamayn."
To Geoffrey's reUef—by no means unnaixed with surprise—Su'
Patrick not oMy showed no further reluctance to be consulted by liim,
but actuaUy advanced to meet Ms •wishes, by leading the way to the
recess that was nearest to them. The qmck brain of the old lawyer had
put Geoffrey's appHcation to him for assistance, and Blanche's appHcation to lum for assistance, together; and had buUt its o-wn theory on the
basis thus obtained. " Do I see a connexion between the present
position of Blanche's governess, and the present position of Mr. Delamayn's 'friend ? ' " thought Sir Patrick. " Stranger extremes than that
have met in my experience. SometMng may come of this."
The two strangely-assorted companions seated themselves, one on
each side of a Httle table in the recess. Arnold and the other guests had
idled out .again on to the lawn. The surgeon with Ms prints, and the
ladies -with thefr in-vitations, were safely absorbed in a distant part of
the Hbrary. The conference between the two men—so trifling in
appearance, so terrible in its destmed influence, not over Anne's future
oMy, but over the future of Arnold and Blanche—was, to all practical
purposes, a conference with closed doors.

CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIRST.
IN IT.

' Now," said Sfr Patrick, " what is the question ? "
" The question," said Geoffrey, " is, whether my friend is married to
her or not ? "
" Did he mean to marry her ? "
"No."
"He-bemg a smgle man, and she bemg a smgle woman, at the
time ? And both in Scotland ? "
"Yes."
" Very weU. Now teU me the cfrcumstances."
Geofirey hesitated. The art of statmg circumstances, impHes the
cultivation of a very rare gfft—the gfft of arranging ideas. No one was
better acquainted with tMs truth than Sfr Patrick. He was purposely
puzzling Geoffrey at starting, under the firm conviction that Ms client
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had sometMng to conceal from Mm. The one process that could be
depended on for extracting the truth, under those circumstances, was
the process of interrogation. If Geofirey was submitted to it, at the
outset, Ms cunning might take the alarm. Sir Patrick's object was to
make the man lumseff' invite interrogation. Geoffrey mvited it forth•witli, by attempting to state the circumstances, and by invol-vmg them
in the usual confusion. Sfr Patrick waited untU he had thoroughly lost
the thread of his narrative—and then plaj-ed for the wmning trick.
" Would it be easier to you if I asked a few questions ? " he inquired,
innocently.
" Much easier."
" I am quite at your service. Suppose we clear the ground to begin
with ? Are you at Hberty to mention names ? "
"No."
"Places?"
"No."
"Dates?"
" Do you want me to be particular ? "
" Be as particular as you can."
" WUl it do if I say the present year ? "
" Yes. Were your friend and the lady—at some time in the present
year—traveUing together m Scotland ? "
"No."
" Li-ving together m Scotland ? "
" No."
" What were they doing together in Scotland ? "
"WeU—they were meetmg each other at an inn."
" Oh ? They were meeting each other at an mn. WMch was first
at the rendezvous ? "
" The woman was first. Stop a bit! W e are getting to it now."
He produced fi-om Ms pocket the written memorandum of Arnold's proceedings at Craig FerMe, which he had taken down from Arnold's own
hps, " I've got a bit of a note here," he went on. " Perhaps, you'd Hke
to have a look at it."
Sfr Patrick took the note—read it rapidly through to himseff—then
re-read it, sentence by sentence, to Geofi'rey; usmg it as a text to speak
from, in making further mquiries.
" ' H e asked for her by the name of Ms wife, at the door,' " read Sir
Patrick. " Meaning, I presume, the door of the inn ? H a d the lady
pre-viously given herseff out, as a married woman, to the people of
the inn ? "
"Yes."
"How long had she been at the inn before the gentleman joined
her ? "
" Only an hour or so."
" Did she give a name ? "
" I can't be quite sure—I should say not."
" Did the gentleman give a name ? "
"No. I'm certain 7te didn't,"
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Sir Patrick returned to the memorandum.
" ' H e said at dinner, before the landlady and the waiter, I take
these rooms for my wffe. H e made her say he was her husband, at the
same time.'—Was that done jocosely, Mr. Delamayn—either by the lady
or the gentleman ? "
" No. I t was done in downright earnest."
" You mean, it was done to look Hke earnest, and so to deceive the
landlady and the waiter? "
" Yes."
Sfr Patrick returned to the memorandum.
" ' After that, he stopped all night.'—Stopped in the rooms he had
taken for himseff and his wife ? "
" Yes."
" And what happened the next day ? "
" H e went away. Wait a bit! Said he had business, for an excuse."
" That is to say, he kept up the deception -with the people of the inn,
and left the lady belund him, m the character of Ms -wife ? "
" That's ff."
" Did he go back to the m n ? "
" No."
" How long did the lady stay there, after he had gone ? "
" She staj-ed—well, she stayed a few days."
" And your fiiend has not seen her since ? "
"No."
" Are your friend and the lady EngHsh or Scotch ? "
" Both English."
" At the time when they met at the inn, had they either of tlieni
arrived in Scotland from the place in which they were pre-viously living,
within a period of less than twenty-one days? "
Geoffrey hesitated. There could be no difficulty in answering for
Anne. Lady Lundie and her domestic circle had occupied Wmdygates
for a much longer period than tluee weeks before the date of the lawn
party. The question, as it affected Arnold, was the only question that
required reflection. After searchmg Ms meniorj' for detaUs of the conversation wiuch had taken place between them, when he and Arnold met
at the lawn-party, Geoffrey recaUed a certam reference on the part of
his fiiend to a performance at the Edinburgh theatre, wluch at once
decided the question of time. Arnold had been necessarily detained in
Edinburgh, before his arrival at Windygates, by legal business connected
with his inheritance ; and he, Hke Anne, had certaiiUy been in Scotland,
before they met at Craig Fernie, for a longer period than a period of
three weeks. H e accordingly informed Sir Patrick that both the lady
and gentleman had been in Scotland for more than twenty-one days—
and then added a question on his owm behalf:
" Don't let me hiury you, sir—but, shall you soon have done ? "
" I shall have done, after two more questions," answered Sfr Patrick.
" Am I to understand that the lady claims, on the strength of the circumstancwG wluch you have mentioned to me, to be your friend's wife ? "
Geoffrey made an affirmative reply. The readiest means of obtain-
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ing Sfr Patrick's opiMon was, m tlus case, to answer. Yes. I n other
words, to represent Anne (in the character of " the lady ") as claiming
to be married to Arnold (m the character of " the friend ").
Ha-vmg made this concession to circumstances, he was, at the same
time, qmte cunning enough to see that it was of vital importance to the
purpose wMch he had in view, to confine himself strictly to this one perversion of the truth. There could be plauUy no depending on the
lawyer's opiMon luUess that opinion was given on the facts exactly as
they had occurred at the mn. To the facts he had, thus far, carefiiUy
adhered; and to the facts (with the one mevitable departure from them
which had been just forced on him) he deternuned to adhere to the
end.
"Did no letters pass between the lady and gentleman?" pursued
Sfr Patrick.
" None that I know of," answered Geoffrey, steadUy returnmg to the
truth,
" I have done, Mr. Delamayn."
" WeU, and what's your opinion ? "
" Before I give my opiMon, I am bound to preface it by a personal
statement wluch you are not to take, if j'ou please, as a statement of the
law. You ask me to decide —on the facts with wiuch you have supplied
me—whether your friend is, according to the law of Scotland, mar^-iod
or not? "
Geoffrey nodded. " That's i t ! " he said, eagerly.
" My experience, Mr. Delamayn, is that any single man, in Scotland,
may marry any smgle woman, at any time, and under any circumstances.
In short, after tlurty years' practice as a la-wyer, I don't know what i£3
not a maiTiage in Scotland."
" In plam EngHsh," said Geoffrey, " you mean she's Ms wife ? "
In spite of Ms cunning; ui spite of his self-command, his eyes
brightened as he said those words. And the tone in wiiich he spoke—
though too carefully guarded to be a tone of triumph—was, to a fine
ear, unmistakably a tone of reUefi
Neither the look nor the tone was lost on Sir Patrick.
His first suspicion when he sat down to the conference, had been the
obvious suspicion that, m speaking of " Ms friend," Geoffrey was spealdng
of lumseff. But, Hke all lawyers, he habituaUy distrusted first impressions ; Ms o-wn mcluded. H i s object, thus far, had been to solve the
problem of Geoffrey's true position and Geoffrey's real motive. H e had
set the snare accordmgly, and had caught Ms bird.
It was now plain to Ms mmd—first, that tMs man who was consulting
him, was, in aU probabUity, reaUy speaking of the case of another
person: secondly, that he had an interest (of what nature it was
impossible yet to say) m satisfying Ms own mmd that " his friend " was,
by the law of Scotland, indisputably a married man. Having penetrated
to that extent the secret which Geoffrey was concealing from him, he
abandoned the hope of making any further advance at that present
sitting. The next question to clear up m the investigation, was the
question of who the anonj-mous " lady" nught be. And the next dia-
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covery to make was, whether " the l a d y " could, or could not, be
identified with Anne SUvester. Pending the inevitable delay in reaching
that result, the straight course was (m Sir Patrick's present state of uncertainty) the oMy course to follow, in laymg down the law. H e at once
took the question of the marriage m hand—with no concealment whatever, as to the legal bearmgs of it, from the client who was consulting him.
" Don't rush to conclusions, Mr. Delamayn," he said. " I have oMy
told you what my general experience is, thus far. My professional
opinion on the special case of your friend, has not been given yet."
Geoffrey's face clouded again. Sfr Patrick carefuUy noted the new
change in it.
" The law of Scotland," he went on, " so far as it relates to Irregular
Marriages, is an outrage on conmion decency, and common sense.
If you thmk my language in thus describing it, too strong — I can
refer you to the language of a judicial authority. Lord Deas deUvered
a recent judgment of marriage in Scotland, from the bench, m these
w-ords: ' Consent m a i e s marriage.
No form or ceremony, ci-vil or
reUgious; no notice before, or pubUcation after; no cohabitation, no
-writing, no witnesses even, are essential to the constitution of tMs,
the most important contract wluch two persons can enter into.'—
There is a Scotch judge's own statement of the law that he admimsters!
Observe at the same time, ff you please, that we make fuU legal
pro-vision in Scotland, for contracts affectmg the sale of houses
and lands, horses and dogs. The only contract wluch we leave •without safeguards or precautions of any sort, is the contract that unites a
man and a woman for Hfe. As for the authority of parents, and the
innocence of cliUdren, our law recogmzes no claim on it either in the
one case or in the other. A gfrl of twelve and a boy of fourteen have
nothing to do but to cross the Border, and to be married—•without the
interposition of the smaUest delay or restraint, and without the shghtest
attempt to mform thefr- parents, on the part of the Scotch law. As to
the marriages of men and women, even the mere mterchange of consent
wluch, as you have just heard, makes them man and wife, is not reqmred
to be dfrectly proved : it may be proved, by mference. And, more even
than that, whatever the law for its consistency may presume, men and
women are m pomt of fact held to be married in Scotland, where consent
has never been interchanged, and where the parties do not even know
that they are legaUy held to be married persons.—-Are you sufficiently
confused about the law of Irregular Marriages in Scotland, by tMs time,
Mr. Delamaj-n ? And have I said enough to justify the strong language
I used when I undertook to describe it to you? "
" Who's t h a t ' authority' you talked of just now ? " inqiured Geoffrey.
" Couldn't I ask him ? "
" Y o u might find him flatly contradicted, if you did ask him, by
another authority equally learned and equaUy eminent," answered Sir
Patrick. " I am not jokmg—I am only stating facts. Have you heard
of the Queen's Commission ? "
"No."
" Then listen to tMs. I n March 'sixty-five, the Queen appointed a
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Comimssioii to inquire into the Marriage Laws of the Umted Kingdom.
The Report of that Commission is pubUshed m London; and is accessible
to anybody who chooses to pay the price of two or tMee shillings for it.
One of the results of the inquiry was, the discovery that Mgh authorities
were of entfrely contrary opinions on one of the vital questions of
Scottish marriage law. And the Comnussioners, m announcing that
fact, add, that the question of which opiMon is right is stUl disputed,
and has never been made the subject of legal decision. Authorities ari,
everywhere at variance throughout the Report. A haze of doubt and
uncertamty hangs, in Scotland, over the most important contract of
ci^vUized life. If no other reason existed for reforming the Scotch
marriage law, there would be reason enough afforded by that one fact.
An uncertam marriage law is a national calamity."
" You can teU me what you tliink yourseff about my fiiend's case—
can't y o u ? " said Geoffrey, still holding obstmately to the end that he
had in -view.
" Certainly. Now that I have given you due warning of the danger
of impUcitly relying on any indi-ddual opinion, I may give my opimon
•with a clear conscience. I say that there has not been a positive
marriage, in tMs case. There has been evidence in favour of possibly
estabhshing a marriage^notlung more."
The distinction here was far too fine to be appreciated by Geoffrey's
mind. He fro^wned hea^vUy, m bewUderment and disgust.
" Not married ! " he exclaimed, " when they said they were man and
wffe, before •witnesses ? "
" That is a common popular error," said Sfr Patrick. " As I have
already told you, witnesses are not legally necessary to make a marriage
hi Scotland. They are only valuable—as m tMs case—to help, at some
future time, in pro-ving a marriage that is in dispute."
Geofirey caught at the last words.
" The landlady and the waiter might make it out to be a marriage,
then?" he said.
" Yes. And, remember, if you choose to apply to one of my professional colleagues, he might, possibly, teU you they are married already.
A state of the law wluch allow-s the interchange of matrunonial consent
to be proved by mference, leaves a wide door open to conjecture. Your
friend refers to a certain lady, in so many words, as Ms wife. The lady
refers to your friend, in so many words, as her husband. I n the rooms
wluch they have taken, as man and wffe, they remain, as man and wife,
tiU the next morning. Your friend goes away, without undecei-ving
anybody. The lady stays at the inn, for some days after, in the character
of his wife. And aU these circumstances take place in the presence of
competent •witnesses. LogicaUy—ff not legally—there is a]5parently an
inference of the interchange of matrimonial consent here. I stick to my
©•wn opinion, nevertheless. Evidence in proof of a marriage (I say)—
nothing more."
_ 'WhUe Sfr Patrick had been spealdng, Geoffrej' had been considering
with himself. By dint of hard tMnking, he had found Ms way to a
decisive question on his side.
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" Look here ! " he said, dropping Ms heavy hand down on the table.
" I want to bring you to book, sfr! Suppose my friend had anothei
lady in his eye ? "
" Yes ? "
" As things are now—would you ad^vise Mm to marry her ? "
" As tilings are now—certainly not! "
Geoffi-ey got briskly on Ms legs, and closed the inter-view.
" That wUl do," he said, " for hun and for me."
With those words he walked back, without ceremony, into the main
thoroughfare of the room.
" I don't know who your friend is," thought Sfr Patrick, looking
after Mm. " But ff your interest in the question of his marriage, is an
honest and a harmless interest—I know no more of human nature than
the babe unborn ! "
Immediately on leavmg Sfr Patrick, Geoffrey was encountered by
one of the servants, in search of him.
" I beg your pardon, sfr," began the man. " The groom from the
Honourable IMr. Delamayn's
"
" Yes ? The fellow wiio brought me a note from my brother this
morning ? "
" H e ' s expected back, sir—he's afraid he mustn't wait any longer. •
" Come here, and I'll give you the answer for lum."
H e led the way to the writmg-table ; and referred to JuHus's letter
agam. H e ran Ms eye carelessly over it, untU he reached the final lines :
— " Come to-morrow, and help us to receive Mrs. Glenarm," For awhUe
he paused, with Ms eye fixed on that sentence; and with the happinesa
of three people—of Anne, wiio had loved h u n ; of Arnold, who had
served him ; of Blanche, gmltless of injuruig him—resting on the decision that gmded his movements for the next day. After what had
passed that niormng between Arnold and Blanche, if he remamed at
Lady Lundie's, he had no alternative but to perform Ms promise to
Anne. If he returned to his brother's house, he had no alternative
but to desert Anne, on the infamous pretext that she was Arnold's wife.
H e suddenly tossed the letter away from Mm on the table, and
snatched a sheet of note-paper out of the writing-case. "' Here goes for
Mrs. Glenarm! " he said to hhnself; and wrote back to his brother, in
one line :—" Dear Juhus, Expect me to-morrow. G. D." The impassible man-servant stood by, whUe he wrote, looking at his magmficent
breadth of chest, and tMnking what a glorious " stayuig-power " was
there, for the last terrible mUe of the commg race.
•' There you are ! " he said—and handed his note to the man.
" All right, Geoffrey ? " asked a friendly voice beliind Mm.
H e turned—and saw Arnold, anxious for news of the consultation
with Sir Patrick.
" Yes," he said. " AU right." *
* For the authority consulted on the state of the Scotch Marriage LaW)
see Appendix at the end, Note B.
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CHAPTER T H E

TWENTY-SECOND.

SCARED.
\BNOLD was a Httle surprised by the ciut manner m wMch Geoffrey
mswered him.
" Has Su- Patrick said anytlung unpleasant ? " he asked.
" Sfr Patrick has said just what I wanted liim to say."
" No difficulty about the marriage ? "
"None."
" No fear of Blanche
"
" She won't ask you to go to Craig Fernie—I'U answer for t h a t !
He said the words -with a strong emphasis on them, took Ms brother's
letter from the table, snatched up Ms hat, and went out.
His friends, idUng on the lawn, hailed him. H e passed by them
quickly, •without answermg, without so much as a glance at them over
his shoulder. Arri-vmg at the rose-garden, he stopped, and took out Ms
pipe—then suddeMy changed Ms mmd, and turned back agam by
another path. There was no certainty, at that hour of the day, of Ms
being left alone in the rose-garden. H e had a fierce and hungry longmg
to be by Mmseff; he felt as ff he could have been the death of anybody
who came and spoke to Mm at that moment. W i t h Ms head down and
his brows knit heavUy, he foUowed the path to see what it ended in. I t
ended m a wicket gate wMcli led into a Idtchen-garden. H e r e he was
weU out of the way of interruption; there was notMng to attract
visitors in the kitchen-garden. H e went on to a waMut-tree planted in
the middle of the enclosure, with a wooden bench, and a broad strip of
turf, running round it. After first lookmg about Mm, he seated Mmseff.
and ht Ms pipe.
" I •wish it was done," he said.
He sat, with Ms elbows on his knees, smoking and thmking. Befora
long, the restlessness that had got possession of him, forced Mm to Ms
feet again. H e rose, and paced round and round the strip of green sward
under the waMut-tree Hke a wild beast in a cage.
What was the meanmg of tliis distiubance in the mner man ? Now
that he had committed himseff to the betrayal of the friend who had
trusted and served him, was he torn by remorse ?
He was no more torn by remorse than you are, whUe your eye is
passing over this sentence. H e was simply in a raging fever of impatience to see liimseff safely landed at the end wMch he had m view.
Why should he feel remorse ? All remorse springs—more or less
rhrectly—from the action of two sentiments wMch are neither of them
mbred in the natural man. The first of these sentiments is the product
of the respect which we learn to feel for ourselves. The second is the
product of the respect wMch we learn to feel for others. I n thefr
highest manffestations, these two feehngs exalt themselves, untU the
firet becomes the love of God and the second the love of Man. I have,
11
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mjured you; and I repent of it wiien it is done. Why should I repent
of it, ff I have gained something by it for my own seff, and ff you can't
make me feel it by injuring Me ? I repent of it, because there has been
a sense put into me wMch teUs me that I have sinned against Myseff,
and sinned against You. No such sense as that exists among the mstincts
of the natm-al man. And no such feeHngs as these troubled Geoffrey
Delamayn—^for Geoffrey Delamayn was the natural man.
When the idea of Ms scheme had sprung to Hfe m Ms mind, the
novelty of it had startled him—the enormous daring of it, suddeMy seffrevealed, had daunted him. The signs of emotion which he had betrayed
at the -writrng-table in the Hbrary, were the signs of mere mental perturbation—and of notMng more.
That fust -vi-vid impression past, the idea had made itseff famUiar to
him. He had become composed enough to see such difficulties as it
involved, and such consequences as it impHed. These hadfi-ettedhim
•with a passmg trouble—for these he plauUy discerned. As for the cruelty
and the treachery of the tMng he meditated doing—that consideration
never crossed the limits of Ms mental •view. His position towards the
man whose Hfe he had preserved, was the position of a dog. The "noble
animal" who has saved you or me from drowmng, wUl fly at your
throat or mine, under certain conditions, ten minutes afterwards. Add
to the dog's unreasoning instmct, the calculating cunning of a man,
suppose yourself to be in a position to say of some trifUng thing,
" Curious ! at such-and-such a time, I happened to pick up such-andsuch an object; and now it turns out to be of some use to me!"—and
there you have an index to the state of Geoffrey's feeUng towards Ma
friend, when he recaUed the past or when he contemplated the future.
When Arnold had spoken to him, at the critical moment, Arnold had
violently irritated Mm—and that was aU.
The same impenetrable msensibUity—the same primitively natural
condition of the moral bemg—prevented Mm from being troubled by
the slightest sense of pity for Anne. " She's out of my way ! " was his
first thought. " She's pro-vided for, without any trouble to Me "—yv&s
his second. He was not in the least uneasy about her. Not the
shghtest doubt crossed Ms mmd that, when once she had reahsed her
own situation, when once she saw herseff placed between the two
alternatives of facmg her own ruin or of claiming Arnold as a last
resource, she would claim Arnold. She would do it as a matter of
course—because he would have done it, m her place.
But he wanted it over. He was -wUd, as he paced round and round
the waMut-tree, to liiury on the crisis, and be done with it. Give mo
my freedom to go to the other woman, and to train for the Foot-Race—
that's what I want. They injui-ed ? Confusion to them both ! It's I
who am mjured by them. They are the worst enemies I have! They
stand in my way.
How to be rid of them ? There was the difficulty. He had made up
Ms mind to be rid of them that day. How was he to begin ?
There was no pickmg a quarrel •with Arnold, and so begmning with
Mm, TMs com-se of proceeding, in Arnold's .position towards Blanche,
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would lead to a scandal at the outset—a scandal which would stand in
the way of his making the right impression on Mrs. Glenarm. The
woman—lonely and friendless: with her sex and her position both
against her, if she tried to make a scandal of it—the woman was the
one to begin •with. Settle it at once and for ever •with Anne—and leave
Arnold to hear of it, and deal vsith it, sooner or later, no matter wiiich.
How was he to break it to her, before the day was out ?
By going to the inn, and openly addressing her to her face, as
Mrs. Arnold Biinkworth ? No ! H e had had enough at Windygates,
of meeting her face to face. The easy way was to write to her, and
send the letter, by the first messenger he could find, to the inn. She
might appear afterwards at Windygates ; she might follow him to Ms
brother's ; she might appeal to his father. I t didn't matter: he had got
the whip-hand of her now. " You are a married woman." There was
the one sufficient answer, which was strong enough to back Mm in
denying anything !
He made out the letter in his own mind. " Something Hke this
would do," he thought, as he went round and round the walnut-tree:—
" You may be surprised not to have seen me. You have only yourself
to thank for it. I know what took place between you and him at the
inn. I have had a lawyer's advice. You are Arnold Brinkworth's wife.
I •wish you joy, and good-bye for ever." Address those fines: " To
Mrs. Arnold Brmkworth;" instruct the messenger to leave the letter
late that Mght, without waiting for an answer; start the first tlung
the next mornmg for Ms brother's house—and behold, it was done !
But, even here, there was an obstacle—one last exasperatuig obstacle
—still in the way.
If she was kno^wn at the u m by any name at aU, it was by the name
of Mrs. SUvester. A letter addressed to " Mrs. Arnold Brhikw-orth''
would probably not be taken in at the door. Or ff it was adnutted, and
if it was actuaUy offered to her, she might decline to receive it, as a
letter not addressed to he-rself. A man of readier mental resources
would have seen that the name on the outside of the letter mattered
little or nothmg, so long as the contents were read by the person
to whom they were addressed. But Geoffrey's was the order of mind
wliich expresses distiubance by attaching importance to trifles. H e
attached an absurd importance to preserving absolute consistency in.
his letter, outside and in. If he declared her to be Arnold Brinkworth's
^vffe, he must dfrect to her as Arnold Brinkworth's •wife—or who couUl
tell what the law might say, or what scrape he might not get himself
into by a mere scratch of the pen ! The more he thought of it, the
more persuaded he felt of his own cleverness here ; and the hotter and
the angrier he grew.
There is a way out of everything. And there was surely a waj^ out
of this, ff he could only see i t !
He faUed to see it. After deaUng with aU the great difficulties, the
smaU difficulty proved too much for him. I t struck him that he might
have been tlimMng too long about it—considering that he was not
accustomed to tMnking long about anytlung. Besides, his head was
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gettmg giddy, -with gomg mechamcally round and round the tree. He
irritably turned his back on the tree, and struck into another path;
resolved to think of something else, and then to return to Ms difficulty,
and see it -with a new eye.
Leaving his thoughts free to wander where they liked, his thoughts
naturaUy busied themselves -with the next subject that was uppermost
in Ms nund, the subject of the Foot-Race. I n a week's time. Ma
arrangements ought to be made. Now, as to the trauung, first.
H e decided on employing two trainers this time. One to travel to
Scotland, and begin -with him at Ms brother's house. The other to
take him up, -with a fresh eye to Mm, on his return to London. He
turned over m Ms mind the performances of the formidable rival against
whom he was to be matched. That other man was the s-wfftest runner
of the two. The betting in Geoffrey's favour, was betting wMch calculated on the length of the race, and on Geoffrey's prodigious powers of
endurance. How long he should " wait on " the man ? Whereabouts
it would be safe to " pick the man up ? " How near the end to calculate
the man's exliaustion to a nicety, and " put on the spurt," and pass
him?—These were nice points to decide. The deliberations of a
pedestrian privy-councU would be required to help Mm, under this
heavy responsibUity. W h a t men could he trust ? H e could trust A.
and B.—both of them authorities: both of them staunch. Query about
C. ? As an authority, unexceptionable; as a man, doubtful. The
problem relating to C. brought him to a stand-still—and declined to be
solved, even then. Never mind ! he could always take the advice of A.
and B. I n the meantime, devote C. to the infernal regions ; and, thus
cUsmissmg him, try and think of something else. W h a t else ? Mrs,
Glenarm? Oh, bother the women! one of them is the same as another.
They all waddle when they run ; and they all fill thefr stomachs before
dmner -with sloppy tea. That's the only difference between women and
men—the rest is notMng but a weak imitation of Us. Devote the women
to the infernal regions; and, so disimssmg them, try and think of
something else. Of what ? Of something worth thinking of, this time
—of fiUing another pipe.
H e took out Ms tobacco po-ach ; and suddenly suspended operations)
at the moment of opening it.
W h a t was the object he saw, on the other side of a row of dwarf peartrees, away to the right ? A woman—evidently a servant by her d.ress—
stooping do-wn -with her back to him, gathering something : herbs they
looked like, as well as he could make them out at the distance.
W h a t was that thing hanging by a string at the woman's side ? A
slate? Yes. W h a t the deuce did .she want with a slate at her side"
H e was in search of something to divert his mind—and here it «':i.s
found. " AnytMng wiU do for me," he thought. " Suppose I • chaff' her
a Uttle about her slate ? "
H e called to the woman across the pear-trees. " Hullo ! "
The woman raised herself, and advanced towards him slowly—
looking at Mm, as she came on, with the sunken eyes, the sorrowstricken face, the stony tranquUHty of Hester Dethridge.
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Geoffrey was staggered. H e had not bargained for exchanging tht>
duUest producible viilgarities of human speech (called in the language
of slang, " Chaff") with such a woman as this.
" Wliat's that slate for ? " he asked—not knowing what else to say, to
begin -with.
The woman Iffted her hands to her lips—touched them—and shook
her head.
" Dumb ? "
The woman bowed her head.
" Who are you ? "
The woman wrote on her slate, and handed it to him over the peartrees. H e read :—" I am the cook."
" Well, cook, were you born dumb ? "
The woman shook her head.
" Wliat struck you dumb ? ''
The woman wrote on her slate :—" A blow."
" ^Vho gave you the blow ? "
She shook her head.
" Won't you tell me ? "
She shook her head again.
Her eyes had rested on his face, while he was questioning h e i ;
staring at Mm, cold, duU, and changeless as the eyes of a corpse. Firm
as his nerves were—dense as he was, on aU ordinary occasions, to au}^thing in the shape of an imagmative impression—the eyes of the dumb
cook slowly penetrated him with a stealthy inner chill. Something
crept at the marrow of his back, and shuddered under the roots of Ms
hah-. He felt a sudden impulse to get away Irom her. I t was simple
enough ; he had only to say good morning, and go on. H e did say good
morning—but he never moved. H e put his hand into his pocket, and
offered her some money, .as a way of makmg her go. She stretched out
her hand across the pea-r-trees to take it—and stopped abruptlj', with
her arm suspended in the afr. A sinister change passed over the deathlike tranquillity of her face. H e r closed lips slowly dropped apart. H e r
dull eyes slowly dilated ; looked away, sideways, from his eyes; stopped
again; and stared, rigid and glittering, over his shoulder—stared as
if they saw a sight of horror belund him. " Wliat the de-vil are you
looking at ? " he asked—and turned round quicldy, with a start. There
was neither person nor tMng to be seen belimd him. H e turned back
again to the woman. The woman had left him, under the infiuence of
some sudden panic. She was hurrying away from him—running, old
as she was—flying the sight of Mm, as if the sight of him was the
pestUence.
" Mad ! " he thought—and turned away m the opposite direction.
He found himseff (hardly knowing how he had got there) under the
walnut-tree once more. I n a few minutes Ms hardy nerves had
recovered themselves—he could laugh over the remembrance of the
sfrange impression that had been produced on him. " Scared for the
first time in my Hfe," he thought—" and that by an old woman ! It's
time I went mto training again, when tMngs have come to t h i s ! "
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H e looked at his v/atch. I t was close on the luncheon hour, up at
the house ; and he had not decided yet, what to do about his letter to
Anne. H e resolved to decide, then and there.
The woman—the dumb woman, with the stony face and horrid
eyes—reappeared m Ms thoughts, and got m the way of Ms decision.
Pooh ! some crazed old servant, who might once have been cook; who
was kept, out of charity, now. Nothing more important than that.
No more of her ! no more of her !
H e laid himself do-wn on the grass, and gave his mind to the serious
question,—How to address Anne as " Mrs. Arnold Brinkworth? " and
how to make sure of her receivmg the letter ?
T h e diunb old woman, got in his w-ay again.
H e closed his eyes impatiently, and tried to shut her out, in a
darkness of his own makmg.
The woman showed herself through the darkness. H e saw her, as
if he had just asked her a question, wa-iting on her slate. What she
•\vi-ote, he failed to m»ke out. I t w^as all over in an instant. He
started up, with a feeling of astomshment at himseff—and, at the same
moment, his brain cleared -with the suddenness of a flash of light. He
saw his way, •without a conscious effort on his own part, through tho
difficulty that had troubled Mm. Two envelopes, of course: an inner one,
unsealed, and addressed to " Mrs. Arnold Brinkworth; " an outer one,
sealed, and addressed to " Mrs. Silvester :" and there was the problem
solved ! Surely the simplest problem that had ever puzzled a stupid head.
Why had he not seen it before ? Impossible to say.
How came he to have seen it now ?
The dumb old woman reappeared m Ms thoughts—as ff the answer
to the question lay in sometMng connected with her.
H e became alarmed about Mmseff, for the flrst time in his Iffe.
H a d this persistent impression, produced by nothing but a crazy old
woman, anythmg to do -with the broken health wMch the surgeon had
talked about ? W a s his head on the turn ? Or had he smoked too
much on an empty stomach, and gone too long (after traveUmg all
Mght) without Ms customary drmk of ale ?
H e left the garden to put that latter theory to the test forth-with.
The betting would have gone dead agamst him, ff the pubHc had seen
hmi at that moment. H e looked haggard and anxious—and with good
reason too. His nervous system had suddenly forced itseff on his notice,
without the slightest previous introduction, and was saying (m an unkno-wn tongue), H e r e I a m !
Retui-nuig to the purely ornamental part of the grounds, Geoffrey
encountered one of the footmen, gi-ving a message to one of the gardeners.
H e at once asked for the butler—as the only safe authority to consult
in the present emergency.
Conducted to the butler's pantry, Geoffrey requested that functionary
to produce a jug of his oldest ale, with appropriate solid nourishment in
the shape of " a hunk of bread and cheese."
The butler stared. As a form of condescension among the upper
classes, this was qmte new to Mm.
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" Luncheon wUl be ready dfrectly, sfr.''
" What is there for lunch ? "
The butler ran over an appetising Hst of good dishes and rare
wines.
" The de-yU take your Mckshaws!" said Geoffrey. " Give me my
old ale, and my hunk of bread and cheese."
" Where wUl you take them, sir ? "
" Here, to be sure ! And the sooner the better."
The butler issued the necessary orders, -with aU needful alacrity.
He spread the simple refreshment demanded, before Ms distmgmshed
guest, m a state of blank be-wUderment. Here was a nobleman's son,
and a pubhc celebrity mto the bargam, fiUmg himself -with bread and
cheese and ale, m at once the most voracious and the most impretendmg
manner, at his table ! The butler ventured on a Httle complimentary
famiharity. He smUed, and touched the betting-book m his breastpocket. "I've put six pound on you, sir, for the race."—"All right,
old boy! you shaU -wm your money!" With those noble words, the
honourable gentleman clapped him on the back, and held out his
tumbler for some more ale. The butler felt trebly an EngHshman as
he filled the foaming glass. Ah! foreign nations may have thefr
revolutions ! foreign aristocracies may tumble down! The British aristocracy hves m the hearts of the people, and lives for ever !
" Another! " said Geoffrey, presenting Ms empty glass. " Here's
luck!" He tossed off Ms Hquor at a draught, and nodded to the
butler, and went out.
Had the experiment succeeded? Had he proved his o-wn theory
about himseff to be right ? Not a doubt of it. An empty stomach, and
a determination of tobacco to the head—those were the true causes of
that strange state of mmd into which he had fallen in the kitchengarden. The dumb woman with the stony face, vaMshed as ff m a
mist. He felt nothmg now, but a comfortable buzzing m Ms head, a
genial warmth aU over him, and an unUnuted capacity for carrying any
responsibiUty that could rest on mortal shoulders. Geofirey was Mmself
again.
He went round towards the Hbrary, to -write his letter to Anne—and
so have done -with that, to begm with. The company had coUected in
the hbrary, waitmg for the luncheon beU. AU were idly talking; and
some would be certain, ff he showed Mmseff, to fasten on him. He
tm-ned back again, -without showing himseff. The only way of -writmg
in peace and qmetness, would be to wait tmtU they were all at luncheon,
and then return to the Hbrary. The same opportunity would serve
also for findmg a messenger to take the letter, without excitmg attention, and for going away afterwards, unseen, on a long walk by himself.
An absence of two or three hours would cast the necessary dust in
Arnold's eyes ; for it would be certamly interpreted by Mm, as meaning
absence at an mter-view with Anne.
He stroUed idly through the grounds, faither and farther away from
the house.
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CHAPTER THE TWENTY-THIRD.
DONE !

THE talk m the hbrary—aimless and empty enough, for the most p a r t was talk to the purpose, hi one corner of the room, in which Sir Patrick
and Blanche were sitting together.
" Uncle ! I have been watcMng you for the last minute or two."
" At my age, Blanche, that is paying me a very pretty compHment."
" Do you know what I have seen ? "
" You have seen an old gentleman, in want of Ms lunch."
" I have seen an old gentleman, with somethmg on his mind,
•What is ff?"
" Suppressed gout, my dear."
" That won't do! I am not to be put off m that way. Uncle, I
want to know
"
" Stop there, Blanche ! A young lady who says she ' wants to know,'
expresses very dangerous sentiments. Eve ' wanted to Imow'—and see
what it led to. Faust' wanted to know '—and got into bad company, as
the necessary result."
"You are feeHng anxious about something," persisted Blanche.
" And, what is more. Sir Patrick, you behaved in a most unaccountable
manner, a Httle whUe smce !"
" When ? "
" When you went and liid yourself with Mr. Delamayn, m that snug
corner there. I saw you lead the way m—whUe I was at work on Lady
Limdie's odious dmner-m-vitations."
" Oh! You caU that bemg at work, do 3-ou ? I wonder whether there
was ever a woman yet, who could give the whole of her mind to any
earthly tMng that she had to do ? "
" Never mmd the women ! What subject in common could you and
Mr. Delamayn possibly have to talk about ? And why do I see a wrinkle
between yom- eyebrows, now you have done with him ?—a wrinkle
which certamly wasn't there before you had that private conference
together."
Before answ^ering, Sfr Patrick considered whether he should taka
Blanche into Ms confidence or not. The attempt to identify Geoffrey's
unnamed " lady," wluch he was deternuned to make, woiUd lead him to
Craig Femie, and would no doubt end in obliging him to address himself
to Anne. Blanche's intimate knowledge other friend might unquestionably
be made useful to him, under these cfr-cumstances ; and Blanche's discretion was to be trusted, m any matter in which Miss SUvester's
mterests were concerned. On the other hand, caution was imperatively
necessary, in the present imperfect state of his information—and caution,
in Sfr Patrick's mind, carried the day. He decided to wait, and see what
came first of Ms mvestigation at the inn.
" Mr. Delamayn consulted me on a dry point of law, in wMch a
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friend of his was interested," said Sir Patrick. " You have wasted your
curiosity, my dear, on a subject totally unworthy of a lady's notice."
Blanche's penetration was not to be deceived on such easy terms as
these.
" Why not say at once that you won't tell me ? " she rejoined.
" You shuttmg yourself up with Mr. Delamayn to talk law ! Yoic looking absent and anxious about it, afterwards ! I am a very unhappy
gfrl," said Blanche, with a Uttle bitter sigh. " There is something in
me that seems to repel the people I love. Not a word hi confidence
can I get from Anne. And not a word in confidence can I get from you.
And I do so long to sympathize ! It's very hard. I tlunk I shall go to
Arnold."
Sir Patrick took his niece's hand.
" Stop a minute, Blanche. About Miss Silvester ? Have you heard
from her to-day ? "
" No. I am more unhappy about her than words can say."
" Suppose somebody went to Craig Fernie, and tried to find out the
cause of Miss Silvester's silence ? "VVoiild you believe that somebody
sympathized with you then? "
Blanche's face flushed brightly with pleasure and surprise. She
raised Sir Patrick's hand gratefully to her Hps.
" Oh ! " she exclaimed.
" You don't mean that you would do
that?"
" I am certamly the last person who ought to do it—seeing that you
went to the inn, in flat rebellion against my orders, and that I only
forgave you, on your own promise of amendment, the other day. I t is
a miserably weak proceeding on the part of ' the head of the famUy,' to
be turmng Ms back on his own principles, because his niece happens to
be anxious and unhappy. StiU (if you could lend me your little
carriage), I might take a surly drive toward* Craig Fernie, all by myself,
and 1 might stumble against Miss Silvester—in case you have anything
to say! "
" Anything to say? " repeated Blanche. She put her arm round her
uncle's neck, and whispered in his ear one of the most interminable
messages that ever was sent from one human being to another. Sir
Patrick listened, with a gro-wmg interest in the iuqufry on which he was
secretly bent. " The woman must have some noble quahties," he thought,
" who can inspfre such devotion as this."
Wlule Blanche was whispering to her uncle, a second private conference—of the purely domestic sort—was taldng place between Lady Limdie
and the butler, in the hall outside the library door.
" I am sorry to say, my lady, Hester Dethridge has broken out again."
" What do you mean ? "
" She was all right, my lady, when she went into the kitchen-garden,
some time smce. She's taken strange again, now she has come back.
Wants th« rest of the day to herself your ladyship. Says she's over^yorked, with all.the company in the house—and, I must say, does look
like a person troubled and worn out, in body and mmd."
" Don't talk nonsense, Roberts ! The woman is obstinate and idle
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and insolent. She is now in the house, as you know, under a month's
notice to leave. If she doesn't choose to do her duty for that month, I
shaU refuse to give her a character. Who is to cook the dmner to-day,
ff I give Hester Dethridge leave to go out ? "
" Anyway, my lady, I am afraid the kitchen-maid wUl have to do her
best to-day. Hester is very obstinate, when the fit takes her—as your
ladyship says."
" If Hester Dethridge leaves the kitchen-maid to cook the dinner,
Roberts, Hester Dethridge leaves my service to-day. I want no more
words about it. If she persists in setting my orders at defiance, let her
brmg her account-book into the Hbrary, whUe we are at limch, and lay
it on my desk. I shaU be back m the Hbrary after luncheon—and ff I
see the account-book, I shall know what it means. I n that case, you wfll
receive my directions to settle with her, and send her away. Rmg the
luncheon-beU."
The luncheon-beU rang. The guests aU took the direction of the
dining-room; Sir Patrick foUo-wmg from the far end of the library,
with Blanche on his arm. Arrived at the dining-room door, Blanche
stopped, and asked her uncle to excuse her if she left Mm to go in by
Mmseff.
" I wUl be back dfrectly," she said. " I have forgotten something
upstafrs."
Sir Patrick went in. T h e diMng-room door closed; and Blanche
returned alone to the Hbrary. Now on one pretence, and now on
another, she had, for three daj'S past, steadUy fulfiUed the engagement
she had made at Craig Ferme, to wait ten nunutes after luncheon-time,
m the Hbrary, on the chance of seeing Anne. On tlus, the fourth occasion,
the faithful g u i sat down alone m the great room, and waited -with her
eyes fixed on the la-wn outside.
Five mmutes passed; and nothmg Uving appeared, but the birds
hopping about the grass.
I n less than a minute more, Blanche's qMck ear caught the famt sound
of a woman's dress brushmg over the la-wn. She ran to the nearest
wmdow-—looked out—and clapped her hands m t h a cry of deUght.
There was the weU-known figure, rapidly approacMng her ! Anne was
true to thefr- friendsMp—Anne had kept her engagement at last!
Blanche hurried out, and drew her into the Hbrary m triumph.
" This makes amends, love, for everythmg ! You answer my letter,
in the best of all ways—you brmg me your own dear seff."
She placed Anne m a chafr, and, Hfting her veU, saw her plaiMy in
the brUhant nddday Hght.
The change in the whole woman was notMng less than dreadful, to
the loving eyes that rested on her. She looked years older than her
real age. There was a dull calmdn her face—a stagnant, stupified submission to anytlung, pitiable to see. Three days and nights of soUtude
and grief; three days and nights of unresting and unpartaken suspense,
had crushed that sensitive nature, had frozen that warm heart. The
animatmg spirit was gone—the mere shell of the woman Hved and moved,
a mockery of her former seff.
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" Oh, Anne ! A n n e ! W h a t can have happened to you ? Are you
frightened ? There's not the least fear of anybody disturbmg us. They
are aU at luncheon—and the servants are at dinner. W e have the room
entfrely to ourselves. My darhng ! you look so faint and strange ! Let
nie get you sometMng."
Anne drew Blanche's head down and Idssed her. I t was done in a
duU, slow way—without a word, without a tear, without a sigh.
" You're tfred—I'm sure you're tired. Have you walked here ?
You shan't go back on foot—I'll take care of t h a t ! "
Anne roused herself at those words. She spoke for the first time. The
tone was lower than was natural to h e r ; sadder than was natural to
her—but the charm of her voice, the native gentleness and beauty of it,
seemed to have survived the wreck of aU besides.
" I don't go back, Blanche. I have left the inn."
" Left the mn ? W i t h your husband ? "
She answered the first question—not the second.
" I can't go back," she said. " The inn is no place for me. A curse
seems to follow me, Blanche, wherever I go. I am the cause of quarrelling and wrretchedness; without meanuig it, God knows. The old man
who is head-waiter at the mn, has been kmd to me, my dear, in his way
—and he and the landlady had hard words together about it. A quarrel,
a shocking, -violent quarrel. H e has left his place in consequence.
The woman, his mistress, lays aU the blame of it at my door. She is
a hard woman; and she has been harder than ever, since Bishopriggs
went away. I have missed a letter at the inn—I must have thrown it
aside, I suppose, and forgotten it. I only know that I remembered about
it, and couldn't find it, last Mght. I told the landlady; and she fastened
a quarrel on me, almost before the words were out of my mouth. Asked
me ff I charged her with steaHng my letter. Said tlimgs to me—I can't
repeat them. I am not very well, and not able to deal with people of
that sort. I thought it best to leave Craig Fernie, this morMng. I
hope and pray I shall never see Craig Fernie again."
She told her Httle story -with a total absence of emotion of any sort,
and laid her head back wearUy on the chafr when it was done.
Blanche's eyes fiUed with tears at the sight of her.
" I won't tease you with questions, Anne," she said, gently. " Come
up-stafrs, and rest in my room. You're not fit to travel, love. I'U take
care that nobody comes near us."
The stable-clock at Wmdygates struck the quarter to two. Anne
raised herself in the chair -with a start.
" What time is that ? " she asked.
Blanche told her.
" I can't stay," she said. " I have come here to find something out,
if I can. You won't ask me questions ? Don't, Blanche I don't, for the
sake of old times ! "
Blanche tm-ned aside, heart-sick. " I wUl do notMng, dear, to annoy
you," she said—and took Anne's hand, and hid the tears that were
beginmng to faU over her cheeks.
" 1 want to know something, Blanche. WUl you teU me ? "
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" Y e s . W h a t is ff?"
" Who are the gentlemen staymg in the house? "
Blanche looked round at her agam, in sudden astonishment and
alarm. A vague fear seized her that Anne's nund had given way under
the heavy weight of trouble laid on it. Anne persisted in pressmg her
ctraiige request.
" Run over their names, Blanche. I have a reason for wisliing to
know who the gentlemen are who are staying in the house."
Blanche repeated the names of Lady Lmidie's guests, leaving to tbe
last the guests who had arrived last.
" Two more came back this morning," she went on. " Arnold Brinkworth, and that hateful fiiend of his—Mr. Delamayn,"
Anne's head sank back once more on the chair. She had found her
way, without exciting suspicion of the truth, to the one discovery which
she had come to Windj^gates to make. H e was in Scotland again—and
he had only arrived from London that morning. There was barely
time for him to have communicated with Craig Fernie before she left
the inn—he, too, -who hated letter-writing! The circumstances were
all in his favour; there w-as no reason, there was really and truly no
reason, so far, to beheve that he had deserted her. The heart of the
unhappy woman bounded in her bosom, under the first ray of hope that
]iad warmed it-for four daj's past. Under that sudden revulsion of
feeling, her weakened frame shook fi-om head to foot. H e r face fiushed
deep for a moment—then turned deadly pale agaui. Blanche, anxiously
watching her, saw the serious necessity for givmg some restorative to
lier uistantly.
" I am gohig to get you some wine-—you wiU faint, Anne, if you
don't take somethmg. I sliaU be back in a moment—and I can manage
it \vitliout anj'body bemg the wiser."
She pushed Anne's chafr- close to the nearest open window—a window
at the upper end of the library—and ran out.
Blanche had barely left the room, by the door that led into the hall,
when Geoffrey entered it, by one of the lower •windows opening from the
lawn.
W i t h his mind absorbed m the letter that he was about to write, he
slowly advanced up the room towards the nearest table. Anne, hearhig
the sound of footsteps, started, and looked round. H e r faUing strength
rallied in an instant, under the sudden relief of seeing him again. She
rose, and advanced eagerly, with a faint tuige of colour in her cheeks.
H e looked up. The two stood face to face together—alone.
" Geoffrey ! "
H e looked at her without answering—without advancing a step, on
his side. There was an evil light in his eyes; his silence was the brute
silence that threatens dumbly. H e had made up his mind never to see
her again ; and she had entrapped him into an interview. H e had
made up his mind to write ;_and there she stood, forcing him to speak.
The sum of her offences against him was complete. If there had ever
been the faintest hope of her raising even a passmg pity m Ms h e a r t that hope would have been annUiUated now.

DONE !

l~iU

She faUed to understand the fMl meaning of Ms sUence. She made
her excuses, poor soiU, for venturing back to Windygates—her excuses
to the man whose purpose, at that moment, was to tMow her helpless
on the world.
" Pray forgive me for coming here," she said.
" I have done
nothing to compromise you, Geofirey. Nobody but Blanche knows I
am at Windygates. And I have contrived to make my inquuies about
you, without allowmg her to suspect our secret." She stopped, and
began to tremble. She saw something more in his face than she had
read in it at first. " I got your letter," she went on, rallying her
Binding courage. " I don't complain of its being so short; you don't
like letter-writing, I know. But you promised I should hear from you
again. And I have never heard. And, oh, Geoffrey, it was so lonely at
the inn!"
She stopped again, and supported herself by resting her hand on
the table. The faintness was stealing back on her. She tried to go on
again. It was useless—she could only look at him now.
" W h a t do you want? " he asked, in the tone of a man who was
putting an unimportant question to a total stranger.
A last gleam of her old energy fUckered up in her face, Hke a dying
flame.
" I am broken by what I have gone through," she said. " Don't
insult me by maldng me remind you of your ]iromise."
" What promise ? "
" For shame, Geoffrey ! for shame ! Your promise to marry me."
" You claim my promise, after what you have done at the um ? "
She steadied herself agauist the table with one hand, and put the
other hand to her head. H e r brain was giddy. The effort to tlunk was
too much for her. She said to herseff, vacantly, " The mn ? What did
I do at the inn ? "
" I have had a lawyer's advice, mind ! I know wiiat I am talldng
about."
She appeared not to have heard lihii. She repeated the words,
" What did I do at the inn ? "—and gave it up in despafr. Holding by
the table, she came close to htm, and laid her hand on his arm.
" Do you refuse to marry me ? " she asked.
He saw the -vUe opportunity ; and said the vUe words.
" You're married already to Arnold Brinkworth."
Without a cry to warn him, without an effort to save herseff, she
dropped senseless at his feet: as her mother had dropped at his father's
feet, in tbe bygone time.
He disentangled himseff from the folds of her dress. " Done ! " he
said, looldng down at her, as she lay on the floor.
As the words fell from his lips, he was startled by a sound in the
inner part of the house. One of the library doors had not been
completely closed. Light footsteps w-ere audible, advanchig rapidly
across the haU.
He turned, and fled; lea-ving the Hbrary as he had entered it, by the
open window at the lower end of the room.
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CHAPTER THE

TWENTY-FOURTH.
GONE.

BLANCHE came in, -with a glass of wme in her hand, and saw the swoon
ing woman on the floor.
She was alarmed, but not surprised, as she knelt by Anne, and
raised her head. H e r o-wn pre-vious observation of her friend, necessarUy prevented her from bemg at any loss to account for the faintingfit. The ine-vitable delay m getting the -wme, was—naturaUy to her
mmd—alone to blame for the resMt wMch now met her view.
If she had been le?s ready in thus tracmg the effect to the cause, she
might have gone to the -window to see ff anytMng had happened out of
doors, to frighten Anne—might have seen Geofirey before he had time
to turn the corner of the house—and, maMng that one discovery, might
have altered the whole course of events, not in her coming life only, but
in the commg Hves of others. So do we shape our own desthiies, "blindfold.
So do we hold our poor Httle tenure of happiness at the
capricious mercy of Chance. I t is surely a blessed delusion wliich
persuades us that we are the Mghest product of the great scheme of
creation, and sets us doubting whether other planets are inliabited,
because other planets are not surrounded by an atmosphere wMch ue.
can breathe !
After ti-}ing such simple remedies as were -witMn her reach, and
trjing them -without success, Blanche became seriously alarmed. Anne
lay, to aU outward appearance, dead m her arms. She was on the
pomt of calling for help—come what might of the discovery wMch
would ensue—when the door fi-om the haU opened once more, and
Hester Dethridge entered the room.
The cook had accepted the alternative w-hich her nustress's message
had placed before her, if she msisted on ha-^-mg her own time at her
o-wn sole disposal for the rest of that day. Exactly as Lady LuncUe
had desfred, she intimated her resolution to carry her pomt, by placmg
her account-book on the desk in the Hbrary. It was only when tins
liad been done, that Blanche received any answer to her entreaties for
help. Slov/ly and dehberately, Hester Dethridge w-alked up to the
spot where the young girl knelt, with Anne's head on her bo.som—and
looked at the two without a trace of human emotion in her stern and
stony face.
" D o n ' t you see what's happened?" cri^d Blanche. " Are you ahve
or dead ? Oh, Hester, I can't bring her to ! Look at her ! look "at her ! "
Hester DetMidge looked at her, and shook her head. Looked
again, thought for awMle, and •wi-ote on her slate. Held out the slate
over Anne's body, and showed what she had written.
" Who has done it ? "
" You stupid creature ! " said Blanche. " Nobody has done it."
The eyes of Hester DetMidge steadUy read the worn wMte fiice,
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telhng its own tale of sorrow mutely on Blanche's breast. The mind
of Hester DetMidge steadUy looked back at her own knowledge of her
own miserable married Hfe. She again returned to writing on her
slate—agam showed the written words to Blanche.
" Brought to it, by a man. Let her be—and God will take her."
' You horrid unfeeHng woman! how dare you write such an
abominable thmg !" With this natural outburst of mdignation, Blanche
looked back at Anne ; and, daunted by the deathhke persistency of the
swoon, appealed agam to the mercy of the immovable woman who was
looking down at her. " Oh, Hester ! for Heaven's sake, help me ! "
The cook dropped her slate at her side, and bent her head gravely
in sign that she submitted. She motioned to Blanche to loosen Anne's
dress, and then—kneeUng on one knee—took Anne to support her while
it was bemg done.
The instant Hester Dethridge touched her, the swoonmg woman
gave signs of Hfe.
A faint shudder ran through her from head to foot—her ej^elids
trembled—haff opened for a moment—and closed again. As they
closed, a low sigh fluttered feebly from her Hps.
Hester Dethridge put her back in Blanche's arms—considered a
httle with herseff—returned to •writmg on her slate—and held out the
written words, once more.
" SMvered when I touched her. That means, I have been walking
over her grave."
Blanche turned from the sight of the slate, and fi-om the sight of
file woman, in horror.
" You fi-ighten m e ! " she said. " You wiU frighten her, if she sees
you. I don't mean to offend you ; but—leave us, please leave us."
Hester Dethridge accepted her dismissal, as she accepted everything else. She bowed her head, in sign that she understood—looked
for the last time at Ame—dropped a stifl' curtsey to her young mistress
—and left the room.
An hour later, the butler had paid her, and she had left the
house.
Blanche breathed more freely, when she found herself alone. She
could feel the reUef now of seeing Anne revive.
"Can you hear me, darling?" she wMspered. " C a n you let me
leave you for a moment ? "
Anne's eyes slowly opened, and looked round her—in that torment
and terror of revivmg Me, which marks the awful protest of humanity
against its recaU to existence, when mortal mercy has dared to wake it
in the arms of Death.
Blanche rested Anne's head against the nearest chair, and ran to
the table upon wMcli she had placed the wine on entering the room.
After swallowuig tho first few drops, Anne began to feel the effect
of the stimulant. Blanche persisted m maldng her empty the glass ;
and refrained from asldng or answering questions, untU her recovery
under the mfluence of the wine was complete.
" You have over-exerted yoiuseff this mornmg," she said, as soon as
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it seemed safe to speak. " Nobody has seen you, darling—nothing has
happened. Do you feel like yourself agam ? "
Anne made an attempt to rise, and leave the Hbrary ; Blanche
placed her gently in the chafr, and went on.
" There is not the least need to stir. W e have another quarter of
an hour to ourselves, before anybody is at aU likely to disturb us. I
have somethmg to say, Anne—a Httle proposal to make. Will you
Usten to me ? "
Anne took Blanche's hand, and pressed it gratefully to her Hps.
She made no other reply. Blanche jiroceeded.
" I won't ask any questions, my dear—I won't attempt to keep you
here against your wUl—I won't even remind you of my letter yesterday.
But I can't let you go, Anne, without ha-vmg my mmd made easy about
you, in some way. You wiU reUeve all my anxiety, if you •wUl do one
thing—one easy thmg, for my sake ? "
" W h a t is it, B l a n c h e ? "
She put that question, with her mmd far away from the subject
before her. Blanche was too eager in pursMt of her object, to notice
the absent.tone, the purely mechanical manner, in which Anne had
spoken to her.
" I y/ant you to consult my uncle," she answered. " Sir Patrick is
interested m you; Sfr Patrick proposed to me this very day, to go and
see you, at the inn. H e is the wisest, the Idndest, the dearest old man
H^ving—and you can trust him as you could trust nobody else. Will
you take my uncle mto your confidence', and be gmded by his advice ? "
With her mmd stUl far away from the subject, Anne looked out
absently at the lawn, and made no answer.
" Come ! " said Blanche. " One word isn't much to say. I s it Yes,
or No ? "
StiU lookmg out on the la%vn—stUl thinkmg of something else—
Anne yielded, and said, " Yes."
Blanche was enchanted. " How weU I must have managed i t ! " she
thought. " This is what my uncle means, when my uncle talks of
' putting it strongly.' "
She bent do-wn over Anne, and gaily patted her on the shoulder.
" That's the wisest' Yes,' darHng, you ever said in your Iffe. Wait
here—and I'U go m to luncheon, or they wiU be sendmg to know what
has become of me. Sir Patrick has kept my place for me, next to himseff. I shall contrive to tell him what I w a n t ; and he wiU contrive (oh,
the blessmg of having to do with a clever m a n ; there are so few of
them!)—he wUl contrive to leave the table before the rest, without
exciting anybody's suspicions. Go away with hun, at once, to the
summer-hoiisp, 'we have been at the summer-house all the mornmg;
nobody wUl go back to it now)—and I wUl foUow you as soon as I have
satisfied Lady Lundie by eatmg some lunch. Nobody -wUl be any the
wiser but our tluee selves. I n five mmutes or less, you may expect
Sfr Patrick, Let me go ! we haven't a moment to lose ! "
Anne held her back. Anne's attention was co»centrated on her now.
" What is it? " she asked.
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" Are you gomg on happily with Arnold, Blanche ? "
" Arnold is nicer than ever, my dear."
" Is the day fixed for your marriage ? "
" The day \viU be ages hence. Not till we are back in town, at the
end of the autumn. L e t me go, Anne ! "
" Give me a kiss, Blanche."
Blanche Idssed her, and tried to release her hand. Anne held it, as
if she was drowmng—as if her hfe depended on not lettmg it go.
"WUl you always love me, Blanche, as you love me now? "
" How can you ask me ? "
" / said Yes, just now. You say Yes, too."
Blanche said it. Anne's eyes fastened on her face, with one long
yearning look—and then, Anne's hand suddenly dropped hers.
She ran out of the room—more agitated, more uneasy, than she liked
to confess to herseff. Never had she felt so certain of the urgent
necessity of appeahng to Sfr P a t r i c k s advice, as she felt at that
moment.
The guests were still safe at the luncheon-table when Blanche
entered the dining-room.
Lady Lundie expressed the necessary surprise, in the properly
graduated tone of reproof, at her step-daughter's want of punctuality.
Blanche made her apologies with the most exemplary humility, i-^lie
ghded into her chafr by her uncle's side, and toolv the fir-^t thin • :'•
was offered to her. Sir Patrick looked at his niece, and found liiai.,cu J.^
the company of a model young English Miss—-and marvelled inwardly
what it might mean.
The talk, mterrupted for the moment (topics Politics and Sport —
and then, when a change was wanted. Sport and Politics), was resumed
again aU round the table. Under cover of the conversation, and m the
intervals of receiving the attentions of the gentlemen, Blanche whispered
to Sir Patrick, " Don't start, uncle ! Anne is in the library." (Polite
Mr. Smith offered some ham. Gratefully declined.) " P r a y , pray, pray
go to her: she is w^aiting to see you—she is in dreadful trouble."
(Gallant Mr. Jones proposed fruit tart and crea^m. Accepted •with
thanks.) " Take her to the summer-house : I'll follow j^ou when I get
the chance. And manage it at once, uncle, if you love me—or you wiU
be too late."
Before Sfr Patrick could whisper back a word in reply. Lady Lundie,
cutting a cake of the richest Scottish composition, at the other end of
the table, pubhcly proclaimed it to be her " own cake "-—and, as such,
offered her brother-in-law a slice. The slice exhibited an eruption of
plums and sweetmeats, overlaid by a perspiration of butter. I t has been
said that Sir Patrick had reached the age of seventy—it is, therefore,
needless to add that he poHtely decHned to commit an unprovoked outrage on his own stomach.
" MY cake!" persisted Lady Lundie, elevating the horrible composition on a fork. " Won't that tempt you ? "
Sir Patrick saw his way to sUpping out of the room, under cover of a
12
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compHment to his sister-in-law. H e summoned Ms courtly smUe, and laid
Ms hand on his heart.
" A faUible mortal," he said, " i s met by a temptation wMch he
cannot possibly resist. If he is a wise mortal also, what does he do ? "
" H e eats some of My cake," said the prosaic Lady Lundie.
" No ! " said Sfr Patrick, with a look of unutterable devotion directed
at his sister-in-law. " H e flies temptation, dear lady—as I do now."
H e bowed, and escaped, unsuspected, from the room.
Lady Lundie cast down her eyes, -i-vith an expression of virtuous
indulgence for human fraUty—and divided Sir Patrick's compliment
modestly between herself and her cake.
Well aware that his ovm departure from the table would be foUowed
Ul a few minutes by the rising of the lady of the house, Sfr Patrick
hurried to the library as fast as his lame foot would let him. Now that
he was alone, Ms manner became anxious, and his face looked grave.
H e entered the room.
Not a sign of Anne Silvester was to be seen anywhere. The library
was a perfect solitude.
" Gone ! " said Sir Patrick. " This looks bad."
After a moment's reflection, he went back into the hall to get his
hat. I t was possible that she iMglit have been afraid of discovery ff she
stayed in the hbrary, and that she might have gone on to the summerhouse by herself.
If she was not to be found in the summer-house, the qmeting of
Blanche's mind, and the clearing up of her uncle's suspicions, alike
depended on discovering the place in which Miss SUvester had taken
refuge. I n this case, time would be of importance, and the capacity of
.making the most of it would be a precious capacity at starting. Arri-ring
rapidly at these conclusions, Su- Patrick rang the bell in the liaU winch
communicated with the servants' offices, and summoned his valet—a
person of tried discretion and fideUty, nearly as old as himseff.
" Get your hat, Duncan," he said, wiien the valot appeared. " And
come out with me."

CHAPTER THE

TWENTY-FIFTH.

FOLLOWED.

MASTER and servant set forth together sUently, on their way through the
grounds. Arrived within sight of the summer-house, Su- Patrick ordered
Dmican to wait—and went on by himself.
There was not the least need for tho precaution that he had taken.
The summer-house was as empty as tho hbrary. H e stepped out again,
and looked about Mm. Not a Hving creature was -visible. Sfr Patrick
summoned Ms servant to jom him.
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•' Go back to the stables, Duncan," he said; " and say that Misa
Lundie lends me her pony-carriage, to-day. Let it be got ready at once,
and kept in the stable-yard. I want to attract as Httle notice as possible.
You are to go with me, and nobody else. Pro-vide yourself with a raUway time-table. Have you got any money ? "
"Yes, Sfr- Patrick."
" Did you happen to see the governess (Miss SUvester) on the day
when we came here—the day of the lawn-party ? "
" I did, Sfr Patrick."
" Should you know her agam ? "
" I thought her a very distinguished-lookmg person, Sir Patrick. I
(Should certahUy know her again."
" Have you any reason to think she noticed you? "
" She never even looked at me, Sir Patrick."
" Very good. Put a change of hnen into your bag, Duncan—I may
possibly want you to take a journey by railway. Wait for me in the
stable-yard. This is a matter hi which everythmg is trusted to my
discretion, and to yom-s."
" Thank you, Sfr Patrick."
With that acknowledgment of the compliment which had been just
paid to him, Duncan gravely went his way to the stables; and Duncan's
master retiuned to the summer-house to wait there untU he was joined
by Blanche.
Sir Patrick showed signs of faUing patience durhig the interval of
expectation through wiiich he was now condemned to pass. H e appHed
perpetually to the snuff'-box in the knob of his cane. H e fidgeted
incessantly m and out of the summer-house. Anne's disappearance had
placed a serious obstacle in the way of further discovery ; and there was
no attacldng that obstacle, until precious time had been wasted m
waiting to see Blanche.
At last she appeared ui •view from the steps of the summer-house ;
breathless and eager, hastenuig to the place of meeting as fast as her
feet would take her to it.
Sir Patrick considerately advanced, to spare her the shock of maHng
the ine-vitable discovery.
" Blanche," he said. " Try to prepare yourself, my dear, for a
disappomtment. I am alone."
" You don't mean that you have let her go ? "
" My poor chUd! I have never seen her at aU."
Blanche pushed by him and ran into the summer-house.
Sir
Patrick followed her. She came out agaui to meet him, -with a look
of blank despafr.
" Oh, uncle! I did so truly pity her ! And see how little pity she
has for me!"
Sir Patrick put his arm round his niece, and softly patted the fiifr
young head that dropped on his shoulder.
" Don't let us judge her harshly, my d e a r : we don't know what
serious necessity may not plead her excuse. I t is plain that she can
frust nobody—and that she only consented to see me, to get you out of
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the room and spare you the pain of parting. Compose yourself
Blanche. I don't despafr of discovering where she has gone, ff you
wUl help me."
Blanche lifted her head, and dried her tears bravely.
" My father himseff wasn't kinder to me than you are," she said.
" Only teU me, uncle, what I can do ? "
" I want to hear exactly what happened m the Hbrai-y," said Sir
Patrick. " Forget nothmg, my dear cliUd, no matter how triflmg it
may be. Trifles are precious to us, and nunutes are precious to us, now."
Blanche foUowed her mstructions to the letter; her uncle listening
with the closest attention. When she had completed her narrative,
Sfr Patrick suggested lea-vmg the summer-house.
" I have ordered your chaise," he said ; " and I can tell j'ou what 1
propose domg, on our way to the stable-yard."
" Let me drive you, uncle ! "
" Forgive me, my dear, for saymg No to that. Yom- stepmother's
suspicions are very easUy excited—and you had better not be seen •with
me, ff my mqufries take me to the Craig Femie mn. I promise, if you
wiU remain here, to tell you everytlung, when 1 come back. Johi the
others, in any plan they have for the afternoon—and you wUl prevent
my absence fi-om exciting anything more than a passing remark. You
will do as I teU you ? That's a good girl! Now you shall hear how I
propose to search for this poor lad}-, and how your little story has
helped me."
He paused, considering with Mmself whether he should begin by
tellmg Blanche of Ms consMtation with Geoffi-ey. Once more, he
decided that question in the negative. Better to stiU defer taldng her
mto his confidence, mitil he had performed the errand of investigation
on wMch he w^as now settmg forth.
" What you have told me, Blanche, di-vides itself, in my mind, into
two heads," began Sir Patrick. " There is what happened in the
library, before your own eyes; and there is what Miss SUvester told
you had happened at the mn. As to the event in the library (in the first
place), it is too late now to iiiqiure whether that fainting-fit was tho
result, as you say, of mere exhaustion—or whether it was the result of
something that occurred wiiile you were out of the room."
" What could have happened, while I w-as out of the room ? "
" I loiow no more than you do, my dear. It is simply one of the
possibUities in the case—and, as such, I notice it. To get on to what
practically concerns us, if Miss Silvester is in deUcate health, it is
impossible that she could get, unassisted, to any great distance from
Windygates. She may have taken refuge in one of the cottages in oiuimmediate neighbourhood. Or she may have met with some passing
vehicle from one of the farms, on its way to the station, and may have
asked the person dri-vmg to give her a seat in it. Or she may have
-walked as far as she can, and may have stopped to rest m some sheltered
place, among the lanes to the soutli of this house."
" I'll inqufre at the cottages, uncle, while you are gone."
" My dear cliUd, there must he a dozen cottages at least, within a
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cfrcle of one mUe fi-om Windygates! Your mqmries would probably
occupy you for the whole afternoon. I won't ask what Lady Lundie
would thmk of your being away, aU that time by yourself. I -wUl only
renund you of two tlimgs. You would be maldng a public matter of
an investigation which it is essential to jiursue as privately as possible ;
and, even ff you happened to hit on the right cottage, your inquiries
would be completely baffled, and you would discover nothing."
"Why not?"
" I know the Scottish peasant better than you do, Blanche. I n his
inteMgence and his sense of seff-respect, he is a very different bemg
fi-om the EngHsh peasant. H e would receive you civUly, because you
are a young lady; but he would let you see, at the same time, that
he considered you had taken advantage of the difference between your
position and Ms position, to commit an intrusion. And if Miss Silvester
had appealed, in confidence, to Ms hospitality, and ff he had granted it,
no power on earth would mduce Mm to tell any person H-ving that she
was under Ms roof—without her express pernussion."
" But, uncle—ff it's of no use making inquiries of anybody, how are
we to find her ? "
" I don't say that nobody will answer our inquuies, my dear—I only
say the peasantry won't answer them, if your friend has trusted herself
to their protection. The way to find her, is to look on, beyond what
Miss Silvester may be doing at the present moment, to what Miss
Silvester contemplates domg—let us say, before the day is out. W e
may assume, I tlunk (after what has happened), that, as soon as she can
leave this neighbourhood, she assuredly 'will leave it. Do you agree,
so far ? "
" Yes ! yes! Go on."
" Very weU. She is a woman, and she is (to say the least of it) not
strong. She can only leave this neiglibourhood, either by liiruig a
velucle, or by traveUmg on the railway. I propose going first to the
station. At the rate at which your pony gets over the ground, there is
a fair chance, m spite of the time we have lost, of my bemg there as
soon as she is—assummg that she leaves by the first tram, up or down,
that passes."
" There is a tram in haff an hour, uncle. She can never get there
in time for that."
" She may be less exliausted than we thmk. Or she may get a lift.
Or she may not be alone. How do we know but somebody may have
been waitmg in the lane—her husband, if there is such a person—to help
her ? No ! I shaU assume she is now on her way to the station ; and
I shaU get there as fast as possible
"
" And stop her, ff you find her there ? "
" What I do, Blanche, must be left to my discretion. If I find her
there, I must act for the best. If I don't find her there, I shall leave
Duncan (who goes with me) on the watch for the remaining trains, until
the last to-night. H e knows Miss Silvester by sight—and he is sure
that she has never noticed /WOT. Whether she goes north or south, early
or late, Duncan wiU have my orders to foUoyy her. H e is thoroughly to

182

MAN AND W I F E .

be reHed on. If she takes the raUway, I answer for it we shall know
where she goes."
" How clever of you to thmk of Duncan ! "
" Not m the least, my dear. Duncan is my factotum—and the course
I am taking, is the obvious course which would have occurred to anybody. Let us get to the reaUy difficult part of it now. Suppose she
hfres a carriage ? "
" There are none to be had except at the station."
" There are farmers about here; and farmers have light carts, or
.^liaises, or sometMng of the sort. It is in the last degree unlikely that
they would consent to let her have them. StUl, women break through
difficulties which stop men. And tMs is a clever woman, Blanche; a
woman (you may depend on it) w-ho is bent on preventing you from
tracing her. I confess I wish we had somebody we co-aid trust,
loungmg about where those two roads branch off fi-om the road that
leads to the raUway. I must go in another direction; J can't do it."
" Arnold can do it! "
Sfr Patrick looked a Httle doubtftd.
" Arnold is an exceUent feUow," he said. " But can we trust to his
discretion? "
" He is—next to you—the most perfectly discreet person I know,"
rejomed Blanche, m a very positive manner. " And, what is more, I
have told Mm everjihing about Aiine—except what has happened today. I am afraid I sliaU teU Mm that, when I feel lonely and miserable,
after you have gone. There is somethmg m Arnold—I don't know
what it is—that comforts me. Besides, do you think he would betray
a secret that I gave Mm to keep ? You don't Imow how devoted he is
to m e ! "
" My dear Blanche, I am not the cherished object of his devotion—of
course I don't know! You are the only authority on that point. I
stand corrected. Let us have Arnold by all means. Caution him to be
careful; and send him out, by hunself, where the roads meet. We have
now only one other place left hi which there is a chance of finding a
trace of her. I undertake to make the necessary investigation at the
Craig Femie inn."
" The Craig FerMe inn ! Uncle ! you have forgotten what I told
you."
" Wait a Httle, my dear. Miss SUvester herself has left the inn, I
grant you. But (ff we should unhappily fail in findmg her by any
other means) Miss SUvester has left a trace to guide us, at Craig Fernie.
That trace must be picked up at once, in case of accidents. You don't
seem to follow me ? I am gettmg over the ground as fast as the pony
gets over it. I have arrived at the second of those two heads mto
which your story divides itseff in my mind. What did Miss Silvester
tell you had happened at the inn ? "
" She lost a letter at the inn."
" Exactly. She lost a letter at the inn—that is one event. And
Bishopriggs, the waiter, has quarreUed with Mrs. Inchbare, and has
left Ms situation—that is another event. As to the letter first. It ia
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either really lost, or it has been stolen. I n either case, ff we can lay
our hands on it, there is at least a chance of its lielpmg us to discover
something. As to Bishopriggs, next
"
" You're not gomg to talk about the waiter, surely ? "
" I am ! Bishopriggs possesses two important merits. H e ia a Unk
in my chain of reasonmg ; and he is an old friend of mine."
" A friend of yours ? "
" We live in days, my dear, when one workman talks of another
workman as ' that gentleman.' I march with the age, and feel bound
to mention my clerk as my friend. A few years since, Bishopriggs was
employed in the clerks' room at my chambers. H e is one of the most
inteUigent and most unscrupulous old vagabonds in Scotland—perfectly
honest as to all average matters, involvmg pounds, shillings, and pence
—perfectlj'^ unprmcipled in the pursmt of his own mterests, where the
violation of a trust lies on the boundary line which marks the limit of
the h.w. I made two unpleasant discoveries when I had him in my
employment. I found that he had contrived to supply himseff with a
duphcate of my seal; and I had the strongest reason to suspect him of
tampering with some papers belonging to two of my clients. H e had
done no actual mischief so far ; and I had no time to waste in making
out the necessary case agamst him. H e was dismissed from my sei-vice
as a man who was not to be trusted to respect any letters or papers that
happened to pass through his hands."
" I see, uncle ! I see ! "
" Plain enough, now,—^isn't it ? If that nffssing letter of Miss
Silvester's is a letter of no importance, I am inclined to believe that it
is merely lost, and may be found again. If, on the other hand, there is
anything in it that could promise the most remote advantage to any
person in possession of it—then, in the execrable slang of the day, I
•will lay any odds, Blanche, that Bishopriggs has got the letter."
" And he has left the inn! How unfortunate ! "
" Unfortunate as causing delay—nothing worse than that. Unless
I am very much mistaken, Bishopriggs will come back to the inn. The
old rascal (there is no denjing it) is a most amusing person. Pie left a
terrible blank, when he left my clerks' room. Old customers at Craig
Femie (especially the English), in missing Bishopriggs, wUl, you may
rely on it, miss one of the attractions of the inn.
Mrs. Inchbare is not
a woman to let her dignity stand in the way of her business.
She and
Bishopriggs •wiU come together again, sooner or later, and make it up.
When I have put certain questions to her, which may possibly lead to very
important results, I sliaU leave a letter for Bishopriggs in Mrs. Inchhare's hands. The letter wiU tell him I have soinething for him to do ;
and wiU contain an address at which he can write to me. I shall hear
of him, Blanche—and, if the letter is in his possession, I shaU get it."
" Won't he be afraid—if he has stolen the letter—to tell you he has
got ff ? "
" Very well put, my child. H e might hesitate with other people.
But I have my own way of dealing with M m ; and I know how to make
him teU Me.—Enough of Bishopriggs tiff Ms time comes. There is one
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other pomt, in regard to Misfc SUvester, I may have to describe her.
How was she dressed, when she came here ? Remember, I am a man
—and (ff an EngHshwoman's dress can be described in an Enghshwoman's language) teU me, in English, what she had on."
" She wore a straw hat (with corn-flowers in it), and a white veil.
Corn-flowers at one side, uncle, wiiich is less common than cornflowers in front. And she had on a Hght grey shawl. And a
Pique
"
" There you go with your French! Not a word more ! A straw
hat with a white veU, and -with corn-flowers at one side of the hat.
And a Hght grey shawl. That's as much as the ordinary male mind
can take in; and that wiU do. I have got my mstructions, and saved
precious time. So far—so good. Here we are at the end of our
conference—in other words, at the gate of the stable-yard. You understand what you have to do, wiiile I am away ? "
" I have to send Arnold to the cross-roads. And I have to behave
(if I can) as if notMng had happened."
" Good chUd ! Well put, again ! You have got wiiat I call grasp
of mind, Blanche. An invaluable faculty ! You wall govern the future
domestic kingdom. Arnold wiU be nothing but a constitutional
liusband. Those are the only husbands who are thoroughly happy.
You shaU hear everything, my love, when I come back. Got your bag,
Duncan ? Good. And the time-table ? Good. You take the reins—I
w^on't drive. I want to think. Dri-ving is incompatible with intellectual exertion. A man puts his mind into Ms horse, and smks to the
level of that useful ammal—as a necessary condition of getting to his
destination, •without bemg upset. God bless you, Blanche ! To the
station, Duncan ! to the station ! "

CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SIXTH.
LOST.

THE chaise rattled out through the gates. The dogs barked furiously.
Sir Patrick looked round, and waved Ms hand, as he turned the corner
of the road. Blanche was left alone m the yard.
She hngered a Httle, absently pattmg the dogs. They had especial
claims on her sympathy, at that moment—they, too, evidently thought
it hard to be left behind at the house. After a whUe, she roused herseff.
Sfr Patrick had left the responsibUity of superintending the cross-roads
on her shoulders. There was something to be done yet, before the
arrangements for tracmg Anne were complete. Blanche left the yard
to do it.
On her way back to the house she met Arnold, despatched by Lady
Lundie in search of her.
The plan of occupation for the afternoon had been settled durin"
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Blanche's absence. Some demon had wMspered to Lady Lundie, to
cultivate a taste for feudal antiqMties, and to msist on spreading that
taste among her guests. She had proposed an excursion to an old
baronial castle, among the hUls—-far to the westward (fortunatety for
Sir Patrick's chance of escaphig discovery) of the liUls at Craig Fernie.
Some of the guests were to ride, and some to accompany their hostess
in the open carriage. Looldng right and left for proselytes. Lady Lundie
had necessarily remarked the disappearance of certain members of her
cfrcle. Mr. Delamajrn had vamshed, nobody knew where. Sir Patrick
and Blanche had followed Ms example. H e r ladyship had observed
upon this, with some asperity, that if they were aU to treat each other
in that unceremonious manner, the sooner Windygates was turned uito
a Penitentiary, on the sUent system, the fitter the house would be for
the people who inhabited it. Under these circumstances, Arnold suggested that Blanche would do well to make her excuses as soon as possible
at head-quarters, and accept the seat in the carriage which her step• mother wished her to take. " W e are in for the feudal antiquities,
Blanche ; and we must help each other through as well as we can. If
you will go in the carriage, I'U go too."
Blanche shook her head.
" There are serious reasons for my keeping up appearances,' she
said. " I sliaU go in the carriage. You mustn't go at all."
Arnold naturaUy looked a Httle surprised, and asked to be favoured
with an explanation.
Blanche took his arm and hugged it close. Now that Anne was
lost, Arnold was more precious to her than ever. She literally hungered
to hear at that moment, from his own Hps, how fond he was of her. I t
mattered nothing that she was already perfectly satisfied on this point.
It was so nice (after he had said it five hundred times already) to make
him say it once more !
" Suppose I had no explanation to give ? " she said. " Would you
stay behind by yourself to please me ? "
" I would do anything to please you ! "
" Do you reaUy love me as much as that ? "
They were still in the y a r d ; and the only witnesses present were
Uie dogs. Arnold answered, in the language without words—which is
nevertheless the most expressive language m use, between men and
women, aU over the world.
" This is not doing my duty," said Blanche, penitently. " But, oh,
Arnold, I am so anxious and so miserable! And it is such a consolation
to know that you won't turn your back on me, too ! "
With that preface, she told Mm what had happened in the Hbrary.
Even Blanche's estimate of her lover's capacity for sympathizmg ivith
her, was more than reaUzed by the effect which her narrative produced
on Arnold. H e •\vas not merely surprised and sorry for her. His face
showed plainly that he felt genuine concern and distress. H e had
never stood higher in Blanche's opinion than he stood at that moment.
" What is to be done ? " he asked. " How does Sir Patrick propose
to find her ? "
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Blanche repeated Sir Patrick's mstructions, relating to the crossroads, and also to the serious necessity of pursumg the investigation
in the strictest privacy. Arnold (reheved from aU fear of being sent
back to Craig Fernie) undertook to do everything that was asked of
him, and promised to keep the secret from everybody.
They went back to the house; and met with an icy welcome froni
Lady Lundie. Her ladyship repeated her remark on the subject of
turning Windygates into a PeMtentiary, for Blanche's benefit. She
received Arnold's petition to be excusedfi,-omgomg to see the castle with
the barest civility. ." Oh, take your walk by all means! You may meet
your friend, Mr. Delamayn—who appears to have such a passion for
walldng, that he can't even wait tiU Itmcheon is over. As for Sir
Patrick
Oh ? Sir Patrick has borrowed the pony-carriage ? and
gone out dri-ving by Mmself?—I'm sure I never meant to offend my
brother-in-law, when I offered him a shoe of my poor little cake. Don't
let me offend anybody else. Dispose of your afternoon, Blanche, without
the sUghtest reference to me. Nobody seems inclined to -visit the ruins
—the most uiteresting relic of feudal times in Perthshire, It doesn't
matter, Mr. Brmkworth—oh, dear me, it doesn't matter! I can't force
my guests to feel an inteMgent curiosity on the subject of Scottish
Antiqmties. No ! no ! my dear Blanche!—it won't be the first time, or
the last, that I have driven out alone. I don't at all object to being
alone. ' My mind to me a kingdom is,' as the poet says."—So Lady
Lundie's outraged seff-importance asserted its violated claims on human
respect, until her distinguished medical guest came to the rescue, and
smoothed his hostess's ruffled plumes. The surgeon (he privately
detested ruins) begged to go. Blanche begged to go. Smith and Jones
(profoundly interested m feudal antiqMties) said they would sit behind,
hi the " rumble "—rather than miss this unexpected treat. One, Two,
and Three caught the infection, and volunteered to be the escort on
horseback. Lady Lundie's celebrated " smile " (warranted to remain
unaltered on her face for hours together) made its appearance once
more. She issued her orders with the most charming amiabihty.
" We'U take the guide-book," said her ladyship—with the eye to mean
economy which is only to be met -with in very rich people—" and save a
shiUmg to the man who shows the ruins." With that she Went upstairs
to array herseff for the drive; and looked m the glass; and saw a
perfectly vfrtuous, fascinatuig, and accomplished woman, facing her
irresistibly in a new French bonnet!
At a private signal from Blanche, Arnold sUpped out, and repaired
to his post, where the roads crossed the road that led to the raUway.
There was a space of open heath on one side of him, and the stone
waU and gates of a farm-house enclosure on the other. Arnold sat down
on the soft heather—and lit a cigar—and tried to see his way through
the double mystery of Anne's appearance and Anne's flight.
He had interpreted his fiiend's absence, exactly as his fiiend had
anticipated: he could only assume that Geoffrey had gone tc keep a
private appomtment •with Anne. Miss Silvester's appearance at
Windj'gates, alone, and Miss Silvester's anxiety to hear the names of
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the gentlemen who were stajing in the house, seemed, under these
chcumstances, to point to the plain conclusion, that the two had, in
some way, unfortunately missed each other. B u t what could be the
motive of her flight ? Wiiether she knew of some other place in which
she might meet Geoffrey ? or whether she had gone back to the inn ? or
whether she had acted under some sudden impulse of despafr ?—were
questions wiiich Arnold was necessarily quite incompetent to solve.
•There was no choice but to wait until an opportumty offered of reportmg
what had happened to Geoffrey Mmself.
After the lapse of half an hour, the sound of some approaching
veMcle—the first sound of the sort that he had heard—attracted Arnold's
attention. H e started up, and saw the pony-chaise approacMng him
along the road from the station. Sir Patrick, this tmie, was compelled
to drive himseff—Duncan was not with liim. On discovering Arnold, he
stopped the pony.
" So! so ! " said the old gentleman. " You have heard aU about it,
I see! You understand that this is to be a secret from everybody,
tfll further notice ? Very good. H a s anythmg happened since you
have been h e r e ? "
" Notlung. Have you made any discoveries, Sfr Patrick ? "
" None. I got to the station, before the tram. No signs of Miss
Sflvester anywhere. I have left Duncan on the watch—-with orders not
to stir tUl the last train has passed to-night."
" I don't think she wUl turn up at the station," said Arnold. " I fancy
she has gone back to Craig Fernie."
" Quite possible. I am now on my way to Craig Ferme, to make
inqufries about her. I don't know how long I may be detamed, or what
it may lead to. If you see Blanche before I do, tell her I have
instructed the station-master to let me know (if Miss SUvester does take
the raUway) what place she books for. Thanks to that arrangement,
we shan't have to wait for news tUl Duncan can telegraph that he has
seen her to her journey's end.—In the meantime, you understand what
you are wanted to do here ? "
" Blanche has explained everything to me."
" Stick to your post, and make good use of your eyes. You were
accustomed to that, you know, when you were at sea. It's no great
hardship to pass a few hours m this deHcious siunmer afr. I see you
have contracted the vUe modern habit of smoking—that will be occupation enough to amuse you, no doubt! Keep the roads in view^; and, if
she does come your way, don't attempt to stop her—you can't do that.
Speak to her (quite innocently, mind !) by way of getting time enough
to notice the face of the man who is cfriving her, and the name (if there
IS one) on Ms cart. Do that—and you wUl do enough. Pah ! how that
cigar poisons the air ! W h a t wiU have become of your stomach, when
you get to my age ? "
" I shan't complain, Sfr Patrick, ff I can eat as good a dmner as
you do."
" That reminds m e ! I met somebody I knew at the station. Hester
Dethridge has left her place, and gone to London by the train. W e may
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feed at Wmdygates—we have done with dining now. I t has been a
final quarrel this time, between the mistress and the cook. I have
given Hester my address m London, and told her to let me know before
she decides on another place. A woman who can't talk, and a woman
who can cook—is simply a woman who has arrived at absolute perfection. Such a treasure shaU not go out of the fanuly, if I can help it.
Did you notice the Bechamel saace at lunch ? Pooh ! a young man
who smokes cigars doesn't know the difl'erence between Bechamel sauce
and melted butter. Good afternoon! good afternoon ! "
H e slackened the reins, and away he went to Craig Fernie. Counting by years, the pony was twenty, and the pony's driver was seventy.
Counting by vivacity and spirit, two of the most youthful characters in
Scotland had got together, that afternoon, in the same chaise.
An hour more wore itself slowly o u t ; and nothing had passed
Arnold, on the cross-roads, but a few stray foot-passengers, a heavy
waggon, and a gig with an old woman in it. H e rose agam from the
heather, weary of maction, and resolved to walk backwards and
forwards, within view of Ms post, for a change. At the second turn—
when Ms face happened to be set towards the open heath—he noticed
another foot-passenger—apparently a man—far away in the empty
distance. W a s the person conung towards him ?
H e advanced a Httle. The stranger was doubtless advancing too—
BO rapidly did his figure now reveal itself beyond all doubt, as the figure
of a man. A few nunutes more—and Arnold fancied he recognised it.
Yet a httle longer—and he was quite sure. There was no mistaking
the Hthe strength and grace of that man, and the smooth easy swiftness
with which he covered Ms ground. I t was the hero of the coming footrace. I t w-as Geofirey on Ms way back to Windygates House.
Arnold hurried forward to meet him. Geoffrey stood stUl, poising
himself on his stick—and let the other come up.
" Have you heard what has happened at the house ? " asked Arnold.
H e instinctively checked the next question as it rose to his lips.
There was a settled defiance m the expression of Geoffrey's face, which
Arnold was qmte at a loss to understand. H e looked lUie a man who
had made up his mind to confront anytlung that could happen, and to
contradict anybody who spoke to Mm.
" Sometlung seems to have annoyed you ? " said Arnold.
" What's up, at the house ? " returned Geoffrey—with his loudest
voice, and his hardest look.
" Miss Silvester has been at the house."
" Who saw her ? "
" Nobody but Blanche."
" WeU ? "
" Well, she was miserably weak and iU—so iU that she fainted, poor
thing, in the Hbrary. Blanche brought her to."
" A n d what the"n?"
" We were all at lunch at the time. Blanche left the library, to
speak privately to her uncle. W h e n she went back—Miss Silvester was
gone; and nothing has been seen of her smce."
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" A row at the house ? "
" Nobody knows of it at the house, except Blanche
"
" And you ? And how many besides ? "
" And Sfr Patrick. Nobody else."
" Nobody else. Anything more ? "
A.-nold remembered his promise to keep the mvestigation then on
foot, a secret from everybody. Geoffrey's manner made Mm—unconsciously to himseff—readier than he might otherwise have been to
consider Geoffrey as mcluded m the general prohibition.
" Nothing more," he answered.
Geoft'rey dug the point of Ms stick deep mto the soft sandy ground.
He looked at the stick—then suddenly pulled it out of the ground, and
looked at Arnold. " Good afternoon! " he said—and went on his way
again, by himseff.
Arnold foUowed, and stopped him. For a moment the two mon
looked at each other, without a word passing on either side. Arnold
spoke first.
" You're out of humour, Geoffrey. W h a t has upset j^ou, in tins
•n'ay? Have you and Miss Silvester missed each other? "
Geoffrey was silent.
" Have you seen her since she left Wmdygates ? "
No reply.
" Do you know where Miss SUvester is now ? "
StiU, no reply. StiU, the same mutely insolent defiance of look and
manner. Arnold's dark colour began to deepen.
" Why don't you answer me ? " he said.
" Because I have had enough of it."
"Enough of w h a t ? "
" Enough of being worried about Miss SUvester. Miss Silvester's
my business—not yours."
" Gently, Geoffrey! Don't forget that I have been nuxed up hi that
business—without seeking it inj'self."
" There's no fear of my forgetting. You have cast it in my teeth
often enough."
" Cast it in your teeth ? "
" Yes ! Am I never to hear the last of my obligation to you ? The
devil take the obUgation ! I'm sick of the sound of it."
There was a spirit in Arnold—not easily brought to the surface,
through the overlying simphcity and good-humour of his ordmary
character—which, once roused, was a spirit not readily quelled.
Geoffrey had roused it at last.
" When you come to your senses," he said, " I'U remember old
times—and receive your apology. TiU you do come to your senses, go
your way by yourself. I have no more to say to you."
Geoffrey set Ms teeth, and came one step nearer. Arnold's eyes
met Ms, -with a look which steadUy and firmly chaUenged him—though
he was the stronger man of the two—to force the quarrel a step farther,
ff he dared. The one human -vfrtue which Geoffrey respected and
imderstood, was the -vfrtue of courage. And there it was before Mm
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—the undemable courage of the weaker man. The caUous scoundrel
was touched on the one tender place in his whole being. H e turned—
and went on Ms way in sUence.
Left by hunself, Arnold's head dropped on Ms breast. The friend
who had saved his life—the one friend he possessed, who was associated
with his earliest and happiest remembrances of old days—had grossly
insMted him; and had left hun dehberately, without the slightest
expressiQU of regret. Arnold's affectionate natm-e •— simple, loyal,
«linging where it once fastened—was wounded to the quick. Geoffrey's
fast retreating figm-e, m the open view before him, became blurred and
indistmct. H e put his hand over his eyes, and hid, with a boyish
shame, the hot tears that told of the heartache, and that honoured the
man who shed them.
H e was stiU strugglhig with the emotion which had overpo^wered
him—when something happened at the place where the roads met.
The four roads pointed as nearly as might be towards the four points
of the compass. Arnold was now on the road to the eastward; ha^ving
advanced m that dfrection to meet Geoft'rey, between two and three
hundred yards from the farm-house enclosure before which he had kept
his watch. The road to the westward, curving away behind the farm,
led to the nearest market-town. The road to the south was the way to
the station. And the road to the north led back to Wmdygates House.
While Geoffrey was stUl fifty yards from the turMng which woifld
take him back to Windygates—whUe the tears were stiU standing
thickly in Arnold's eyes—the gate of the farm enclosure opened. A
light four-wheel chaise came out, with a man drivmg, and a woman
sitting by Ms side. The woman was Anne SUvester; and the man
was the owner of the farm.
Instead of taldng the way which led to the station, the chaise
pursued the w-estward road to the market-town. Proceeding in this
direction, the backs of the persons m the vehicle were necessarfly
turned on Geoffi-ey, advancing behind them from the eastward. He
just carelessly noticed the shabby Httle chaise, and then turned off
north on his way to W^mdygates.
By the time Arnold was composed enough to look round Mm, the
chaise had taken the curve in the road which wound behind the farmhouse. H e returned—faithful to the engagement which he had undertaken—to his post before the enclosure. The chaise was then a speck
in the distance. I n a minute more, it was a speck out of sight.
So (to use Sfr Patrick's phrase) had the woman broken through
difficulties wiiich would have stopped a man. So, in her sore need, had
Anne Silvester won the sympathy wiiich had given her a place, by the
farmer's side, hi the vehicle that took hun on his o^wn business to the
market-town. And so, by a hair's breadth, did she escape the treble
risk of discovery which threatened her—from Geoffrey, on his way
back; from Arnold, at Ms post; and from the valet, on the watch for
hex appearance at the station.

V
CHAPTER T H E
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TWENTY-SEVENTH.

TRACED.

THE afternoon wore on. The servants at Windygates, airing tliemselves in the grounds—in the absence of their nustress and iier
guests—were disturbed, for the moment, by the unexpected return of
one of " the gentlefolks." Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn reappeared at the
house, alone; went straight to the smoking-room; and, callmg for
another supply of the oM ale, settled himself in an arm-chair, with
the newspaper, and began to smoke.
He soon tired of reading, and fell into thinldng of what had
happened during the latter part of his walk.
The prospect before him had more than realized the most sanguine
anticipations that he could have formed of it. H e had braced himself
—after what had hajipened in the library—to face the outbreak of a
serious scandal, on his return to the house. And here—wiien he came
back—was nothing to face ! Here were three people (Sir Patrick,
Arnold, and Blanche) who must at least know that Anne w'as in some
serious trouble, keeping the secret as carefully as if they felt that his
interests were at stake ! And, more wonderful stUl, here was Anne
herself—so far from raising a hue and cry after bun-—actually taldng
ffight, without saying a word that could compromise him with any
living soul!
What, in the name of wonder, did it mean ? H e did his best to find
his way to an explanation of some sort; and he actually contrived to
account for the silence of Blanche and her uncle, and Arnold. I t was
pretty clear that they must have all three combmed to keep Lady Lundie
in ignorance of her runaway governess's return to the house.
But the secret of Anne's silence completely baffled him.
He w-as sunply incapable of conceiving that the horror of seeing herself set up as an obstacle to Blanche's marriage, might have been vivid
enough to overpower all sense of her own wrongs, and to hurry her
away, resolute, m her ignorance of what else to do, never to return again,
and never to let Hving eyes rest on her, m the character of Arnold's wffe.
" It's clean beyond my maMng out," was the final conclusion at which
Geoffrey arrived. " If it's her interest to hold her tongue, it's my interest
to hold mme—and there's an end of it, for the present! "
He put up Ms feet on a chair, and rested his magmficent muscles
after his walk, and filled another pipe, in thorough contentment with
himseff. No mterference to dread from Anne ; no more awkward questions (on the terms they w-ere on now) to come from Arnold. H e looked
back at the quarrel on the heath with a certain coniplacencj'—he did
his friend justice, though they had disagreed. " Who would have thought
the fellow had so much pluck in h u n ! " he said to himself as he struck
the match and ht his second pipe.
An hour more wore o n ; and Su- Patrick was the next person who
returned.
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H e was thoughtful, but in no sense depressed. Judging by appearances, Ms errand to Craig FerMe had certainly not ended in disappointment. The old gentleman hummed his favourite little Scotch air—
rather absently, perhaps—and took his pinch of snuff from the knob of
his ivory cane, much as usual. H e went to the library bell, and summoned
a servant.
" Anybody been here for me ? "
" No, Sir Patrick."
" No letters ? "
" No, Sir Patrick."
" Very weU. Come upstairs to my room, and help me on with my
dressing-gown."
The man helped him to his dressing-gown and slippers.
" I s Miss Lundie at home ? "
" No, Sir Patrick.
They're all away with my lady, on an excursion."
" Very good. Get me a cup of coffee; and wake me haff an hour
before dinner, in case I take a nap."
The servant went out.
Sir Patrick stretched himseff on the sofa.
" Ay! ay ! a little achmg in the back, and a certain stiffness in the
legs, i dare say the pony feels just as I do. Age, I suppose, in both
cases ? W e l l ! well! well! let's try and be young at heart. ' The rest'
(as Pope says) ' is leather and priuiella.' "
H e returned resignecUy to his little Scotch air. The servant came
in with the coffee. And then the room was quiet, except for the low
humming of insects and the gentle rustHng of the creepers at the window.
For five minutes or so. Sir Patrick sipped Ms coffee, and meditated—by
no means in the character of a man wiio w-as depressed by any recent
disappointment. I n five minutes more, he was asleep.
A little later—and the party returned from the ruins.
With the one exception of their lady-leader, the whole expedition
was depressed. Smith and Jones, in particular, being quite speechless,
liadjf Lundie alone stUl met feudal antiquities -with a cheerful front.
She had cheated the man who show-ed the ruins of his shiUing—and she
was thoroughly well satisfied with herseff. H e r voice was flute-lilie
in its melody, and the celebrated " smUe " had never been m better
order.
" Deeply interesting!" said her ladyship, descending from the carriage
with ponderous grace, and addressing herself to Geoffrey, louncrMcr under
the portico of the house. " You have had a loss, Mr. 'Delamayn'. The
next time you go out for a walk, give your hostess a word of warnmg,
and you won't repent it."
Blanche (looking very w-eary and anxious) questioned the servant,
the moment she got in, about Arnold and her uncle. Sir Patrick was
in-/isible upstairs. Mr._ Brmkworth had not come back. I t wanted
oMy twenty minutes of dinner-time ; and fuU evenmg-dress was insisted
on at Wmdygates. Blanche, nevertheless, stUl fingered in the hall, m
the hope of seeing Arnold, before she went upstairs. The hope WB6
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reahzed. As the clock struck the quarter, he came in. And he, too,
was out of spirits, lUie the rest!
" Have you seen her ? " asked Blanche.
" No," said Arnold, in the most perfect good faith. " The way she
has escaped by, is not the way by the cross-roads—I answer for that."
They separated to dress. When the party assembled again m the
library, before dinner, Blanche found her way, the moment he entered the
room, to Sir Patrick's side.
" News, uncle ! I'm dymg for news."
" Good news, my dear—so far."
" You have found Anne ? "
" Not exactly that."
" You have heard of her at Craig Fernie ? "
" I have made some important discoveries at Craig Fernie, Blanche.
Hush! here's your stepmother. Wait tUl after dinner; and you may
hear more than I can tell you now. There may be news from the
station, between tlus and then."
The dinner was a wearisome ordeal to at least two other persons
present, besides Blanche.
Arnold, sitting opposite to Geofirey, without exchanging a word with
him, felt the altered relations between his former fiiend and himseff
very painfiiUy. Su- Patrick, missing the skilled hand of Hester Dethridge in every dish that w^as offered to him, marked the dmner among
the wasted opportunities of his life, and resented his sister-m-law's flow
of spirits, as somethmg simply inhuman, under present circumstances.
Blanche foUowed Lady Lundie into the drawing-room, ui a state of
hm-ning impatience for the rising of the gentlemen from thefr wme. Her
stepmother—mappmg out a new antiquarian excm-sion for the next
day, and findmg Blanche's ears closed to her occasional remarks on
baronial Scotland five hundred years since—lamented, with satirical
emphasis, the absence of an mtelUgent companion of her own sex ; and
stretched her majestic figure on the sofa, to wait untU an audience
worthy of her flowed in from the duiing-room. Before very long—so
soothing is the mfluence of an after-dinner •view of feudal antiquities,
taken tMough the medium of an approving conscience—Lady Lundie's
eyes closed; and from Lady Lundie's nose, there poured, at mtervals, a
Boimd, deep, like her ladyship's leai-ning; regular, Hke her ladyship's
habits—a sound associated with night-caps and bedrooms; evoked alike
by Natiire, the leveUer, fi-om high and low—the sound (oh. Truth, what
enormities flnd pubhcity in thy name !)—the sound of a Snore.
Free to do as she pleased, Blanche left the echoes of the drawmgrooin in undisturbed enjoyment of Lady Lundie's audible repose.
She went mto the Hbrary, and turned over the novels. Went out
again, and looked across the hall at the dining-room door. Would the
men never have done talHng thefr politics and drinMng their wine ?
She went up to her o-wn room, and changed her earrings, and scolded
her maid. Descended once more—and made an alarming discovery m a
dark comer of the haU.
Two men were standing there, hat in hand, wMspering to the butler.
13
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The butler, leaving them, went mto the dining-room—came out again,
with Sir Patrick—and said to the two men, " Step this way, please."
The two men came out mto the Hght. Murdoch, the station-master; and
Duncan, the valet! News of Anne !
" Oh, uncle, let me stay ! " pleaded Blanche.
Sfr- Patrick hesitated. I t was impossible to say—as matters stood at
that moment—what distressmg mteUigence the two men might not have
brought of the nffssing woman. Duncan's return, accompamed by the
station-master, looked serious. Blanche mstantly penetrated the secret
of her uncle's hesitation. She turned pale, and caught him by the arm.
" Don't send me away," she whispered. " I can bear anything but
suspense."
" Out •with i t ! " said Su- Patrick, holding Ms niece's hand. " Is she
found or not ? "
" She's gone by the up-train," said the station-master. " And we
know where."
Sfr- Patrick breathed freely; Blanche's colour came back. I n different
ways, the rehef to both of them was equaUy great.
" You had my orders to foUow her," said Sfr Patrick to Duncan.
" Wliy have you come back ? "
" Your man is not to blame, sfr-," interposed the station-master. " The
lady took the tram at Kfr-kandrew."
Sfr Patrick started, and looked at the station-master. " A y ? ay?
The next station—the market-town. Inexcusably stupid of me. I never
thought of that."
" I took the liberty of telegraplimg your description of the lady to
Kirkandrew, Su- Patrick, m case of accidents."
" I stand corrected, Mr. Murdoch. Yoiu- head, hi this matter, has
been the sharper head of the two. Well ? "
" There's •the answer, sir."
Sir Patrick and Blanche read the telegram together.
"Kfrkandrew.
Up-train. 7.40 P.M. Lady, as described. No
luggage. Bag in her hand. TravelHng alone. Ticket,—second class.
Place :—Edinburgh."
" Edinburgh! " repeated Blanche. " Oh, uncle ! we shaU lose her
m a great place Hke t h a t ! "
" AVe shaU find her, my dear—and you shall see how. Duncan, get
me pen, ink, and paper. Mr. Murdoch, you are gomg back to the
station, I suppose ? "
" Yes, Sir Patrick."
" I wiU give you a telegram, to be sent at once to Eduiburgh."
H e wrote a carefuUy-worded telegrapMc message, and addressed it
to The Sheriff of Mid Lothian.
" The sheriff is an old friend of mine," he explained to his niece.
" And he is now m Edmburgh. Long before tiie train gets to the
terminus, he wUl receive this personal description of Miss Silvester;
with my request to have aU her movements carefully watched tiU further
notice. The poHce are entfr-ely at his disposal—and the best men will
be selected for the purpose. I have asked for an answer by telegraph.
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Keep a special messenger ready for it at the station, Mr. Murdoch.
Thank you; good evemng. Duncan, get your supper, and make yourBelf comfortable. Blanche, my dear, go back to the drawing-room ; and
expect us in to tea immediately. You wUl know where your friend is,
before you go to bed to-night."
With those comforting words, he returned to the gentlemen. I n ten
minutes more, they all appeared in the drawing-room ; and Lady Lundie
(firmly persuaded that she had never closed her eyes) was back agam
in baronial Scotland five hundred years since.
Blanche, watching her opportunity, caught her uncle alone.
" Now for your promise," she said. " You have made some important
discoveries at Craig Fernie. W h a t are they ? "
Sfr Patrick's eye turned tow^ards Geoffrey, dozing in an arm-chair in
a corner of the room. H e showed a certam disposition to trifle with tlie
curiosity of his niece.
" After the discovery we have already made," he said, " can't you
wait, my dear, till we get the telegram from Edinburgh ? "
" That is just what it's impossible for me to do ! The telegram w-on't
come for hours yet. I want something to go on with in the meantime."
She seated herself on a sofa in the corner opposite Geoffrey, and
pointed to the vacant place by her side.
Sir Patrick had promised—Sir Patrick had no choice but to keep hia
word. After another look at Geoffrey, he took tho vacant place by his
piece.

CHAPTER T H E

TWENTY-EIGHTH.

BACKWARDS.

' WELL ? " whispered Blanche, taking her uncle corifidentiaily by the
arm.
" Well," said Sir Patrick, with a spark of his cctirical humour flashing out at Ms niece. " I am going to do a very ragli thmg. I am going
to place a serious trust in the hands of a girl of eighteen.''
" The gfrl's hands %vill keep it, uncle—though she is only eighteen."
" I must run the risk, my dear; your mtimate knowledge of Miss
Silvester may be of the greatest assistance to me, in the next step I
take. You shall know aU that I can tell you—but I must warn you
first. I can only admit you into my confidence by startlmg you with a
great surprise. Do you foUow me so far ? "
" Yes! yes ! "
" If you fail to control yourself, you place an obstacle in the way
of my being of some future use to Miss Silvester. Remember that—and
now prepare for the surprise. W h a t did I teU you before dinner ? ''
" You said you had made discoveries at Craig Fernie. W h a t have
you found out ? "
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" I have found out that there is a certam person, who is in full
possession of the information which Miss SUvester has concealed from
you and from me. The person is witMn our reach. The person is in
this neighbourhood. The person is in tlus room! "
H e caught up Blanche's hand, resting on his arm, and pressed it
significantly. She looked at Mm, with the cry of surprise suspended on
her lips—waited a Httle, with her eyes fixed on Sir Patrick's face—
struggled resolutely, and composed herseff.
" Point the person out." She said the words with a self-possession
wluch won her micle's hearty approval. Blanche had done wonders for
a gfrl in her 'teens.
" Look ! " said Sir Patrick; " and tell me wiiat you see."
" I see Lady Lundie at the other end of the room, with the map of
Perthshire and the Baronial Antiquities of Scotland, on the table. And
I see everybody but you and me obliged to Hsten to her."
" Everybody ? "
Blanche looked carefuUy round the room, and noticed Geoffrey in
the opposite corner; fast asleep by this time in Ms arm-chafr.
" Uncle, you don't mean
?"
" There is the man."
" Mr. Delamayn
!"
" Mr. Delamayn knows everything."
Blanche held mechanicaUy by her uncle's arm, and looked at the
sleeping man as if her eyes could never see enough of him.
" You saw me, in the Hbrary, in private consultation with Mr. Delamayn," resumed Sir Patrick. " I have to acknowledge, my dear, that
you were quite right in thinking this a suspicious cfrcumstance. And
I am now to justffy myseff for ha^vmg purposely kept you m the dark up
to the present time."
With those introductory words, he briefly reverted to the earlier
occurrences of the day, and then added, by way of commentary, a
statement of the conclusions which events had suggested to Ms own
mind. H e had shrunk from agitating his niece on •the subject, until he
could be sure of provuig his conclusions to be correct m the main. The
proof had now been obtahied; and Ms mmd had been opened to Blanche
without reserve.
" So much, my dear," proceeded Sir Patrick, " for those necessary
explanations, which are also the necessary nmsances of human intercourse. You now know as much as I did, when I arrived at Craig
Fernie—and you arc, therefore, m a position to appreciate the value of
my discoveries at the mn. Do you understand everytlung, so far ? "
" Perfectly! "
" Very good. I di-ove up to the mn ; and—behold me, closeted with
Mrs. Inchbare in her own private parlour! (My reputation may, or
may not, suffer—but Mrs. Lichbare's bones are above suspicion!) It
was a long busmess, Blanche. A more sour-tempered, cunnmg, and
distrustful witness I never exammed, m aU my experience at the Bar,
She would have upset the temper of any mortal man but a lavfyer. We
have Buch wonderful tempers, in our profession; and we can be SO

BACKWARDS,

197

aggravating when we Hke ! I n short, my dear, Mrs. Iiielibare w-as a
she-cat, and I was a he-cat—and I clawed the truth out of her at lust.
The result was weU worth arrivmg at, as you shall see. Mr. Delamayn
had described to me certain remarkable cfrcumstances as taking place
between a lady and a gentleman, at an i n n : the object of the parties
being to pass themselves off at the time as man and -wife. Every one of
those cfrcumstances, Blanche, occurred at Craig Fernie between a lady
and a gentleman, on the day when Miss Silvester disappeared from tMs
house. And—wait— !—being pressed for her name, after the gentieman had left her behmd him at the inn, the name the lady gave was,
' Mrs. SUvester.' W h a t do you think of that ? "
" Tliink! I'm be-wUdered—I can't realize it."
" It's a startUng discovery, my dear child—there is no denying that.
ShaU I wait a httle, and let you recover yourself? "
" No! no! Go on! The gentleman, uncle? The gentleman who wag
with Anne ? Who is he ? Not Mr. Delamayn ? "
" Not Mr. Delamayn," said Sfr- Patrick. " If I have proved nothing
else, I have proved that."
" What need was there to prove it ? Mr. Delamayn went to London
on the day of the lawn-party. And Arnold
"
" And Arnold went with Mm as far as the second station from this.
Quite true ! But how was I to know wiiat Mr. Delamajm nught have
done after Arnold had left Mm ? I could only make sure that he had
not gone back privately to the inn, by getting the proof from Mrs. Inchbare."
" How did you get it ? "
" I asked her to describe the gentleman who was with Miss
Silvester. Mrs. Inchbare's description (vague as you will presently
find it to be) completely exonerates that man," said Sir Patrick,
pointing to Geoffrey, stUl asleep in his chau-. " He is not the person
who passed Miss Silvester off as Ms wffe at Craig Fernie. H e
spoke the truth, when he described the case to me, as the case of a
friend."
" But who is the fiiend? " persisted Blanche. " That's what I want
to know."
" That's what J want to know too."
" TeU me exactly, uncle, what JMrs. Inchbare said. I have Hved with
Anne aU my Hfe. I must have seen the man somewhere."
" If you can identffy him by Mrs. Inchbare's description," returned
Sir Patrick, " you wiU be a great deal cleverer than I am.
Here is the
picture of the man, as painted by the landlady :—Young, middle-sized ;
dark hair, eyes, and complexion ; nice temper ; pleasant way of
speaking. Leave o u t ' young'—and the rest is the exact contrary of
Mr. Delamayn! So far, Mrs. Inchbare giudes us plainl}^ enough.
But how are we to apply her description to the right person ? There
must be, at the lowest computation, five hundred thousand men in
England, who are young, middle-sized, dark, nice-tempered, and
pleasant-spoken. One of the footmen here, answers that description
in every particular."
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" And Arnold answers it," said Blanche—as a stiU stronger instance
of the provoking vagueness of the description.
"And Arnold answers it," repeated Sir Patrick, qiute agreeing
with. her.
They had barely said those words when Arnold Mmseff appeared—
approaching Sfr Patrick, with a pack of cards in Ms h a n d !
There—at the very moment when they had both guessed the truth,
without feeHng the shghtest suspicion of it in their own minds—there
stood Discovery, presenting itself unconsciously to eyes incapable of
seeing it, in thcpersom of the man who had passed Anne Silvester off
as his vnfe, at the Craig Fernie mn ! The terrible caprice of Chance,
the mercUess irony of Cfr-cumstance, could go no further than this.
The three had their feet on the brmk of the precipice at that moment.
And two of them were smiling at an odd comcidence; and one of them
was shufflmg a pack of cards.
" W e have done -witli tlie Antiqmties at last! " said Arnold; " and
we are gomg to play at wliist, Sfr Patrick; wiU you choose a card ? "
" Too soon after dinner, niy^good feUow, for me. Play the first rubber,
and then give me another cliBuce. By the way," he added, " Miss Silvester has been traced to Kirkandrew. How is it that you never saw
her go by ? "
" She can't have gone my y/ay, Sfr Patrick—or I must have seen
her."
Having justified hiaisoff in tliose terms he was recaUed to the other
end of the room by the whist-party, impatient for the cards which he had
in his hand.
" What xyeia we talking of, when he interrupted us ? " said Sfr Patrick
to Blanche.
" Of the man, uccie, who was with Miss SUvester at the inn."
" It's useless tc piirs-ae that inquirjr, my dear, with nothmg better than
Mrs. Inchbare's description to help us."
Blanche loolced round at the sleeping Geoffrey.
"And he kiio-.vs ! " she said. " It's maddening, uncle, to look at the
brute snoring in his chair ! "
Sfr Patrick held up a warning hand. Before a word more coiUd be
said between them, thej- were sUenced again by another uiterruption.
The whist-party comprised Lady Lundie and the surgeon, playing as
partners agamst Smith and Jones. Arnold sat behmd the surgeon, taldng
a lesson in the game. One, Two, and Three thus left to their own
devices, naturally thought of the billiard-table; and, detecting Geoffrey
asleep ui his comer, advanced to disturb Ms slumbers, under the allsufficmg apology of " Pool." Geoffrey roused himself and rubbed his
eyes, and said, drowsUy, " All right." As he rose, he looked at the opposite corner m which Sir Patrick and his niece were sitting. Blanche's
self-possession, resolutely as she struggled to preserve it, was not strong
enough to keep her eyes from turning towards Geoffrey, with an expression which betrayed the reluctant interest that she now felt ui him. He
stopped, noticing something entirely new in the look with which the young
lady was regarding him.
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"Beg your pardon," said Geoffi-ey. "Do you wish to speak to me?
Blanche's face flushed aU over. Her uncle came to the rescue.
" Miss Lundie and I hope you have slept well, Mr. Delamayn," said
Sfr Patrick jocosely. " That's aU."
" Oh? That's aU ? " said Geoffrey, stiff lookmg at Blanche. " Beg
your pardon agam. Deuced long walk, and deuced heavy dinner. Natiual
consequence—a nap."
Sfr Patrick eyed liim closely. It was plain that he had been
honestly puzzled at flnding Mmseff an object of special attention on
Blanche's part.
"See you m the bUHard-room?" he said, carelessly; and foUowed
Ms compamons out of the room—as usual, -without waitmg for an
answer.
" Mind what you are about," said Su- Patrick to Ms niece. " That
man is qmcker than he looks. We commit a serious mistake, ff we put
Mm on his guard at starting."
" I t shan't happen again, uncle," said Blanche. " But tMnk of his
being in Anne's confldence, and of my being shut out of it! "
" In Ms friend's confidence, you mean, my dear—and (ff we only
avoid awakenmg Ms suspicion) there is no laiowing how soon he may
say, or do, somethmg wMcli may show us who Ms fiiend is."
" But he is going back to Ms brother's to-morrow—he said so at
dinner-time."
" So much the better. He wiU be out of the way of seeing strange
tilings in a certam yoimg lady's face ! His brother's house is within easy
reach of tMs ; and I am his legal adviser. My experience teUs me that
he has not done consulting me yet—and that he wUl let out somethuig
more, next time. So much for our chance of seeing the light through
Mr. Delamayn—ff we can't see it m any other way. And that is not our
only chance, remember. I have something to teU you about Bishopriggs
and the lost letter."
" Is ff found ? "
" No. I satisfied myseff about that—I had it searched for, under my
own eye. The letter is stolen, Blanche ; and Bishopriggs has got it. 1
have left a Ime for him, m Mrs. Inchbare's care. The old rascal is missed
aheady by the visitors at the inn, just as I told you he would be. His
mistress is feeHng the penalty of lia-vmg been fool enough to vent her Ultemper on her head-waiter. She lays the whole blame of the quarrel on
Miss Silvester, of course. Bishopriggs neglected everybody at the inn
to wait on Miss Silvester. Bishopriggs was insolent on being remonstrated
•with, and Miss SUvester encouraged Mm—and so on. The result will
he—now Miss Silvester has gone—that Bishopriggs will retm-n to Craig
Fernie before the autumn is over. We are saUing with wind and tide,
my dear.—Come, and learn to play whist."
He rose to jom the card-players. Blanche detamed him.
" You haven't told me one thmg, yet," she said. " Whoever the man
tnay be, is Anne married to him ? "
" Whoever the man may be," returned Sir Patrick, " he had better
not attempt to marry anybody else."
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So the niece unconsciously put the question, and so the undo
imconsciously gave the answer, on which depended the whole happmesa
of Blanche's Hfe to come. The " man ! " How Hghtly they both talked
of the " man !" Would nothing happen to rouse the famtest suspicion
—m thefr mmds, or in Arnold's mind—that Arnold was the " man "
hhnseff?
" You mean that she is married? " said Blanche.
" I don't go so far as that."
" You mean that she is not married ? "
" I don't go so far as that."
" Oh ! the law ! "
" Provoking, isn't it, my dear ? I can tell you, professionaUy, that
(in my opiMon) she has grounds to go on, ff she claims to be the man's
wffe. That is what I meant by my answer; and, untU we know more,
that is aU I can say."
"'When shaU we know more ? Wiien shaU we get the telegram ? "
" Not for some hours yet. Come, and learn to play wMst."
" I thmk I would rather talk to Arnold, uncle, if you don't mmd."
" By aU means! But, don't talk to Mm about wiiat I have been
telHng you to-mght. He and Mr. Delamay-n are old associates, remember;
and he might blunder into telling his friend, what Ms friend had better
not know. Sad (isn't it ?) for me to be instilling these lessons of duphcity
into the youtMul mind. A -wise person once said,' The older a man gets,
the worse he gets.' That wise person, my dear, had me in Ms eye, and
was perfectly right."
He mitigated the pain of that confession -with a pinch of snuff—and
went to the wMst-table to wait untU the end of the rubber gave Mm a
place at the game.

CHAPTER THE TWENTY-NINTH.
FORWARDS.
BLANCHE found her lover as attentive as usual to her slightest wish, but
not m his customary good spfrits. He pleaded fatigue, after his long
watch at the cross-roads, as an excuse for his depression. As long as
there was any hope of a reconciliation with Geoffrey, he was unwilling
to teU Blanche what had happened that afternoon. The hope grew
fainter and fainter, as the evening advanced. Arnold purposely suggested a •visit to the biUiard-room, and jomed the game, with Blanche,
to give Geoffrey an opportunity of saymg the few gracious words wMch
would have made them friends agam. Geoffrey never spoke the words;
he obstmately ignored Arnold's presence m the room.
At the card-table, the whist went on intermmably. Lady Lundie,
Sfr Patrick, and the surgeon were all inveterate players, evenly matched.
Smith and Jones (joinhig the game alternately) were aids to wlust.
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exactly as they were aids to conversation. The same safe and modest
mediocrity of style distmguished the proceedmgs of these two gentlemen
in all the affairs of Hfe.
The time wore on to midMght. They went to bed late and they
rose late, at Wmdygates House. Under that hospitable roof no intrusive
hints, in the shape of flat candlesticks exhibitmg themselves with ostentatious -vfrtue on side-tables, hurried the guest to his room ; no vUe beU
rang Mm rutMessly out of bed the next morning, and insisted on his
breakfasting at a given hour. Life has surely hardships enough that
are me-vitable, without gratuitously adding the hardship of absolute
government, admiMstered by a clock ?
It was a quarter past twelve when Lady Lundie rose blandly from the
whist-table, and said that she supposed somebody must set the example
of going to bed. Sfr Patrick and Smith, the surgeon and Jones agreed
on a last rubber. Blanche vanished, while her stepmother's eye was
on her; and appeared again in the dra-ning-room, when Lady Lundie
was safe m the hands of her. maid. Nobody followed the example of
the mistress of the house but Arnold. He left the biUiard-room, with
the certamty that it was all over now between Geoffrey and himseff.
Not even the attraction of Blanche proved strong enough to detain him
that night. He went his way to bed.
It was past one o'clock. The final rubber was at an end: the accounts
were settled at the card-table ; the surgeon had stroUed into the bilHardroom, and Smith and Jones had foUowed him—when Duncan came in,
at last, with the telegram m his hand.
Blanche turned fi-om the broad, calm, autumn moonlight which had
drawn her to the -wmdow; and looked over her uncle's shoulder while
he opened the telegram.
She read the first hne—and that was enough. The whole scaffolding of hope buUt round that morsel of paper feU to the ground in an
instant. The train from Kirkandrew had reached Edinburgh at the
usual time. Every person m it had passed under the eyes of the pohce ;
and nothing had been seen of any person who answered the description
given of Anne!
Sfr Patrick pointed to the last two sentences in the telegram: " Inquiries telegraphed to Falkirk. If with any result, you shall know."
"We must hope for the best, Blanche. They evidently suspect her
of liavmg got out at the junction of the two railways, for the piupose of
giving the telegraph the sUp. There is no help for it. Go to becl, chUd
—go to bed."
Blanche Mssed her uncle in sUenee, and went away. The bright
young face was sad mth the first hopeless sorrow which the old man
had yet seen on it. His niece's partmg look dwelt painfuUy on his
mind, when he was up M his room, with the faithful Duncan gettmg him
ready for his bed.
" This is a bad business, Duncan. I don't like to say so to Miss
Lundie—but I greatly fear the governess has baffled us."
" It seems hkely. Sir Patrick. The poor young lady looks quite
heart-broken about if."
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" You noticed that, too—did you ? She has Hved all her Iffe, you
see, with Miss Silvester; and there is a very strong attachment between
them. I am uneasy about my niece, Duncan. I am afraid this disappointment will have a serious effect on her."
" She's young, Sfr Patrick."
" Yes, my friend, she's young—but the young (when they are good
for anything) have warm hearts. Winter hasn't stolen on tliem, Duncan !
And they feel keenly."
" I think there's reason to hope, su", that Miss Lundie may get over
it, more easily than you suppose."
" What reason, pray ? "
" A person in my position can hardly ventm-e to speak freely sir, on
a delicate matter of this kmd."
Sir Patrick's temper flashed out, haff seriously, half whimsically as
usual.
" Is that a snap at Me, you old dog ? If I am not your friend, as
weU as your master, who is ? Am / in the habit of keepmg any of my
harmless feUow-creatures at a distance ? I despise the cant of modern
Liberahsm^but it's not the less true that I have, all my life, protested
against the inhuman separation of classes ui England. We are, in that
respect, brag as we may of our national -sii'tue, the most unchristian
people in the civilized world."
" I beg your pardon, Sfr Patrick
"
" God help me ! I am talldng poHtics at this time of mght! It's
your fault, Duncan. What do you mean by castmg my station in my
teeth, because I can't put my Mghtcap on comfortably, tUl you have
brushed my hafr- ? I have a good nund to get up, and brush yours.
There ! there ! I'm uneasy about my mece—nervous irritabUity, my
good feUow; that's all. Let's hear what j'ou have to say about Miss
Lundie. And go on-with my hair. And don't be a humbug."
" I was about to renimd you, Sir Patrick, that Miss Lundie has
another interest in her Hfe to tm-n to. If tlus matter of Miss Sylvester
ends badly—and I own it begms to look as if it would—I should hurry
my Mece's marriage, sfr; and see ff that wouldn't console her."
Sfr Patrick started under the gentle discipUne of the hairbrush in
Duncan's hand.
" That's very sensibly put," said the old gentleman. " Duncan ! you
are what I call, a clear-mmded man. WeU worth thinMng of, old
Truepenny ! If the worst comes to the w^orst, weU worth thinking of!"
It was not the first time that Duncan's steady good sense had struck
Ught, under the form of a new thought, m his master's mind. But
never yet had he wrought such mischief as the mischief which he had
innocently done now. He had sent Sir Patrick to bed, mtli the fatal
idea of hastemng the marriage of Arnold and Blanche.
The situation of afiairs at Windygates—now that Anne had apparently obUterated all trace of herselt^—was becommg serious. The one
chance on which the discovery of Arnold's position depended—was the
chance that accident might reveal the truth, ui the lapse of time. In
this posture of circumstances, Sfr Patrick now resolved—ff nothing
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happened to reheve Blanche's anxiety m the course of the week—to
advance the celebration of the marriage, from the end of the autumn
(as origmaUy contemplated) to the first fortnight of the ensMng month.
As dates then stood, the change led (so far as free scope for the development of accident was concerned) to tMs serious result. I t abridged a
lapse of three months into an mterval of three weeks.
The next mornmg came; and Blanche marked it as a memorable
mornmg, by committmg an act of imprudence, which struck away one
more of the chances of discovery that had existed, before the arrival
of the Edinburgh telegram on the previous day.
She had passed a sleepless night; fevered in nund and bodj^;
tMnkuig, hour after horn-, of nothing but Anne. At sunrise, she could
endm-e it no longer. H e r power to control herself was completely
exhausted; her own unpulses led her as they pleased. She got up,
determined not to let Geoffrey leave the house, without lisMng an effort
to make Mm reveal what he knew about Anne. I t was nothing less
than downright treason to Sir Patrick to act on her own responsibiUty
in this way. She knew it was wrong; she was heartUy ashamed of
herself for doing it. But the demon that possesses women with a
recklessness all their own, at the critical moments of their Hves, had
got her—and she did it.
Geofli-ey had arranged, overnight, to breakfast early, by himseff, and
to walk the ten niUes to Ms brother's house ; sending a servant to fetch
his luggage later m the day.
He had got on his h a t ; he was standing m the liaU, searching his
pocket for Ms second seff, the pipe—when Blanche suddenly appeared
from the mornmg-room, and placed herself between him and the house
door.
" Up, earlj'—eh ? " said Geoffrey. " I'm off to my brother's."
She made no reply. H e looked at her closer. The gui's eyes were
trying to read his face, -with an utter carelessness of concealment,
which forbade (even to his mhid) aU unworthy uiterpretation of her
motive for stopping him on his way out.
" Any commands for me ? " he inqufr-ed.
This time she answered him.
" I have somethmg to ask you," she said.
He smUed graciously, and opened his tobacco-pouch. H e was fresh
and strong after his night's sleep—healthy and handsome and goodhumoured. The housemaids had had a peep at him that morning, and
had -wished—Hke Desdemona, with a difference—that " Heaven had
made aU three of them such a man."
" WeU," he said, " what is it ? "
She put her question, without a single word of preface—purposely
to siu-piise him.
" Mr. Delamayn," she said, " do you know where Anne Silvester is
this niornmg.? "
He was fUhng his pipe as she spoke, and he dropped some of the
tobacco on the floor. Instead of ansv/ering, before he picked up the
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tobacco, he answered after—in surly seff-possession, and in one word:
"No."
" Do you know nothing about her ? "
H e devoted himseff doggedly to the filHng of Ms pipe.
" NotMng."
" On your w-ord of honour, as a gentleman ? "
" On my word of honour, as a gentleman.''
H e put back Ms tobacco-pouch in his pocket. His handsome face
w-as as hard as stone. His clear blue eyes defied aU the girls m England
put together to see mto his mind.
" Have you done, Miss Lundie ? " he asked, suddenly changing to a
bantermg politeness of tone and manner.
Blanche saw that it was hopeless—saw that she had compromised
her own interests by her own headlong act. Sir Patrick's warning
words came back reproachfully to her. " We commit a serious mistake,
if we put Mm on his guard at starting."
There was but one course to take.
" Yes," she said. " I have done."
" My turn now," rejoined Geoffrey.
" You want to know where
Jliss SUvester is. W h y do you ask Me ? "
Blanche did aU that could be done, towards repairmg the error that
she had committed. She kept Geoffrey as far away, as Geoffrey had
kept her, from the truth.
" I happen to know," she replied, " t h a t Miss SUvester left the place
at which she had been staymg, about the time when you went out
walking yesterday. And I thought you might have seen her."
" Oh ? That's the reason—is it? " said Geoffrey, with a smUe.
The smile stung Blanche's sensitive temper to the qMck. She
made a final effort to control herself, before her mdignation got the
better of her.
" I have no more to say, Mr. Delamayn."
W i t h that reply, she turned her back on him, and closed the door of
the mornmg-room between them.
Geoffi-ey descended the house-steps, and Ht Ms pipe. H e was not at
the shghtest loss, on this occasion, to account for what had happened.
H e assumed at once that Arnold had taken a mean revenge on Mm,
after his conduct of the day before, and had told the whole secret of his
errand at Craig Fernie to Blanche. The tMng would get next, no
doubt, to Sir Patrick's ears; and Sir Patrick would thereupon be
probably the first person wiio revealed to Arnold the position in
which he had placed himself with Anne. All right! Sir Patrick
would be an excellent witness to appeal to, when the scandal broke
out, and when the time came for repudiating Anne's claim on Mm
as the barefaced imposture of a woman who was married already to
another man. H e puffed away miconcernedly at his pipe, and started,
at his swmging, steady pace, for Ms brother's 'house.
Blanche remained alone m the morning-room. The prospect of
getting at the truth, by means of what Geofi'rey might say on the next
occasion when he consulted Sir Patrick, was a prospect that she herself
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had closed fi-om that moment. She sat down in despair, by the window.
It commanded a -view of the Httle side-terrace which had been Anne's
favourite walk at Wmdygates. With weary eyes and aching heart, the
poor chUd looked at the fanuHar place; and asked herself, with the
bitter repentance that comes too late, if she had destroyed the last chance
of finding Anne!
She sat passively at the window, while the hours of the morning
•wore on, until the postman came. Before the servant could take the
letter-bag, she was m the hall to receive it. Was it possible to hope
that the bag had brought tidings of Anne ? She sorted the letters; and
hglited suddenly on a letter to herseff. I t bore the Kirkandrew postmark, and it was addressed to her in Anne's handwiituig.
she tore the letter open, and read these lines : ^
" I have left you for ever, Blanche. God bless and reward y o u '
God make you a happy woman in aU your life to come ! Cruel as you
wiU think me, love, I have never been so truly your sister as I am now.
I can oMy tell you this—I can never tell you more. Forgive me, and
forget me. Oiu- lives are parted lives, from this day."
Gomg down to breakfast about his usual hoiu, Su- Patrick missed
Blanche, whom he was accustomed to see waiting for him at the table
at that time. The room was empty ; the other members of the household having all finished their morMng meal. Sfr Patrick disliked
breakfastmg alone. H e sent Duncan with a message, to be given to
Blanche's maid.
The maid appeared, in due time. Miss Lundie was unable to leave
her room. She sent a letter to her uncle, with her love—and begged he
would read it.
Sfr Patrick opened the letter, and saw what Anne had -vvritten to
Blanche.
He waited a little, reflecting, with evident pain and anxiety, on w-hat
he had read—then opened his own letters, and hurriedly looked at the
signatures. There was nothing for him from his friend, the sheriff, at
Edinburgh, and no communication from the railway, in the shape of a
telegram. H e had decided, overnight, on waiting tUl the end of the
week before he interfered in the matter of Blanche's marriage. Tho
events of the morning determined Mm on not waiting another day.
Duncan returned to the breakfast-room, to pour out his master's coffee.
Sir Patrick sent him away again, with a second message.
" Do you know where Lady Lundie is, Duncan ? "
" Yes, Sfr Patrick."
" My compliments to her ladyship. If she is not otherwise engaged,
I shaU be glad to speak to her privately, m an hour's time."
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CHAPTER

THE

THIRTIETH.

DROPPED.
SiE PATBicKmade a bad breakfast. Blanche's absence fretted h i m ; and
Anne Silvester's letter puzzled Mm.
H e read it, short as it w^as, a second time, and a third. If it meant
anythmg, it meant that the motive at the bottom of Anne's flight, was to
accomplish the sacrifice of herself to the happmess of Blanche. She
had parted for Hfe from his niece, for his niece's sake ! W h a t did this
mean ? And how was it to be reconcUed with Anne's position—as
described to him by IVIrs. Inchbare, during Ms visit to Craig Fernie ?
All Sir Patrick's mgeniuty, and aU Sir Patrick's experience, faded to
find so much as the shadow of an answer to that question.
WhUe he was stUl pondermg over the letter, Arnold and the surgeon
entered the breakfast-room together.
•' Have you heard about Blanche ? " asked Arnold, excitedly. " She
is in no danger. Sir Patrick—the worst of it is over now."
The surgeon interposed, before Sfr Patrick could appeal to him.
" Mr. Brmkworth's mterest in the young lady a Uttle exaggerates the
state of the case," he said. " I have seen her at Lady Lundie's request;
and I can assure you that there is not the slightest reason for any
present alarm. Miss Lundie has had a nervous attack, which has
yielded to the simplest domestic remedies. The only anxiety you need
feel, is connected •with the management of her m the future. She is
suffering from some mental distress, which it is not for me, but for her
fiiends, to aUe-viate and remove. If you can turn her thoughts from the
painful subject—whatever it may be—on wMch they are dweMng now,
you wUl do all that needs to be done." H e took up a newspaper from
the table, and stroUed out mto the garden, leaving Sir Patrick and
Ai-nold together.
" You heard t h a t ? " said Sir Patrick.
" I s he right, do you think ? " asked Arnold.
" Right ? Do you suppose a man gets his reputation by making
mistakes ! You re one of the new generation. Master Arnold. You can
all of you stare at a famous m a n ; but you haven't an atom of respect for
his fame. If Shakspeare came to Hfe agam, and talked of play-writing,
the first pretentious nobody who sat opposite, at dinner, woiUd differ
with Mm as composedly as he might differ with you and me. Veneration is dead among u s ; the present age has buried it, without a stone to
mark the place. So much for t h a t ! Let's get back to Blanche. I
suppose you can guess what the painful subject is that's dwelling on her
mind ? Miss SUvester has baffled me, and baffled the Edinburgh pohce.
Blanche discovered that we had faUed last night; and Blanche received
that letter, this mornuig."
Pie pushed Anne's letter across the breakfast-table.
Arnold read i t ; and handed it back, without a word. Viewed by the
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new hght m which he saw Geoffrey's character, after the quarrel on the
heath, the letter conveyed but one conclusion to Ms mind. Geoffrey had
deserted her.
" Well? " said Sir Patrick. " Do you understand what it means ? "
" I understand Blanche's wretchedness when she read it."
He said no more than that. I t was plain that no information which
he could afford—even ff he had considered himself at Hberty to give it—
would be of the slightest use in assisting Sir Patrick to trace Miss
Silvester, under present circumstances. There was—unhappily—no
temptation to mduce him to break the honoiuable silence which he had
maintamed thus far. And—more unfortunately still—assunmig the
temptation to present itseff, Arnold's capacity to resist it had never been
so strong a capacity as it was now.
To the two powerful motives which had hitherto tied his tongue—respect for Anne's reputation, and reluctance to reveal to Blanche the
deception wiiich he had been compelled to practise on her, at the inn—
to these two motives there was now added a third. The meanness of
betrajing the confidence which Geoffrey had reposed in him, would be
doubled meanness, ff he proved false to Ms trust, after Geoffrey had
personally insulted him. The paltry revenge which that false friend
had unhesitatmgly suspected Mm of taldng, was a revenge of which
Arnold's nature was simply incapable. Never had his lips been more
efifectuaUy sealed than at this moment—wiien his whole future depended
on Sir Patrick's discovering the part that he had played in past events
at Craig Fernie.
" Y e s ! yes," resumed Sir Patrick, impatiently. "Blanche's distress
is inteUigible enough. But here is my niece apparently answerable for
this unhappy woman's disappearance. Can you explain what my Mece
has got to do with it ?''
" I!
Blanche herseff is completely mystified.
How should I
know? "
Answ^ering in those terms, he spoke with perfect sincerity. Anne's
vague distrust of the position in which they had innocently placed themselves at the mn, had produced no corresponding effect on Arnold at the
tune. He had not regarded i t ; he had not even understood it. As a
necessarj- result, not the faintest suspicion of the motive mider which
Anne was actuig, existed in his mind now.
Sir Patrick put the letter in his pocket-book, and abandoned all
fmther attempt at mterpretmg the meaning of it, m despafr-.
" Enough, and more than enough, of groping in the dark," he said,
" One point is clear to me. after what has happened upstairs this morning. We must accept the position in which Miss Silvester has placed
us. I shall give up all further effort to trace her from this moment."
" Surely that will be a dreadful disappointment to Blanche, Sir
Patrick ? "
" I don't deny it. W e must face the result."
" If you are sure there is nothing else to be done I suppose we
must."
" I am not sure of anytlung of the sort. Master Arnold! There axe
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two chances stUl left of throwing light on this matter, wMch are both of
them independent of anything that Miss Silvester can do to keep it m
the dark."
" Then why not try them, sfr? It seems hard to drop Miss SUvester
when she is in trouble."
" It is hard. But we can't help her agamst her own wUl," rejoined
Sir Patrick. " And we can't run the risk, after that nervous attack this
morning, of subjecting Blanche to any further suspense. I have thought
of my niece's interests throughout this business—and if I now change
my mind, and declme to agitate her by more experiments, ending (quite
possibly) m more failures, it is because I am thmking of her interests
stiU. I have no other motive. However numerous my weaknesses
may be, ambition to distmgmsh myself as a detective poUceman is not
one of them. The case, from the pohce point of view, is by no means a
lost case. I drop it, nevertheless, for Blanche's sake. Instead of encouraging her thoughts to dweU on this melancholy business, we must
apply the remedy suggested by our medical friend."
" How is that to be done ? " asked Arnold.
A sly twist of hmnoiir began to show itself m Sir Patrick's face.
" Has she notlung to tMnk of m the future, wMcli is a pleasanter
subject of reflection than the loss of her friend? " he asked. " You are
uiterested, my young gentleman, in the remedy that is to cure Blanche.
You are one of the drugs in the moral prescription. Can you guess
what it is ? "
Arnold started to his feet, and brightened into a new bemg.
" Perhaps j'oii object to being hurried ? " said Sfr Patrick.
" Object! If Blanche wUl oMy consent, I'U take her to cliiuch as
soon as she comes downstafrs ! "
" Thank you ! " said Sir Patrick, dryly. " Mr. Arnold Brinkworth,
may you always be as ready to take Time by the forelock as you are
now! Sit down agam; and don't talk nonsense. It is just possible—•
if Blanche consents (as you say), and if we can hurry the lawyers—that
you may be married m three w-eeks' or a month's time."
" what have the lawyers got to do with it? "
" My good feUow, this is not a marriage m a novel! This is the
most unromantic affafr of the sort that ever happened. Here are a
young gentleman and a young lady, both rich people ; both weU matched
Ul bfr-th and character; one of age, and the other marrjing -with the full
consent and approval of her guardian. What is the consequence of this
purely prosaic state of things ? Lawyers and settlements of course ! "
" Come mto the Hbrary, Sfr- Patrick ; and I'U soon settle the settlements ! A bit of paper, and a dip of mk. ' I hereby give every blessed
farthmg I have got m the world to my dear Blanche.' Sign that; stick
a wafer on at the side; clap your flnger on the wafer; ' I deHver tMs as
my act and deed ;' and there it is—done ! "
" Is it, really ? You are a born legislator. You create and codffy
your own system all in a breath. Moses-Justinian-Mahomet, give me
your arm! There is one atom of sense in what you have just said.
' Come into the hbrary'—is a suggestion worth attending to. Do you
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happen, among your other superfluities, to have such a thing as a lawyer
about you ? "
" I have got two. One m London; and one in Edinbm-gh."
" We wUl take the nearest of the two, because we are m a hurry.
Who is the Edinburgh lawyer ? Pringle of Pitt Street ? Couldn't be a
better man. Come and write to him. You have given me 3-our
abstract of a marriage settlement with the bre^vity of an ancient Roman.
I scorn to be outdone by an amateur lawyer. Here is my abstract!—
You are just and generous to Blanche ; Blanche is just and generous to
you; and you both combine to be just and generous together, to your
children. There is a model settlement! and there are your instructions
to Pringle of Pitt Street! Can you do it by yourself? No ; of course
you can't. Now don't be slovenly-minded! See the points, in their
order as they come. You are going to be married; you state to whom ;
you add that I am the lady's guardian ; you give the name and address
of my lawyer in Edmburgh ; you write your instructions plainly in the
fewest words, and leave details to your legal adviser; you refer the
lawyers to each other ; you request that the draft settlements be
prepared as speecHly as possible ; and you give your address at this
house. There are the heads. Can't you do it, now? Oh, the rising
generation! Oh, the progress we are maMng in these enlightened
modern times! There ! there ! j'Ou can marry Blanche, and make her
happy, and increase the popMation—and all without kno^wing how to
write the EngHsh language.
One can only say with the learned
Bevoriskius, looking out of his wmdow at the Ulimitable loves of the
sparrows, ' How mercifiU is Heaven to its creatures!' Take up the
pen. I'll dictate ! I'll dictate ! "
Sfr Patrick read the letter over : approved of i t ; and saw it safe in
the box for the post. This done, he peremptorily forbade Arnold to
speak to Ms niece on the subject of the marriage, without his express
permission. " There's somebody else's consent to be got," he said,
'• besides Blanche's consent and mme."
" Ijady Lundie ? "
" Lady Lundie. Strictly speakmg, I am the only authority. But
my sister-m-law is Blanche's stepmother, and she is appointed
guardian, m the event of my death.
She has a right to be consulted—
in courtesy, if not in law. Would you hke to do it ? "
Arnold's face feU. H e looked at Sir Patrick in sUent dismay.
" W h a t ! J'OU can't even speak to such a perfectly pliable person as
Lady Lundie ? You may have been a very useful fellow at sea. A
more helpless young man I never met with on shore.
Get out
with you into the garden, among tho other sparrow-s ! Somebodj' must
confront her ladysMp. And if you v/on't—1 must."
He pushed Arnold out of the library, and applied meditatively to
the knob of his cane. His gaiety disappeared, now that he w-as alone.
His experience of Lady Lundie's character told him that, in attempting
to win her approval to any scheme for hurrying Blanche's marriage, he
was undertaking no easy task.
" I suppose," mused Sir Patrick,
thinking of his late brother—" I suppose poor Tom had some way of
14
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managing h e r ? How did he do it, I wonder? It she liad been the
wffe of a bricklayer, she is the sort of woman who would have been
kept m perfect order by a vigorous and regular appHcation of her
husband's flst. But Tom wasn't a bricHayer. I wonder how Tom did
it ? " After a Httie hard thinkmg on tMs pomt, Sfr Patrick gave up the
problem as beyond human solution.
" I t must be done," he concluded. " And my owm mother-wit must
help me to do it."
I n that resigned frame of mind, he left the Hbrary, and knocked at
the door of Lady Lundie's boudofr.

CHAPTER T H E THIRTY-FIRST.
OUTWITTED.

S I B PATRICK found Ms sister-in-law immersed in domestic business.
H e r ladysMp's correspondence and \isitmg-hst; her ladj'sMp's household bUls and ledgers; her ladysMp's Diary and Memorandum-book
(bound in scarlet morocco); her ladysMp's desk, envelope-case, match
box, and taper candlestick (aU m ebony and sUver) ; her ladysMp
herself, presidmg over her responsibUities, and -wielding her materials;
equal to any calls of emergency; beautifuUy dressed m correct morning
costume; blest with perfect health both of the secretions and the
principles; absolutely void of vice, and formidably fuU of -virtue,
presented, to every properly-constituted nund, the most imposing
spectacle known to humamty—the British Matron on her throne, asking
the world m general, When wUl you produce the Hke of Me ?
" I am afraid I disturb you," said Sir Patrick. " I am a perfectly
idle person. Shall I look m a Httle later ? "
Lady Lundie put her hand to her head, and smUed faintly.
" A Uttle pressiue here, Sfr Patrick. Pray sit down. Duty finds me
earnest; Duty finds me cheerful; Duty finds me accessible. From a
poor weak woman. Duty must expect no more. Now what is it ? "
(Her ladyship consiUted her scarlet memorandum-book.) " I have got
it here, under its proper head, distingiushed by initial letters. P.—the
poor. No. H.M.—heathen missions. No. V.T.A.—Visitors to arrive.
No. P.I.P.—Here it i s : Private Interview -with Patrick. Will you
forgive me the Httle harmless familiarity of omittmg your title ? Thank
you ! You are alwa.ys so good. I am quite at your service, when you
lUvC to begin. If it's anythmg painful, pray don't hesitate. I am quite
prepared."
W i t h that mtimation, her ladysMp threw herseff back m her chair,
with her elbows on the arms and her fingers jomed at the tips, as ff she
was receivmg a deputation.
" Yes? " she said, interrogatively.
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Sfr Patrick paict a private tribute of pity to Ms late brother's memory;
and entered on Ms busmess.
" We won't caU it a painfiU matter," he began. " Let us say it's a
matter of domestic anxiety. Blanche
"
Lady Lundie emitted a famt scream, and put her hand over
her eyes.
" Must you ? " cried her ladyship, m a tone of touching remonstrance.
" Oh, Sfr Patrick, must you ? "
" Yes. I must."
Lady LuncUe's magnificent eyes looked up at that Mdden court of
human appeal which is lodged m the ceiUiig. The Mdden court looked
down at Lady Lundie, and saw—Duty, advertismg itself in the largest
capital letters.
" Go on. Sir Patrick. The motto of woman is Seff-sacrifice. You
shan't see how you cHstress me. Go on."
Sfr Patrick went on, impenetrably—without betraymg the sHghtesi
expression of sympathy or surprise.
" I was about to refer to the nervous attack from which Blanche has
suffered tlus morning," he said. " May I ask whether you have been
informed of the cause to which the attack is attributable ? "
" There!" exclaimed Lady Lundie, with a sudden bound in her chafr,
and a sudden development of vocal power to correspond. " The one thing
I shrank from spealdng of! the cruel, cruel, cruel behaviour I ^vas prepared to pass over ! And Sfr Patrick hits on i t ! Innocently—don't let
me do an mjustice—hmocently Mts on i t ! "
" Hits on what, my dear madam ? "
" Blanche's conduct to me this mornmg. Blanche's hea-rtless secrecy;
Blanche's undutiful sUence. I rex)eat the words !—Heartless secrecy.
Undutiful sUence."
"AUow me, for one moment. Lady Lundie
"
" AUow me, Su- Patrick! Heaven knows how unwUling I am to
speak of it. Heaven knows that not a word of reference to it escaped
mij hps. But you leave me no choice now. As mistress of the household, as a Christian woman, as the widow of your dear brother, as a
mother to this misguided gfrl, 1 must state the facts. I know you mean
weU; I know you wish to spare me. Qmte useless! I must state the
facts."
Sfr Patrick bowed and submitted. (If he had only been a bricklayer!
and ff Lady Lundie had not been, what her ladyship unquestionably was,
the strongest person of the two !)
" Permit me to draw a veU, for your sake," said Lady Lundie, " over
the horrors—I cannot, with the best wish to spare you, conscientiously
caU them by any other name—the horrors that took place upstairs. The
moment I heard that Blanche was Ul, I was at my post. Duty wiU always
find me ready. Sir Patrick, to my dymg day. Shockin.g as the whole
thing was, I presided calnffy over the screams and sobs of my stepdaughter. I closed ray ears to the profane violence of her language. I
set the necessary example, as an English gentlewoman at the head of
her household, i t was oMy when I distinctly heard the name of a person
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never to be mentioned again m my famUy cfrcle, issue (if I may use the
expression) from Blanche's Hps, that I began to be reaUy alarmed. I
said to mj'maid—'HopMns, this is not hysteria. This is a possession
of the de-vil. Fetch the chloroform.' "
CMoroform, applied m the capacity of an exorcism, was entirely
new to Sir Patrick, He preserved his gravity with considerable difficulty.
Lady Lundie went on.
'' Hopldns is an exceUent person—but Hopkins has a tongue. She
met our distmguished medical guest in the corridor, and told him. He
was so good as to come to the door. I was shocked to trouble Mm to
act m Ms professional capacity, w-hUe he was a visitor, an honoured
•visitor, in my house. Besides, I considered it more a case for a clergyman than for a medical man. However, there was no help for it, after
Hopkins's tongue. I requested our eminent fiiend to favour us with—I
think the exact scientific term is—a Prognosis. He took the purely
material -view which was only to be expected from a p)erson in Ms profession. He prognosed—am I right? Did he prognose? or did he diagnose:
A habit of spealdng correctly is so important, Sir Patrick ! and I should
be so grieved to nuslead you! "
" iSfever mmd. Lady Lundie! I have heard the medical report.
Don't trouble yourseff to repeat it."
" Don't trouble myseff to repeat it ? " echoed Lady Lundie—with
her dignity up in arms at the bare prospect of findmg her remarks
abridged. " Ah, Sfr Patrick! that Httle constitutional impatience of
yours !—Oh, dear me ! how often you must have given way to it, and
how often you must have regretted it, m your time ! "
" My dear lady ! ff you •wish to repeat the report, why not say so,
in plain words ? Don't let me hurry you. Let us have the Prognosis,
by all means."
Lady Lundie shook her head compassionately, and smUed with
angehc sadness.
" Our httle besetting sms! " she said. " 'What slaves we are to our
Httle besetting sms! Take a turn m the room—do ! "
Any ordmary man would have lost his temper. But the law (as Sir
Patrick had told Ms Mece) has a special temper of its o-wn. Without
exMbitmg the smaUest irritation, Sfr Patrick dexterously appHed his
sister-m-law's bUster to Ms sister-in-law herseff.
"What an eye you have!" he said. " I mas impatient. I am
impatient. I am dying to know what Blanche said to you when she got
better?"
The British Matron froze up into a matron of stone on the spot.
"NotMng!" answered her ladyship, with a vicious snap of her
teeth, as ff she had tried to bite the word before it escaped her.
" Nothmg! " exclaimed Sir Patrick.
" Nothing," repeated Lady Lundie, -with her most formidable
emphasis of look and tone. " I appHed aU the remedies -with my own
hands ; I cut her laces -with my own scissors ; I completely wetted her
head through -with cold water; I remained -\vith her until she was quite
exhausted ; I took her in my arms, and folded her to my bosom; I sent
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everybody out of the room; I said, ' Dear cMld, confide in me.' And
how were my advances—my motherly advances—met ? I have already
told you. By heartless secrecy. B y undutfful sUence."
Sir Patrick pressed the bUster a Httle closer to the skm. " She was
probably afraid to speak," he said.
"Afraid? Oh ! " cried Lady Lundie, distrustmg the e-yidence o t h e r
own senses. " You can't have said that ? I have e-vidently misapprehended you. You didn't reaUy say, afraid ? "
" I said, she was probably afraid
"
" Stop ! I can't be told to my face that I have failed to do my duty
by Blanche. No, Sfr Patrick! I can bear a great deal; but I can't
hear that. After ha-vmg been more than a mother to your dear brother's
chfld; after havmg been an elder sister to Blanche; after having toUed—
I say toiled, Sfr Patrick!—to cMtivate her inteUigence (with the sweet
hues of the poet ever present to my memory : ' DeUghtfM task to rear
the tender nund, and teach the young idea how to s h o o t ! ' ) ; after ha-vmg
done all I have done—a place m the carriage oMy yesterday, and a visit
to the most mterestmg reUc of feudal times in Perthslure—after ha-vmg
sacrificed aU I have sacrificed, to be told that I have behaved m such a
manner to Blanche as to frighten her when I ask her to confide m me,
is a Httle too cruel. I have a sensitive—an undMy sensitive nature,
dear Sfr- Patrick. Forgive me for wincmg when I am wounded. Forgive
me for feeHng it, when the wound is dealt me by a person whom I
revere."
Her ladysMp put her handkercMef to her eyes. Any other man
would have taken off the bUster. Sir Patrick pressed it harder than
ever.
" You qMte mistake me," he repHed. " I meant that Blanche was
afraid to teU you the true cause of her illness. The true cause is
anxiety about Miss SUvester."
Lady Lundie emitted another scream—a loud scream tMs time—and
closed her eyes m horror.
" I can run out of the house," cried her ladyship, wUdly. " I can
fly to the uttermost corners of the earth—but I can not hear that
person's name mentioned ! No, Sir Patrick ! not m my presence ! not
in my room! not wliUe I am mistress at Wmdygates House ! "
" I am sorry to say anythmg that is disagreeable to you, Lady
Limdie. B u t the nature of my errand here obUges me to touch—as
hghtly as possible—on something which has happened m your house,
without your knowledge."
Lady Lundie suddeMy opened her eyes, and became the picture of
attention. A casual observer might have supposed her ladyship to be
not whoUy inaccessible to the vulgar emotion of curiosity.
" A -visitor came to Wmdygates yesterday, wMle we were aU at
lunch," proceeded Sfr- Patrick. " She
"
Lady Lundie seized the scarlet memorandum-book, and stopped her
brother-in-law, before he could get any further. H e r ladysMp's next
words escaped her Hps spasmodicaUy, Hke words let at intervals out of
a trap.
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" I undertake—as a woman accustomed to seff-restraint, Sir Patrick
—I undertake to control myseff, on one condition. I won't have the
name mentioned. I won't have the sex mentioned. Say, ' The
Person,' ff you please. ' The Person,'" contmued Lady Lundie,
opening her memorandum-book, and taldng up her pen, " committed
an audacious mvasion of my prenuses yesterday ? "
Sir Patrick bowed. Her ladyship made a note—a fiercely-penned
note that scratched the paper -viciously—and then proceeded to examine
her brother-m-law, m the capacity of -(•vitness.
" What part of my house did ' The Person' invade ? Be very careful,
Sfr Patrick ! I propose to place myseff under the protection of a justice
of the peace; and this is a memorandum of my statement. The hbrary
—did I understand you to say? Just so—the Hbrary."
" Add," said Sir Patrick, with another pressure on the bhster, " that
The Person had an mterview -with Blanche m the Hbrary."
Lady Lundie's pen suddenly stuck in the paper, and scattered a httle
shower of ink-drops aU round it. " The Hbrary," repeated her ladysMp,
in a voice suggestive of approaching suffocation. " I undertake to control
myself. Sir Patrick ! Anytlung missing from the library ? "
" Nothmg missmg. Lady Lundie, but The Person herself. She
"
" No, Sfr- Patrick ! I won't have it! In the name of my own sex,
I won't have it! "
" Pray pardon me—I forgot t h a t ' she' was a prohibited pronoun on
the present occasion. The Person has written a farewell letter to
Blanche, and has gone, nobody know^s where. The distress produced by
these events, is alone answerable for what has happened to Blanche this
morning. If you bear that in mind—and if you remember what your
own opiMon is of j\Iiss SUvester—you -wiU understand why Blanche
hesitated to adimt you into her confidence."
There, he waited for a reply. Lady Lundie was too deeply absorbed
m completmg her memorandiun to be conscious of Ms presence hi
the room. .
" ' Carriage to be at the door, at two-thfrty,'" said Lady Lundie,
repeating the final words of the memorandum, wliUe she wrote them.
" ' Inqufr-e for the nearest justice of the peace, and place the privacy of
Wmdygates under the protection of the law.' I beg your pardon!"
exclaimed her ladysMp, becommg conscious agam of Sfr Patrick's
presence. " Have I nussed anythmg particularly painful ? Pray mention
it, if I have ! "
" You have nussed notMng of the shghtest importance," returned
Sir Patrick. " I have placed you m possession of facts which you had
a right to know; and we have now only to return to our medical friend's
report on Blanche's health. You were about to favom- me, I thmk, with
the Prognosis ? "
" Diagnosis ! " said her ladysMp, spitefully. " I had forgotten at the
time—I remember now. Prognosis is entfrely •wrong."
" I sit corrected, Lady Limdie. Diagnosis."
" You have informed me, Sfr Patrick, that you are afready acquainted
mth the Diagnosis. It is qmte needless for me to repeat it now."
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" I was anxious to correct my own impression, my dear lady, by
comparmg it with yours."
" You are very good. You are a learned man. I am only a poor
ignorant woman. Your impression cannot possibly require cor-rectrng
by mine."
" My impression. Lady Lundie, was that our friend recommended
moral, rather than medical, treatment for Blanche. If we can turn her
thoughts from the painful subject on which they are now dwelUng, we
shaU do aU that is needf'M. Those were his own words, as I remember
them. Do you confirm me ? "
"Can I presume to dispute with you, Sir Patrick? You are a
master of refined irony, I know. I am afraid it's aU thro^wn aw-ay on
poor me."
(The law kept its wonderful teinper! The law met the most
exasperating of living women with a counterpower of defensive aggravation, all its own!)
" I take that as confirmmg me, Lady Lundie. Thank you. Now, as
to the method of carrying out our fiiend's ad^vice ? The method seems
plain. AU we can do to divert Blanche's mind is to turn Blanche's
attention to some other subject of reflection, less painful than the subject
whieh occupies her now. Do you agree, so far? "
" Why place the whole responsibility on my shoulders ? " uiqiured
Lady Lundie.
" Out of profound deference for your opinion," ansvrered Sir Patrick.
" Strictly spealdng, no doubt, any serious responsi'Dility rests m t h me.
1 am Blanche's guardian
"
" Thank God ! " cried Lady Lundie, •with a perfect explosion of
pious fervour.
" I hear an outburst of devout thankfulness," remarked Sir Patrick.
"Am I to take it as expressing—let me say—some little doubt, on your
part, as to the prospect of managing Blanche successfuUy, under present
circumstances ? "
Lady Lundie's temper began to give way again—exactly as her
brother-in-law had anticipated.
" You are to take it," she said, " as expressmg my conviction that I
saddled myseff with the charge of an incorrigibly heartless, olistinate,
and perverse gul, when I undertook the care of Blanche."
" Did you saj- ' incorrigibly ? ' "
" I said ' incorrigibly.' "
" If the case is as hopeless as that, my dear madam—a,s Blanche's
guardian, I ought to find means to reheve you of the charge of
Blanche."
" Nobod}'^ shaU relieve me of a duty that I have once undertaken ! "
retorted Lady Limdie. " Not if 1 die at my post! "
" Suppose it w-as consistent with your duty," pleaded Sir Patrick, " to
be reheved at your post ? Suppose it was m harmony •with that ' selfsacrifice ' which is ' t h e motto of woman.' "
" I don't understand you. Sir Patrick. Be so good as to explain
yourseff'."
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Sfr Patrick assumed a nev/ character—the character of a hesitating
man. H e cast a look of respectful mqMry at Ms sister-in-law, sighed,
and shook Ms head.
" No ! " he said. " I t would be asldng too much. Even •with your
Mgh standard of duty, it would be asMng too much."
" Nothhig wluch you can ask me m the name of duty is too much."
" No ! no ! Let me renund you. H u m a n nature has its limits."
" A Cluistian gentlewoman's sense of duty knows no Hnuts ! "
" Oh, surely yes ! "
" Sfr Patrick! after what I have just said, your perseverance in
doubting me amounts to something Hke an msult ? "
" Don't ssiy t h a t ! Let me put a case. L e t us suppose the future
interests of another person to depend on your saying. Yes—when aU
your own most cherished ideas and oiiiMons lu-ge you to say No. Do
you reaUy mean to teU me that you could trample your own con-victions
under foot, if it could be shown that the purely abstract consideration of
duty was involved m the sacrifice ? "
" Yes ! " cried Lady LuncHe, mounting the pedestal of her -virtue on
the spot. " Yes—-without a moment's hesitation ! "
" I sit corrected. Lady Lundie. You embolden me to proceed.
AUOW me to ask (after what I have just heard)—whether it is not your
duty to act on advice given for Blanche's benefit, by one of the highest
medical authorities m England ? "
H e r ladyship admitted that it w-as her duty; pendmg a more favourable oi^portiuiity for contradicting her brother-in-law.
" Very good," pursued Sir Patrick. " Assummg that Blanche is
like most other human bemgs, and has some prospect of happiness to
contemplate, if she coMd oiUy be made to see it—are we not bound to
make her see it, by om- moral obUgation to act on the mecHcal advice ? "
H e cast a courteously-persuasive look at her ladysMp, and paused m
the most innocent manner for a reply.
If Lady- Lundie had not been bent—thanks to the irritation
fomented by her brother-m-law—on disputing the ground with him,
inch by inch, she must have seen signs, by this time, of the snare that
was bemg set for her. As it was, she saw nothing but the opportumty
of disparagmg Blanche, and contradicting Sir Patrick.
" if my step-daughter had any such prospect as you describe," she
answered, " I should of course say. Yes. But Blanche's is an UlregiUated mind. An iU-regulated mind has no prospect of happmess."
" Pardon me," said Sir Patrick.
" Blanche has a prospect of
happiness. I n other words, Blanche has a prospect of being married.
And, what is more, Arnold Brmkworth is ready to marry her as soon as
the settlements can be prepared."
Lady Lundie started in her chair—turned crimson -with rage—and
opened her Hps to speak. Sfr- Patrick rose to Ms feet, and went on
before she could utter a word.
" I beg to reUeve you. Lady LuncHe—by means which you have just
acknowiedged it to be your duty to accept—of all further charge of an
incorrigible girl. As Blanche's guardian, I have the honour of proposing
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that her marriage be advanced to a day to be hereafter named, m the
first fortnight of the ensMng month."
In those words, he closed the trap wluch he had set for Ms sister-in •
law—and waited to see what came of it.
A thoroughly spitefiU woman, thoroughly roused, is capable of subordinatmg every other consideration to the one imperative necessity of
gratffymg her spite. There was but one way, now, of turning the
tables on Sfr Patrick—and Lady Lundie took it. She hated limi, at
that moment, so intensely, that not even the assertion of her own
obstinate wUl promised her more than a tame satisfaction, by comparison with the priceless enjoyment of beatmg her brother-m-law with
his own weapons.
" My dear Sir Patrick," she said, with a little sUvery laugh, " you
.have wasted much precious time, and many eloquent words in trymg to
entrap me mto giving my consent, wiien you might have had it for the
askmg. I think the idea of hastening Blanche's marriage an exceUent
one. I am charmed to transfer the charge of such a person as my stepdaughter to the unfortunate young man who is wilUng to take her off
my hands. The less he sees of Blanche's character, the more satisfied
I shall feel of Ms performing his engagement to marry her. Pray
hurry the lawyers. Sir Patrick, and let it be a week sooner rather than a
week later, ff you wish to please Me."
Her ladysMp rose m her grandest proportions, and made a curtsey
wluch was nothmg less than a triumph of poUte satfre m dumb show.
Sir Patrick answered by a profound bow, and a snule wiiich said
eloquently, " I beUeve every word of that charmmg answer. Achnirable
woman—adieu ! "
So the one person m the family circle, whose opposition iMght have
forced Sir Patrick to submit to a timely delay, was silenced by adroit
management of the vices of her own character. So, in despite of herseff.
Lady Lundie was won over to the project for limTying the marriage of
A-nold and Blanche.

CHAPTER T H E TPIIRTY-SECOND.
STIFLED.

IT is the nature of Truth to struggle to the Ught. I n more than one
direction, the truth strove to pierce the overlying darkness, and to reveal
itseff to view, duruig the mterval between t h e date of Sir Patrick's
victory and the date of the weddmg day.
Signs of perturbation under the surface, suggestive of some hidden
influence at work, were not wantmg, as the time passed on. The one
thmg missing, was the prophetic facMty that could read those signa
aright at Windygates House.
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" On the very day when Sir Patrick's dexterous treatment of his
sister-in-law had smoothed the way to the liasteMng of the marriage,
an obstacle was raised to the new arrangement by no less a person than
Blanche herself. She had sufficiently recovered, towards noon, to be
able to receive Arnold in her own Httle sittmg-room. It proved to be a
very brief interview. A quarter of an hour later, Arnold appeared before
Sir Patrick—wliUe the old gentleman was sunnmg Mmself in the garden
—with a face of blank despafr. Blanche had indignantly declmed even
to think of such a thmg as her marriage, at a time when she was heartbroken by the discovery that Anne had left her for ever.
" You gave me leave to mention it, Sir Patrick—^didn't you ? " said
Arnold.
Sfr Patrick shffted round a Httle, so as to get the sun on his back,
and admitted that he had given leave, after his victory over Lady
Lundie.
" If I had only kno-wn, I would rather have cut my tongue out than
have said a word about it. What do you thmk she did ? She burst
out crymg, and ordered me to leave the room."
It was a lovely morning—a cool breeze tempered the heat of the
sun; the bfrds were smgmg ; the garden wore its brightest look. Sfr
Patrick w'as supremely comfortable. The little wearisome vexations of
this mortal Iffe had retfred to a respectful distance from Mm. He positively decHned to m-vite them to come any nearer.
" Here is a world," said the old gentleman, getting the sun a little
more broadly on his back, " which a mercfful Creator has fiUed with
lovely sights, harmomous sounds, delicious scents ; and here are creatures
with faculties expressly made for enjoyment of those sights, sounds, and
scents—to say notlung of Love, Dinner, and Sleep, aU thrown into the
bargam. And these same creatures hate, starve, toss sleepless on their
pillows, see nothmg pleasant, hear nothing pleasant, smell nothing
pleasant—cry bitter tears, say hard words, contract painful Ul nesses:
-(•rither, smk, age, die ! What does it mean, Arnold ? And how much
longer is it all to go on ? "
The fine connecting link between the bhndness of Blanche to the
advantage of bemg married, and the bUndness of humanity to the advantage of being m existence, though sufficientlj^ perceptible no doubt to
venerable PhUosophy ripening in the sun, was absolutely invisible to
Arnold. He deliberately dropped the vast question opened by Sir Patrick;
and, reverting to Blanche, asked what was to be done.
" What do you do -with a fire, when you can't extmgiush it ? " said
Sir Patrick. " You let it blaze tiU it goes out. What do j^ou do -with
a woman when you can't pacify her? Let her blaze tUl she goes
out."
Arnold faUed to see the -wisdom embodied in that excellent advice.
" I thought you would have helped me to put things right with Blanche,"
he said.
" I am helping you. Let Blanche alone. Don't speak of the marriage agam, the next tune you see her. If she mentions it, beg her pardon,
and tell her you won't press the question any more. I shaU see her, in
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an hour or two, and I sliaU take exactly the same tone myself You
have put the idea uito her mind—leave it there to ripen. Give her
distress about Miss Silvester nothmg to feed on. Don't stimiUate it by
contradiction; don't rouse it to defend itself by disparagement of her
lost fiiend. Leave Time to edge her gently nearer and nearer to the
husband who is waitmg for her—and, take my word for it. Time will
have her ready when the settlements are ready."
Towards the luncheon hour, Sir Patrick saw Blanche, and put in
practice the principle which he had laid down. She was perfectly
tranqiul, before her uncle left her. A Httle later, Arnold was forgiven.
A little later stUl, the old gentleman's sharp observation noted that his
niece was unusually thoughtful, and that she looked at Arnold, from
time to time, •with an interest of a new kind—an interest which shyly
hid itself from Arnold's •view. Sir Patrick went up to dress for dinner,
with a comfortable mner conviction that the difficulties which had beset
him were settled at last. Sir Patrick had never been more mistaken in
his Iffe.
The business of the toUette was far advanced. Duncan had just
placed the glass in a good light; and Duncan's master was at that
tiu-ning-point in his daily Hfe which consisted in attaiMng, or not attaining, absolute perfection in the tying of his white cravat—when some
outer barbarian, ignorant of the first principles of dressing a gentleman's
throat, presumed to knock at the bedroom door. Neither master nor
servant moved or breathed, untU the integrity of the cravat was placed
beyond the reach of accident. Then Sir Patrick cast the look of final
criticism in the glass, and breathed agam when he saw that it was done.
" A little laboured m style, Duncan. But not bad, considering the
interruption."
" By no means, Sfr Patrick."
" See wiio it is."
Duncan went to the door; and returned to his master, with an
excuse for the mterruption in the shape of a telegram !
Sir Patrick started at the sight of that unwelcome message. " Sign
the receipt, Duncan," he said—and opened the envelope. Yes ! Exactly
as he had anticipated ! News of Miss Silvester on the very day when
he had decided to abandon aU further attempt at cUscovering her. The
telegram ran thus :—
" Message received from Falkirk, this morning. Lady, as described,
left the train at Falkfr-k, last night. Went on, by first train this morning, to Glasgow. Wait further instructions."
" Is the messenger to take anything back. Sir Patrick ? "
" No. I must consider what I am to do. If I find it necessarj^, I
TOU send to the station. Here is news of Miss Silvester, Duncan," continued Sir Patrick, when the messenger had gone. " She has been traced
to Glasgow."
" Glasgow is a large place. Sir Patrick."
" Yes. Even ff they have telegraphed on, and had her watched
(which doesn't appear) she may escape us again at Glasgow. I am the
last man m the world, I hope, to shrink from accepting my fafr share of
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any responsibUity. But I own I would have given something to have
kept this telegram out of the house. I t raises the most awkward
question I have had to decide on for many a long day past. Help me
on with my coat. I must think of it! I must think of i t ! "
The dinner-party that day, assembUng punctually at the stroke of
the beU, had to wait a quarter of an hour before the hostess came
downstafrs.
Lady Lundie's apology, when she entered the Hbrary, informed her
guests that she had been detained by some neighbours who had called
at an unusuaUy late hour. Mr. and Mrs. JuUus Delamayn, finding
themselves near Windygates, had favoured her with a visit, on their
way home, and had left cards of mvitation for a garden-party at their
house.
Lady Lundie was charmed with her new acquaintances. They had
included everybody who was staying at Windygates m their invitation.
They had been as pleasant and easy as old friends. Mrs. Delamayn
had brought the Idndest message from one of her guests—Mrs. Glenarm
—to say that she remembered meetmg Lady LuncUe in London, in the
time of the late Sir Thomas, and was anxious to improve the acquaintance. Mr. Julius Delamayn had given a most amusing account of his
brother. Geoffrey had sent to London for a t r a m e r ; and the wiiole
household was on the tiptoe of expectation to witness the magnificent
spectacle of an athlete preparing himseff for a foot-race. The ladies,
with Mrs. Glenarm at thefr head, were hard at work, studying the
profound and compHcated question of human running—the muscles
employed in it, the preparations reqiifred for it, the heroes emment in
it. The men had been all occupied that mornuig, m assisting Geoffrey
to measure a mUe, for his exercismg-ground, in a remote part of the
park—where there w-as an empty cottage, wiiich was to be fitted with
all the necessary appHances, for the reception of Geoffrey and Ms
tramer. " You wUl see the last of my brother," JuHus had said, " at
the garden-party. After that, he retfres mto atMetic privacy, and has
but one mterest in Hfe—the mterest of watcMng the disappearance of
Ms own superfluous flesh." Throughout the cHnner, Lady Lundie was
hi oppressively good spu-its, suiging the praises of her new friends.
Su- Patrick, on the other hand, had never been so silent, within the
memory of mortal man. H e talked with an effort; and he listened with
a greater effort stiff. To answer, or not to answer, the telegram in his
pocket ? To persist, or not to persist, in Ms resolution to leave Miss
Silvester to go her own way ? Those were the questions which insisted
on conung round to him as regularly as the cHshes themselves came
round in the orderly progression of the dinner.
Blanche—who had not felt equal to taMng her place at the t a b l e appeared in the drawmg-room afterwards.
Sir Patrick came in to tea, with the gentlemen, stUl uncertain as to
the right course to take in the matter of the telegram. One look at
Blanche's sad face and Blanche's altered manner, decided him. What
would be the result, ff he roused new hopes by resuming the effort to
trace Miss SUvester, and if he lost the trace a second time ? H e had
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only to look at his niece, and to see. Nothing could justify liim in
resummg the search ; and nothing should induce him to do it.
Reasonmg—soundly enough, fi-om his pomt of view—on that basis.
Sir Patrick determmed on sendmg no further instructions to Ms fiiend
at Edmburgh. That night, he w-arned Duncan to preserve the strictest
sflence as to the arrival of the telegram.
H e burnt it, m case of
accidents, with his own hand, ui his own room.
Rising the next da3^ and lookuig out of his window. Sir Patrick
saw the two young people taldng their m.orning walk, at a moment when
they happened to cross the open grassy space which separated the two
slu-ubbeiies at Windygates. Arnold's arm was round Blanche's waist,
and they were talldng confidentially with their heads close together.
" She is commg roiuid already! " thought the old gentleman, as the tw-o
disappeared again in the second shrubbery from view. " Thank
Heaven ! things are running smoothly at last! "
Among the ornaments of Sir Patrick's bedroom, there was a view
(taken from above) of one of the Highland waterfalls.
If he had
looked at the picture, when he turned away from his window, he might
have remarked that a river which is running with its utmost smoothness,
at one moment, may be a river which plunges into its most violent
agitation at another; and he might have remembered, with certain
misgivings, that the progress of a stream of water has been long
since likened, with the universal consent of humanity, to the progress
of tlio stream of Hfe.

: H B •SNn OF T H E F O O E T H BOKNE.

222

MAN AND WIFE.

GLASGOW

CHAPTER T H E THIRTY-THIRD.
ANNE AMONG THE LAWYERS,
ON the day when Sfr Patrick received the second of the two telegrams
sent to him fi-om Edmburgh, four respectable inhabitants of the City of
Glasgow were startled by the appearance of an object of mterest on the
iiioiiotonoiis horizon of theu- daUy lives.
The persons recei-vmg tMs wholesome shock were—Mr. and Mrs.
Karnegie of the " Sheep's Head H o t e l ; " and Mr. Camp, and Mr.
Crum, attached as " Writers " to the honourable profession of the- Law.
I t was stUl early in the daj% when a lady arrived, in a cab from the
railway, at the " Sheep's H e a d Hotel." H e r luggage consisted of a black
box, and of a well-worn leather bag wMcli she carried in her hand. The
name on the box (recently written on a new luggage label, as the colour
of the mk and paper showed) was a very good name m its way, common
to a very great number of ladies, both in Scotland and m England. It
was " Mrs. Graham."
Encountermg the landlord at the entrance to the hotel, " Mrs. Graham " asked to be accommodated with a bedroom, and was transferred
in due course to the chambermaid on duty at the time. Returning to
the Httle room beMnd the bar, m which the accounts were kept, Mr
Karnegie surprised Ms w-ife by mo-ving more briskly, and looMng much
brighter than usual. Being questioned, Mr. Karnegie (who had cast the
eye of a landlord on the black box in the passage) announced that one
" Mrs. Graham " had just arrived, and was then and there to be booked,
as mhabiting Room number seventeen. Being informed (with considerable asperity of tone and manner) that this answer failed to accoiuit for
the interest which appeared to have been mspfr-ed in Mm by a total
stranger, Mr. Karnegie came to the pouit, and confessed that " Mrs.
Graham " was one of the sweetest-looMug women he had seen for many
a long day, and that he feared she was very seriously out of health.
Upon that reply, the eyes of Mrs. Karnegie developed in size, and
the colour of Mrs. iCarnegie deepened in tint. She got up from her chafr,
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and said that it nught be just as weU ff she personaUy siipeiintended the
installation of " Mrs. Graham " in. her room, and personaUy satisfied
herseff that " Mrs. Graham " was a fit inmate to be received at the
" Sheep's Head Hotel." Mr. Karnegie, thereupon, did what he always
did—he agreed with Ms •wffe.
Mrs. iJarnegie was absent for some Httle time. On her return, her
eyes had a certam tigerish cast m them, when they rested on Mr. Karnegie.
She ordered tea, and some light refreshment, to be taken to Number
Seventeen. This done—without any -visible provocation to account for
the remark—she turned upon her husband, and said, " Mr. Karnegie,
you are a fool." Mr. Karnegie asked, " Why, m_v dear ? " Mrs. Karnegie
snapped her fingers and said, " That for her good looks! You don't
know a good-lookmg woman when you see her." Mr. Karnegie agreed
•ffitli his •wife.

NotMng more was said, until the waiter appeared at the bar with Ms
tray. Mrs. Karnegie, ha^ving first waived the tray off, without mstituting her customary investigation, sat down suddenly with a thump, and
said to her husband (who had not uttered a word, m the mterval), "Don't
talk to Me about her bemg out of health! That for her health ! It's
trouble on her mind."
Mr. Karnegie said, " Is it now? " Mrs. Karnegie repUed, " When I
have said. It is, I consider myself msulted ff another person says. I s it? "
Mr, Karnegie agreed with Ms wife.
There was another interval. Mrs. Karnegie added up a bill, with a
fa>3e of disgust. Mr. Karnegie looked at her -svitli a face of wonder. Mrs.
Karnegie suddeMy asked Mm, why he wasted Ms looks on her, wiien he
would have " Mrs. Graham " to look at before long. Mr. Karnegie, upon
that, attempted to compromise the matter, by looking, iu the interim, at
his own boots. Mrs. Karnegie wished to Imow wiiether, after twenty
years of married Iffe, she w^as considered to be not worth answering by
her own husband. Treated-with bare civUity (she expected no more),
she might have gone on to explain that " Mrs. Graham " was gomg out.
She might also have been prevaUed on to mention that " Mrs. Graham "
had asked her a very remarkable question of a busmess nature, at the
interview betw-een them upstairs. As it was, Mrs. Karnegie's Hps were
sealed, and let Mr. Karnegie deny, if he dared, that he richly deserved
it. Mr. Karnegie agi-eed with his wife.
In half an hour more, " jNIrs. Graham " came downstairs ; and a cab
•was sent for. Mr. Karnegie, m fear of the consequences if he cUd otherwise, kept in a corner. Mrs. Karnegie followed him into the corner,
and asked hun how he dared act in that way ? Did he presume to thinlj,
after twenty years of married life, that Ms wffe was jealous ? " Go, you
brute, and hand ' Mrs. G r a h a m ' into the cab ! "
Mr. Karnegie obeyed. H e asked, at the cab window% to what part
of Glasgow he should teU the driver to go. The reply informed him,
that the driver was to take " Mrs. G r a h a m " to the office of Sir. Cnmyi.
the lawyer. Assummg " Mrs. Graham " to be a stranger in Glasgow,
and remembering that Mr. Camp was Mr. Karne,gie's la\\-yer, the
inference appeared to be, that " Mrs. Graham's " remarkable question,
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addressed to the landlady, had related to legal business, and to the discovery of a trustworthy person capable of transacting it for her.
Returning to the bar, Mr. Karnegie found his eldest daughter in
charge of the books, the bUls, and the waiters. Mrs. Karnegie had
retfred to her own room, justly indignant with her husband for his
infamous conduct in handing " Mrs. Graham " into the cab before her
own ej'es. " It's the old story. Pa'," remarked Miss Karnegie, with the
most perfect composure. " Ma' told you to do it, of course ; and then
Ma' says you've insulted her before all the servants. I wonder how you
bear i t ! " Mr. Karnegie looked at his boots, and answered, " I wonder,
too, my dear." Miss Karnegie said, "You're not going to Ma', are
you? " Mr. Karnegie looked up from his boots, and answered, " I must,
my dear."
Mr. Camp sat in Ms private room, absorbed over his papers.
Multitudmous as those documents were, they appeared to be not
sufficiently numerous to satisfy Mr. Camp. H e rang his bell, and
ordered more.
The clerk, appearing with a new pile of papers, appeared also with a
message. A lady, recommended by Mrs. Karnegie, of the Sheep's Head,
wished to consult Mr. Camp professionally. Mr. Camp looked at his
watch, counting out precious time before Mm, in a Httle stand on the
table ; and said, " Show the lady in, m ten minutes."
I n ten mmutes the lady appeared. She took the cHent's chair, and
lifted her veU. The same effect which had been produced on
Mr. Karnegie w-as once more produced on Mr. Camp. For the first
time, for many a long year past, he felt personally mterested m a total
stranger. I t might have been somethmg m her eyes, or it might have
been sometMng m her manner. Whatever it was, it took softly hold of
him, and made him, to his own exceecUng surprise, unmistakably anxious
to hear what she had to say!
The lady announced—m a low sweet voice, touched with a quiet
sadness—that her business related to a question of Marriage (as marriage
is understood by Scottish law), and that her own peace of mind, and the
happmess of a person very dear to her, were concerned alike in the
opinion which Mr. Camp might give when he had been placed in
possession of the facts.
She then proceeded to state the facts, without mentioning names:
relating in every particMar precisely the same succession of events
which Geoffrey Delamayn had afready related to Sir Patrick Lundie—
•with tlus one difference, that she acknowledged herself to be the woman
who was personally concerned m know-ing whether, by Scottish law, she
was now held to be a married woman or not.
Mr. Camp's opmion given upon this, after certain questions had been
asked and answered, difl'ered from Sir Patrick's opinion, as given at
Windygates. H e too quoted the language used by the eminent judge—
Lord Deas—but he drew an mference of his own from it. " I n Scotland,
consent makes marriage," he said; " and consent may be proved by
mference. I see a plam inference of matrimonial consent in the circum-
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stances •which you have related to m e ; and / say you are a married
woman."
The effect produced on the lady, when sentence was pronounced on
her in those terms, was so distressing that Mr. Camp sent a message
upstafrs to his wife; and Mrs. Camp appeared in her husband's private
room, in busmess hours, for the first time in her Iffe. When Mrs. Camp's
services had in some degree restored the lady to herself, Mr. Camp
foUowed with a word of professional comfort. H e , hke Sir Patrick,
acknowledged the scandalous divergence of opinions produced by the
confusion and uncertainty of the marriage-law of Scotland. He, hke
Sfr Patrick, declared it to be quite possible that another lawyer might
arrive at another conclusion. " Go," he said, giving her his card,
with a Hne of writing on it, " to my coUeague, Mr. Crum; and say I
sent you."
The lady gratefuUy thanked Mr. Camp and his wffe, and went next
to the office of Mr. Crum.
Mr. Crum was the older lawyer of the two, and the harder lawyer (J
the two; but he, too, felt the influence which the charm that there was
in tMs woman exercised, more or less, over every man who came in
contact with her. H e Hstened with a patience which was rare with him ;
he put his questions with a gentleness which was rarer still; and when
\e was in possession of the circumstances—^behold, his opinion flatly
contradicted the opinion of Mr. Camp !
" No marriage, ma'am," he said positively. " Evidence in favour of
perhaps estabhshing a marriage, ff you propose to claim the man. But
that, as I understand it, is exactly what you don't wish to do."
The relief to the lady, on hearing this, almost overpowered her. For
some mmutes she was unable to speak. Mr. Crum did, what he had
never done yet in all Ms experience as a lawyer. H e patted a chent on
the shoulder ; and more extraordinary still, he gave a client permission
to waste Ms time. " Wait, and compose yourself," said Mr. O r u m ^
administering the law of humanity. The lady composed herseff. " I
must ask you some questions, ma'am," said Mr. Crum—admmistering
the law of the land. The lady bowed, and waited for Mm to begin.
" I Imow, thus far, that j^ou decline to claim the gentleman," said
Mr. Crum. " I want to know now, whether the gentleman is Hliely to
claim you ? "
The answer to this w-as given m the most positive terms. The
gentleman was not even aware of the position in which he stood. And,
more yet, he was engaged to be married to the dearest friend whom the
lady had in the world.
Mr. Crum opened Ms eyes—considered—and put another question as
delicately as he could.
" Would it be pamful for you to tell me, how the gentleman came to
occupy the awkward position in which he stands now ? "
The lady acknowledged that it would be mdescribably painful to her
to answer that question.
Mr. Crum offered a suggestion, under the form of an inquiry.
" Would it be pamful to you to reveal the circumstances—m the
15
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interests of the gentleman's future prospects—to some discreet person (a
legal person would be the best) who is not, what I am, a stranger to you
both ? "
The lady declared herseff wilHng to make any sacrifice on those
conditions—no matter how painful it might be—for her friend's sake.
Mr. Crum considered a little longer, and then deUvered his word of
ad-vice.
" At the present stage of the affafr," he said, " I need only teU you
what is the first step that you ought to take, under the circumstances.
Inform the gentleman at once—either by word of mouth or by writmg—
of the position in which he stands ; and authorize Mm to place the case
in the hands of a person kno-wn to you both, who is competent to decide
on what you are to do next. Do I understand that you know of such a
person, so quaUfied ? "
The lady answered, that she knew of such a person.
Mr. Crum asked ff a day had been fixed for the gentleman's
marriage.
The lady answered that she had made tlus mqufry herself, on the
last occasion when she had seen the gentleman's betrothed wffe. The
marriage was to take place, on a day, to be hereafter chosen, at the end
of the autumn.
" That," said Mr. Crum, " is a fortunate cfrcumstance. You have
time before you. Time is, here, of very great importance. Be careful
not to waste it."
The lady said she would return to her hotel, and write by that
night's post, to warn the gentleman of the position m which he stood,
and to authorize hfrn to refer the matter to a competent and trustworthy
friend, known to them both.
On rising to leave the room, she was seized with giddiness, and with
some sudden pang of pam, which turned her deadly pale, and forced her to
droj) back mto her chafr-. Mr. Crum had no -wife; but he possessed a
housekeeper—and he offered to send for her. The lady made a sign hi
the negative. She drank a little water, and conquered the pain. " I
am sorry to have alarmed you," she said. " It's notMng—I am better
now." Mr. Crum gave her his arm, and put her mto the cab. She
looked so pale and famt, .that he proposed sendmg Ms housekeeper with
her. No: it was only five mmutes' drive to the hotel. The lady thanked
him—and went her way back by herseff.
" The letter ! " she said, when she was alone. " If I can only Hve
long enough to write the letter! "

(
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CHAPTER T H E THIRTY-FOURTH.
ANNE IN THE

NEWSPAPERS.

MRS, KAENEGIE was a woman of feeble inteUigence and violent temper;
prompt to take offence, and not, for the most part, easy to appease.
But Mrs. Karnegie being—^as we aU are, in our various degrees—a
compound of many opposite quaUties, possessed a character with more
than one side to it, and had her human merits as weU as her human
faults. Seeds of sound good feeHng were scattered away m tho remoter
corners of her nature, and only waited for the fertilizing occasion that
was to help them to spring up. The occasion exerted that benign
influence, when the cab brought Mr. Criim's client back to the hotel.
The face of the weary, heart-sick woman, as she slowly crossed the
haU, roused all that was heartiest and best in Mrs. Karnegie's nature,
and said to her, as ff in words, " Jealous of this broken creature ? Oh
wife and mother, is there no appeal to j-our common womanhood here ? "
" 1 am afraid you have over-tired yourself, ma'am. I^et mo send you
something upstafrs ? "
" Send me pen, ink, and paper," was the ansvi^er. " I must write a
letter. I must do it at once."
It was useless to remonstrate -with her. She was ready to accept
anythmg proposed, provided the writing materials were supplied first.
Mrs. Karnegie sent them up, and then compounded a certain mixture of
eggs and hot wine, for which " The Sheep's Head " was famous, with
her own hands. I n five minutes or so, it was ready—and Miss Karnegie was despatched by her mother (who had other business oil luuid,
at the time) to take it upstairs.
After the lapse of a few moments, a cry of alarm was heard from
the upper lancHng. Mrs. Karnegie recogMsed her daughter's voice, and
hastened to the bedroom floor.
" Oh, mamma! Look at her ! look at her ! "
The letter was on the table, with the first lines written.
The
woman was on the sofa, with her handkerchief twisted between her set
teeth, and her tortured face terrible to look at. Mrs. Karnegie raised
her a little, examined her closely—then suddenly changed colour, and
sent her daughter out of the room, with dfrections to despatch a
messenger mstantly for medical help.
Left alone with the suft'erer, Mrs. Karnegie carried her to her bed.
As she was laid down, her left hand fell helpless over the side of the
bed. Mrs. Karnegie suddenly checked the w-ord of sympathy as it rose
to her lips—suddeMy hfted the hand, and looked, with a momentary
sternness of scrutiny, at the third finger. There was a ring on it.
Mrs. Karnegie's face softened on the histant; the word of pity tliat had
been suspended the moment before, passed her Hps freely now.
" Poor soul! " said the respectable landlady, taking appearances foi
granted. " Where s your husband, dear? Try, and tell me."
The doctor made his appearance, and went up to the patient.
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Time passed; and Mr. Karnegie and his daughter, carrying on the
business of the hotel, received a message from upstairs, which was
ominous of somethmg out of the common. The message gave the
name and address of an experienced nurse—with the doctor's ompliments, and would Mr. Karnegie have the kmdness to send for her
immecHately.
The nurse was found and sent upstairs.
Time went on, and the business of the hotel went on, and it was
getting to be late in the evening, when Mrs. Karnegie appeared at last
in the parloiu' behind the bar. The landlady's face was grave: the
landlady's manner was subdued. "Very, very iU," was the oMy reply
she made to her daughter's mqiuries. When she and her husband were
together a Httle later, she told the news from upstairs in greater detaU.
" A child bom dead," said Mrs. Karnegie, m gentler tones than were
customary with her. " And the mother dymg, poor thmg, as far as 1
can see."
A Httle later the doctor came down. Dead ? No. Likely to live ?
Impossible to say. The doctor retiuned twice, in the course of the
night. Both times, he had but one answer. " Wait till to-morrow."
The next day came. She ralUed a little. Towards the afternoon
she began to speak. She expressed no surprise at seeing strangers by
iier bedside : her mmd wandered. She passed agam into msensibUity.
Then back to delfrium once more. The doctor said, " This may last for
weeks. Or it may end suddeMy in death. It's time you did something
r.owardsfincHngher fiiends."
(Her friends ! She had left the one fiiend she had, for ever!)
Mr. Camp was summoned, to give his ad^ice. The first thing he
asked for, was the unfimshed letter.
It was blotted, it w-as iUegible m more places than one. With pains
and care, they made out the address, at the beginning, and here and
there, some fragments of the lines that foUowecl. It began:—" Dear
Mr. Brinkworth." Then, the writing got, Httle by Httle, worse and
worse. To the eyes of the strangers who looked at it, it ran thus :—
" I should ill reqtate
Blanche's interests .
For God's sake !
don't think of me
" There was a Httle more, but not so
much as one word, in those last lines, was legible.
The names mentioned m the letter, were reported by the doctor and
the nurse to be also the names on her Hps, when she spoke m her
wanderings. " Mr. Brmkworth," and " Blanche " — her mind ran
incessantly on those two persons. The one mteUigible thing that she
mentioned in connexion with them was the letter. She was perpetually
trying, trymg, trymg, to take that unfiMshed letter to the post; and she
could never get there. Sometimes, the post was across the sea. Sometimes, it was at the top of an maccessible mountam. Sometimes, it was
biult in by prodigious waUs aU round it. Sometimes, a man stopped
her cruelly at the moment when she was close at the post, and forced
her back, thousands of mUes away from it. Sho, once or twice,
mentioned tMs -visionary man by his name. They made it out to be
Geoffirey."
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Finding no clue to her identity either in the letter that she had tried
to •write, or in the wild words that escaped her from tune to time, it was
decided to search her luggage, and to look at the clothes which she had
worn when she arrived at the hotel.
Her black box sufficiently proclaimed itself as recently purchased.
On opening it, the address of a Glasgow trunk-maker was discovered
inside. The Hnen was also new, and unmarked. The receipted sliopbUl was found with it. The tradesmen, sent for in each case, and questioned, referred to their books. It was proved that the box and the
hnen had both been purchased on the day when she appeared at the
hotel.
Her black bag was opened next. A sum of between eighty and
ninety pounds, in Bank of England notes ; a few smiple articles belonging to the toUette ; materials for needlework ; and a photographic portrait
of a young lady, mscribed, " To Anne, from Blanche," were found in the
bag—but no letters, and nothing whatever that could afford the slightest
clue by which the owner could be traced. The pocket ui her dress was
searched next. It contained a purse, an empty card-case, and a new
handkerchief, unmarked.
Mr. Camp shook his head.
"A woman's luggage, without any letters in it," he said, "suggests
to my mind a woman who has a motive of her owai for keeping her
movements a secret. I suspect she has destroyed her letters, and
emptied her card-case, with that view." Mrs. Karnegie's report, after
examining the linen which the so-called " Mrs. Graham " had worn
when she arrived at the inn, proved the soundness of the lawyer's
opinion. In every case, the marks had been cut out. Mrs. Karnegie
began to doubt whether the rmg which she had seen on the third finger
of the lady's left hand, had been placed there with the sanction of the law.
There was but one chance left of discovering—or rather of attempting to discover—her friends. Mr. Camp drew out an advertisement, to
he inserted in the Glasgow newspapers. If those newspapers happened
to be seen by any member of her family, she would, in all probability,
be claimed. In the contrary event, there would be nothmg for it but to
wait for her recovery, or her death—with the money belonging to her
sealed up, and deposited in the landlord's strong box.
The advertisement appeared. They waited for three days afterwards,
and notMng came of it. No change of importance occurred, during the
same period, in the condition of the suffermg woman. Mr. Camp looked
in, towards evemng, and said, " We have done our best. There is no
help for it but to wait."
Far away in Perthshire, that third evening was marked as a joyful
occasion, at Windygates House. Blanche had consented at last to
hsten to Arnold's entreaties, and had sanctioned the •writing of a letter
to London, to order her weddmg-dress.
THE END OF THE EIFTH SCENE.
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SWANHAVEN LODGE.

CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIFTH.
SEEDS OF THE FUTURE (FIRST SOWING).

NOT SO large as Wmdygates. But—shall we say snug, Jones ? "
" And comfortable. Smith. I qMte agree •with you."
Such was the judgment pronounced by the two choral gentlemen on
Julius Delamayn's house in Scotland. It was as usual with Smith and
Jones, a sound judgment—as far as it went. Swanhaven Lodge was
half the size of Wmdygates; but it had been inhabited for two centuries,"
when the foundations of Wmdygates were first laid—and it possessed
the advantages, without inheritmg the drawbacks, of its age. There is,
in an old house, a friendly adaptation to the human character, as there
is, in an old hat, a friendly adaptation to the human head. The -visitor
wiio left Swanhaven quitted it with sometMng Hke a sense of lea-ving
home. Among the few houses, not our own, which take a strong hold
on our sympathies, this was one. The ornamental grounds were far
inferior in size and splendour to the grounds at Windygates. But the
park was beautiful—less carefuUy laid out, but also less monotonous
than an EngHsh park. The lake on the northern boundary of the estate,
f.amous for its breed of swans, was one of the curiosities of the neighbourhood ; and the house had a Mstory, associatmg it with more than one
celebrated Scottish name, which had b'een written, and Ulustrated, by
Julius Delamayn. Visitors to Swanhaven Lodge were invariably presented with a copy of the volume (privately printed). One in twenty
read it. The rest were " charmed," and looked at the pictures.
The day was the last day of August; and the occasion was the
garden-party given by Mr. and Mrs. Delamayn.
Smith and Jones—foUo^wmg, with the other guests at Windygates, in
Lady Lundie's tram—exchanged their opiMonson the merits of the house,
standing on a terrace at the back, near a Mght of steps which led down
into the garden. They formed the vanguard of the visitors, appearmg by
twos and threes from the reception-rooms, and all bent on going to see the
swans, before the amusements of the day began. JuUus Delamayn came
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out •with the first detachment, recruited Smith and Jones, and other
wandering bachelors, by the way, and set forth for the lake. An interval
of a nunute or two passed—and the terrace remained empty. Then, two
ladies—at the head of a second detachment of -visitors^appeared under
the old stone porch which sheltered the entrance on that side of the
house. One of the ladies was a modest, pleasant Httle person, very
simply dressed. The other was of the taU and formidable type of " fine
women," clad in dazzHng array. The first was Mrs. JuHus Delamayn.
The second was Lady Lundie.
" Exquisite ! " cried her ladyship, surveying the old mulHoned windows of the house, with thefr framing of creepers, and the grand stone
buttresses projectmg at mtervals from the wall, each with its bright
httle cfrcle of flowers blooming round the base. " I am really grieved,
that Sfr Patrick should have missed tlus."
" I tlunk you said. Lady Lundie, that Sfr Patrick had been called to
Edinburgh, by family business ? "
" Business, Mrs. Delamayn, which is anythmg but agreeable to me,
as one member of the famUy. It has altered all my arrangements
for the autumn. My step-daughter is to be married next week."
" Is it so near as that ? May I ask who the gentleman is ? "
" Mr. Arnold Brinkw-orth."
" Surely, I have some association with that name? "
•' You have probably heard of him, Mrs. Delamayn, as the liefr to
Miss Brmkworth's Scotch property? "
" Exactly ! Have you brought Mr. Brhikworth here to-day ? "
" I brmg his apologies, as well as Sir Patrick's. They went to Edinbm-gh together the day before yesterday. The lawyers engage to have
the settlements ready m three or four days more, ff a personal consMtation can be managed. Some formal question, I believe, connected •with
title-deeds. Sfr Patrick thought the safest way and the speediest way,
would be to take Mr. Brinkworth with him to EcHnburgh—to get the
business over to-day—and to y/ait until we join them, on our way south,
to-morrow."
" You leave Wmdygates, in tlus lovely weather ? "
" Most umvUUngly ! The truth is, Mrs. Delamayn, I am at my stepdaughter's mercy. Her uncle has the authority, as her guardian—and
the use he makes of it is to give her her own way in everything. It was
only on Friday last, that she consented to let the day be fixed—and, even
then, she made it a positive condition that the marriage was not to take
place m Scotland. Pure •wilfuMess ! But what can 1 do ? Sir Patrick
submits; and Mr. Brmkworth submits. If I am to be present at the
marriage, I must foUow their example. I feel it my duty to be present—
and as a matter of course, I sacrifice myself. We start for London tomorrow."
" Is Miss Lundie to be married in London, at this time of the
year ? "
" No. We only pass through, on our way to Sir Patrick's place m
Kent—the place that came to him with the title; the jilace associated
with the last days of my beloved husband. Another trial for me! The
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marriage is to be solemnized on the scene of my bereavement. My old
wound is to be re-opened on Monday next, simply because my stepdaughter has taken a disUke to Windygates."
" This day week then is the day of the marriage ? "
" Yes. This day week. There have been reasons for hurrjing ii
which I need not trouble you with. No words can say how I wish it was
over. But, my dear Mrs. Delamayn, how thoughtless of me to assaU
you with my farnUy worries ! You are so sympathetic. That is my only
excuse. Don't let me keep you from your guests. I coMd linger m this
sweet place for ever! Where is Mrs. Glenarm ? "
" I reaUy don't know. I missed her when we came out on the terrace.
She -wiU very Hkely jom us at the lake. Do you care about seemg the
lake, Lady Lundie ? "
" I adore the beauties of Natui-e, Mrs. Delamayn—especially
lakes!"
"We have sometMng to show you besides—we have a breed of swans
on the lake, pecuUar to the place. My husband has gone on •with some
of our friends; and I believe we are expected to foUow, as soon as the
rest of the party—in charge of my sister—have seen the house."
" And what a house, Mrs. Delamayn! Historical associations m
every corner of it! It is such a rehef to my mmd to take refuge in the
past. When I am far away from this sweet place, I shall people Swanhaven -with its departed inmates, and share the joys and sorrows of
centuries smce."
As Lady Lundie announced, in these terms, her mtention of adding
to the population of the past, the last of the guests who had been roammg
over the old house appeared under the porch. Among the members
forming this final addition to the garden-party, were Blanche, and a
fiiend of her own age whom she had met at Swanhaven. The two girls
lagged belund the rest, talldng confidentiaUy, arm in arm—the subject
(it is surely needless to add ?) bemg the coming marriage.
" But, dearest Blanche, why are you not to be married at Wmdygates ? "
" I detest "Wmdygates, Janet. I have the most miserable associations with the place. Don't ask me what they are ! The effort of my
life is not to tlunk of them now. I long to see the last of Windygates.
As for bemg married there, I have made it a condition that I am not tC'
be married in Scotland at aU."
" What has poor Scotland done to forfeit your good opmion, my
dear?"
" Poor Scotland, Janet, is a place where people don't know whethei
they are married or not. I have heard aU about it from my uncle. And
I know somebody who has been a victim—an innocent victim—to a
Scotch marriage."
" Absurd, Blanche ! You are thmking of runaway matches, and
making Scotland responsible for the difficMties of people who daren't
own the truth! "
" I am not at aU absurd. I am thinkmg of the dearest fiiend I have.
If you oMy knew
"
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" My dear ! / am Scotch, remember ! You can be married just aa
well—I reaUy must insist on that—m Scotland as m England."
" I.hate Scotiand i "
" Blanche!"
" 1 never was so unhappy in my hfe as I have been in Scotland. I
never want to see it agam. I am deternuned to be married in England
—from the dear old house where I used to Hve when I was a little
girl. My imcle is qiute •wilUng. He understands me, and feels
for me."
" Is that as much as to say that / don't understand you and feel for
you ? Perhaps I had better relieve you of my companj^ Blanche ? "
" If you are going to speak to me in that way, perhaps you had! "
" Am I to hear my native country run down, and not to say a word
in defence of it ? "
" Oh! you Scotch people make such a fuss about your native
country! "
" We Scotch people! you are of Scotch extraction yourself—and
you ought to be ashamed to talk in that way. I wish you good
morning! "
" I wish you a better temper ! "
A minute smce, the two young ladies had been Hke twin roses on
one stalk. Now, they parted with red cheeks and hostile sentiments
and cuttmg words, flow ardent is the warmth of youth! how unspeak
ably deUcate the fragUity of female friendship !
The flock of visitors foUowed Mrs. Delamayn to the shores of the
lake. For a few minutes after, the terrace w-as left a solitude. Then,
there appeared, under the porch, a single gentleman, loungmg out with
a flower in his mouth, and his hands in his pockets. This was the
strongest man at Swanhaven—otherwise, Geoffrey Delamayn.
After a moment, a lady appeared behind him, walMng softly, so as
not to be heard. She was superbly dressed after the newest and the
most costly Parisian design. The brooch on her bosom was a single
diamond of resplendent water and great size. The fan m her hand was
a masterpiece of the finest Indian workmanship. She looked, what she
was, a person possessed of plenty of superfluous money, but not
additionally blest -with plenty of superfluous intelHgence to correspond.
This was the chUcUess young widow of the great ironmaster—otherwise,
Mrs. Glenarm.
The rich woman touched the strong man coquettishly on the
shoulder •with her fan. " Ah, you bad boy ! " she said, with a slightlylaboured archness of look and manner. " Have I found you at last ? "
Geoffrey sauntered on to the terrace—keeping the lady behmd him,
•with a thorougMy savage superiority to all civilized subnussion to the
sex—and looked at his watch.
" I said I'd come here, when I'd got haff-an-hour to myself," he
mumbled, turnmg the flower carelessly between Ms teeth. " I've got
half an hour—and here I am."
" Did you come for the sake of seemg the visitors ? or did you come
for the sake of seeing Me "^ "
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Geoffirey smUed graciously, and gave the flow-er another turn in Ms
teeth. " You. Of course."
The u-onmaster's widow took his arm, and looked up at him—as only
a young woman would have dared to look up—with the searching summer
Hght streaming in its fuU brUhancy on her face.
Reduced to the plain expression of what it is really worth, the
average Enghsh idea of beauty m women may be summed up m three
words—youth, health, plumpness. The more spiritual charm of
inteUigence and -vivacity, the subtler attraction of dehcacy of line, and
fineness of detaU, are Uttle looked for and seldom appreciated by the
mass of men in this island. I t is impossible other^wise to account for
the extraordinary bUndness of perception, wMch (to give one mstance
only) makes nine EngUshmen out of ten w-ho visit Fi-ance, come back
declarmg that they have not seen a smgle pretty Frenchwoman, M or out
of Paris, in the whole country. Our popMar type of beauty proclaims
itseff, in its fuUest material development, at every shop in wMch an
Ulustrated peiiocUcal is sold. The same fleshy-faced girl, with the same
inane smUe, and with no other expression whatever, appears under
every form of illustration, week after week, and month after monUi, aU
the year round. Those who •wish to know wiiat Mrs. Glenarm was like,
have only to go out, and stop at any bookseUer's or newsvendor's shop
•—and there they wiU see her, in the first Ulustration with a young
woman in it, which they discover in the wmdow. The one noticeable
pecuUarity m Mrs. Glenarm's purely commonplace and purely material
beautj^ wMcli woMd have struck an observant and a cultivated nian,
was the curious gu-Hshness of her look and manner.
No stranger
speakmg to tlus woman—who had been a wffe^ at twenty, and who was
now a widow at tw^enty-four—w-oMd ever have thought of adcfressmg her
otherwise than as " Miss."
" Is that the use you make of a flower when I give it to you? " she
said to Geoffrey. " M u m b l m g i t m your teeth, you wretch, as if you were
a horse! "
" If you come to that," returned Geoffrey, '' I'm more a horse than a
man. I'm going to run m a race—and the public are bettmg on me.
H a w ! haw ! Five to four ! "
" Five to four! I beUeve he thinks of nothmg but betting. You
great heavy creature, I can't move you. Don't you see I want to go Hke
the rest of them to the lake ? No ! you're not to let go of my a r m ! You're
to take me."
" Can't do it. Must be back with Perry in half an hour."
(Perry was the trainer from London. H e had arrived, sooner than
he had been expected, and had entered on his functions, three days
smce.)
" D o n ' t talk t o m e about Perry! A Httle viUgar wretch. Put Mm
off. You won't ? Do you mean to say you are such a brute that you
would rather be with Perry than be with me ? "
" The betting's at five to four, my dear. And the race comes off in a
month from this."
" O h ! go away to your beloved Perry ! I hate you. I hope you'U
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lose the race. Stop in your cottage. Pray don't come back to the house.
And—mmd this !—don't presume to say ' my dear' to me agam."
" It am't presummg half far enough, is it ? Wait a bit. Give me tUl
the race is run—and then I'U presume to marry you."
" You ! Yon wUl be as old as Methuselah, ff you wait tiff I am your
•wffe. I dare say Perry has got a sister. Suppose you ask him ? She
would be just the right person for you."
Geoffi-ey gave the flower another turn in his teeth, and looked as ff
he thought the idea worth considering.
"AU right," he said. "Anything to be agreeable to you. I'll ask
Perry."
He turned &wa,y, as ff he was going to do it at once. Mrs. Glenarm
put out a Httle hand, ra-vislungly clothed in a blush-coloured glove, and
laid it on the Athlete's mighty arm. She pmched those iron muscles
(the pride and glory of England) gently.
" What a man you are ! " she said. " I never met with anybody Hke
you before! "
The wiiole secret of the power that Geoffrey had acqufred over her
was in those words.
They had been together at Swanhaven for Httle more than ten days ;
and, m that time, he had made the conquest of Mrs. Glenarm. On the
day before the garden-party—m one of the leisure mtervals aUowed him
by Perry—he had caught her alone, had taken her by the arm, and had
asked her, m so many words, if she woiUd marry him. Instances on
record of women who have been wooed and won m ten days, are—to
speak it with all possible respect^not wanting. But an uistance of a
woman willing to have it known, stiU remains to be discovered. The
ironmaster's •widow exacted a promise of secrecy, before she committed
herseff. When Geoffrey had pledged his word to hold his tongue m pubUc,
until she gave him leave to speak, Mrs. Glenarm, without fiuther hesitation, said Yes—havmg, be it observed, said No, m the course of the last two
years, to at least haff' a dozen men who were Geoffrey's superiors m every
conceivable respect, except personal comeUness, and personal strength.
There is a reason for everything; and there was a reason for this.
However persistently the epicene theorists of modern times may deny
it, it is nevertheless a truth plainly -visible m the whole past history of
the sexes, that the natural concHtion of a woman is to find her master in
a man. Look hi the face of any woman who is m no dfrect way dependent on a man—and, as certafrily as you see the sun m a cloudless sky,
you see a woman who is not happy. The want of a master is their
great unknown want; the possession of a master is—unconsciously to
themselves—the only possible completion of their Hves. In ninetynine cases out of a huncfred, this one primitive instmct is at the bottom
of the otherwise-inexpHcable sacrifice, when w-e see a woman, of her own
free -wUl, throw herseff away on a man who is unworthy of her. TMs one
primitive instmct was at the bottom of the other^wise-inexpUcable facMty
of seff-surrender exhibited by Mrs. Glenarm.
Up to the time of her meetmg with Geoffrey, the j'oung widow had
gathered but one experience m her mtercourse with the world—the ex-
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perience of a chartered tyrant. In the brief six months of her married
life -with the man whose grand-daughter she might have been—a:Ld
ought to have been-—she had only to Hft her finger to be obeyed. The
doting old husband was the wUling slave of the petiUant young wffe's
slightest caprice. At a later period, when society offered its triple welcome
to her bfrth, her beauty, and her wealth—go wiiere she might, she found
herseff the object of the same prostrate admiration, among the smtors
who vied with each other in the rivafry for her hand. For the first time
hi her Hfe, she encountered a man m t h a wUl of Ms own, when she met
Geoffrey Delamayn at Swanhaven Lodge.
Geoffi-ey's occupation of the moment, especiaUy favoured the conflict
between the woman's assertion of her mfluence, and the man's assertion
of his wUl.
During the days that had mtervened between his return to Ms
brother's house, and the arrival of the trainer, Geoffrey had submitted
himself to all needful preliminaries of the physical discipline which was
to prepare Mm for the race. H e knew, by pre-sious experience, what
exercise he ought to take, what hom-s he ought to keep, what temptations at the table he was bound to resist.
Over and over again,
Mrs. Glenarm tried to lure Mm mto committing infractions of his
own discipHne—and over and over again, the mfluence with men which
had never faffed her before, failed her now. Nothing she coiUd say,
nothing she could do, woMd move this man. Perry arrived; and
Geoffrey's defiance of every attempted exercise of the charming
feminme tyranny to wluch every one else had bow-ed, grew more
outrageous and more immovable than ever. Mrs. Glenarm became as
jealous of Perry, as ff Perry had been a woman.
She flew mto
passions; she burst into tears; she flu-ted -with other men; she
threatened to leave the house. All quite useless! Geofli-ey never once
missed an appointment with P e r r y ; never once touched anything to
cat or drink that she coMd offer him, ff Perry had forbidden it. No
other human pursuit is so liostUe to the mfluence of the sex as the
pursuit of athletic sports. No men are so entirely beyond the reach of
women as the men whose lives are passed m the cultivation of their
OAvn physical strength. Geoffrey resisted Mrs. Glenarm without the
shghtest effort. H e casually extorted her admiration, and undesignedly
forced her respect. She clung to him as a hero ; she recoUed from him
as a b r u t e ; she struggled •with him, submitted to him, despised Mm,
adored him, in a breath. And the clue to it aU, confused and contradictory as it seemed, lay in one simple fact—Mrs. Glenarm had
found her master.
" Take me to the lake, Geoffrey," she said, witli a Httle pleading
pressure of the blush-coloured hand.
Geoffrey looked at Ms watch.
" Perry expects me in twenty minutes," he said.
" Perry agam ? "
" Yes."
Mrs. Glenarm raised her fan, in a sudden outburst of fui-y, and
broke it with one smart blow on Geofliey's face.
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" There !" she cried, with a stamp of her foot. " My poor fan
broken ! You monster, aU through you! "
Geoffrey coolly took the broken fan, and put it in his pocket.
" I'll write to London," he said, " and get you another. Come along!
Kiss, and make it up."
He looked over each shoulder, to make sure that they were a l o n e then Iffted her off the ground (she was no light weight —held her up in
the air hke a baby—and gave her a rough loud-sounding kiss on each
cheek.
" With kind compliments from yours truly ! " he said—and burst out
laughing, and put her down agam.
" How dare you do t h a t ! " cried Mrs. Glenarm. " I shall claim
Mrs. Delamayn's protection if I am to be insulted in this way ! I will
never forgive you, sfr ! " As she said those mcHgnant words, she shot
a look at him which flatly contradicted them. The next moment, she
was leaning on Ms arm—and was looking at him wonderingly, for tho
thousandth time, as an entire novelty in her experience of male human
kind. " How rough you are, Geoffrey ! " she said, softly. H e smiled in
recogmtion of that artless homage to the manly virtue of his character.
She saw the smile, and instantly made another effort to cHspute the
hateful supremacy of Perry. " P u t Mm off! " whispered the daughter
of Eve, determined to lure Adam mto takmg a bite of the apple.
" Come, Geoffirey dear, never mind Perry, this once. Take me to tho
lake! "
Geoffrey looked at his watch.
" Perry expects me in a quarter of an hour," he said.
Mrs. Glenarm's mdignation assumed a new form.
She burst out
crying. Geoffrey surveyed her for a moment, with a broad stare of
surprise—and then took her by both arms, and shook her.
" Look here ! " he said, impatiently. " Can you coach me through
my training ? "
" I would if I could ! "
" That's nothmg to do -with i t ! Can you turn me out, flt, on the
day of the race ? Yes ? or No ? "
" No."
" Then dry your eyes, and let Perry do it."
Mrs. Glenarm dried her eyes, and made another effort.
" I'm not fit to be seen," she said. " I'm so agitated, I don't know
what to do. Come mdoors, Geoffrey—and have a cup of tea."
Geoffiey shook his head.
" Perry forbids tea," he said, " in the middle of the day."
"You brute ! " cried Mrs. Glenarm.
" Do you want me to lose the race ? " retorted Geoffrey.
"Yes!"
With that answer, she left him at last, and ran back into the house
Geoffrey took a turn on the terrace—considered a little—stopped—
and looked at the porch under which the irate widow had disappeared
from his view. " Ten thousand a year," he said, tMnking of the
matrimonial prospect which he was placing in peril. " And devUish
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well earned," he added, gomg into the house, under protest, to appease
Mrs. Glenarm.
The offended lady was on a sofa, in the solitary drawing-room.
Geofirey sat down by her. She declined to look at him. " Don't be a
fool!" said Geoffrey, m Ms most persuasive manner. Mrs. Glenarm
put her handkerchief to her eyes. Geoffrey took it away again, without ceremony. Mrs. Glenarm rose to leave the room.
Geoffrey
stopped her 'by main force. Mrs. Glenarm threatened to summon the
servants. Geoffiey said, " All right! I don't care if the whole house
knows I'm fond of y o u ! " Mrs. Glenarm looked at the door, and
wiiispered, " H u s h ! for Heaven's sake ! " Geoffrey put her arm hi
his, and said, " Come along with m e : I've got something to say to
you." Mrs. Glenarm drew back, and shook her head. Geoffrey put
his arm round her waist, and walked her out of the room, and out of the
house—takmg the dfr-ection, not of the terrace, but of a fir plantation
on the opposite side of the grounds. Arrived among the trees, he
stopped and held up a wariung forefinger before the offended lady's
face.
" You're just the sort of woman I like," he said, " and there
ain't a man Hving who's half as sweet on you as I am. You leave off
bullying me about P e r r y ; and I'U teU you what I'll do—I'U let you
see me take a Sprmt."
H e drew back a step, and fixed his big blue eyes on her, with a look
which said, " You are a higlUy-favoured woman, if ever there was one
yet! " Curiosity instantly took the leading place among the emotions
of Mrs. Glenarm. " W h a t ' s a Sprint, Geoffrey? " she asked.
" A short run, to try me at the top of my speed. There ain't another
H^ving soiff m all England that I'd let see it, but you. Noiv am I a
brute?"
Mrs. Glenarm was conquered agam, for the hundredth time at
least. She said softly, " Oh, Geoffi-ey, if you could only be always like
this! " H e r eyes Hfted themselves admiringly to his. She took his
arm agaui of her own accord, and pressed it with a loving clasp. Geoffrey
prophetically felt the ten thousand a year in his pocket. " Do you
really love me ? " wiiispered Mrs. Glenarm. " Don't I ! " answered the
hero. The peace was made—and the two walked on again.
They passed through the plantation, and came out on some open
ground, rismg and faUmg prettilj- in little hillocks and hollows. The
last of the hUlocks sloped down into a smooth level plain, with a fringe
of sheltering trees on its farther side—with a snug little stone cottage
among the trees—and w-ith a smart little man, walldng up and down
before the cottage, holding his hands behind him. The level plain was
the hero's exercismg ground; the cottage was the hero's retreat; and
the smart Httle man was the hero's trainer.
If Mrs. Glenarm hated Perry—Perry (judging by appearances) was
in no danger of lo-vmg Mrs. Glenarm. As Geoffrey approached with
his companion, the tramer came to a standstiU, and stared silently at
the lady. The lady on her side, declined to observe that any such
person as the trainer was then in existence, and present in bodily form
on the scene.
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•' How about time ? " said Geoffrey.
Perry consulted an elaborate watch, constructed to mark time to the
fifth of a second—and answered Geoffrey, with his eye aU the while on
Mrs. Glenarm.
" You've got five minutes to spare."
" Show me where you r u n ; I'm dying to see it! " said the eager
widow, takmg possession of Geoffrey's arm with both hands.
Geoffiey led her back to a place (marked by a sapling with a Uttle
flag attached to it) at some short distance from the cottage. She glided
along by his side, with subtle undulations of movement which appeared
to complete the exasperation of Perry. H e waited until she was out of
hearing—and then he invoked (let us say) the blasts of heaven on the
fashionably-dressed head of Mrs. Glenarm.
"You take your place there," said Geoffrey, posting her by the
sapling. " When I pass you
" H e stopped and siuveyed her with
a good-humoured, mascuhne pity. " How the devU am I to make you
understand it ? " he went on. " Look here ! when I pass you, it wUl
he, at what you would call (if I was a horse) fuU gallop. Hold your
tongue—I haven't done yet. You're to look on after me as I leave you,
to w-liere the edge of the cottage wall cuts the trees. When you have
lost sight of me behind the wall, you'll have seen me run my three
hundred yards from this flag. You're in luck's way ! Perry tries me
at the long Sprint to-day. You understand you're to stop here ? Very
well, then—let me go and get my toggery on."
" Shan't I see you again, Geoffrey ? "
" Haven't 1 just told you that you'U see me run ? "
" Yes—but after that"? "
" After that I'm sponged and rubbed down — and rest in tho
cottage."
" You'U come to us this evening ? "
He nodded, and left her. The face of Perry looked unutterable
things, when he and Geoffrey met at the door of the cottage.
" I've got a question to ask you, Mr. Delamayn," said the tramer.
'' Do you want me, or don't you ? "
•' Of course I want you."
" What cHd I say when I first come here ? " proceeded Perry, sternly.
" I said, ' I won't have nobody a-looking on at a man I'm training.
These here ladies and gentlemen may all have made up their minds to
see you. I've made up my mind not to have no lookers-on. I won't
have you timed at your work by nobody but me. I won't have every
blessed yard of groiuid you cover put in the noospapers. I won't have
a li^ving soul hi the secret of what you can do, and what you can't, except
our two selves.'—Did I say that, Mr. Delamayn ? or didn't I ? "
"AU right."
" D i d l s a y f f ? or didn't I ? "
" Of course you did ! "
" Then don't you bring no more women here. It's clean against rules.
And I won't have it."
Any other living creature adopting this tone of remonstrance, would
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probablj' have had reason to repent it. But Geoffrey himseff was afraid
to show his temper m the presence of Perry. I n -view of the coming race,
the first and foremost of British trainers was not to be trifled with, even
by the first and foremost of British athletes.
" She won't come again," said Geoffrey. " She's going away from
Swanhaven in two days' time."
" I've put every shillmg I'm worth in the world on you," pursued
Perry, relapsmg into tenderness. " And I teU you I felt i t ! I t cut me
to the heart when I see you coming along with a woman at your heels.
It's a fraud on Ms backers, I says to myself—that's what it is, a fraud on
his backers I "
" Shut up ! " said Geoffi-ey. " And come and help me to wm your
money." H e kicked open the door of the cottage—and atMete and
trainer disappeared from -view.
After waitmg a few mmutes by the Httle flag, Mrs. Glenarm saw the
tw-o men approaching her from the cottage. Dressed m a close-fitting
costume, Hght and elastic, adaptmg itseff to every movement, and made
to answer every purpose requfr-ed by the exercise m which he was about
to engage, Geoffrey's physical advantages showed themselves hi their
best and bravest aspect. His head sat proud and easy on his firm white
throat, bared to the afr. The rising of Ms mighty chest, as he drew in
deep draughts of the fi-agrant summer breeze; the play of his lithe and
supple loms; the easy elastic stride of Ms straight and shapely legs,
presented a triumph of physical manhood in its highest type.
Mrs. Glenarm's eyes devoured Mm in sUent admfration. H e looked
Hke a young god of mythology—like a statue anm-iated with colour and
life. " Oh Geoffrey ! " she exclaimed softly, as he went by. H e neither
answered, nor looked : he had other business on hand than HsteMng to
soft nonsense. H e was gathering himself up for the effort: Ms Hps were
set; Ms fists were lightly clenched. Perry posted himself at Ms place,
grim and sUent, with the watch in his hand. Geoffrey waUced on beyond
the flag, so as to give himself start enough to reach his fuU speed as he
passed it, " Now then ! " said Perrj^ I n an instant more he flew by (to
Mrs. Glenarm's excited imagination) like an arrow from a bow. His
action was perfect. His speed at its utmost rate of exertion, preserved
its rare underlying elements of strength and steadiness. Less and less
and less he grew to the ej^es that followed his course ; stUl lightly flying
over the ground, stUl firmly keeping the straight Hne. A moment more,
and the runner vaMshed behind the waU of the cottage, and the stopwatch of the trainer returned to its place in his pocket
I n her eagerness to know the resMt. Mrs. Glenarm forgot her
jealousy of Perry.
" How long has he been ? " she asked.
" There's a good many besides you would be glad to know that,"
said Perry.
" Mr. Delamayn wUl teU me, you rude man !"
" That depends, ma'am, on whether I tell him,"
With this reply. Perry hurried back to the cottage.
H o t a word passed, whUe the tramer was attending to his man, and
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ffhfle the man was recovering his breath. When Geoffrey had been
carefuUy rubbed down, and clothed again in Ms ordmary garments.
Perry pulled a comfortable easy-chair out of a corner. Geoffrey fell into
the chau-, rather than sat down in it. Perry started, and looked at him
attentively.
" Well ? " said Geoffrey. " How about the time ? Long ? short ? or
middling ? "
" Very good time," said Perrv.
"How long?"
" When did you say the lady was going, Mr. Delamayn ? "
" I n two days."
" Very well, sir. I'U tell you ' how long' w-lien the lady's gone."
Geoffrey made no attempt to insist on an immediate reply. H e
smUed family. After an interval of less than ten nunutes, he stretched
out Ins legs, and closed Ms eyes.
" Gomg to sleep ? " said Perry.
Geoffiey opened his eyes, with an effort. " No," he said. The word
had hardly passed Ms lips before Ms eyes closed again.
" HuUo! " said Perry, watching him. " I don't Hke that."
He went closer to the chair. There was no doubt about it. The
man was asleep.
Perry emitted a long wMstle, under Ms breath. H e stooped and laid
two of bis fingers softly on Geoffrey's pulse. The beat was slow, heavy,
and laboured. I t was unmistakably the pulse of an exhausted man.
The tramer changed colour, and took a turn in the room. H e opened
a cupboard, and produced from it Ms diary of the precedmg j-ear. The
entries relatmg to the last occasion on which he had prepared Geoffrey
for a foot-race, mcluded the fuUest details. H e turned to the report of
the first trial, at three hundred yards, fuU speed. The time was, by
rather more than a second, not so good as the time on this occasion. But
the result, afterwards, was utterly different. There it was, in Perry s
own words :—" Pulse good. Man in high spirits. Ready, if I w-ould
have let him, to run it over again."
Perry looked round at the same man, a year afterwards—utterly worn
out, and fast asleep iu the chair.
He fetched pen, ink, and paper out of the cupboard, and wrote two
letters—both marked " Private." The first was to a medical man, a
great authority among tramers. The second was to Perry's own agent
in London, whom he knew he could trust. The letter pledged the agent
to the strictest secresy, and directed him to back Geoffrey's opponent in
the Foot-Race for a sum equal to the sum which Perry had betted on
Geoffrey himself. " If you have got any money of your own on him,"
the letter concluded, " do as I do. ' Hedge '-—and hold your tongue."
" Another of 'em gone stale ! " said the trainer, looking round again
at the sleeping man. " He'll lose the race."
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SEEDS OF THE FUTURE

(SECOND SOWING).

AND what did the -visitors say of the Swans ?
They said, " Oh, wiiat a number of t h e m ! "—wiiich was all that
v.^as to be said, by persons ignorant of the natural history of aquatic
birds.
And what did the visitors say of the lake ?
Some of them said, " How solemn ! " Some of them said, " How
romantic! " Some of them said nothing—but privately thought it a dismal
scene.
Here again the popular sentiment struck the right note at starting.
The lake was hidden in the centre of a fir-wood. Except in the middle,
w-here the sunlight reached them, the waters lay black under the sombre
shadow of the trees. The one break m the plantation was at the farther
end of the lake. The one sign of movement and life to be seen, was the
ghostly gUdhig of the swans, on the dead-still surface of the water. It
was solemn—as they said. I t was romantic—as they said. I t was
dismal—as they thought. Pages of description coMd express no more.
Let pages of description be absent, therefore, in this place.
Having satiated itself w-ith the swans, having exhausted the lake,
the general curiosity reverted to the break in the trees at the farther end
—remarked a startlingly-artificial object, intruding itself on the scene, in
the shape of a large red cm-tain, which hung between two of the tallest
firs, and closed the prospect beyond from view—requested an explanation of the curtain from JuUus Delamayn—and received for answer that
the mystery should be revealed, on the arrival of his wife with the tardy
remainder of the guests who had loitered about the house.
On the appearance of Mrs. Delamayn and the stragglers, the imited
party coasted the shore of the lake, and stood assembled in front of the
curtain. Pointmg to the silken cords, hanging at either side of it, Julius
Delamayn picked out two little girls (children of his wife's sister); and
sent them to the cords, with instructions to pull, and see what
happened.
The nieces of JuUus pulled w-ith the eager hands of
children in the presence of a mystery—the curtains parted in the middle
—and a cry of universal astonishment and delight saluted the scene
revealed to view.
At the end of a broad avenue of firs, a cool green glade spread its
grassy carpet in the midst of the surrounding plantation. The ground
at the farther end of the glade rose; and here, on the lower slopes, a
bright Httle spring of water bubbled out between grey old granite rocks
Along the right-hand edge of the turf ran a row of tables, arrayed in
spotless white, and covered with refreshments waiting for the guests.
On the opposite side was a band of music, wiiich burst into harmony at
the moment when the curtains were opened. Looking back through the
avenue, the eye caught a distant gUmpse of the lake, where the sunhght
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played on the water, and the plumage of the gliding swans flashed softly
in brUliant white. Such was the charming surprise which JuUus Delamayn had arranged for his friends. I t was only at moments like t h e s e ^
or when he and his wife were playing Sonatas in the modest Httle musicroom at Swanhaven—^tliat Lord Holchester's eldest son was reaUy happy.
He secretly groaned over the duties wMcli his position as a landed
gentleman imposed upon Mm—and he suffered under some of the highest
privileges of his rank and station, as under social martyrdom m its
cruellest form.
"We'll dme flrst," said Julius, " and dance afterwards. There is the
programme !"
He led the way to the tables, with the two ladies nearest to Mm—
utterly careless whether they were or were not among the ladies of the
highest rank then present. To Lady Lundie's astonishment, he took the
first seat he came to, without appearing to care what place he occupied
at his own feast. The guests, foUo^wing Ms example, sat where they
pleased, reckless of precedents and cUgMties. Mrs. Delamayn, feeUng a
special interest in a young lady who was shortly to be a bride, took
Blanche's arm. Lady Lundie attached herself resolutely to her hostess
on the other side. The three sat together. Mrs. Delamayn did her best
to encourage Blanche to t a l k ; and Blanche did her best to meet the
advances made to her. The experiment succeeded but poorly, on either
side. Mrs. Delamayn gave it up in despafr, and turned to Lady Lundie
—-with a strong suspicion that some unpleasant subject of reflection was
preying privately on the bride's mind. The conclusion w-as soundly
dra^wn. Blanche's little outbreak of temper with her friend on the
terrace, and Blanche's present deficiency of gaiety and spirit, were
attributable to the same cause. She hid it fi-om her uncle; she hid it
from Arnold'—but she was as anxious as ever, and as wretched as ever,
about Anne; and she was stiU on the watch (no matter what Sir Patrick
might say or do) to seize the first opportumty of renewing the search for
her lost friend.
MeanwhUe, the eatmg, the drinkmg, and the talking went merrily on.
The band played its HveUest melodies ; the servants kept the glasses
constantly fiUed: round aU the tables, gaiety and freedom reigned
supreme. The one conversation m progress, m which the talkers were
not in social harmony with each other, was the conversation at Blanche's
side, between her stepmother and Mrs. Delamayn.
Among Lady Limdie's other accompUshments, the power of makmg
disagreeable discoveries, ranked high. At the dinner in the glade, she
had not faUed to notice, what everybody else had passed over—the
absence at the festival of the hostess's brother-in-law ; and, more
remarkable stiU, the disappearance of a lady who was actuaUy one of
the guests staying in the house : in plauier words, the disappearance of
Mrs, Glenarm.
"Am I nustaken?" said her ladyship, Ifftmg her eyeglass, and looking round the tables. " Surely, there is a member of our party missing?
I don't see Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn."
" Geoffrey promised to be here. But he is not particularly attentive,
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as you may have noticed, to keeping engagements of this sort. Everj'tliing is sacrificed to his trainmg. W e only see Mm at rare mtervals
now."
W i t h that reply, Mrs. Delamayn attempted to change the subject.
Lady Lundie Hftecl her eyeglass, and looked round the tables for the
second time.
" Pardon me," persisted her ladyship—" but is it possible that I have
discovered another absentee ? I don't see Mrs. Glenarm. Yet surely
she must be here ! Mrs. Glenarm is not trainmg for a foot-race. Do
you see her ? I don't."
" I missed her when we went out on the terrace—and I have not
seen her since."
" Isn't it very odd, dear Mrs. Delamayn? "
" Oiu- guests at Swanhaven, Lady Lundie, have perfect Hberty to do
as they please."
I n those words, Mrs. Delamayn (as she fondly imagined) dismissed
the subject. But Lady Lundie's robust curiosity proved unassailable by
even the broadest Mnt. Carried away, m aU probabUity, by the infection
of merriment about her, her ladysMp displayed unexpected reserves of
vivacity. The nund decUnes to reaUze i t ; but it is not the less true that
this majestic woman actuaUy simpered !
" ShaU we put two and two together? " said L a d y Lundie, with a
ponderous playfulness wonderfiU to see. " Here, on the one hand, is
Mr. Geoffi-ey Delamayn—a j-oung single man. And here, on the other,
is Mrs. Glenarm—a young widow. Rank, on the side of the yomig single
m a n ; riches on the side of the young mdow. And both mysteriously
absent at the same time, from the same pleasant party. Pla, Mrs. Delamayn ! shoMd I guess •wrong, if I guessed that you wUl have a marriage
in the family, too, before long? "
Mrs. Delamayn looked a little annoyed. She had entered, with aU
her heart, into the conspiracy for making a match between Geoffrey and
Mrs. Glenarm. B u t she was not x^repared to own that the lady's facUity
had (m spite of aU attempts to conceal it from cHscovery) made the conspfr-acy obviously successful in ten days' time.
" I am not m the secrets of the lady and gentleman whom you mention," she repHed, drily.
A hea^vy body is slow to acqiure movement—-and slow to abandon
movement, when once acquired. The playfuMess of Lady Lundie, being
essentiaUy heavy, foUowed the same rMe. She stiU persisted m being
as Hvely as ever.
" o h , what a diplomatic answer ! " exclaimed her ladyship. " I tMnk
I can interpret it, though, for aU that. A little bfrd teUs me that I
shaU see a Mrs. Geoffrey Delamayn m London, next season. And I,
for one, sliaU not be surprised to find myseff congratulating Mrs.
Glenarm! "
" If you persist in lettmg your imagination run away -with you. Lady
Limdie, I can't possibly help it. I can oMy request permission to keep
the bridle on mine."
This time, even Lady Lundie understood that it would be wise to say
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no more. She smUed and nodded, in Mgh private approval of her own
extraordmary cleverness. If she had been asked at that moment who
was the most briUiant EngUshwoman living, she would have looked mwards on herseff^—and would have seen, as m a glass brightly. Lady
Lundie, of Windygates.
From the moment when the talk at her side entered on the subject
of Geoffrey Delamayn and INIrs. Glenarm—and throughout the brief
period during wluch it remained occupied with that topic—Blanche
became conscious of a strong smell of some spirituous Hquor; wafted
do^wn on her, as she fancied, from belund and from above. Findmg the
odour growing stronger and stronger, she looked roimd to see wiiether
any special manufacture of grog was proceedmg inexpUcably at the
back of her chair. The moment she moved her head, her attention was
claimed by a pair of tremulous gouty old hands, offermg her a grouse
pie, profusely sprinkled with truffles.
" Eh, my bonny miss ! " whispered a persuasive voice at her ear,
" ye're joost stairvmg in a land o' plenty. Tak' my advice, and ye'U tak'
the best thmg at tebble—groose-poy, and trufflers."
Blanche looked up.
There he was—the man with the canny eye, the fatherly manner,
and the mighty nose—Bishopriggs preserved m spirits, and iniMstering
at the festival at SwaMiaven Lodge !
Blanche had only seen him fijr a moment on the memorable night
of the storm, when she had surprised Anne at the mn. But instants
passed m the societ}' of Bishopriggs, were as good as hours spent in the
company of inferior men. Blanche instantly recognized M m ; mstantly
called to mind Sfr Patrick s conviction that he was in possession of
Anne's lost letter; mstantly rushed t.<) the conclusion that, in discovering Bishopriggs, she had discovered a chance of tracmg Anne. H e r
first unpulse was to claim acquauitance with Mm on the spot. But the
eyes of her neighbours were on her, wariung her to wait. She took a
httle of the pie, and looked hard at Bishopriggs. That discreet man,
showing no sign of recogMtion on his side, bowed respectfuUy, and
went on round the table.
" I wonder whether he has got the letter about him ? " thought
Blanche.
He had not only got the letter about liim—but, more than that, he
was actuaUy then on the look-out for a means of turning the letter to
profitable pecuMary account.
The domestic estabUslmient at Sw-anhaven Lodge included no formidable array of servants. When INIrs. Delamayn gave a large party,
she depended for such adcUtional assistance as was needed, partly on the
contributions of her friends ; partly on the resources of the p)rincipal inn
at Kfrkandrew. Mr. Bishopriggs, servmg at the time (in the absence of
any better employment) as a supernuinerarj'^ at the inn, made one among
the waiters who could be spared to assist at the garden-party. The
name of the gentleman by whom he was to be employed for the day,
had struck Mm, when he first heard it, as havmg a familiar sound. H e
had made his inqufries ; and had tlien betaken Mmseff', for adcHtionaJ
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iifformation, to the letter wluch he had picked up from the parlour floor,
at Craig FerMe.
The sheet of note-paper lost by Anne, contained, it may be remembered, two letters—one signed by herseff; the other signed by Geoffrey
'—and both suggestive, to a stranger's eye, of relations between the
writers which they were mterested in conceaUng from the pubhc
view.
Thmkmg it just possible—ff he kept his eyes and ears weU open at
Swanhaven—that he nught improve his prospect of makmg a marketable
commodity of the stolen correspondence, Mr. Bishopriggs had put the
letter in Ms pocket w-lien he left Kirkandrew. He had recognised
Blanche, as a friend of the lady at the inn—and as a person who might
perhaps be turned to account, m that capacity. And he had, moreover,
heard every word of the conversation between Lady Lundie and Mrs.
Delamayn on the subject of Geoffrey and Mrs. Glenarm. There were
hours to be passed before the guests would retire, and before the waiters
woMd be disnussed. The conviction was strong in the mind of Mr.
Bishopriggs, that he might find good reason yet for congratulating Mmself on the chance wMch had associated Mm -with the festivities at
SwaMiaven Lodge.
It was stiU early in the afternoon, when the gaiety at the dinnertable began, ui certain quarters, to show signs of wearmg out.
The younger members of the party—especiaUy the ladies—grew
restless •with the appearance of the dessert. One after another, they
looked longingly at the smooth level of elastic turf in the middle of the
glade. One after another, they beat time absently •\vith thefr fingers, to
the waltz wMcli the musicians happened to be playing at the moment.
Noticmg these symptoms, Mrs. Delamayn set the example of rismg;
and her husband sent a message to the band. In ten mmutes more,
the first quadrUle was in progress on the grass; the spectators were
picturesquely grouped round, lookmg on; and the servants, and waiters,
no longer w-anted, had retired out of sight, to a pic-Mc of their own.
The last person to leave the deserted tables was the venerable
Bishopriggs. He alone, of the men hi attendance, had contrived to
combme a sufficient appearance of waitmg on the company, -with a
clandestine attention to Ms o-wn personal need of refreshment. Instead
of hiirrymg away to the servants' dinner with the rest, he made the
round of the tables, apparently clearing away the crumbs—actuaUy
emptying the wine-glasses. Immersed in this occupation, he was
startled by a lady's voice behind Mm, and, turnmg as qMckly as he
could, found himseff face to face with Miss Lundie.
" I want some cold water," said Blanche. " Be so good as to get
me some from the sprmg."
She pointed to the bubbUng rivulet at the farther end of the glade.
Bishopriggs looked imaffectecUy shocked.
" Lord's sake, miss," he exclaimed, " d'ye relly mean to offend yer
stomach wi' caMd water—when there's -wme to be had for the asking! "
Blanche gave Mm a look. Slowness of perception was not on the
Hst of the faUmgs of Bishopriggs. He took up a tumbler—winked with
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his one avaUable eye—and led the way to the rivulet. There was nothing
remarkable m the spectacle of a young lady who wanted a glass of spring
water, or of a waiter who was getting it for her. Nobody was surprised;
and (with the band playing) nobody coMd by any chance overhear w-hat
might be said at the sprmg-side.
" Do you remember me at the inn, on the night of the storm ? "
asked Blanche.
Mr. Bishopriggs had his reasons (carefuUy enclosed in his pocketbook) for not being too ready to commit liimseff with Blanche, at
starting.
" I'm no' saymg I canna remember ye, miss. Whar's the man
would mak' sic an answer as tli9,t to a bonny young leddy, like 3^011? "
By way of assisting his memory, Blanche took out her purse.
Bishopriggs became absorbed in the scenery.
H e looked at the
running water with the eye of a man who thoroughly distrusted it,
viewed as a beverage.
"There ye go," he said, addressmg himself to the rivulet, " bubliu'
to yer am amiihUatioii hi the loch yonder! It's little I know that's
gude aboot ye, in yer unconvafrted state. Ye're a type 0' huuiiui life
they say. 1 tak' up my testimony against that.
Ye're a type o'
naethmg at all, tiU ye're heated wi' fire, and sweetened w-i sugar, and
strenghtened -wi' whusky; and then ye're a type o' toddy—and human
hfe (I grant it) has got somethmg to say ye m that capaicity ! "
" I have heard more about you, smce I was at the mn," proceeded
Blanche, " t h a n y o u may suppose." (She opened her purse : Mr. Bishopriggs became the picture of attention.) " You were very, very kmd to a
lady who was staymg at Craig FerMe," she went on earnestly. " I
know that you have lost your place at the inn, because you gave aU
your attention to that lady. She is my dearest friend, Mr. Bishopriggs. I want to thank j^ou. I do thank you. Please accept what I
have got here."
AU the gfrl's heart was in her eyes and m her voice, as she emptied
her purse mto the gouty (and greedy) old hand of Bishopriggs.
A young lady, with a weU-fiUed purse (no matter how rich the
young lady may be) is a combination not often witnessed, m any
coimtry on the civUized earth. Either the money is always spent, or
the money has been forgotten on the toUette-table at home. Blanche's
purse contained a sovereign, and some six or seven shillings in silver.
As pocket-money for an hefress it was contemptible. But as a gratuity
to Bishopriggs, it was magMficent. The old rascal put the money into
Ins pocket with one hand, and dashed away the tears of sensibility,
wMch he had not shed, with the other.
" Cast yer bread on the waters," cried Mr. Bishopriggs, with his one
eye raised devotionaUy to the sky, " and ye saU find it again after
monny days! Hech ! hech ! didna I say when I first set eyes on that
puir leddy, ' I feel hke a fether to ye ' ? It's seemply mairvelloiis to
Bee hoo a man's ain gude deeds find Mm oot in this lower warld 0' ours.
If ever I heard the voice o' naitural afl'ection speakmg in my ain
breest," pursued Mr. Bishopriggs, with Ms eye fixed m uneasy expecta-
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tioii on Blanche, " it joost spak' trumpet-tongued, when that -winsome
creature first looldt at me. WUl it be she now that told ye of the wee
bit sair-vico I rendered to her, m the tmie when I was hi bondage at the
hottle?"
" Yes—she told me herseff."
" Might I mak' sae bauld as to ask whar' she may be at the present
time ? "
" I don't know, Mr. Bishopriggs. I am more miserable about it
than I can say. She has gone away—and I don't know where."
" O w ! ow! that's bad. And the bit husband-creature danglin' at
her petticoat's tail one day, and awa' wi' the sunrise next morMn'—
have they baith taken leg-baU together ? "
" I know nothing of Mm ; I never saw him. You saw Mm. Tell
me—what w^as he like ? "
" E h ! he was joost a puir weak creature. Didn't know a glass o'
gude sherry-wuie when he'd got it. Free wi' the sUler—that's a' ye can
say for Mm—free -wi' the sUler! "
F m d m g it impossible to extract from Bishopriggs any clearer
description of the man who had been with Anne at the inn, than
tins, Blanche approached the main object of the mterview.
Too
anxious to waste time m circumlocution, she turned the conversation
at once to the dehcate and doubtful subject of the lost letter.
" There is somethmg else that I want to say to you," she resumed.
" My fiiend had a loss, w-liile she was staying at the inn."
The clouds of doubt rolled off the mind of Bishopriggs. The lady's
friend knew of the lost letter. And, better stUl, the lady's friend looked
as if she wanted i t !
" A y ! a y ! " he said, with all due appearance of carelessness. " Like
eneugh. From the mistress do-wnwards, they're a' kittle cattle at the
mn, since I've left 'em. W h a t may it ha' been that she lost? "
" She lost a letter."
The look of uneasy expectation reappeared in the eye of Bishopriggs.
I t was a question—and a serious question, from Ms point of
•view—whether any suspicion of theft was attached to the disappearance
of the letter,
" W h e n ye say ' lost,' " he asked, " d'j^e mean stolen ? "
Blanche was quite qmck enough to see the necessity of qmetmg his
mmd on tlus pomt.
" Oh, no ! " she answered. " Not stolen. Only lost. Did you hear
about ff ? "
" Wherefore suld / ha' heard aboot it ? " H e looked hard at Blanche
—and detected a momentary hesitation in her face. " TeU me this, my
young leddy," he w^ent on, advancing warily nearer to the pomt. " When
ye're speering for news o' your freend's lost letter—what sets ye on
comm' to me ? "
Those words were decisive. I t is hardly too much to say, that
Blanche's future depended on Blanche's answer to that question.
If she could have produced the money; and if she had said boldly,
" You have got the letter, Mr. Bishopriggs: I pledge my w^ord that no
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questions shaU be asked, and I offer you ten pounds for it,"—m aU
probabUity, the bargam would have been struck; and the whole course
of conung events would, m that case, have been altered. But she had
no money left; and there were no friends, m the circle at Swanhaven,
to whom she could apply, without bemg nusmterpreted, for a loan of ten
pounds, to be privately entrusted to her on the spot. Under stress of
sheer necessity, Blanche abandoned aU hope of maldng any present
appeal of a pecuMary nature to the confidence of Bishopriggs.
The one other way of attaiMng her object that she could see, w-as to
arm herseff -with the mfluence of Sfr Patrick's name. A man, placed m
her position, would have thought it mere madness to venture on such a
risk as this. But Blanche—with one act of rashness afready on her
conscience—rushed, woman-like, straight to the commission of another.
The same headlong eagerness to reach her end, which had hurried her
into questioiung Geoffrey before he left Wmdygates, now drove her, just
as recklessly, mto taldng the management of Bishopriggs out of Sir
Patrick's skilled and practised hands. The star-ving sisterly love m her,
himgered for a trace of Anne. H e r heart whispered, Risk i t ! And
Blanche risked it on the spot.
" Sfr Patrick set me on coming to you," she said.
The openmg hand of Bishopriggs—ready to deHver the letter,
and receive the reward—closed again mstantly, as she spoke those
words.
" Sfr Paitrick ? " he repeated. " Ow ! ow ! ye've een tauld Sir
Paitrick aboot it, have ye ? There's a chiel wi' a lang head on his
shouthers, if ever there was ane y e t ! W h a t might Sir Paitrick ha'
said ? "
Blanche noticed a change in his tone. Blanche was rigidly careful
(when it was too late) to answer Mm in guarded terms.
" Sfr Patrick thought you nught have found the letter," she said—
" and might not have remembered about it agam, untU after you had
left the inn."
Bishopriggs looked back mto his own personal experience of Ms old
master—and drew the correct conclusion that Sir Patrick's view of his
connection with the disappearance of the letter, was not the purely
unsuspicious view reported bj' Blanche. " The dour auld deevU," he
thought to himseff, " knows me better than that!"
" WeU ? " asked Blanche, impatiently, " Is Sfr Patrick right ? "
" Richt? " rejomed Bishopriggs briskly. " He's as far awa' from the
truth, as John o' Groat's House is from Jericho."
" You know nothmg of the letter ? "
" DeU a bit I know o' the letter. The first I ha' heard of it, is what
I hear noo."
Blanche's heart sank witlim her. H a d she defeated her own object,
and cut the ground from under Sir Patrick's feet, for the second time ?
Surely not! There was unquestionably a chance, on this occasion, that
the man might be prevaUed upon to place the trust in her uncle, which
he was too cautious to confide to a stranger like herself. The one wise
thing to do now was to pave the way for the exertion of Sir Patrick's
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superior influence, and Sir Patrick's superior sldll. She resumed the
conversation -with that object m view.
" I am sorry to hear that Sfr Patrick has guessed wrong," she
resumed. " My fiiend was anxious to recover the letter, when I last
saw h e r ; and I hoped to hear news of it fi-om you. However, right or
wrong, Sfr Patrick has some reason for -wislung to see you—and I take
the opportuMty of telHng you so. H e has left a letter to wait for you,
at the Craig Fernie inn."
" I'm thinkmg the letter wUl ha' lang eneugh to wait, ff it waits tiU
I gae back for it to the hottle," remarked Bishopriggs.
" I n that case," said Blanche, promptly, " you had better give me an
address at which Sfr Patrick can write to you. You wouldn't, I suppose,
•wish me to say that I had seen you here, and that you refused to commuMcate with him ? "
" Never tlunk i t ! " cried Bishopriggs, fervently. " If there's ain
thmg mafr than aiuther that I'm carefu' to presafr-ve intact, it's joost the
respactful attention that I owe to Sir Paitrick. I'U make sae bauld,
miss, as to chaii-ge ye -wi' that bit cafrd. I'm no' settled m ony place yet
(mau-'s the pity at my time o' Hfe !)—but Sir Paitrick may hear o' me,
when Sfr- Paitrick has need o' me, there." H e handed a dfr-ty httle card
to Blanche, contaiMng the name and address of a butcher m Edinbiu-gh.
" Sawmiuel Bishopriggs," he w'ent on, gUbly. " Care o' Davie Dow-,
flesher; Cowgate; Embro. My Patmos m the w-eelderness. Miss, for
the time bemg."
Blanche received the address with a sense of unspeakable reUef. If
she had once more ventured on taldng Sfr Patrick's place, and once more
failed in justffying her rashness by the resMts, she had at least gained
some atoning advantage, this time, by openmg a means of communication between her uncle and Bishopriggs.
" You will hear fi-om Sir Patrick," she said—and nodded IdncUy, and
returned to her place among the guests.
" I'U hear from Sir Paitrick, waR I ? " repeated Bishopriggs, when he
was left by himseff. " Sir Paitrick will wark naetlung less than a
meeracle, ff he finds Saw-muel Bishopriggs at the Cowgate, Embro ! "
H e laughed softly over his own cleverness ; and -ivithdrew to a lonely
place in the plantation, m wluch he could consult the stolen corresxiondence •without fear of being observed by any Hving creature. Once more
the truth had tried to struggle into Hght, before the day of the marriagt
—and once more, Blanche had innocently helped the darkness to keep
it from view.
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CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SEVENTH.
S E E D S OP THE FUTURE ( T H I R D

SOWING).

ArxEB a new and attentive reading of Anne's letter to Geoffrey, and oi
Geoffrey's letter to Anne, Bishopriggs laid down comfortably under a
tree, and set Mmseff the task of seemg his position plainly, as it was at
that moment.
The profitable disposal of the correspondence to Blanche was no
longer among the possibUities involved in the case. As for treating -with
Sir Patrick, Bishopriggs determined to keep equaUy clear of the Cowgate,
Edmburgh, and of Mrs. Inchbare's mn, so long as tiiere was the faintest
chance of his pusMng his own mterests in any other quarter. No person
hving would be capable of so certaiiUy extractmg the correspondence from
lum, on such rumously cheap terms, as his old master. " I'll no' put
myself under Sfr- Paitiick's thumb," thought Bishopriggs, " till I've gaue
my am rounds among the lave o' them first."
Rendered mto inteUigible EngHsh, this resolution pledged him to
hold no commuMcation with Sir Patrick—until he had first tested his
success m negociatmg with other persons, wiio might be equally interested
in gettmg possession of the correspondence, and more Hberal m givmg
hush-money to the thief who had stolen it.
Who were the " other persons " at his disposal, under these cfrcum
stances ?
He had oMy to recaU the conversation which he had overheard between Lady Lundie and Mrs. Delamayn, to arrive at the discovery ol
one person, to begm with, who was directly mterested m getting possession of his o^wn letter. Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn was in a fafr way of being
married to a lady, named Mrs. Glenarm. And here was this same
Mr. Geoffiey Delamayn m matrimonial correspondence, Httle more than
a fortnight since, with another lady—who signed herseff " A n n e SUvester."
Whatever his position between the two women might be, his interest
in possessmg himself of the correspondence was plam beyond aU doubt.
It was equally clear that the first thmg to be done by Bishopriggs was to
find the means of obtammg a personal Mterview with Mm. If the interview led to nothing else, it woiUd decide one important question which
stUl remained to be solved. The lady whom Bishopriggs had waited
on at Craig Fernie might weU be " Anne Silvester." W a s Mr. Geoffrey
Delamayn, m that case, the gentleman who had passed as her husband
at the inn ?
Bishopriggs rose to Ms gouty feet, with aU possible alacrity; and
hobbled away to make the necessary mquiries, addresshig himself^-not
to the men servants at the dhmer-table, who would be sure to insist on
his joining them—but to the women servants left hi charge of the empty
house.
He easUy obtamed the necessary dfrections for findmg the cottage.
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But he was warned that Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn's trainer aUowed nobody
to see his patron at exercise, and that he would certauffy be ordered ofl'
again the mom.ent he appeared on the scene.
Bearing this caution m mmd, Bishopriggs made a circuit on reaching
the open ground, so as to approach the cottage at the back, under shelter
of the trees behind it. One look at Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn was aU
that he wanted, in the first instance. They were welcome to order him
off' again, as long as he obtamed that.
H e was still hesitatmg at the outer line of the trees—wiien he heard
a loud, imperative voice, calUng from the front of the cottage, " Now,
Mr. Geofirey ! Tune's up ! " Another voice answered, " AU right"—
and, after an interval, Geoffrey Delamayn appeared on the open ground,
proceeding to the point from which he was accustomed to walk his
measured mile.
Advancing a few steps to look at Ms man more closely, Bishopriggs
was instantly detected by the qMck eye of the trainer.
" HuUo ! " cried Perry, " what do you w-ant here ? "
Bishopriggs opened Ms lips to make an excuse.
" Who the devil are you ?'' roared Geoffrey.
The tramer answered the question out of the resources of his o^wn
experience.
" A spy, sir—sent to time you at your work."
Geoffrey Hfted Ms mighty fist, and sprang forward a step.
Perry held Ms patron back.
" You can't do that, sir," he said ; " the man's too old. No fear of
Ms turning up again—you've scared him out of his -wits."
The statement was strictly true. The terror of Bishopriggs at the
sight of Geoffrey's fist, restored to him the acti-vity of his youth. He
ran, for the first time for twenty years ; and oMy stopped to remember
his mfirnuties and to catch his breath, when he was out of sight of the
cottage, among the trees.
H e sat down to rest, and recover hhnseff—-with the comfortmg inner
con-viction that, m one respect at least, he had gained his point. The
furious savage, with the eyes that darted fire, and the fist that threatened
destruction, was a total stranger to him. I n other words, not the man
who had passed as the lady's husband at the inn.
At the same tune, it was equally certain that he teas the man
involved in the compromising correspondence which Bishopriggs
possessed. To appeal, however, to his interest in obtaining the letter,
was entirely incompatible (after the recent exhibition of his fist) with
the strong regard which Bishopriggs felt for his own personal security.
There was no alternative now but to open negociations with the one
other person concerned in the matter (fortunately, on this occasion, a
person of the gentler sex), who was actuaUy within reach. Mrs. Glenarm was at Swanhaven. She had a direct mterest m clearing up the
question of a prior claim to Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn on the part of
another woman. And she could oMy do that by getting the correspondence into her own hands.
" Praise Pro-vidence for a' its maircies!" said Bishopriggs, getting on
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his feet again. " I've got twa strings, as they say, to my boo. I trow
the woman's the canny string o' the twa—and we'll een try the twanging
of her! "
He set forth on his road back again, to search among the company at
the lake, for Mrs. Glenarm.
The dance had reached its climax of aMmation, when Bishopriggs
reappeared on the scene of his duties; and the ranks of the company had
been recruited, in his absence, by the very person whom it was now Ms
foremost object to approach.
Recei^ving, with supple submission, a reprimand ftu- his prolonged
absence from the chief of the servants, Bishopriggs—keeping his one
observant eye carefuUy on the look-out—busied himseff in promoting the
cu-culation of ices and cool drinks.
WhUe he was thus occupied, his attention was attracted by two
persons who, in very different ways, stood out prominently as marked
characters among the rank and file of the guests.
The first person was a vivacious, irascible old gentleman, who
persisted m treating the undeniable fact of Ms age on the footing of a
scandalous false report set afioat by Time. H e was superbly strapped
and padded. His hair, his teeth, and his complexion were triumphs
of artificial youth. When he was not occupied among the youngest
women present—which was very seldom—he attached himself exclusively to the youngest men. H e insisted on joming every dance.
Thrice he measured his length upon the grass; but notMng daunted
him. He was waltzing again, with another young woman in the next
dance, as ff nothing had happened. Inqiuring who this effervescent old
gentleman might be, Bishopriggs discovered that he was a retired officer
in the navy; commonly known (among Ms mferiors) as " The T a r t a r ; "
more formally described, m society, as Captain Newenden, the last male
representative of one of the oldest famUies in England.
The second person who appeared to occupy a position of distmction
at the dance in the glade, was a lady.
To the eye of Bishopriggs she was a miracle of beauty, with a small
fortune for a poor man, carried about her in silk, lace, and jeweUery,
No woman present was the object of such special attention among the
men as this fascinating and priceless creature.
She sat faiinmg herself
with a matchless work of art (supposed to be a handkercMef) representing an island of cambric in the midst of an ocean of lace. She was surrounded by a Uttle court of admfrers, who fetched and carried at her
shghtest nod, Hke weU-trained dogs. Sometunes they brought refreshments, which she had asked for,, oiUy to decline taking them when they
came. Sometimes they brought information of what was gomg on among
the dancers, which the lady had been eager to receive when they went
away, and m which she had ceased to feel the smaUest interest when
they came back. Everybody burst into ejacMations of distress when
she was asked to account for her absence from the dinner, and
answered, " My poor nerves," Everybody said, " W h a t should we
liave done without you ? " — when she doubted ff she had acted
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wisely in joining the party at all. Inquiring who this favoured lady
might be, Bishopriggs discovered that she was the Mece of the
indomitable old gentleman who ivould dance—or, more plainly stUl, no
less a person than his contemplated customer, Mrs. Glenarm.
W i t h aU Ms enormous assurance, Bishopriggs was daunted when he
found himseff facmg the question of what he was to do next.
To open negociations with Mrs. Glenarm, under present circum
stances, was, for a man in Ms position, simply impossible. But, apart
from this, the prospect of profitably adcfressing himself to that lady
in the future was, to say the least of it, beset vrith difficMties of no
common kmd.
Supposing the means of disclosmg Geoffrey's position to her to be
found—what would she do, when she received her warning ? She
woMd in all probability apply to one of two formidable men, both of
whom were mterested in the matter. If she went straight to the man
accused of attempting to marry her, at a time when he was ah-eady
engaged to another woman—Bishopriggs would fmd himself confronted
with the owner of that terrible fist, which had justly terrified him even
nn a distant and cursory view. If on the other hand, she placed her
interests in the care of her uncle—Bishopriggs had only to look at the
captain, and to calculate his chance of imposing terms on a man who
owed l i f e a bill of more than sixty years' date, and who openly defied
Time to recover the debt.
W i t h these serious obstacles standing in the way, what was to be
done ? The only alternative left, was to approach Mrs. Glenarm under
shelter of the dark.
Reaching tlus conclusion, Bishopriggs decided to ascertain from the
servants what the lady's future movements might b e ; and, thus informed,
to startle her by anonymous warnings, conveyed through the post, and
claiming their answer through the advertising channel of a newspaper.
Here was the certainty of alarming her, coupled with the certainty of
safety to himseff! Little did Mrs. Glenarm dream, when she capriciously stopped a servant going by with some glasses of lemonade, that
the wretched old creature who offered the tray, contemplated corresponding -with her before the week was out, in the double character
of her " Well-Wisher," and her " True Friend."
The evening advanced. The shadows lengthened. The waters of
the lake grew pitchy black. The glidmg of the ghostly swans became
rare and more rare. The elders of the party thought of the drive home.
The juniors (excepting Captain Newenden) bega.n to fiag at the dance.
Little by little, the comfortable attractions of the house—tea, coffee,
and ca.ndle-light in snug rooms—resumed their influence. The guests
abandoned the glade; and the fingers and lungs of the musicians
rested at last.
liady Lundie and her party were the first to send for the carriage
and say farewell; the break-up of the household at Windygates on the
next day, and the journey south, being sufficient apologies for setting
tho example of retreat. I n an hour more, the only visitors left were
the guests staying at Swanhaven Lodge.
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The company gone, the Mred waiters from Kfrkandrew were paid
and dismissed.
On the journey back, the sUence of Bishopriggs created some
surprise among his comrades. " I've got my am concerns to tlunk
of," was the only answer he vouchsafed to the remonstrances addressed
to him. The " concerns" aUuded to, comprehended, among o:her
changes of plan, Ms departure from Kirkandrew the next day—with
a reference, m case of mquiries, to his convenient friend at the Cowgate,
Edinbm-gh. H i s actual destination—to be kept a secret from everybody—was Perth. 'The neighbourhood of this town—as stated on the
authority of her own maid—was the part of Scotland to which the
rich widow contemplated removing when she left Swanhaven in two days'
time. At Perth, Bishopriggs knew of more than one place iu which he
could get temporary employment—and at Perth he determined to make
his first anonymous advances to Mrs. Glenarm.
The remainder of the evening passed quietly enough at the Lodge.
The guests were sleepy and dull, after the excitement of the day.
Mrs. Glenarm retfred early. At eleven o'clock, JuHus Delamayn was
the only person stirring in the house. H e was understood to be in Ms
study, preparing an address to the electors, based on mstructions sent
from London by his father. H e was actually occupied in the musicroom, now that there was nobody to discover him—playing exercises
softly on Ms beloved -vioUn.
At the tramer's cottage, a triflmg incident occurred that night,
wluch afforded materials for a note in Perry's professional diary.
Geoffrey had sustained the later trial of walking for a given time
and distance, at his full speed, •without sliowmg any of those symptoms
of exhaustion wluch had followed the more serious experiment of
runmng, to which he had been subjected earlier in the day. Perry,
honestly bent—though he had privately hedged his own bets—on domg
his best to bring Ms man in good order to the post on the day of the
race, had forbidden Geoffrey to pay Ms evenmg visit to the house, and
had sent Mm to bed earUer than usual. The trainer was alone, looldng
over his ow-ii written i-Mes, and considermg what modifications he
should introduce into the diet and exercises of the next day, wiien he
was startled by a sound of groaning from the bedroom in which his
patron lay asleep.
He went m, and found Geoffrey roUmg to and fro on the pillow,
with Ms face contorted, with his hands clenched, and -with the perspiration standing thick on Ms forehead—suffermg evidently under the
nervous oppression produced by the phantom-terrors of a dream.
Perry spoke to him, and pulled hun up in the bed.
He woke with a scream. H e stared at his tramer m vacant terror,
and spoke to his trainer in wUd words.
" What are your horrid eyes looking at over my shoMder ? " he cried
out. " Go to the devU, and take your mfernal slate with you ! "
Perry spoke to him once more.
" You've been dreammg of somebody, Mr. Delamayn. What's to do
about a slate ? "
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Geoffrey looked eagerly round the room, and heaved a heavy breath
of relief
" I could have sworn she was staring at me over the dwarf peartrees," he said. " AU right, I know where I am now."
Perry (attributing the dream to nothing more important than a passing indigestion) administered some brandy and water, and left him to
drop ofi' again to sleep. H e fi-etfuUy forbade the extmguishmg of the
Hght.
" Afraid of the dark ? " said Perry, with a laugh.
No. H e was afraid of cfreammg again of the dumb cook at Windygates House.

T H E END OF T H E HlXTlI SCENE.

Sekntlj Sam.
HAM FARM.

CHAPTER T H E

THIRTY-EIGHTH.

THE NIGHT

BEFORE.

THE time was the night before the marriage. The place was Sir Patrick's
liouse m Kent. Nothing m the shape of an obstacle had occurred. The
settlements had been signed two days since.
With the exception of the surgeon, and one of the three young gentlemen from the University, who had engagements elsewhere, the •visitors at
Windygates lia.d emigrated southwards to be present at the marriage.
Besides the gentlemen, there were some ladies among the guests invited
by Sfr Pafrick—all of them family connexions, and three of them
appointed to fiU the position of Blanche's bridesmaids. Add one or two
neighbours to be m-vited to the breakfast—and the wedding-party would
be complete.
There was notlung arcMtecturaUy remarkable about Sfr Patrick's
house. H a m F a r m possessed neither the splendour of Windygates, nor
the picturesque antiquarian attraction of Swanhaven. I t was a perfectly
common-place English country-seat, surrounded by perfectly commonplace English scenery. Snug monotony welcomed you, when you went
hi; and snug monotony met you again when you turned to the wmdow
and looked out.
The animation and variety wantmg at H a m Farm, were far from
being suppHed by the company in the house. I t was remembered, at an
after-period, that a dMler weddmg-party had never been assembled
together.
Sfr Patrick, ha-vmg no early associations with the place, openly
admitted that his residence m Kent preyed on his spirits, and that he
would have infiMtely preferred a room at the inn m the vUlage. The
effort to sustain his customary vivacity was not encouraged by persons
and cfrcumstances about Mm. Lady Lundie's fidelity to the memory of
the late Sfr Thomas, on the scene of Ms last Ulness and death, persisted
in asserting itseff. imder an ostentation of concealment which tried even
17
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the trained temper of Sir Patrick hhnseff. Bianche, stUI depressed by
her private anxieties about Anne, was in no condition of nund to look
gaily at the last memorable days of her maiden life. Arnold, sacrificed
—by express stipulation on the part of Lady Lundie—to the prurient
deHcacy wMch forbids the bridegroom, before marriage, to sleep m the
same house -with the bride, found himself ruthlessly shut out from Sir
Patrick's hospitality, and exiled every night to a bedi-oom at the inn.
He accepted his soUtary doom with a resignation wMch asserted its
sobering influence on his customary flow of spfrits. As for the ladies,
the elder among them existed m a state of cliroMc protest agamst Lady
LuncHe; and the younger were absorbed in the essentially serious occupation of considermg and comparmg their wedcHng-dresses. The two
young gentlemen from the University performed prodigies of yawMng,
m the mtervals of procHgies of bUliard-playmg. Smith said, hi despafr,
" There's no makmg tlimgs pleasant m this house, Jones." And Jones
eighed, and mUdly agreed with Mm.
On the Sunday evenmg—wluch was the evenmg before the marriage
—the duMess, as a matter of course, reached its cUmax.
But two of the occupations in which people may indulge on week
days, are regarded as harmless on Sunday by the obstmately antiChristian tone of feeUng wMch prevails m this matter, among the AngloSaxon race. It is not smfiU to -wrangle in rehgious controversy; and it
is not smful to slumber over a religious book.
The ladies at Ham Farm practised the pious observance of the evening on tMs plan. The seniors of the sex wrangled in Sunday controversy ; and the juniors of the sex slmnbered over Sunday books. As
for the men, it is unnecessary to say that the young ones smoked when
they were not yawning, and ya-wned when they were not smoking. Sir
Patrick stayed m the Hbrary, sortmg old letters and examinhig old
accounts. Every person m the house felt the oppression of the senseless
social prohibitions wMch they had imposed on themselves. And yet
every person would have been scandaHzed, ff the plam question had
been put: You know this is a tja-anny of your own making, you know
you don't really believe m it—you know you don't really like it—why
do you submit ? The freest people on the civUized earth, are the only
people on the ci-viHzed earth who dare not face that question.
The evening dragged its slow length on; the welcome time drew
nearer and nearer for obfi-vion in bed. Arnold was sUently contemplatmg, for the last time, his customary prospect of banishment to the
inn—when he became aware that Sfr Patrick was maMng signs to Mm.
He rose, and foUowed Ms host into the empty dinmg-room. Su- Patrick
carefuUy closed the door. AVliat did it mean ?
It meant—so far as Arnold was concerned—that a private conversation was about to cUversffy the monotony of the long Sunday eveMng at
Ham Farm.
" I have a word to say to you, Arnold," the old gentleman began,
" before you become a married man. Do you remember the conversation at dinner yesterday, about the dancing party at Swanhaven
Lodge?"

THE NIGHT BEFORE.

259

" Yes."
" Do you remember what Lady Lundie said, wiiile the topic was on
the table?"
" She told me, what I can't believe, that Geoffrey Delamayn was
going to be married to Mrs. Glenarm."
" Exactly! I observed that you appeared to be startled by what my
sister-in-law had said ; and, wiien you declared that appearances must
certauUy have nusled her, you looked, and spoke (to my mind), like a
man animated by a strong feeHng of indignation. W a s I wrong hi drawing that conclusion ? "
" No, Sir Patrick. You were right."
" Have you any objection to teU me why you felt incUgnant? "
A-nold hesitated.
" You are probably at a loss to know what mterest I can feel in tho
matter ? "
Arnold admitted it, with Ms customary fi-ankness.
" In that case," rejomed Sir Patrick, " I had better go on at once
with the matter m hand—leaving you to see for yourseff the connection
between what I am about to saj-, and the question that I have just put.
When I have done, you shall then reply to me, or not, exactly as you
tliink right. My dear boy, the subject on which I want to speak to you
is—Miss SUvester."
A-nold started. Sir Patrick looked at Mm with a moment's attention, and went on.
" My mece has her faults of temper, and her faUings of judgment,"
he said. " But she has one atonmg quality (among many others),
which ought to make—and which I believe w-Ul make—the happiness of
your married Hfe, I n the popular phrase, Blanche is as true as steel.
Once her friend, always her friend. Do you see what I am coining to ?
She has said nothing about it, Arnold—but she has not yieldecl one
inch in her resolution to re-unite herself to Miss Silvester. One of the
first questions you wiU have to deternffne, after to-morrow, wiU be tho
question of whether you do, or not, sanction your wife in attempting to
commumcate with her lost friend."
Arnold ansv/ered, without the shghtest reserve.
" I am heartily soiry for Blanche's lost friend. Sir Patrick. My wif«.
wOl have my fMl approval, if she tries to brmg Miss SUvester back—
and my best help too, if I can give it."
Those words were earnestly spoken. I t was plam that they came
from his heart.
^ " I think you are wrong," said Su- Patrick. " I, too, am sorry for
Miss SUvester. But I am con-ymced that she has not left Blanche,
without a serious reason for it. And I beheve you •wiU be encouraging
your -wffe in a hopeless effort, if you encourage her to persist m the
search for her lost fiiend. However, it is your affair, and not mine. Do
you wish me to offer you any facUities for tracing Miss SUvester, wMch
I may happen to possess ? "
" If you can help us over any obstacles at starting, Sfr Patrick, it -wiU
be a kindness to Blanche, and a kindness to me."
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" Very good. I suppose you remember what I said to you, one
mornmg, when we were talkmg of Miss Silvester at Windygates ? "
" You said you had deternuned to let her go her own way."
" QMte right! On the evening of the day when I said that, I
received information that Miss Silvester had been traced to Glasgow.
There are two other chances of finding her (of a more speculative kind)
which can oMy be tested by mducing two men (both equally difficult to
deal with) to coMess what they know. One of those tw-o men is—a
person named Bishopriggs, formerly waiter at the Craig Fernie inn."
Arnold started, and changed colour. Sir Patrick (silently noticing
liim) stated the circumstances relating to Anne's lost letter, and to the
conclusion m his own nund which pomted to Bishopriggs as the person
m possession of it.
" I have to add," he proceeded, " that Blanche, unfortunately, found
an opportuMty of speakmg to Bishopriggs, at Swanhaven. W h e n she
and Lady Lundie jomed us at Edin'biirgh, she showed me privately a
card which had been given to her by Bishopriggs. H e had described
it as the address at which he might be heard of—and Blanche entreated
me, before we started for London, to put the reference to the test. I
went to the place. Exactly as 1 had anticipated, the person to w-hom
the card referred me, had not heard of Bishopriggs for years, and knew
notMng whatever about Ms present movements. Blanche had simply
put Mm on Ms guard, and show-n Mm the propriety of keepmg out of
the w-ay. If j-ou slioiUd ever meet with him in the future—say nothing
to your wife, and communicate with me. So much for Bishopriggs.—
Now as to the other man."
" Who is he ? "
" Your friend, Mr. Geoffrey Delamajm."
Arnold sprang to his feet in ungovernable surprise.
" I appear to astonish you," remarked Sir Patrick.
Arnold sat dow-n agam, and •waited, in speeclUess suspense, to hear
what was coining next.
" I have reason to know-," said Sir Patrick, " that Mr. Delama}m is
thoroughlj' w-ell acquamted with the n-ature of Miss SUvester's present
troubles. W h a t his actual connexion is with them, and how he came
into possession of his mt'ormation, I have not found out. My discovery
begins, and ends, with the simple fact that he has the information."
" INIay I ask one question. Sir Patrick ? "
" W h a t is ff ? "
" How did you find out about Geoffrey Delamayn ? "
" I t would occupy a long time," answered Sir Patrick, " to tell you
how—and it is not at aU necessary to our purpose that you should know.
My present obligation merely binds me to teU you—in strict confidence,
mind!—that Miss SUvester's secrets are no secrets to Mr. Delamayu.
Let us return to the question which I asked you when w-e first came
mto the room. Do you see the connection, now, between that question,
and what I have said since ? "
Arnold was slow to see the connection. H i s mmd was running on
Sir Patrick's discovery
Littie dreamhig that he was indebted to
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Mrs. Inchbare's incomplete description of him for Ms o-vu escape
from detection, he was wondermg how it had happened tliat he had
remained unsuspected, while Geoffrey's position had been (m part at
least) revealed to view.
" I asked you," resumed Sir Patrick, attemptmg to help Mm, " why
the mere report that your friend was Hkely to marry Mrs. Glenarm
roused your indignation; and you hesitated at givmg an answer. Do
you hesitate stUl ? "
" It's not easy to give an answer. Sir Patrick."
" Let us put it in another way. I assume that your view of the
report takes its rise m some knowledge, on your part, of Mr. Delamayn's
private affafrs, which the rest of us don't possess.—Is that conclusion
correct? "
" Qmte correct."
" Is what you loiow about Mr. Delamayn, connected with anytMng
that you know about Miss SUvester ? "
If Arnold had felt Mmseff at Hberty to answer that question. Sir
Patrick's suspicions woMd have been roused, and Sfr Patrick's resolution woMd have forced a fuU disclosure from him before he left the
house.
It was gettmg on to midMght. The first hour of the wedding-day
•(i-as at hand, as the Truth made its final effort to struggle into hght.
The dark phantoms of Trouble and Terror to come, were waiting near
them both at that moment, Arnold hesitated again—hesitated painfully. Sir Patrick paused for Ms answer. The clock in the hall struck
the quarter to twelve.
" I can't teU you ! " said Arnold.
" Is it a secret ? "
"Yes."
" Committed to your honour? "
" Doubly comiMtted to my honour."
" What do you mean ? "
" I mean that Geofiirey and I have quarreUed, since he took me
mto his confidence. I am doubly bound to respect Ms confidence after
that."
" Is the cause of your quarrel a secret also ? "
Sir Patrick looked Arnold steadUy in the face.
" I have felt an inveterate distrust of Mr. Delamayn from the first,"
he said. " Answer me this. Have you any reason to think—since we
first talked about your friend m the summer-house at Windygates—that
my opinion of him might have been the right one, after all ? "
" He has bitterly disappouited me," answered Arnold. " I can say
no more."
"You have had very Httle experience of the world," proceeded
Sir Patrick. " And you have just acknowledged that you have had
reason to distrust your experience of your fiiend. Are you quite sure
that you are acting wisely ui keeping Ms secret from me ? Are you
quite sure that you wiU not repent the course you are taldng to-night ?"
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He laid a marked emphasis on those last words. "Tlunk, Arnold,"
he added kindly. " TMMc before you answer."
" I feel bound in honour to keep his secret," said Arnold. " No
thinldng can alter that."
Sir Patrick rose, and brought the interview to an end.
" There is nothing more to be said."
With those words, he gave Arnold Ms hand; and, pressing it
cordiaUjr, wished him good Mght.
Gomg out into the haU, Arnold found Blanche alone, looking at
the barometer.
" The glass is at Set Fafr, my darHng," he wMspered. " Good
night, for the last time."
He took her in Ms arms, and Mssed her. At the moment when he
released her, Blanche slipped a Httle note into Ms hand.
" Read it," she wMspered, " when you are alone at the inn."
So they parted, on the eve of thefr- wedding day.

CHAPTER THE THIRTY-NINTH.
THE DAY.

THE promise of the weather-glass w^as fulfilled. The sim shone on
Blanche's mamage.
At Mne in the moming, the first of the proceedmgs of the day
began. It was essentiaUy of a clandestme nature. The bride and
bridegroom evaded the restramts of lawfful authority, and presumed to
meet together privately, before they were married, in the conservatory
at Ham Farm.
" You have read my letter, Arnold? "
" I have come here to answer it, Blanche. But why not have told
me ? Why wrffe ? "
" Because I put off teUing you so long; and because I didn't know
how you ndglit take it; and for fifty other reasons. Never mind! I've
made my confession. I haven't a single secret now, which is not your
secret too. There's time to say No, Arnold—if you tlunk I ought to
have no room in my heart for anybody but you. My uncle teUs me I
am obstinate and wrong, in refusing to give Anne up. If you agree
-with him, say the word, dear, before you make me your w-ife."
" ShaU I teU you what I said to Sir Patrick, last Mght ' "
" About this'}"
" Yes. The confession (as you caU it) which you make in your
pretty note, is the very tlung that Sir Patrick spoke to me about in the
dmmg-room, before I went away. He told me your heart was set on
findmg Miss SUvester. And he asked me what I meant to do about it
when we were married."
" And you said
?"
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imold repeated Ms ansv/er to Sir Patrick, vsdth fer-vid embeUishaients of the original language, suitable to the emergency. Blanche's
dehght expressed itseff in the form of two unblusMng outrages on piropriety, comnutted in close succession. She tM-ew her arms round
Arnold's neck; and she actuaUy Mssed Mm, tMee hours before the
consent of State and Church sanctioned her in taking that proceedmg.
Let us shudder—but let us not blame her. These are the consequences
offreemstitutions.
" Now," said Arnold, " it's my turn to take to pen aa-d ink. I have
a letter to write before we are married, as well as you. Only there's
this difference between us—I want you to help me."
" Who are you gomg to write to ? "
" To my lawyer m Edmburgh. There vsdli be no time unless I do
it now. We start for Switzerland tMs afternoon—don't we ? "
" Yes."
' Very weU. I want to reUeve your mind, my darHng, before w^e
go. Wouldn't you like to know—whUe we are aw^ay—that the right
people are on the look-out for Miss Silvester ? Sfr Patrick has told me
of the last place that she has been traced to—and my lawyer wiU set
the right people at work. Come and help me to put it m the proper
language, and the whole thing wiU be in train."
" Oh, Arnold ! can I ever love you enough to reward you for tlus' "
" We shaU see, Blanche—m Switzerland."
They audaciously penetrated, arm m arm, into Sfr Patrick's own
study—entirely at then- disposal, as they weU knew, at that hour of the
mornmg. With Sir Patrick's pens and Sfr Patrick's paper, they produced a letter of mstructions, deUberately re-openhig the mvestigation
wMch Sfr Patrick's superior wisdom had closed. Neither pains nor
money were to be spared by the lawyer, m at once takmg measures
(begmnmg at Glasgow) to find Anne. The report of the resiUt was to
be addressed to Arnold, imder cover to Sfr Patrick at Ham I'arm. By
the time the letter was completed, the morning had advanced to ten
o'clock. Blanche left Arnold, to array herseff m her bridal splendour
—after another outrage on propriety, and more consequences of free
institutions.
The next proceedings were of a pubHo and avowable natm-e—and
strictly foUowed the customary precedents on such occasions.
VUlage nymphs strewed flowers on the path to the church door (and
sent in the bUl the same day). ViUage swams rang the joy-beUs (and
got drunk on thefr money the same evening). There was the xiroper,
and awfM, pause, whUe the bridegroom was kept waitmg at the church.
There was the proper and pitUess staring of aU the female spectators,
when the bride was led to the altar. There was the clergyman's preliminary look at the Hcence—wMch meant official caution. And there
was the clerk's prelimmary look at the bridegroom—wMch meant official
fees. All the women appeared to be m thefr natural element; and aU
the men appeared to be out of it.
Then, the ser-vice began—rightly-considered, the most terrible surely
of aU mortal ceremomes—tffe service wMch binds two human berngs.
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who know next to notMng of each other's natures, to risk the tremendous
experiment of H-ving together till death parts them—the service which
says, in effect if not in words. Take your leap m the dark : we sanctify
but we don't msure it!
The ceremony went on—without the shghtest obstacle to mar its
effect. There were no unforeseen interruptions. There were no ominous
mistakes.
The last words were spoken; and the book was closed. They signed
thefr names on the register; the husband was congratulated ; the wffe
was embraced. They went back again to the house, -with more flowers
strewn at thefr feet. The wedding-breakfast was hurried; the weddingspeeches were curtaUed ; there was no time to be wasted, if the young
couple were to catch the tidal train.
in an hour more the carriage had wiifrled them away to the station
•—and the guests had given them the fare"-ell cheer from the steps of the
house. Young, happy, fondly attached 'uo each other, raised secm-ely
above all the sordid cares of life, what a golden future was theirs!
Married with the sanction of the Fanuly and the blessing of the Church
—who coMd s-;ip]:'vse that the time was coming, nevertheless, when the
bUghtmg question would faU on them, in the sprmg-time of thefr love:—
Are vou Man and Wffe ?

CHAPTER THE FORTIETH.
T H E TRUTH AT LAST.

Two days after the marriage—on Vv^ecMesday the lunth of September—
a packet of letters, received at Wmdygates, was forwarded by Lady
Lundie's steward to Ham Farm.
With one exception, the letters were aU addressed either to Sir,
Patrick or to his sister-m-law. The one exception was directed to
" Arnold Brinkworth, Esq., care of Lady LuncHe, Windygates House,
PerthsMre "—and the envelope w-as speciaUy protected by a seal.
Noticmg that the post-mark was " Glasgow," Sir Patrick (to whom
the letter had been delivered) looked with a certain distrust at the liandwrriting on the address. It was not known to lum—but it was obviously
the handwriting of a woman. Ladj^ Lundie was .sitting opposite to
him at the table. He said carelessly, "A letter for Arnold"—and
pushed it across to her. Her ladysliip took up the letter, and cfropped
it, the instant she looked at the handwriting, as ff' it had burnt her
fingers.
" The Person again! " exclaimed Lady LuncHe. " The Person, presuming to address Arnold Brinkworth, at My house! "
" Miss SUvester? '' asked Sir Patrick.
" No," said her ladysMp, shutting her teeth with a snap. " The
Person may insult me by addressing a letter to my care. But the Person's
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name shall not pass my hps. Not even m your house, Su- Patrick. Not
even to please you."
Sfr Patrick was sufficiently answered. After all that had happened
—after her fareweU letter to Blanche—here was Miss SUvester writing
to Blanche's husband, of her own accord ! I t was unaccountable, to say
the least of it. H e took the letter back, and looked at it agam. Lady
LuncHe's steward was a methodical man. H e had endorsed each letter
received at Windygates •\vith the date of its deUvery. The letter addressed
10 Arnold had been delivered on Monday, the seventh of September—on
Arnold's weddmg-day.
What cUd it mean ?
It was pure waste of time to inqufre. Sir Patrick rose, to lock the
letter up m one of the drawers of the writing-table belund hun. Lady
Lundie mterfered (in the uiterests of morality).
" Sir Patrick ! "
"Yes?"
•' Don't you consider it your duty to open that letter? "
" My dear lady! what can you possibly be tlunkmg of ? "
The most vfrtuous of living women had her answer ready on the
spot.
" I am tlunking," said Lady Lundie, " of Arnold's moral welfare."
Sir Patrick smUed. On the long Hst of those respectable disguisea
under which we assert our own importance, or gratify our own love
of meddling in our neighbour's affafrs, a moral regard for the welfare
of others figm-es m the foremost place, and stands deservedly as number
One.
" We sliaU probably hear from Arnold m a day or two," said Sfr
Patrick, lockmg the letter up in the drawer. " H e sliaU have it as soon
as I know where to send it to lum."
The next mornmg brought news of the bride and bridegroom.
They reported themselves to be too supremely happy to care where
they hved, so long as they lived together. Every question but the
question of Love, was left in the competent hands of their cornier.
TMs sensible and trustworthy man had decided that Paris was not to be
thought of as a place of residence, by any sane human being, in the
month of September. H e had arranged that they were to leave for
Baden—on thefr way to Switzerland—on the tenth. Letters w-ere
accorcHngly to be addressed to that place, untU further notice. If the
courier liked Baden, they would probably stay there for some time. If
the courier took a fancy for the mountams, they would in that case go
on to Switzerland. I n the meanwhile, nothing mattered to Arnold but
Blanche—and notlung mattered to Blanche but Arnold.
Sir Patrick re-dfrected Anne Silvester's letter to Arnold, at the
Poste Restaiite, Baden. A second letter, which had arrived that morning (addressed to Arnold in a legal handwiitmg, and bearing the postmark of EcHnburgh), was forwarded m the same way, and at the same
time.
Two days later, H a m Farm was deserted by the guests. Lady Luudio
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had gone back to Wmdygates. The rest had separated in their different
dfrections. Sfr Patrick, who also contemplated returning to Scotland,
remained beMnd for a week—a solitary prisoner in Ms own country
house. AccumMated arrears of busmess, with wluch it was impossible
for Ms steward to deal smgle-handed, obliged Mm to remain at Ms
estates in Kent for that time. To a man without a taste for partridgeshooting the ordeal was a trymg one. Sfr Patrick got tluough the day,
•with the help of Ms busmess and Ms books. I n the evenmg, the rector
of a neighbourmg parish drove over to dmner, and engaged Ms host at
the noble but obsolete game of Piquet. They arranged to meet at each
other's houses on alternate days. The rector was an admirable player;
and Sfr Patrick, though a born Presbyterian, blessed the Church of
England from the bottom of his heart.
Tliree more days passed. Business at H a m F a r m began to draw to
an end. T h e time for Sfr Patrick's journey to Scotland came nearer.
The two partners at Piquet agreed to meet for a final game, on the
next Mght, at the rector's house. B u t (let us take comfort in remembermg it) our superiors m Church and State are as completely at
the mercy of circumstances as the humblest and the poorest of us. That
last game of Piquet between the baronet and the parson w-as never to be
played.
On the afternoon of the fourth day, Sir Patrick came in from a drive,
and found a letter from Arnold waitmg for Mm, wMch had been dehvered
by the second post.
Judged by externals oMy, it was a letter of an unusually perplexing
—possibly also of an unusuaUy interestmg—Idnd. Arnold was one of
the last persons m the world whom any of Ms friends woMd have
suspected of bemg a lengthy correspondent. Here, nevertheless, was
a letter from him, of three times the customary bulk and weight—and,
apparently, of more than common importance, m the matter of news,
besides. At the top, the envelope was marked " Immediate."
And at
one side (also imderUned) was the ominous word, " Private."
" Notliing wrong, I hope ? " thought Sfr Patrick.
H e opened the envelope.
Two enclosures feU out on the table. H e looked at them for a
moment. They were the two letters wMch he had forwarded to Baden.
The tlurd letter remaming in Ms hand, and occupjing a double sheet,
was from Arnold Mmseff. Sfr Patrick read Arnold's letter first. I t was
dated " Baden," and it began as foUows :—
" M Y DEAR S I R PATRICK,—Don't be alarmed, if you can possibly

help it. I am in a terrible mess."
Sfr Patrick looked u p for a moment from the letter. Given a young
man who dates from " Baden," and declares liimseff to be in " a terrible
mess," as representmg the circumstances of the case—what is the interpretation to be placed on them ? Sfr Patrick drew the inevitable conclusion. Arnold had been gambUng.
H e shook Ms h e a d ; and went on -with the letter.
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" I must say, dreadful as it is, that I am not to blame—nor sho
either, poor thmg."
Sfr Patrick paused again. " She ? " Blanche had apparently been
gambhng too ? Nothmg was wanting to complete the pictiue but an
announcement m the next sentence, presentmg the courier as carried
away, in Ms turn, by the msatiate passion for play. Sfr Patrick
resumed.
" You cannot, I am sure, expect me to have known the law. And as
for poor Miss SUvester
"
"Miss SUvester?" "Wliat had Miss SUvester to do with it? And
what coMd be the meaning of that reference to " the law ? "
Sfr Patrick had read the letter, thus far, stancHng up. A vague distrust stole over lum, at the appearance of Miss Silvester's name, in connexion with the fines wluch had preceded it. He felt notMng approaching to a clear prevision of what w^as to come. Some uidescribable
mfluence was at work in lum, which shook his nerves, and made him
feel the mfirmities of Ms age (as it seemed) on a sudden. It went no
further than that. He was obHged to sit down : he was obHged to wait
a moment before he went on.
The letter proceeded, m these words :—
" And, as for poor Miss SUvester, though she felt, as she remmds
me, some misgivmgs—etiU, she never could have foreseen, bemg no
lawyer either, how it was to end. I hardly loiow the best w^ay to break
it to you. I can't, and won't, beUeve it myseff. But even if it shoiUd
be true, I am quite sure you •wiU find a way out of it for us. I wUl stick
at notlung, and Miss SUvester (as you will see by her letter) wiU stick
at notMng either, to set tlimgs right. Of course, I have not said one
word to my darling Blanche, who is qmte happy, and suspects nothmg.
All tMs, dear Sfr Patrick, is very bacUy written I am afraid, but it is
meant to prepare you, and to put the best side on matters at starting.
However, the truth must be told—and shame on the Scotch law is what
I say. This it is, in short. Geoffrey Delamayn is even a greater scounchel than you think Mm; and I bitterly repent (as things have turned
out) havmg held my tongue, that night, when you and I had our private
talk at Ham Farm. You wiU flunk I am mixing two tlimgs up together.
But I am not. Please to keep tlus about Geoffrey in your mmd, and
piece it together with what I have next to say. The worst is stiff to
come. Miss Silvester's letter (enclosed) tells me this terrible thing.
You must know that I went to her privately as Geoffrey's messenger,
on the day of the lawn party at Wmdygates. WeU—how it could have
happened. Heaven oMy know^s—but there is reason to fear that I married
her, -without being aware of it myseff, m August last, at the Craig Fernie
inn."
The letter dropped from Sfr Patrick's hand.

He sank back in the
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chafr, stunned for t h e moment, under t h e shock that had fallen
on Mm.
H e raUied, and rose bewildered to his feet. H e took a turn in ttie
room. H e stopped, and summoned his wiU, and steadied Mmseff by
mam force. H e picked up the letter, and read the last sentence again.
H i s face flushed. H e was on the pomt of yielding himself to a useless
outburst of anger against Arnold—when Ms better sense checked him
at the last moment.
" One fool in the famUy is enough," he said. " My business m this
cfreadful emergency is to keep my head clear for Blanche's sake."
H e waited once more, to make sure of his own composure—and turned
again to the letter to see what the writer had to say for himseff, in the
way of explanation and excuse.
Arnold had plenty to say—with the drawback of not knowing how
to say it. I t was hard to decide w-hich quahty in his letter was most
marked—the total absence of arrangement, or the total absence of
reserve. Without beginnmg, middle, or end, he told the story of Ms
fatal connexion with the troubles of Anne Silvester, from the memorable'
day when Geoffrey .<jelaniayn had sent him to Craig FerMe, to the equaUy
memorable night when Sfr Patrick had tried vainly to make hun open
Ms lips at H a m Farm.
" I own I have behaved like a fool," the letter concluded, " M keeping Geofii-ey Delamayn's secret for him—as things have turned out.
But how could 1 teU upon Mm, without comproiMsing Miss SUvester ?
Read her letter; and you will see what she says, and how generously
she releases me. I'i's no use saying I am sorry I wasn't more cautious.
The mischief is done. I'U stick at nothing—as I have said before—to
undo it. Only teU me what is the first step I am to take ; and, as long
as it don't part me from Blanche, rely on my taldng it. Waiting
to hear from you, I remam, clear Sfr Patrick, yours m great
perplexity,

ARNOLD BRINKWORTH."

Sir Patrick folded the letter, and looked at the two enclosures
Ijing on the table. H i s eye was hard, his brow was frowMng, as he
put out his hand to take up Anne's letter. The letter from Arnold's
agent in Edmburgh lay nearer to him. As it happened, he took that
first.
I t w^as short enough, and clearly enough written, to in-^ite a reading
before he put it down agaui.
The lawyer reported that he had made the necessary inquiries at
Glasgow, with tlus result. Anne had been traced to " The Sheep's
Head Hotel." She had lain there utterly helpless from iUness, imtil the
beginning of September. She had been advertised, without result, in
the Glasgow newrspapers. On the 5tli of September, she had sufficiently
recovered to bo able to leave the hotel. She had been seen at the railway
station on the same day—but, from that p(nnt, aU trace of her had been
lost once more. The la,wyer had accordingly stopped the proceedings,
and now waited further instructions from his client.
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This letter was not without its effect, hi encouraging Sfr Patrick to
suspend the harsh and hasty judgment of Anne, which any man, placed
in lus present situation, must have been incUned to form. H e r iUness
claimed its small share of s.ympathy. H e r friendless position—so plainly
and so sadly revealed by the advertising in the newspapers—pleaded
for merciful construction of faMts committed, if faults there were.
Gravely, but not angrily. Sir Patrick opened her letter—the letter that
cast a doubt on Ms niece's marriage.

CHAPTER THE
THE

FORTY-FIRST.

SACRIFICE OF

HERSELF.

'IHUS Anne Silvester wrote :—
" Glasgow, September 5th.
" DEAR M R . BRINKWORTH,—Nearly three weeks since I attempted
to write to you from this place. I was seized by sudden Ulness, wiiile
1 was engaged over my letter ; and from that time to this, I have laid
helpless in bed—very near, as tlie,y tell me, to death. I was strong
enough to be dressed, and to sit up for a little while, yesterday, and the
day before. To-day, I have made a better advance tow-ards recoverj^
I can hold my pen, and control ray thoughts. The first use to wMch
I put this improvement, is to •write these lines.
" I am going (so far as I know) to surprise—possibly, to alarm—you.
There is no escaping from it, for 3-011 or for me ; it must be done.
" Thinking of how best to introduce what I am now obhged to say,
I can find no better way than this. I must ask you to take your memory
back to a day which we have both bitter reason to regret—the day when
Geoffrey Delamayn sent you to see me at the inn at Craig Fernie.
"You may possibly not remember—it unhappily produced no impression on you at the time—tliat I felt, and expressed, more than once
on that occasion, a very great dislike to your passing me off on tinpeople of the inn as your wife. I t was necessary to my being permitted
to remain at Craig Fernie that you should do so—I knew this ; but slill
I shrank from it. I t was impossible for me to contradict you, without
mvol^ving you in the pauifiU consequences, and running the risk of
making a scandal wluch might find its way to Blanche's ears. I knew
this also ; but still my conscience reproached me. I t was a vague feeling. I was quite unaw-are of the actual danger in which you were
placing yourself—or I would have spoken out, no matter what cam(; of
it, I had what is called a presentiment that you w-ere not acting
discreetly—nothmg more. As I love and honour my mother's meni' iry
•—as I trust in the mercy of God—this is the truth.
" You left the m n next morning ; and we have not met since.
" A few days after you went away, my anxieties grew more thiU2 I

270

MAN AND WIFE.

could bear, alone. I went secretly to Wmdygates and had an interview
v/ith Blanche.
" She was absent for a few mmutes from the room m which we had
met. I n that mterval, I saw Geoffrey Delamayn for the first time since
I had left Mm at Lady Lundie's la^wn-party. H e treated me as if I was
a stranger. H e told me that he had found out all that had passed
between us at the mn. H e said he had taken a lawj^er's opiMon. Oh,
Mr. Brmkworth ! how can I break it to you ? how can I write the words
wiiich repeat what he said to me next ? I t must be done. Cruel as it
is, it must be done. H e refused to my face to marry me. H e said I was
married afready. H e said I was your -wffe.
" Now you know why I have referred you to what I felt when we
w^ere together at Craig Ferme. If you thmk hard thoughts, and say
hard words of me, I can claim no right to blame you. I am i n n o c e n t ^
and yet it is my fault.
" My head s^wims, and the fooHsli tears are rising in spite of me. I
must leave off, and rest a Uttle.
" I have been sittmg at the window, and watcMng the people in the
street as they go by. They are all strangers. But, somehow, the sight
of them seems to rest my mind. The hum of the great city gives me
heart, and helps me to go on.
" I cannot trust myself to write of the man who has betrayed us both.
Disgraced and broken as 1 am, there is somethmg stiff left in me wluch
lifts me above Mm. If he came repentant, at this moment, and ofi'ered
me aU that rank and wealth and worldlj^ consideration can give, I would
rather be what I am now, than be Ms w-ife.
" Let me speak of you; and (for Blanche's sake) let me speak of
myself.
" I ought, no doubt, to have waited to see you at Wmdj-gates, and
to have told you at once of what had happenecl. But I was weak and
ill; and the shock of hearing what I heard, fell so heavily on me that
1 fainted. After I came to myself, I was so horrified, when I thought
of you and Blanche, that a sort of madness possessed me. I had but
one idea—the idea of running away, and Mdmg mj^self.
" ?,Iy nund got clearer and qMeter on the way to tlus place ; and,
arrived here, I did, what I hope and beUeve, was the best thing 1
coMd do. I consiUted two lawj^ers. They cHffered in opiMon as to
whether we were married or not—according to the law which decides
on such tlungs in Scotland. The first said Yes. The second said No
•—but advised me to write immecHately and tell you the position in
wluch you stood. I attempted to write the same day, and feU iU as you
know.
" Thank God, the delay that has happened is of no consequence.
I asked Blanche, at Windygates, when you were to be married—and
she told me, not untU the end of the autumn. I t is only the fifth of
September now. You have plenty of time before you. F o r aU our
Bakes, make good use of it.
" W h a t are you to do ?
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" Go at once to Sfr Patrick Lundie, and show him this letter.
FoUow Ms ad-vice—no matter how it may affect me. I slioMd Ul requite
your kmdness, I should be false indeed to the love I bear to Blanche,
if I hesitated to brave any exposure that may now be necessary, m your
interests and m hers. You have been aU that is generous, aU that is
dehcate, aU that is kmd in this matter. You have kept my disgraceful
secret—I am quite certain of it—with the fideUty of an honourable man,
who has had a woman's reputation placed in Ms charge. I release you,
with my whole heart, dear Mr. Brinkworth, from your pledge. I entreat
you, on my knees, to consider yourseff free to reveal the truth. I ^viU
make any acknowledgment on my side, that is needfM under the cfrcumstances—no matter how public it may be. Release yourself, at any
price; and then, and not tffl then, give back your regard to the miserable woman wiio has laden you with the burden of her sorrow, and
darkened your Hfe for a moment -with the shadow of her shame.
"Pray don't thmk there is any pamful sacrifice mvolved m this.
The qmetmg of my own mind is involved m it—and that is aU.
" What has Hfe left for me ? NotMng but the barren necessity of
living. When I thmk of the future now^ my mind passes over the
years that may be left to me in tMs world. Sometimes, I dare to hope
that the Di-vine Mercy of Clirist—which once pleaded on earth for a
woman Hke me—may plead, when death has taken me, for my spfrit in
Heaven. Sometimes, I dare to hope that I may see my mother, and
Blanche's mother, in the better world. Their hearts were bound together
as the hearts of sisters, wliUe they were here ; and they left to their
chfldren the legacy of their love. Oh, help me to say, if we meet agam, that
not in vam I promised to be a sister to Blanche! The debt I owe to her
is the hereditary debt of my mother's gratitude. And what am I now ?
An obstacle m the way of the happiness of her Hfe. Sacrifice me to
that happmess, for God's sake ! t t is the one thing I have left to Hve
for. Agam and agam I say it—I care nothing for myseff. Tell the
whole truth about me—and caU me to bear witness to it, as pubhcly aa
you please!
" I have waited a Httle, once more; trjing to tMnk, before I close
my letter, what there may be stUl left to write.
" I cannot tlifrUi of anythmg left, but the duty of informing you how
you may find me, ff you -wish to write—or ff it is thought necessary that
we should meet agam.
" One word before I teU you tlus.
" It is impossible for me to guess what you wiU do, or what you will
be advised to do by others, when you get my letter. I don't even know
that you may not afready have heard of what your position is, from
Geoffrey Delamayn himself. In this event, or m the event of your
thinking it desfrable to take Blanche mto your confidence, I venture to
suggest that you shoMd appoint some person whom you can trust, to see
me on your beliaff—or, if you cannot do tMs, that you should see me m
the presence of a tlurd person. The man who has not hesitated to
betray us both, wUl not hesitate to nusrepresent us in the vUest wajr, if
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he can do it in the future. For your own sake, let us be carefiU to give
lying tongues no opportunity of assaihng your place in Blanche's estimation. Don't act so as to risk puttmg yourself ui a false position again •
Don't let it be possible that a feeUng unworthy of her should be roused
in the lovmg and generous nature of your future wife!
" These words written, I may now teU you how to commuMcate with
me after I have left Glasgow.
" You will find on the sUp of paper enclosed, the name and address
of the second of the two lawyers whom I consulted here. I t is arranged
between us that I am to uiform Mm, by letter, of the next place to which
I remove—and that he is to commuMcate the mformation either to you,
or to Sfr Patrick Lundie, on your applying for it, personaUy, or by
writing. I don't yet know myself where I may find refuge. NotMng is
certain, but that I cannot, in my present state of weakness, travel far.
" If you wonder why I move at aU untU I am stronger, I can only
give a reason wiiich may appear fanciful and overstramed.
" I have been informed that I was advertised in the Glasgow newspapers durmg the time when I lay at this hotel, a stranger at the pomt
of death. Trouble has perhaps made me morbidly suspicious. I am
afraid of wiiat may happen if I stay here, after my p)lace of residence
has been made publicly loiow-n. So, as soon as I can move, I go away
in secret. I t wiU be enough for me, if I can find rest and peace m some
quiet place, m the country round Glasgow. You need feel no anxiety
about my means of living. I have money enough for aU that I need—
and, if I get well agaui, 1 know how to earn my bread.
" I send no message to Blanche—I dare not, tUl tlus is over. Wait
till she is your happy wife ; and then give her a kiss, and say it comes
from Anne.
" Try, and forgive me, dear Mr. Brhikworth. I have said aU.
Yours gratefuUy,
" ANNE

SILVESTER."

Sfr Patrick put the letter down, with unfeigned respect for the woman
y-lio had written it.
Soinething of the personal influence wiiich Anne exercised more or
less over aU the men with wiiom she came in contact, seemed to communicate itself to the old law-yer through the medium of her. letter. His
thoughts perversely wandered away from the serious and pressing
ci[uestion of his Mece's piosition, uito a region of purely specMative
mqmry relating to Anne. W h a t infatuation (he asked himself) had
placed that noble creature at the mercy of such a man as Geoffrey
Delamayn ?
W e have aU, at one time or another m our Hves, been perplexed as
Sir Patrick was jierplexed now.
If we know anytMng by experience, we know that women cast
themselves away impulsively on imworthy men, and that men ruin
themselves headlong for unworthy women. W^e have the mstitution of
Divorce actuaUy among us, existing mamly because the two sexes are
perpetu-aUy placing themselves in these anomalous relations towards
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each other. And yet, at every fresh instance wMch comes before us,
we persist in bemg astoMshed to find that the man and the woman have
not chosen each other on rational and producible grounds ! W e expect
human passion to act on logical principles ; and human faUibiUty-—with
love for its giude—to be above aU danger of makmg a mistake ! Ask
the wisest among Anne SUvester's sex, wiiat they saw to rationally
justify them in choosmg the men to whom they have given thefr hearts
and thefr Hves, and you wiU be puttmg a question to those wise women
which they never once thought of putting to themselves. Nay, more
stUl. Look into your own experience, and say frankly, Could you
justffy your own excellent choice, at the time when you frrevocably
made it ? CoMd you have put your reasons on paper, when you first
owned to yourseff that you loved him ? And would the reasons have
borne critical inspection, ff you had ?
Sir Patrick gave it up in despair. The interests of Ms Mece were
at stake. H e wisely determined to rouse his mmd by occupying himself with the practical necessities of the moment. I t was essential to
send an apology to the rector, in the first place, so as to leave the
evening at his disposal for considering what preHminary course of
conduct he should advise Arnold to pursue.
After -writrng a few lines of apology to Ms partner at Piquet—
assignmg famUy business as the excuse for breaking his engagement—
Sfr Patrick rang the beU. The faithful Duncan appeared, and saw at
once in his master's face that sometlung had happened.
" Send a man with this to the Rectory," said Sfr Patrick. " I can't
dine out to-day. I must have a chop at home."
" I am afraid, Sfr Patrick—if I may be excused for remarking it—
you have had some bad news ? "
" The worst possible news, Duncan. I can't teU you about it now.
Wait witMn hearing of the beU. I n the meantime, let nobody interrupt
me. If the steward liimseff comes, I can't see the steward."
After tMnking it over carefMly, Sir Patrick decided that there was
no alternative but to send a message to Arnold and Blanche summonmg
them back to England m the first place. The necessity of questioning
Arnold, in the mmutest detail, as to everything that had happene-.l
between Anne SUvester and himseff at the Craig Fernie inn, was the
first and foremost necessity of the case.
At the same time, it appeared to be desfrable, for Blanche's sake, to
keep her in ignorance, for the present at least, of what had happened.
Sfr Patrick met this difficulty with characteristic mgenMty and readiness
of resource.
H e •wrote a telegram to Arnold, expressed in the following tenns ;—•
" Your letter and enclosures received. Return to H a m F a r m as
soon as you convemently can. Keep the thmg still a secret from
Blanche. TeU her, as the reason for coming back, that the lost trace
of Anne Silvester has been recovered, and that there may be reasons for
her returnmg to England before anythmg further can be done."
Duncan ha-vmg been despatched to the station with tMs message
Duncan's master proceeded to calculate the question of time.
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Arnold woMd m aU probabUity receive the telegram at Baden, on
the next day, September the seventeenth. I n tliree days more he and
Blanche noiglit be expected to reach H a m Farm. During tho mterval
thus placed at Ms disposal, Sfr Patrick woiUd have ample time in
which to recover himseff, and to see Ms way to actmg for the best m the
alarming emergency that now confi-onted liim.
On the Mneteenth, Sfr Patrick received a telegram mforming him
that he might expect to see the yoimg couple late in the evening on the
twentieth.
Late m the evenmg, the soimd of carriage-wheels was audible on the
drive; and Sir Patrick, openmg the door of Ms room, heard the famihar
voices in the haU.
" WeU," cried Blanche, catclung sight of him at the door. " Is
Anne found ? "
" Not just yet, my dear."
" I s there new-s of her ? "
"Yes."
" Am I in time to be of use ? "
" I n excellent time. You sliaU hear aU about it to-morrow. Go,
and take off your traveUing-things—and come down again to supper as
soon as you can."
Blanche lds:;ed lum, and went on upstafrs. She, had, as her uncle
thought, in the gUmpse he had caught of her, been improved by her
marriage. I t had qiueted and steadied her. There were graces in her
look and manner which Sir Patrick had not noticed before. Arnold, on
Ms side, appeared to less advantage. H e was restless and anxious;
Ms position w-ith Miss SUvester seemed to be preymg on Ms mmd.
As soon as his young wffe's back was turned, he appealed to Sfr Patrick
in an eager whisper.
" I hardly dare ask you what I have got it on my mind to say," he
began. " I must bear it, if you are angry with me, Sfr Patrick. But
only tell me one tlung. I s there a way out of it for us ? Have you
thought of t h a t ? "
" I cannot trust myself to speak of it clearly and composedly tonight," said Sfr Patrick. " Be satislieu if I tell you that I have thought
it aU out—and wait for the rest tul to-morrow-."
Other persons concerned in the coming drama, had had past difficulties to tlunk out, and future movements to consider, during the
interval occupied by Arnold and Blanche on their return journey to
England. Between the seventeenth and the tw-entieth of September.
Geoffre.v Delamayn had left Swanhaven, on the way to his new traming Cjuarters m the neighbourhood in v/Mch the Foot Race was to be
run. Between the same dates also. Captain Newenden had taken the
opportunity, while passmg through London on Ms w^ay south, to consifft
his solicitors. The object of the conference was to find means of discovermg an anonymous letter-writer iu Scotland, w-ho had presumed to
cause serious annoyance to Mrs. Glenarm.
Thus, by ones and twos, converging from widely distant quarters,
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they were now beginiung to draw together, m the near neighbourhood
of the great city wMch was soon destined to assemble them all, for the
fii-st and the last time in this world, face to face.

CHAPTER T H E FORTY-SECOND.
THE WAY OUT.
BREAKFAST was just over. Blanche, seemg a pleasantly-idle mornmg,
before her, proposed to Arnold to take a stroU in the grounds.
The garden was bright -with sunsMne; and the bride was bright with
good-humour. She caught her uncle's eye, looking at her admiringly,
and paid him a little compHment in return. " You have no idea," she
said, " how nice it is to be back at H a m F a r m ! "
" I am to understand then," rejomed Sfr Patrick, " that I am forgiven
for interrupting the honeymoon ? "
" You are more than forgiven for interruptmg it," said B l a n c h e ^
" you are thanked. As a married woman," she proceeded with the air
of a matron of at least twenty years' standmg, " I have been thmkmg
the subject over; and I have arrived at the conclusion, that a honeymoon wMch takes the form of a tour on the Continent, is one of our
national abuses which stands in need of reform. WTien you are in love
with each other (I consider a marriage •without love to be no marriage at
ah), what do you want •with the excitement of seemg strange placea ?
Isn't it excitement enough, and isn't it strange enough, to a newlymarried woman, to see such a total novelty as a husband ? W h a t is the
most interesting object on the face of creation to a man in Arnold's
position? The Alps? Certainly n o t ! The most interestmg object is
the wife. And the proper time for a bridal tour is the time—say ten
or a dozen years later—when you are begmnmg (not to get tfred of
each other; that's out of the question; but) to get a Httle too weU used
to each other. Then take your tour to Switzerland—and j^ou give the
Alps a chance. A succession of honeymoon trips, in the autumn of
married Hfe—there is my proposal for an improvement on the present
state of tlimgs ! Come mto the garden, Arnold; and let us calcMate how
long it wiU be before we get weary of each other, and want the beauties of
natm-e to keep us company."
Arnold looked appeahngly at Sfr Patrick. Not a word had passed
between them, as yet, on the serious subject of Anne SUvester's letter.
Sfr Patrick undertook the responsibUity of making the necessary excuses
to Blanche.
" Forgive me," he said, " ff I ask leave to mterfere with your
monopoly of Arnold, for a Uttle wliUe. I have somethmg to say to him
about his property in Scotland. WUl you leave him with me, if I
promise to release him as soon as possible ? "
Blanche smffed graciously. " You shaU have him as long as you
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like, uncle. There's your hat," she added, tossMg it to her husband
gaily, " I brought it in for you when I got my own. You wiU find me
on the lawn."
She nodded and went out.
" Let me hear the worst at once, Sfr Patrick," Arnold began. " I s
it serious ? Do you think I am to blame ? "
" I wUl answer your last question first," said Sfr Patrick. " Do I
think you are to blame ? Yes—m tlus way. You committed an act of
unpardonable rashness, when you consented to go, as Geoffrey Delamayn's messenger, to Miss SUvester at the inn. Ha-vmg once placed
yourseff m that false position, you coMd hardly have acted, afterwards,
otherwise than you did. You coMd not be expected to know the Scotch
law. And, as an honourable man, you were bound to keep a secret
confided to you, m which the reputation of a woman was concerned.
Your first and last error m tMs matter, was the fatal error of mvolving
yourself m responsibUities wMch belonged exclusively to another
man."
" The man had saved my Hfe," pleaded Arnold—" and I beheved I
was gi-vmg service for ser^vice to my dearest friend."
" A s to your other question," proceeded Sfr Patrick. " D o I consider your position to be a serious one ? Most assuredly I do ! So
long as we are not absolutelj' certain that Blanche is your lawful •wffe,
the position is more than serious ; it is unendurable. I maintam the
opiMon, mind, out of wMch (thanks to your honourable sUence) that
scoundrel Delamayn contrived to cheat me. I told him, what I now
teU you—that your saymgs and doings at Craig F e m i e , do not constitute a marriage accordmg to Scottish law. But," pursued Sfr Patrick,
Iioldmg up a warnmg forefinger at Arnold, " you have read it m Miss
SUvester's letter, and you may now take it also as a result of my exjierience, that no mdi-vidual opiMon, m a matter of tMs kmd, is to be
reUed on. Of two lawyers, consulted by Miss SUvester at Glasgow,
one draws a directly opposite conclusion to nunc, and decides that j'ou
and she are married. I behove him to be wrong; but, m our situation
we have no other choice than to bolcUy encounter the view of the case
wMch he represents. I n plam EngHsh, we must begm by looldng the
worst m the face."
Arnold twisted the traveUing hat which Blanche had thrown to
him, nervously in both hands. " Suppose the worst comes to the worst,"
he asked, " what wiU happen? "
Sfr Patrick shook his head.
" I t is not easy to teU you," he said, " •without entermg into the
legal aspect of the case. I shaU only puzzle you, if I do that. Suppose
we look at the matter in its social bearmgs—I mean, as it may affect
you and Blanche, and the chUdren born of your marriage ? "
Arnold gave the hat a tighter twist than ever. " I never thought
of the chUdren," he said, •with a look of consternation.
" The cMldren may present themselves," returned Sfr Patrick, dryly,
" for aU that. Now listen. I t may have occurred to your mind that
the plam way out of our present dilemma is for you and Miss SJlveatei
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respectively, to affirm, what we Imow to be the truth—namety, that you
never had the shghtest intention of marrying each other. Beware of
foundmg any hopes on any such remedy as that! If you reckon on it,
you reckon •without Geoffrey Delamayn. He is interested, remember,
in provmg you and Miss SUvester to be man and -^vife. Cfr-cumstances
may arise—I won't waste time in guessing at what they may be—-wluch
will enable a thfrd person to produce the landlady and the waiter at
Craig FerMe, in evidence against you—and to assert that your declaration, and Miss SUvester's declaration, are the result of coUusion between
you two. Don't start! Such tlungs have happened before now. Miss
SUvester is poor; and Blanche is rich. You may be made to stand ui
the awkward position of a man, who is denying his marriage -with a
poor woman, in order to estabUsh Ms marriage •with an hefress: Miss
SUvester presumably aidmg the fraud, -with two strong interests of her
o^wn as mducements—the mterest of assertmg a claim to be the wffe of
a man of vank, and the interest of earning her reward in money for
resignmg you to Blanche. There is a case which a scoundrel might
set up—and with some appearance of truth too—in a court of
justice!"
" Surely, the law wouldn't aUow him to do that ? "
" The law wiU argue anythmg, with anybody who -wUl pay the law
for the use of its brams and its time. Let that view of the matter alone
now. Delamayn can set the case going, if he Hkes, •without applying to
any lawyer to help him. He has only to cause a report to reach
Blanche's ears, which pubhcly asserts that she is not your la^wful wffe.
With her temper, do you suppose she woMd leave us a minute's peace
tiU the matter was cleared up ? Or take it the other way. Comfort
yourseff, if you •wUl, •with the idea that this affafr- will trouble nobody in
the present. How are we to know it may not turn up in the future, under
cfrcumstances wluch may place the legitimacy of your children in
doubt ? We have a man to deal with who sticks at nothmg. We have
a state of the law which can only be described as one scandalous
uncertainty from begmMng to end. And we have two people
(Bishopriggs, and Mrs. Inchbare), who can, and will, speak to what
took place between you and Miss SUvester at the inn. For Blanche's
sake, and for the sake of your unborn cMldren, we must face this matter
on the spot—and settle it at once and for ever. The question before us
now, is tMs. ShaU we open the proceedmgs by communicating with
Miss SUvester or not ? "
At that important point in the conveTsation, they were inteiTupted
by the re-appearance of Blanche. Had sht, by any accident, heard what
they had been saying?
No ; it was the old story of most interruptions. Idleness that
considers notMng, had come to look at Inaastry that bears everythmg.
It is a law of nature, apparently, that the people in tlus world who have
nothmg to do, cannot support the sight of an unmterrupted occupation
in the hands of their neighbours. Blanche produced a new specimen
from Arnold's coUection of hats. " I have been tMnkmg about it in
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the gardeJJ," she said, quite seriously. " Here is the brown one witn
the high cro^wn. You look better m this than in the wMte one with the
!.ow crow^n. I have come to change them, that's aU." She changed
the hats with Arnold, and went on, without the famtest suspicion that
she was in the way. " Wear the brown one when you come out—•
find come soon, dear. I won't stay an instant longer, uncle—I wouldn't
interrupt you for the world." She Mssed her hand to Sfr Patrick, and
smUed at her husband, and went out.
" Wliat were we saymg ? " asked Arnold. " It's awkward to be
interrupted in tMs way, isn't it ? "
" If I know anytMng of female human nature," returned Sir Patrick,
composedly, " your wffe •wiU be m and out of the room, m that way, the
whole mornmg. I give her ten minutes, Arnold, before she changes
her mind agam on the serious and weighty subject of the white hat and
the browm. These Uttle interruptions—otherwise qiute charnung—•
raise a doubt in my mmd. Wouldn't it be wise (I ask myseff) ff w-e
made a -vfrtue of necessity, and took Blanche into the conversation ?
"Wliat do you say to calling her back and telHng her the truth ? "
Arnold started, and changed coloiu.
" There are difficulties m the way," he said.
" My good feUow! at every step of this busmess, there are
difficMties in the way. Sooner or later, your wffe must know what has
happened. The time for teUmg her is, no doubt, a matter for your
decision, not mme. AU I say is tMs. Consider whether the disclosure
won't come from you with a better grace, ff you make it before you are
fairly driven to the waU, and obHged to open your Hps."
Arnold rose to Ms feet—took a turn m the room—sat down agahi—•
and looked at Sir Patrick, •with the expression of a thoroughly bewUdered
and thoroughly helpless man.
" I don't loiow what to do," he said. " It beats me altogether. The
truth is, Sfr- Patrick, I was fafrly forced, at Craig FerMe, mto deceivmg
Blanche, in what might seem to her, a very unfeeHng, and a very unpardonable way."
" That sounds awkward! What do you mean? "
" I'U try and teU you. You remember when you went to the mn to
see Miss SUvester ? WeU, being there privately at the time, of course
I was obHged to keep out of your way."
" I see ! And, when Blanche came afterw^ards, you were obHged to
Mde from Blanche, exactly as you had bidden from me ? "
" Worse even than that! A day or two later, Blanche took me mto
her confidence. She spoke to me of her visit to the mn, as if I was a
perfect stranger to the circumstances. She told me to my face, Sfr Patrick,
of the mvisible man who had kept so strangely out of her way—without
the faintest suspicion that I was the man. And I never opened my Hps
to set her right! I was obHged to be sUent, or I must have betrayed
Miss Silvester. What wUl Blanche tlunk of me, ff I teU her now ?
That's the question ! "
Blanche's name had barely passed her husband's Hps, before
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Blanche herseff verified Sfr Patrick's prediction, by re-appearfr.g at the
open French wmdow, •with the superseded wMte hat in her hand.
" Haven't j^ou done y e t ! " she exclaimed. " I am shocked, uncle, to
interrupt you again—but these horrid hats of Arnold's are beginning
to weigh upon my nund. On reconsideration, I tlunk the wiiite hat
mth the low crown, is the most becoming of the two. Change again,
dear. Yes! the brown hat is hideous. There's a beggar at the gate.
Before I go qmte distracted, I sliaU give him the brown hat and have
done with the difficMty m that manner. Am I very much in the waj^
of business ? I'm afraid I must appear restless ! Indeed, I am
restless. I can't unagine what is the matter with me this morning."
" I can teU you," said Sfr Patrick, in Ms gravest and driest manner.
" You are suffermg, Blanche, from a malady which is exceecHngly common
among the young ladies of England. As a disease it is quite mcurable
—and the name of it is Nothmg-to-Do."
Blanche dropped her uncle a smart Httle curtsey. " You might
have told me I was in the way, in few^er words than that."
She
wMsked round; Idcked the disgraced brown hat out into the verandah
before h e r ; and left the two gentlemen alone once more.
"Your position -nith yoiu- wffe, Arnold," resumed Sir Patrick,
retiirnmg gravely to the matter in hand, " i s certaiM,y a difficult one."
He paused; tMnking of the evening when he and Blanche had iUustrated the vagueness of Mrs. Inchbare's description of the man at the
inn, by citing Arnold himself as being one of the hundreds of innocent
people who answered to i t ! " Perhaps," he added, " the situation is
even more difficult than you suppose. I t would have been certamly
easier for you—and it w-ould have looked more honourable m her
estimation—ff' you had made the mevitable confession before your
marriage. I am, in some degree, answerable for your not haying done
tills—as weU as for the far more serious dUenima with ]\Iiss Silvester
in which you now stand. If I had not innocently hastened your
marriage with Blanche, Miss Silvester's adnurable letter would have
reached us in ample time to prevent mischief. It's useless to dwell on
that, now. Cheer up, Arnolcl! I am bound to show you the way out
of the labyrinth, no matter w-liat the difficulties may be—and, please
God, I wiU do ff !"
He pointed to a table at the other end of the room, on wiuch
writing materials were -placed. " I hate moving, the moment I have
had my breakfast," he said. " We won't go into the Hbrary. Bring me
the pen and mk here."
" Are you gomg to write to Miss Silvester ? "
" That is the question before us, wiiich we have not settled yet.
Before I decide, I want to be m possession of the facts—down to the
smallest detail of what took place between you and Miss SUvester
at the inn. There is only one w-ay of getting at those facts. I am
going to examine you, as if I had you before me m the witness-box in
court."
With that preface, and with Arnold's letter from Baden m Ms hand
as a brief to speak from, Sfr- Patrick put his questions m clear and
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endless succession ; and Arnold patiently and faithfully answered
them aU.
The exammation proceeded uninterruptedly until it had reached
that pomt in the progress of events, at wluch Anne had crushed
Geoffrey Delamayn's letter in her hand, and had thrown it from her
indignantly to the other end of the room. There, for the first time.
Sir Patrick dipped Ms pen in the ink; apparently intending to take
a note.
" Be very careful here," he said; " I want to know everytlung that
you can teU me about that letter."
" The letter is lost," said Arnold.
" The letter has been stolen by Bishopriggs," returned Sir Patrick,
' and is m the possession of Bishopriggs, at this moment."
" Wli.y, 3-011 know more about it than I do ! " exclaimed Arnold.
" I sincereljr hope not. I don't know w-hat was inside the letter.
Do you ? "
•' Yes. Part of it, at least."
" P a r t of ff?"
" There were tw-o letters written, on the same sheet of paper," said
Arnold. " One of them was written by Geoffrey Delamayn—and that
is the one I know about."
Sir Patrick started. His face brightened; he made a hasty note.
" Go on ! " he said, eagerlj'. " How came the letters to be written on
the same sheet ? Explain t h a t ! "
Arnold explained that Geoffrey, in the absence of anything else to
write Ms excuses on to Anne, had written to her on the fourth, or
blank, page of a letter which had been addressed to Mm by Anne
herseff.
" Did you read that letter?'' asked Sir Patrick.
" I might have read it if I had liked."
" And you didn't read it ? "
"No."
" Why ? "
" Out of delicacy."
Even Sir Patrick's carefuUy-trained temper was not proof against
this.
" T h a t is the most misplaced act of deHcacy I ever heard of in my
life ! " cried the old gentleman, w-ariMy. " Never mind ! it's useless to
regret it now. At any rate, 3-0U read Delamayn's answer to Miss Silvester's letter ? "
" Yes—I did."
" Repeat it—as nearly as you can remember at this distance of
time."
" I t was so short," said Arnold, " that there is hardly anything to
repeat. As well as I remember, Geoffrey said he was called away to
London by his father's illness. H e told Miss SUvester to stop where
she was; and he referred her to me, as messenger. That's aU I recollect
of it, now."
Cudgel your brahis, my good feUow! tlus is very important.
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Did he make no aUusion to Ms engagement to marry Miss SUvester at
Craig FerMe ? Didn't he try to pacffy her by an apology of some sort ? "
The question roused Arnold's memory to make another effort.
" Yes," he answered. " Geoffrey said something about being true
to his engagement, or keepmg his promise, or words to that efl'ect."
" You're sure of what you say now ? "
" I am certain of it."
Sir Patrick made another note.
" Was the letter signed ? " he asked, when he had done.
" Yes."
" Anci dated ? "
" Yes."
Arnold's memory made a second effort, after he had given his second
affirmative answer.
" Wait a Httle," he said. " I remember something else about the
letter. I t was not only dated. The time of day at which it was written,
was put as well."
" How came he to do that ? "
" I suggested it. The letter was so short, I felt ashamed to deliver
it, as it stood. I told lum to put the tune—so as to show her that he
w-as obHged to •\vrite in a hurry. H e put the time when the tram started;
and (I thmk) the time when the letter was written as weU."
" And you deUvered that letter to Miss SUvester, with your ow-n
hand, as soon as you saw her at the inn ? "
" I did."
Sir Patrick made a third note, and pushed the paper away from him,
with an afr- of supreme satisfaction.
" I alwaj's suspected that lost letter to be an important document,"
he said—" or Bishopriggs would never have stolen it. W e must get
possession of it, Arnold, at any sacrifice. The first thing to be done
(exactly as I anticipated), is to w-rite to the Glasgow lawyer, and find
Miss SUvester."
" Wait a little ! " cried a voice at the verandah. " Don't forget that
I have come back from Baden to help you! "
Sfr Patrick and Arnold both looked up. TMs time, Blanche had
heard the last words that had passed between them. She sat down at
the table by Sir Patrick's side, and laid her hand caressmgly on his
shoulder.
" You are qiute right, uncle," she said. " I am, suffering this morMng
from the malady of having nothing to do. Are 3-011 going to write to
Anne ? Don't! Let me write mstead."
Sir Patrick declmed to resign the pen.
" The person who knows Miss SUvester's address," he said, " is a
lawyer in Glasgow. I am gomg to write to the lawyer. When he sends
us word where she is—then, Blanche, will be the time to employ 3^our
good offices, m -winnrng back your friend."
He drew the writing-materials once more •witlim his reach, and suspending the remainder of Arnold's examination for the present, began
his letter to Mr. Crum.
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Blanche pleaded hai-d for an occupation of some sort.
" Can nobody give me somethmg to do ? " she asked. " Glasgow if«
such a long w^ay off, and w^aitmg is such weary work. Don't sit there
staring at me, Arnold ! Can't you suggest sometMng ? "
Arnold, for once, displayed an unexpected reacHness of resource.
" If you want to ^'vrite," he said, " y o u owe Lad3^ Lmidie a letter.
It's tluee days since you heard from her—and you haven't answered
her yet."
Sfr Patrick paused, and looked up qMckly from Ms WTiting-desk.
" L a d y L u n d i e ? " he muttered, mquiringly.
"Yes," said Blanche. " It's qmte t r u e ; 1 owe her a letter. And of
course I ought to teU her we have come back to England. She -wUl be
finely provoked w-hen she hears why! "
The prospect of provokmg L a d y Lundie seemed to rouse Blanche's
dormant energies. She took a sheet of her uncle's note-paper, and began
writmg her answer then and there.
Sfr- Patrick fimshed Ms commuMcation to the lawyer—after a
look at Blanche, wMch expressed anytlung rather than approval of her
present emplojmient. Ha-vmg placed his completed note m the postbag,
he sUently signed to Arnold to foUow Mm into the garden. They went
out together, leaving Blanche absorbed over her letter to her stepmother.
" I s my-wffe domg anything wrong ? " asked Arnold, who had noticed
the look wMch Sfr Patrick had cast on Blanche.
" Your •wffe is making mischief, as fast as her fingers can
spread it."
Arnold stared.
'- She must answer Lady LuncHe's letter," he said.
" Unquestionabty."
" And she must teU Lady LuncUe we have come back."
" I don't denj- it."
" Then w-hat is the objection to her wiriting ? "
Su- Patrick took a pinch of snuff—and pomted with Ms ivory cane
to the bees hummmg busUy about the flower-beds, ui the sunshme of
the autumn morning.
" I'U show you the objection," he said. " Suppose Blanche told one
of those inveterately-intrusive insects that the honey in the flowers
happens, through an unexpected accident, to have come to an end—do
you thmk he woiUd take the statement for granted ? No. H e would
plunge heacfforemost mto the nearest flower, and mvestigate it for
himseff."
" WeU ? " said Ai-nold.
" Well—there is Blanche hi the breakfast-room, teUmg Lady Lundie
that the bridal tour happens, through an unexpected accident, to have
come to an end. Do you tliink Lacty Lundie is the sort of person to
take the statement for granted ? Nothing of the sort! Lady Lundie,
Hke the bee, will msist on investigating for herseff. How it will end,
ff she discovers the truth—and what new compHcations she may not
introduce frito a matter which. Heaven knows, is compHcated enough
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already—I leave you to imagine. My poor powers of pre-vision are not
sqiial to it."
Before Arnold could answer, Blanche joined them from the breakfast-room.
"I've done it," she said. " It was an awkward letter to write—and
it's a comfort to have it over."
" You have done it, my dear," remarked Sir Patrick, qmetly. " And
it may be a comfort. But it's not over."
" What do you mean ? "
" I thmk, Blanche, we sliaU hear from your stepmother, by retiu-n
of post,"

CHAPTER THE FORTY-THIRD.
THE NEWS PROM GLASGOW.

THE letters to Lady Lundie and to Mr. Crum having been dispatched
on Monday, the return of the post might be looked for on WecMesday
afternoon, at Ham Farm.
Sfr Patrick and Arnold held more than one private cousultation,
during the mterval, on the deUcate and difficult subject of admittmg
Blanche to a knowledge of what had happened. The •wise elder ad-vised;
and the mexperienced junior Hstened. " Thmk of it," said Sfr- Patrick ;
" and do it." And Arnold thought of it—and left it undone.
Let those who feel incUned to blame him remember that he had only
been married a fortnight. It is hard, surely, after but two weeks'
possession of your wife, to appear before her m the character of an
offender on trial—and to fincl that an angel of retribution has been
tlrrown mto the bargam, hy the Hberal destmy wluch bestowed on you
the woman whom you adore !
They were aU three at home on the Wednesday afternoon, looking
out for the postman.
The correspondence delivered, mcluded (exactly as Sir Patrick had
foreseen) a letter from Lady Lundie. Further mvestigation, on the far
more mterestmg subject of the expected news fi-om Glasgow, revealed—
nothmg. The lavryer had not answered Sfr Patrick's inqmry by return
of post.
"Is that a bad sign? " asked Blanche.
" It is a sign that something has happened," answered her uncle.
" Mr. Crum is possibly expecting to receive some special information,
and is waitmg, on the chance of bemg able to commuMcate it. We must
hope, my dear, in to-morrow's post."
" Open Lady Lundie's letter m the meantime," said Blanche. " Are
3'ou sure it is for you—and not for me ? "
There was no doubt about it. Her ladysMp's reply was ommously
adcfi-essel to her ladyship's brother-m-law. " I know v/hat that means,"
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said Blanche, eyemg her uncle eagerly wlule he was reading the letter.
" If you mention Anne's name, you msiUt my step-mother. I have
mentioned it fi-eely. Lady Limdie is mortaUy offended -with me."
Rash judgment of youth ! A lady who takes a dignified attitude in
a famUy emergency, is never mortaUy offended—she is only deeply
grieved. Lady Lmidie took a dignified attitude. " I weU know," wrote
this estimable and Christian w-oman, " that I have been all along
regarded m the Ught of an intruder by the family connections of my
late beloved husband. B u t I was hardly prepared to find myself
entfrely shut out from aU domestic confidence, at a time when some
serious domestic catastrophe has but too e-vidently taken place. I have
no desfre, dear Sir Patrick, to mtrude. Feeling it, however, to he quite
inconsistent -with a due regard for my own position—after what has
happened—to correspond with Blanche, I address m.yself to the head of
the famUy, purely m the interests of propriety. Permit me to ask,
whether—under cfrcumstances wMch appear to be serious enough to
require the recall of my step-daughter and her husband from thefr
wedding tour—you think it DECENT to keep the widow of the late
Sir Thomas Lundie, entirely in the dark ? Pray consider this—not at
all out of regard for Me !—but out of regard for your own position with
Society. Curiosity is, as 3-011 know, foreign to my nature. But when
this dreadful scandal (whatever it may be) comes out—which, dear Sir
Patrick, it cannot fail to do—wiiat wUl the world think, when it asks
for Lady LuncHe's opiMon, and hears that Lady LuncHe knew nothing
about it ? WMchever way you may decide, I shaU take no offence. I
ma3r possibly be wounded—but that won't matter. My Httle round of
duties -wUl find me stUl earnest, stUl cheerful. And even if you shut me
out, my best -wishes w-Ul find their way nevertheless to Ham Farm.
May I add—-without encountering a sneer ?—that the prayers of a lonely
woman are offered for the W'elfare of aU ? "
" W e U ? " said Blanche.
Sir Patrick folded up the letter, and put it in his pocket.
" You have 3-our step-mother's best wishes, my dear." Having
answered in those terms, he bowed to his niece -with his best grace, and
-n-alked out of the room.
" Do I tlunk it decent," he repeated to himself, as he closed the
door, " t o leave the widow of the late Sir Thomas Lundie m the dark?
W h e n a lady's temper is a Uttle ruffled, I think it more than decent, I
think it absolutely desfrable, to let that lady have the last word." He
went mto the Hbrary and dropped Ms sister-in-law's remonstrance into
a box, labeUed " Unanswered letters." Ha-vmg got rid of it m that way,
he hummed Ms favourite Httle Scotch afr—and put on Ms hat, and went
out to sun himself in the garden.
MeanwliUe, Blanche w-as not quite satisfied -with Sir Patrick's reply.
She appealed to her husband. " There is something wrong," she said—
" and my uncle is Mding it from me."
Arnold coMd have desfr-ed no better opportuMty than she had offered
to Mm, m those words, for makmg the long-deferred disclosure to her of
the truth. H e Hfted Ms eyes to Blanche's face. By an unhappy
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fatahty, she was lookmg charnungly that mornmg. How w-ould she
look, ff he told her the story of the Mding at the m n ? Arnold w-as stiU
in love -with her—and Arnold said notMng.
The next day's post brought, not only the anticipated letter from
Mr. Crum, but an unexpected Glasgow newsp)aper as weU.
This time, Blanche had no reason to complain that her uncle kept
his correspondence a secret from her. After readmg the lawyer's letter,
mth an mterest and agitation which showed that the contents had taken
him by surprise, he handed it to Arnold and Ms Mece. " Bad news
there," he said. " W e must share it together."
After acknowledgmg the receipt of Sir Patrick's letter of inquiry,
Mr. Crum began by statmg aU that he knew of Miss Silvester's movements—datmg from the time when she had left the Sheep's Head
Hotel. About a fortnight since, he had received a letter from her,
informmg Mm that she had found a sMtable place of residence, in a
•vUlage near Glasgow. FeeHng a strong interest in Miss SUvester,
Mr. Crum had visited her, some few days afterwards. H e had satisfied
lumseff that she was lodgmg with respectable people, and was as
comfortably situated as cfrcumstances would pernut. For a week more,
he had heard notlung from the lady. At the expiration of that time he
had received a letter from her, teUing him that she had read somethuig
in a Glasgow newspaper, of that day's date, wMcli seriously concerned
herself, and which would obUge her to travel northwards immecHately,
as fast as her strength would permit. At a later period, when she
would be more certain of her own movements, she engaged to write
again, and let Mr. Crum Miow where he might communicate with her,
if necessary. I n the meantime, she could only thank him for his kindness, and beg him to take charge of any letters or messages which nught
be left for her. Since the receipt of this communication, the lawyer had
heard nothing further. H e had waited for the morning's post, in the
hope of being able to report that he had received some further inteUigence. The hope had not been reaUzed. H e had now stated aU that
he knew himself, thus far—and he had forwarded a copy of the newspaper aUuded to by Miss Silvester, on the chance that an examination
of it by Sir Patrick might possibly lead to further discoveries. I n
conclusion, he pledged himseff to write agam the moment he had any
information to send.
Blanche snatched up the newspaper, and opened it. " Let me look ! "
she said. " I can find what Anne saw here, if anybody can ! "
She ran her eye eagerly over column after column and page after
page—and dropped the newspaper on her lap, with a gesture of
despafr.
" Nothmg! " she exclaimed. " Nothing anywiiere, that I can see,
to interest Anne. Nothmg to interest anybody—except Lady Lundie,"
she went on, brusMng the newspaper off her lap. " I t turns out to be
aU true, Arnold, at Swanhaven. Geoffrey Delamayn is going to marry
Mrs. Glenarm."
" "What! " cried Arnold ; the idea mstantly flashuig on Mm that this
was the news which Anne had seen.
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Sir Patrick gave Mm a warning look and picked up the newspaper
from the fioor.
" I may as weU run through it, Blanche, and make qmte sure that
you have nussed notMng," he said.
The report to which Blanche had referred, was among the paragraphs
arranged under the heading of " FasMonable News," " A matrimonial
aUiance " (the Glasgow journal announced) was " in prospect, between
the Honourable Geoffrey Delamayn and the lovely and accomplished
reUct of the late Matliew Glenarm, Esq., formerly Miss Newenden."
The marriage would, in aU probabiUty, " be solemnized m Scotland,
before the end of the present autumn ;" and the wedcUng-breakfast, it
was whispered, " woMd coUect a large and fasMonable party at Swanhaven Lodge."
Sfr Patrick handed the newspaper sUently to Arnold. It was plain
to any one who knew Anne SUvester's story, that those were the words
which had found thefr- fatal way to her, m her place of rest. The
iMerence that foUowed seemed to be hardly less clear. But one
intelligible object (in the opiMon of Sir Patrick) coMd be at the end of
her journe3r to the north. The deserted woman had raUied the last
reUcs of her old energy—and had devoted herseff to the desperate
purpose of stoppmgthe marriage of Mrs. Glenarm.
Blanche was the first to break the sUence.
" It seems like a fataUty," she said. " Perpetual faUiue ! Perpetual
disappomtment! Are Anne and I doomed never to meet again ? "
She looked at her uncle. Sfr Patrick showed none of his customary
cheerfuMess m the face of cHsaster.
" She has pronused to -write to Mr. Crum," he said. " And Mr.
Crum has promised to let us know when he hears from her. That is
the only prospect before us. We must accept it as resignedly as we
can."
Blanche w^andered out Hstlessly among the flowers in the conservatory. Sfr Patrick made no secret of the impression produced on him by
Mr. Crum's letter, when he and Arnold were left alone.
" There is no denymg," he said, " that matters have taken a very
serious turn. My plans and calcMations are aU tMown out. It is
impossible to foresee what new mischief may not come of it, if those
two women meet; or what desperate act Delamayn may not commit
ff he finds hunself driven to the waU. As tlimgs are, I own frankly I
don't loiow what to do next. A great Hght of the Presbyterian Church,"
he added, with a momentary outbreak of his wMmsical humour, " once
declared, in my hearing, that the invention of prmting was notMng
more or less than a proof of the mteUectual acti-vity of the Devil. Upon
my honour, I feel for the first time in my Hfe mcHned to agree with him."
He mechanicaUy took up the Glasgow journal, which Arnold had
laid aside, wMle he spoke.
" What's this !" he exclaimed, as a name caught Ms eyes m the first
Hne of the newspaper at wMcli he happened to look. " Mrs. Glenarm
agam! Are they turning the fronmaster's widow into a pubhc
character ? "
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There the name of the widow was, unquestionably; figuring for the
second time m type, m a letter of the gossippmg sort, suppHed by an
" Occasional Correspondent," and distingMshed by the title of, " Sa3ings
and Doings m the North," After tattling pleasantly of the prospects of
the shooting season, of the fashions from Paris, of an accident to a
tourist, and of a scandal in the Scottish Kirk, the writer proceeded to
the narrative of a case of interest, relating to a marriage m the sphere
known (m the language of footmen) as the sphere of " Mgh Hfe."
Considerable sensation (the correspondent announced) had been
caused in Perth and its neighbourhood, by the exposure of an anonymous attempt at extortion, of which a lady of distinction had lately
been made the object. As her name had already been publicly mentioned
in an appHcation to the magistrates, there could be no impropriety in
stating that the lacty in question was Mrs. Glenarm—whose approaching union -with the Honourable Geoffrey Delamayn was aUuded to in
another column of the journal.
Mrs. Glenarm had, it appeared, received an anonjaiious letter on the
first day of her arrival as guest at the house of a friend, residing in the
neighbourhood of Perth. The letter warned her that there was an
obstacle, 6f wluch she was herself probably not aware, in the way of her
projected marriage with Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn. That gentleman had
seriously compromised himself with another lady; and the lady would
oppose his marriage to Mrs. Glenarm, with proof in writing to produce
in support of her claim.
The proof was contained m two letters
exchanged between the parties, and signed by their names; and the
correspondence was placed at Mrs. Glenarm's disposal, on two conditions,
as foUows:—
Ffrst, that she should offer a sufficiently Uberal price to induce the
present possessor of the letters to part with them. Secondly, that she
should consent to adopt such a method of pa3ing the money as slioiUd
satisfy the person that he was in no danger of finding himself brought
nithin reach of the law^. The answer to these two proposals was
dfrected to be made tluough the medium of an advertisement in the
local newspaper—distmguished by this address, " To a Friend in the
Dark."
^ Certam turns of expression, and one or two mistakes m speUing,
pointed to this msolent letter as being, in aU probabiUtjr, the production
of a Scotchman, in the low-er ranks of life. Mrs. Glenarm had at once
shown it to her nearest relative, Captam Newenden. The captahi had
sought legal advice in Perth, i t had been decided, after due consideration, to insert the advertisement demanded, and to take measures to
entrap the writer of the letter into revealing himself—without, it is
needless to add, aUowing the feUow reaUy to profit by his attempted
act of extortion.
The cunning of the " Friend in the Dark " (wiioever he might be)
had, on trying the proposed experiment, proved to be more than a
match for the la-wyers.
He had successfully eluded not only the snare first set for him, but
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others subsequently laid. A second, and a tlurd, anonymous letter, one
more impudent than the other, had been received by Mrs. Glenarm,
assm-ing that lady and the friends who were acting for her, that they
were only wastmg time, and raismg the price which would be asked for
the correspondence, by the course they were taking. Captain Newenden
had thereupon, m defaMt of Miowing what other course to pursue,
appealed publicly to the city magistrates; and a reward had been
offered, under the sanction of the muMcipal authorities, for the discovery of the man. This proceecHng also having proved qMte fruitless,
it was understood that the captain had arranged, -with the conciurence
of his EngHsh soHcitors, to place the matter in the hands of an experienced
officer of the London poUce.
Here, so far as the newspaper correspondent was aware, the affair
rested for the present.
I t w-as only necessary to add, that Mrs. Glenarm had left the neighbourhood of Perth, m order to escape further annoyance; and had
placed herself under the protection of fiiends m another part of the
comity. Mr. Geoffrey Delama3Ti, whose fafr- fame had been assaUed
(it was needless, the correspondent added in parenthesis, to say how
groundlesSly), was understood to have expressed, not only the mdignation
natural under the cfr-cumstances, but also Ms extreme regret at not
fincUng himself m a position to aid Captain Newenden's efforts to bring
the anonj-mous slanderer to justice. The honourable gentleman was,
as the sporting public were weU aware, then in course of strict tramhig
for Ms forthconung appearance at the FMliam Foot Race. So important
was it considered that his nund shoMd not be harassed by annoyances,
m his present responsible position, that his trainer and his principal
backers had thought it desfr-able to hasten his removal to the neigbourhood of F u U i a m ^ w h e r e the exercises whicli were to prepare liim for
the race were now being contmued on the spot.
" T h e mystery seems to tlucken," said Arnold.
" QMte the contrary," returned Sir Patrick, biisHy. " The mystery
is clearmg fast—thanks to the Glasgow newspaper. 1 sliaU be spared
the trouble of deaUng -(•ritli Bishopriggs for the stolen letter. Miss Silvester has gone to Perth, to recover her correspondence with Geoffrey
Delamayn."
" Do you thmk she woMd recogMze it ? " said Arnold, pomtmg to
the newspaper, " m the account given of it here ? "
" Certamly ! And she coMd hardly faU, in my opiMon, to get a step
farther than that. Unless I am entfrely mistaken, the authorship of the
anonymous letters has not mystified her."
" How couM she guess at that ? "
" I n tMs way, as I think. Whatever she may have previously thought,
she must suspect, by this time, that the nussmg correspondence has
been stolen and not lost. Now, there are only two persons whom she
can tlunk of, as probably gMlty of the theft—Mrs. Inchbare or Bishopriggs.. The newspaper description of the style of the anonymous letters,
declares it to be the style of a Scotchman in the lower ranks of life—in
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other words, points plaiMy to Bishopriggs. You see t h a t ? Very weU.
Now suppose she recovers the stolen property. W h a t is Hkely to happen
then ? She wiU be more or less than woman ff she doesn't make her
way next, provided with her proofs m writmg, to Mrs, Glenarm. She
may innocently help, or she may innocently frustrate, the end we have
in view—either way, our course is clear before us again. Our mterest
in commuMoatmg with Miss Silvester, remams the same mterest that
it was, before we received the Glasgow newspaper. I propose to wait
till Sunday, on the chance that Mr. Crum may write agam. If we don't
hear from Mm, I shaU start for Scotland on Monday mornmg, and taiie
my chance of findmg my way to Miss SUvester, tluough Mrs.
Glenarm."
" Lea-vmg me belund!"
" Lea-ring you behmd. Somebody must stay -with Blanche. After
having only been a fortmght married, must I remind you of that ? "
" Don't you think Mr. Crum -wiU write before Monday? "
" It wiU be such a fortunate circumstance for us, if he does write,
that I don't venture to anticipate it."
" You are clown on our luck, sfr-."
" I detest slang, Arnold. But slang, I own, expresses my state of
mind, m this instance, with an accuracy which almost reconcUes me to
the use of it—for once in a way."
" Everybody's luck turns sooner or later," persisted Arnold. " I can't
help thmking our luck is on the tui-n at last. Would you mind taking
a bet, Sfr Patrick ? "
"Apply at the stables. I leave betting, as I leave cleaMng the
horses, to my groom."
With that crabbed answer, he closed the conversation for the day.
The hours passed, and tune brought the post again m due c o u r s e ^
and the post decided m Arnold's favoiu- ! Sfr Patrick's w-ant of
confidence in the favourmg patronage of Fortune, was practicaUy
rebuked by the arrival of a second letter from the Glasgow lawyer on
the next day.
" I have the pleasure of announcing" (Mr. Crum wrote) " that I
have heard from Miss SUvester, by the next postal deUvery ensuing,
after I had dispatched my letter to H a m Farm. She writes, very briefl3%
to inform nie that she has decided on estabhshing her next place of residence in London. The reason assigned for taMng tMs step—which she
certainly did not contemplate when I last saw her—is, that she flnds
herseff approaching the end of her pecuniary resources. H a v m g afready
decided on adopting, as a means of H-vmg, the caUmg of a concert-smger,
she has arranged to place her interests m the hands of an old friend of
her late mother (who appears to have belonged also to the musical profession) : a dramatic and musical agent long estabhshed m the metropohs,
and well known to her, as a trustworthy and respectable man. She
sends me the name and address of tMs person—a copy of wluch you
wfll find on the enclosed slip of paper—in the event of my having
occasion to -write to her, before she is settled in London. This is the
whole substance of her letter. I have only to add that it does not con19
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tain the sUghtest aUusion to the nature of the errand on wMch she left
Glasgow."
Sfr Patrick happened to be alone, when he opened Mr. Crum's letter.
His ffrst proceedmg, after readmg it, was to consult the raUway timetable hangmg m the haU. Ha-ving done tMs, he returned to the Hbrary
—^wrote a short note of mqufry, addressed to the musical agent—and
rang the beU.
" Miss SUvester is expected m London, Duncan. I want a discreet
person, to commuMcate -with her. You are the person."
Duncan bowed. Sfr- Patrick handed him the note.
" If you start at once you -wiU be in time to catch the tram. Go to
that address, and mqufre for Miss SUvester. If she has arrived, give
her my compHments and say I wiU have the honour of calling on her
(on Mr. Brinkworth's behaff), at the earUest date which she may find it
conveMent to appomt. Be qMck about it—and you wiU have time to
get back, before the last tram.—Have Mr. and Mrs. Brinkworth returned
from thefr drive ? "
" No, Sfr Patrick."
Pending the retm-n of Arnold and Blanche, Sfr Patrick looked at
Mr. Crum's letter for the second time.
He was not qMte satisfied that the pecuMary motive was reaUy the
motive at the bottom of Anne's joumey south. Remembering that
Geoflrey's tramers had removed him to the neighbourhood of London,
he was inclined to doubt whether some serious quarrel had not taken
place between Anne and Mrs. Glenarm—and whether some dfrect appeal
to Geoffiey himseff might not be in contemplation as the result. In that
event, Sir Patrick's ad-vice and assistance woMd be placed, without
scruple, at Miss SUvester's disposal. By assertmg her claim m opposition to the claim of Mrs. Glenarm, she was also asserting herseff to be
an unmarried woman, and was thus ser-ving Blanche's interests as weU
as her own.
" I owe it to Blanche to help her," thought Sir Patrick. " And I
owe it to myseff to bring Geoffrey Delamayn to a day of reckonmg, ff I
can."
The barking of the dogs m the yard announced the return of the
carriage. Sfr Patrick went out to meet Arnold and Blanche at the gate,
and teU tiiem the news.
Punctual to the time at which he was expected, the discreet Duncan
reappeared, with a note from the musical agent.
Miss SUvester had not yet reached London; but she was expected
to arrive, not later than Tuesday in the ensuing week. The agent had
afready been favoured with her mstructions to p-ay the strictest attention
to any commands received from Sfr Patrick Lundie. He would take
care that Sfr Patrick's message should be given to Miss SUvester as
soon as she arrived.
At last, then, there was news to be reUed on ! At last there was a
prospect of seemg her ! Blanche was radiant with happmess. Arnold
was in Mgh spirits, for the ffrst time smce his return from Baden.
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Sir Patrick tried hard to catch the infection ^i gaiety from his young
friends; but to Ms own sm-prise, not less than to tliefrs, the effort proved
fruitless. With the tide of events turmng decidedly in Ms favour;
reheved of the necessity of taldng a doubtfiil journey to Scotland;
assured of obtaming Ms mterview with Anne in a few days' time—he
was out of spirits aU tlirough the evening.
" StiU down on our luck! " exclaimed Arnold, as he and his host
finished thefr last game of bUUards, and parted for the night. " Surely,
we coiffdn't -wish for a more pronusmg prospeci!; than our prospect next
week ? "
Sfr Patrick laid his hand on Arnold's shouhler.
" Let us look indulgently together," he said, in Ms whimsicallygrave way, '• at the humiliating spectacle of an old man's folly. I feel, at
this moment, Arnold, as ff I would give everything that I possess in
the world, to have passed over next week, and to be landed safely in
the time beyond it."
"But, w h y ? "
" There is the folly ! I can't teU why. With every reason to be in
better spfrits than usual, I am unaccountably; fr-rationally, invmcibly
depressed. "What are w-e to conclude from that? Am I the object of
a supernatural warnmg of misfortune to come? Or am I the object of
a temporary derangement of the functions of the Hver ? There is the
question. Who is to decide i t ? H o w contemptible is humanity,
Arnold, rightly- understood ! Give me my candle—and let's hope it's
tlie hver.''

Tin: KNI> OP lEK savEHi'a ecsTasTB.

292

MAN AND 'WIFE.

•JL^HE

PANTRY.

CHAPTER THE

FORTY-FOURTH.

ANNE WINS A VICTORY.
ON a certain evenmg in the month of September (at that period of the
month when Arnold and Blanche were traveUing back from Baden to
Ham Farm), an ancient man—-with one eye fihny and bUnd, and one
eye moist and merry—s;it alone m the pantry of the " H a r p of Scotland
Inn," Perth, poundmg tile sugar softly m a glass of wMsky punch. He
has hitherto been personally distinguished m these pages, as the selfappointed father of Anne SUvester, and the humble servant of Blanche
at the dance at Swanhaven Lodge. H e now dawns on the view in
amicable relations vrith a tlifrd lady—and assumes the mystic character
of Mrs. Glenarm's " Fri 3nd in the Dark."
Arriving in Perth itlie day after the festi-vities at Swanhaven,
Bishopriggs proceeded to the " H a r p of Scotland"—at which establishment for the reception of travellers he possessed the advantage
of being known to the landlord as Mrs. Inchbare's right-hand man,
and of standing Mgh on the head-waiter's Hst of old and mtimate
friends.
Inquiring for the w; liter first, by the name of Thomas (otherwise
Taii.ioy) Pennyquick, Bishopriggs found Ms friend m sore distress of
body and mind. Conteiidmg vamly agamst the disabUng advances of
rheumatism, Thomas Ponnyqmck ruefuUy contemplated the prospect
of being laid up at home by a long iUness—with a wffe and cMicfren to
Mipport, and with the emoluments attached to Ms position passmg into
the pockets of the tfrst sitranger who coMd be found to occupy his place
at the inn.
Hearing this doleful story, Bishopriggs cunMngly saw his w-ay to
servmg his own private uiterests, by pcrfornung the part of Thomas
Pennyquick's generous iiud devoted friend.
H e forthwith offered to fiUthe place, without takmg the cnioluments.
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of the invaUded head-waiter—on the understanding, as a matter of
course, that the landlord consented to board and lodge him free of
expense at the inn. The landlord having readily accepted this condition, Thomas Pennyquick retired to the bosc^m of his famUy. And
there was Bishopriggs, doubly secured behmd a respectable position
and a virtuous action, against all UkeUhood of suspicion faUing on him,
as a stranger in Perth—in the event of his correspondence with
Mrs. Glenarm being made the object of legal investigation on the
part of her friends !
Ha-ving opened the campaign in this masterly manner, the same
sagacious foresight had distinguished the operations of Bishopriggs
throughout.
Discovery was, nevertheless, advancing on Mm, from a quarter
winch had not been included in Ms calculations. Anne Silvester was
in Perth; bent (as Sfr Patrick had guessed) cm clearing up the suspicion which pointed to Bishopriggs as the person who was ti-ying to
turn her correspondence to jiecuMary account. The inquuies made for
him, at Anne's request, as soon as she arrived m the tow-n, openly described
his name, and Ms former position as head-waitei- at Craig Fernie—and
thus led easily to the discovery of liim, in Ms puliHcly-avowed character
of Thomas Pennyqmck's devoted friend. Towards evening, on the day
after she reached Perth, the news came to Anne that Bishopriggs was
in ser-rice at the inn known as the " H a r p of Scotland." The landlord
of the hotel at wluch she was sta3'mg, inqufred viiether he should send
a message for her. She answered, " N o ; I will take my message myseff. All I want is a person to show me the way to the inn."
Secluded in the soHtude of the head-waitei's pantry, Bishopriggs
sat peacefMly meltmg the sugar in his whisky pimch.
t t was the hour of the evenmg at wluch a period of • tranquUHty
generaUy occurred before, what was caUed, " the mght business " of the
house began. Bishopriggs was accustomed to drink and meditate
daily, in this interval of repose. H e tasted the punch, and smiled
contentedly as he set down Ms glass. The prospect before Mm looked
fafrly enough.
H e had out^witted the lawyers in the preliminary
negotiations, thus fai. All that was needful now was to wait till the
terror of a pubUc scandal (sustained by occasional letters from her
" Friend in the Dark ") had its due effect on Mrs. Glenarm, and hurried
her into pa3ing the purchase money for the correspondence with her own
hand. " Let it breed in the brain," he thought—" and the siller wiU
soon come out o' the purse."
His reflections were interrupted by the appearance of a slovenly
maid-servant, with a cotton handkerchief tied round her head, and an
uncleaned saucepan in her hand.
" Eh, Maister Bishopriggs," cried the girl, " here's a braw young
leddy, speering for ye by yer ain name at the door! "
" A leddy ? " repeated Bishopriggs, with a look of virtuous disgust.
" Ye donnert ne'er-do-weel, do you come to a decent, 'sponsible man
hke me, wi' sic a Gjpri&n overture as that ? "What d'ye tak' me for ?
Mark Antony that lost the warld for love ? (the mafr fule he !) or Don
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Jovanny that counted Jliis concubmes by hundreds, Hke the blessed
Solomon himseff? A-wa' •wi' ye to yer pots and pans and bid the
wandermg Venus that sent ye, go spin!"
Before the gfrl could answer, she was gently puUed aside from the
doorway ; and Bishoprig-gs, thunderstruck, saw Anne Silvester standing
in her place.
" You had better teU the servant I am no stranger to you," said
Anne, looldng tow-ards the Mtchen-maid, who stood m the passage
staring at her m stoHd amazement.
" My am sister's chUd! " cried Bishopriggs, lyhig with Ms
customary readmess. " Go yer ways, Maggie. The bonny lassie's my
am kith and km. The tongue o' scandal, I trow, has naetMng to say
against that.—Lord sa^-e us and giude us ! " he added, in another tone,
as the gfrl closed the door on them, " what brings ye here ? "
" I have somethmg to say to you. I am not very weU; I must wait
a Httle first. Give me a chair."
Bishopriggs obeyed m sUence. His one avaUable eye rested on
Anne, as he produced the chafr, with suspicious attention. " I'm
wantmg to know one thmg," he said. " By what meeraiculous means,
young madam, do ye hiippen to ha' fund yer way to tMs inn ? "
Anne told Mm how her inqMiies had been made, and what the result
had been, plainly and fraiiM3'. The clouded face of Bishopriggs began
to clear agam.
" Hech! hech ! " he exclaimed, recovering aU his native impudence;
" I hae had occasion to remark alreach-, to anither lady than yersel',
that it's seemply mairveUous hoo a man's ain gude deeds find Mm oot,
in this low-er warld o' ours. I ha' dune a gude deed by puir Tammy
Pennyquick—and here's a' Pairtli rmgmg wi' the report o' it; and
Sawmuel Bishopriggs sae weel known that ony stranger has oMy to
ask, and find him. Understand, I beseech ye, that it's no hand o' mine
that pets this new feather m my cap. As a gude Cal-vinist, my saul'?
clear o' the smaUest fi.gment o' beUef in Warks. When 1 look at my
ain celeebiity, I joost ask, as the Psawmist asked before me, ' Why do
the heathen rage, and. the people imagine a vam thmg ?'—It seems
ye've sometMng to say to me." he added, suddenly reverting to the
object of Anne's visit. " Is it humanly possible that ye can ha' come a'
the way to Pairth for naethmg but that ? "
The expression of suspicion began to show itseff agam in his face.
ConceaUng as she best might, the disgust that he inspfred in her, Anne
stated her errand in the most direct manner, and m the fewest possible
words.
" I have come here to ask 3-ou for somethmg," she said.
" Ay! ay ! What may it be ye're wantmg of me ? "
" I want the letter I lost at Craig Fernie."
Even the soUdly-founded self-possession of Bishopriggs Mmseff', was
shaken by the startling dfrectness of that attack on it. ilis ghb tongue
was paralysed for the moment. " I dinna ken what ye're drivin' at," he
said, after an mterval, with a sudden consciousness that he had been aU
but tricked Mto betraymg himseff:
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The change in Ms manner convmced Anne that she had found m
Bishopriggs the person of whom she was in search.
" "You have got my letter," she said, sternly insistmg on the truth.
" And you are ti-3ing to turn it to a disgracefM use. I won't aUow you
to make a market of my private affafrs. You have offered a letter of
mine for sale to a stranger. I msist on your restormg it to me before I
leave this room."
Bishopriggs hesitated again. His first suspicion that Anne had
been privately instructed by Mrs. Glenarm's lawyers, returned to his
mind as a suspicion conffi-med. H e felt the vast importance of maldng
a cautious reply.
" I'U no' waste precious time," he said, after a moment's consideration -with himseff, " m brusMng awa' the fawse breath o' scandal, when
it passes my way. I t blaws to nae purpose, my young leddy, when it
bla^n-s on an honest man like me. Fie for shame on ye for sa3ing what
ye've joost said—to me that was a fether to ye at Craig FerMe. "Wha
set ye on to it ? WUl it be man or woman that's misca'ed me behmd my
back?"
Anne took the Glasgow newspaper from the pocket of her traveUingcloak; and placed it before him, open at the paragraph wMch described
the act of extortion attempted on Mrs. Glenarm.
" I have found there," she said, " all that I want to know."
" May a' the tribe o' EcUtors, preenters, paper-makers, newsvendors, and the Hke, bleeze together m the pit o' Topliet! " With
this devout aspfration—internally felt, not openly uttered—Bishopriggs
put on Ms spectacles, and read the passage pomted out to Mm. " I see
naethmg here, touchmg the name o' Sa-wmuel Bishopriggs, or the
matter o' ony loss ye may, or may. not, ha' had at Craig FerMe," he
said when he had done; stUl defendmg Ms position, with a resolution
worthy of a better cause.
Anne's pride recoUed at the prospect of prolonging the discussion
with Mm. She rose to her feet, and said her last words.
'' I have learnt enough b,y this time," she answered, " to know that
the one argument that prevaUs with 3-011 is the argument of money. If
money wUl spare me the liatefM necessity of disputmg v/ith you—poor
as I am, money you shaU have. Be silent, if you please. You are
personally mterested m what I have to say next."
She opened her purse, and took a five-pound note from it.
" If you choose to own the truth, and produce the letter," she
resumed, " I wiU give you tlus, as your reward for finding, and
restormg to me, somethmg that I had lost. If you persist in your
present prevarication, I can, and will, make that sheet of notepaper you
have stolen from me nothing but waste paper m your hands. You have
threatened Mrs. Glenarm with my interference.
Suppose I go to
Mrs. Glenarm ? Suppose I interfere before the week is out ? Suppose
I have other letters of Mr. Delamayn's in my possession, and produce
them to speak for me ? W h a t has Mrs. Glenarm to purchase of you
then ?—Answer me t h a t ! "
The colour rose on her pale face. H e r eyes, dim and weary when
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she entered the room, looked Mm brightly tMough and through iu immeasurable contempt. "Answer me that!" she repeated, with a burst of
her old energy, wluch revealed the fire and passion of the woman's
nature, not quenched even yet!
If Bishopriggs had a merit, it was the rare merit, as men go, of knowing when he was beaten. If he had an accompUshment, it was ths
accompUshment of retuing defeated, with aU the honours of war.
" Mercy presairve us! " he exclaimed m the most innocent manner.
" I s it even You Yersel' that writ the letter to the man ca'ed Jaffray
Delamayn, and got the wee bit answer in pencU, on the blank page ?
Hoo, in Heeven's name, was I to know that was the letter ye were
after, when ye cam' in here ? Did ye ever teU me ye were Anne
SUvester at the hottle ? Never ance ! Was the puir feckless husbandcreature ye had wi' ye at the inn, Jaffray Delamayn? Jaffray wad
mak' twa o' Mm, as my ain eyes ha' seen. Gi' ye back yer letter ? My
certie ! noo I know it is yer letter, I'll gi' it back wi a' the pleasure in
Hfe!"
He opened his pocket-book, and took it out, with an alacrity worthy
of the honestest man in Christendom—and (more wonderful stUl) he
looked -with' a perfectly-assumed expression of mdifference at the fivepound note m Anne's hand.
" Hoot! toot! " he said, " I'm no' th-at clear m my mmd, that I'm
free to tak' yer money. Eh, weel! weel! I'U e'en receive it, ff ye like,
as a bit Memento o' the time when I was o' some sma' safrvice to ye at
the hottle. Ye'll no mind," he added, suddeMy returMng to business,
" writin' me joost a Hue—m the way o' receipt ye ken' ?—to clear me o'
ony future suspicion in the matter o' the letter."
Anne threw dow-n the bank-note on the table near wMch they were
standing, and snatched the letter from liim.
" You need no receipt," she answered. " There shaU be no letter to
bear witness agauist you! "
She Iffted her other hand to tear it m piecea. Bishopriggs caught
her by both wrists, at the same moment, and held her fast.
"Bide a wee !" he said. "Ye don't get the letter, young madam,
•without the receipt. It may be a' the same to you, now ye've married
the other man, whether Jaffray Delamayn ance promised ye fafr m the
bygone time, or no. But, my certie ! it's a matter o' some moment to
me that ye've chafrged -wi' stealm' the letter, and makui' a market o't,
and Lord knows what beside, that I suld hae yer am acknowledgmeni
for it m black and wMte. Gi' me my bit receipt—and een do as ye wUl
with yer letter after that."
Anne's hold of the letter relaxed. She let Bishopriggs repossess
himseff of it as it dropped on the fioor between them, mthout maldng
an effort to prevent Mm.
" It may be a' the same to you, now ye've married the other man,
whether Jaffray Delamayn ance promised ye fafr in the bygone time,
or no."
Those words presented Anne's position before her, in a Hght in
wMcb she had not seen it yet. She had truly expressed the loathing
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that Geoflfrey now mspired m her, when she had declared, m her letter
to Arnold, that, even if he offered her marriage, in atonement for the
past, she would rather be what she was than be Ms wife. I t had never
occurred to her, until this moment, that others would misinterpret the
sensitive pride, which had prompted the abandonment of her clauii on
the man who had rumed her. I t had never been brought home to her
untU now, that if she left him contemptuously to go his own way, and
sell himself to the first w^oman w-ho had money enough to buy Mm, her
conduct woMd sanction the false conclusion tliat she was powerless to
interfere, because she was married already to another man.
The
colour that had risen in her face, vanished and left it deadly pale again.
She began to see that the purpose of her journey to the north was not
completed yet.
" I wiU give you your receipt," she said. " TeU me what to write,
and it shaU be written."
Bishopriggs dictated the receipt. She wrote and signed it. H e put
it in his pocket-book with the five-pound note, and handed her the letter
in exchange."
" Tear it if ye w-ffl," he said. " I t matters naethmg to me."
For a moment, she hesitated. A sudden shuddering shook her—
the forewarning, it nught be, of the influence wiiich that letter, saved
from destruction by a liafr's breadth, was destuied to exercise on her
hfe to come. She recovered herself, and folded her cloak closer to her,
as ff she had felt a passing chill.
"No," she said, " I \-sill keep the letter."
She folded it, and put it m the pocket of her dress. Then tiuned to
go—and stojjped at the door.
" One thmg more," she added. " Do 3'ou Imow Mrs. Glenarm's
present adcfress ? "
" Ye're no' reUy gomg to Mistress Glenarm ? "
" That is no concern of yours. You can answer my question, or not,
as you please."
" Eh, my leddy! yer temper's no' what it used to be m the auld
times at the bottle. Aweel! aweel! ye ha' gi'en me 3'-er money—and I'U
een gi' ye back gude measure for it, on my side. Mistress Glenarm's
awa' in private—-mcog., as they say—to Jaffray Delamayn's brither at
Swanhaven Lodge. Ye may rely on the information—and it's no' that
easy to come at either. Tlie,3'^'ve keepit it a secret as they thmk from a'
the warld. Hech ! hech! Tammy Peiinyqiuck's youngest but twa is
page-boy at the hoose where the leddy's been veesitin', on the outsldrts
0' Pafrth. Keep a secret ff ye can frae the pawky ears o' yer domestics
in the servants' haff!—Eh! she's afl', without a word at p a r t m g ! " he
exclaimed, as Anne left him -without ceremony in the middle of his dissertation on secrets and servants' liaUs. " 1 trow, I ha' gaen out for
wool, and come back shorn," he added, reflectmg grimly on the disastrous
overtMow of the pronusmg speculation on which he had embarked.
" My certie! there was naetMng left for't, when madam's fingers had
grippit me, but to shp through them as cannUy as I could. What's
Jaffray's marrying, or no' marrying, to do wi' her.^" he wondered, revert-
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ing to the question wMch Anne had put to hun at partmg. "And whar's
the sense o' her errand, ff she's reUy bent on finding her way to Mistress
Glenarm ? "
"Whatever the sense of her errand nught be, Anne's next proceedmg
proved that she was reaUy bent on it. After restmg two days, she left
Perth, by the first tram in the mornmg, for Swanhaven Lodge.

THE EXD OP THE EIGHTH SCENE.
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THE MUSIC EOOM.

CHAPTER T H E FORTY-FIFTH.
JULIUS MAKES MISCHIEF.

JULIUS DELAMAYN was alone; idly sauntermg to and fro, with Ms violin
in his hand, ,on the terrace at Swanhaven Lodge.
The first meUow light of evenmg was m the sky. I t was the close of
the day on wluch Anne Silvester had left Perth.
Some hours earUer, JMius had sacrificed Mmseff to the duties of his
pohtical position—as made for Mm by Ms father. H e had submitted to
the dire necessity of dehvering an oration to the electors, at a pubhc
meeting m the neighbom-ing towoi of Kfrkandrew. A detestable atmosphere to breathe ; a disorderly audience to address; insolent opposition
to concUiate; imbecile inquiries to answ-er; brutish interruptions to
endure ; greed3- petitioners to pacifj-; and chrty hands to shake : these
are the stages b3^ w-hich the aspfrmg EngHsh gentleman is compeUed to
travel, on the journey wluch leads hun from the modest obscurity of
private Hfe to the glorious pubhcity of the House of Commons. Julius
paid the preliminary penalties of a political first appearance, as exacted
by free mstitutions, with the necessary patience; and returned to the
welcome shelter of home, more indifferent, ff possible, to the attractions
of ParUamentary cUstinction than when he set out. The cUscord of the
roaring " people " (stiU ecliomg m his ears) had sharpened Ms customary
BensibiUty to the poetry of sound, as composed by Mozart, and as mterpreted by piano and -vioHn. Possessing himself of his beloved instrument, he had gone out on the terrace to cool liimseff m the evening air,
pendmg the arrival of the servant whom he had summoned by the
music-room bell. The man appeared at the glass door which led into
the room; and reported, m answer to Ms master's inqufry, that Mrs.
Juhus Delamayn was out pa3ing visits, and was not expected to return
for another hour at least.
Juhus groaned m spfr-it. The finest music wMch Mozart has -written
for the -vioHn, associates that mstrument with the piano. Without the
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wife to help him, the husband was mute. After an mstant's consideration, Julius Mt on an idea w-hich promised, in some degree, to remedy
the disaster of Mrs. Delamayn's absence from home.
" H a s Mrs. Glenarm gone out, too ? " he asked.
" No, sir."
" My compliments. If Mrs. Glenarm has nothing else to do, will
she be so Idnd as to come to me in the music-room? "
The servant went away with his message. Julius seated himseff on
one of the terrace-benches, and began to tune Ms vioHn.
Mrs. Glenarm—rightly reported by Bishopriggs as havmg privately
taken refuge from her anonymous correspondent at Swanhaven Lodge
—was, miisically-speaMng, far from bemg an efficient substitute for
Mrs. Delamayn. JuHus possessed, in Ms -wife, one of the few players on
the pianoforte, under whose subtle touch that shaUow and soulless
instrument becomes inspired with expression not its own, and produces
music mstead of noise. The fine organization which can work this
mfracle had not been bestowed on Mrs. Glenarm. She had been carefuUy taught; and she was to be trusted to play correctly—and that
was all. JuUus, hmigry for music, and resigned to cfrcumstances, asked
for no more.
'The servant returned with his answer. Mrs. Glenarm would join
Mr. Delamayn in the music-room, in ten minutes' time.
Julius rose, relieved, and resumed his sauntering waUj; now playing
little snatches of music; now stopping to look at the flowers on the
terrace, with an eye that enjoyed their beauty, and a hand that fondled
them with caressing touch. If Imperial Parhament had seen Mm at
that moment, Imperial ParHament must have given notice of a question
to his illustrious father :—" I s it possible, my lord, that you can have
begotten such a Member as this ? "
After stopping for a moment to tighten one of the strings of his
violin, JuUus, raising Ms head from the mstrument, was surprised to see
a lady approaching Mm on the terrace. Advancing to meet her, and
perceiving that she was a total stranger to him, he assumed that she
-was, in all probability, a visitor to Ms wffe.
" Have I the honour of speaking to a fiiend of Mrs. Delamayn's ? "
he asked. " My wffe is not at home, I am sorry to say."
" I am a stranger to Mrs. Delamayn," the lady answered. " The
servant informed me that she had gone o u t ; and that I should find
Mr. Delaraayn here."
JuUus bowed—and waited to hear more.
" I must beg 3'ou to forgive my intrusion," the stranger went on.
" My object is to ask permission to see a lady w-ho is, I have been
informed, a guest in your house."
The extraordmary formaUt3' of the request rather puzzled Julius.
" Do you mean Mrs. Glenarm ? " he asked.
" Yes."
" Pray don't think any permission necessary. A friend of Mrs.
Glenarm's may take her welcome for granted in this house."
" I am not a friend of Mrs. Glenarm. I am a total stranger to her."
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TMs made the ceremonious request preferred by the lady a little
more mteUigible—but it left the lady's object in wishing to speak to
Mrs. Glenarm, stUl m the dark. JuHus politely waited, until it pleased
her to proceed further, and explain herseff. The explanation did not
appear to be an easy one to give. H e r eyes cfropped to the ground. She
hesitated pamfuUy.
" My name—ff I mention it," she resumed, without looldng up, " may
possibly inform you
" She paused. H e r colour came and went.
Slie hesitated again ; struggled with her agitation, and controUed it. " I
am Anne SUvester," she said, suddenly raismg her pale face, and
suddenly stead3ing her trembhng voice.
JuHus started, and looked at her in sUent surprise.
The name was doubly known to hmi. Not long since, he had heard
it from Ms father's Hps, at Ms father's bedside. Lord Holchester had
charged Mm, had earnestly charged him, to bear that name hi nund, and
to help the woman who bore it, ff the woman ever appHed to him in
time to come. Again, he had heard the name, more lately, associated
scandalously -with the name of Ms brother. On the receipt of the first
anon3rmous letters sent to her, Mrs. Glenarm had not only summoned
Geofi'rey himseff to refute the aspersion cast upon Mm, but had forwarded a private copy of the letter to his relatives at Swanhaven.
Geoffrey's defence had not entirely satisfied JuHus that his brother was
free from blame. As he now looked at Anne Silvester, the doubt
retm-ned upon him strengthened—almost confirmed. Was this woman
—so modest, so gentle, so simply and unaffectedly refined—the shameless adventuress denounced by Geoffrey, as claiming him on the
strength of a foohsh ffirtation; knowing herself, at the time, to bo
privately married to another man ? W a s tlus woman—with the voice
of a lady, the-look of a lady, the manner of a lady—in league (as
Geoflfrey had declared) with the UUterate vagabond who was attempting
to extort money anonymously from Mrs. Glenarm ? Impossible!
Makmg every aUowance for the proverbial deceitfuMess of appearances,
impossible!
" Your name has been mentioned to me," said Juhus, answermg her
after a momeiitai-3' pause. His instmcts as a gentleman, made him
shrmk from referring to the association of her name with the name of
his brother. " My father mentioned you," he added, considerately
explaimng his knowledge of her in that waj^ " wiien I last saw him in
London."
" Your father! " She came a step nearer, with a look of distrust as
well as a look of astonishment in her face. " Your father is Lord
Holchester—is he not ? "
" Yes."
" What made him speak of me ? "
" He was ill, at the time," Julius answered. " And he had been
thinldng of events in his past life, with which I am entirely unacquainted.
He said he had known your father and mother. H e desired me, if j'ou
were ever in want of any assistance, to place my services at your cUsposal. When he expressed that wish, he spoke very earnestly—he gave
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me the uiipression that there was a feeHng of regret associated -with the
recoUections on which he had been dweUing."
Slowly, and in sUence, Anne drew back to the low wall of the terrace
close by. She rested one hand on it to support herseff. JMius had said
words of terrible import, without a suspicion of what he had done.
Never, untU now, had Anne SUvester known that the man who had
betrayed her, was the son of that other man, whose discovery of the flaw
in the marriage had ended m the betrayal of her mother before her.
She felt the shock of the revelation -with a chUl of superstitious di-ead.
Was the cham of a fataUty wound in-visibly round her ? T i u n wMch
way she might, was she stUl gomg darMy on, in the track of her dead
mother, to an appomted and hereditary doom ? Present things passed
from her -view, as the awful doubt cast its shadow over her nund. She
lived again for a moment m the time when she was a chUd. She saw
the face of the mother once more, -with the wan despafr on it of the
bygone days when the title of wife was deMed her, and the social
prospect was closed for ever.
JMius approached, and roused her.
" Can I g e t you an3'thiiig? " he asked. " You are looMng very Ul. I
hope I have said notliing to distress you ? "
The question faffed to attract her attention. She put a questiou
herself, mstead of answ-ermg it.
" Did you say you were qiute ignorant of what your father w-af
thmkmg of, when he spoke to you about me ? "
" Quite ignorant."
" I s your brother Hkely to know more about it than you do ? "
" Certauffy not."
She paused, absorbed once more in her own thoughts. Startled, on
the memorable day when they had first met, by Geoffi-ey's faniUy name,
she had put the qaeslion to him, whether there had not been some
acquamtance between thefr parents in the past time. Docei-ymg her in
aU else, he had not deceived her in this. H e had spoken m good faith,
when he had declared that he had never heard her father or her motiier
mentioned at home.
The curiosity of JuHus was aroused. H e attempted to lead her on
into saying more.
" You appear to know what my father was tMnkcag of, when he spoke
to me," he resumed. " May I ask
•"
She interrupted him with a gesture of entreaty.
" Pray don't ask! It's past and over—it can have no mterest for
you—it has nothing to do with my errand here. I must return," she
went on, hurriedly, " to my object m trespassmg on your kindness. Have
you heard me mentioned, Mr. Delamayn, by another member of your
family besides yom- father ? "
JuUus had not anticipated that she woMd approach, of her own
accord, the pauffM subject on wluch he had Mmseff" forborne to touch.
H e was a Httle disappomted. H e had expected more deHcacy of feeling
from her than she had sho-wn.
" I s it necessary," he asked, coldly, " to enter on that ? "
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The blood rose again m Anne's cheeks.
" If it had not been necessary," she answered, " do you think I could
have forced myseff to mention it to you ? Let me remind you that I am
here on sufferance. If I don't speak plamly (no matter at what sacrifice
to my own feelings), I make my situation more embarrassing than it is
ah-eady. I have something to tell Mrs. Glenarm, relatmg to the anonymous letters wMch she has lately received. And I have a word to say
to her, next, about her contemplated marriage. Before you aUow me to
do tMs, you ought to know who I am. (I have o-wned it.) You ought
to have heard the worst that can be said of my conduct. (Your face
teUs me you have heard the worst.) After the forbearance which you
have sho-wn to me, as a perfect stranger, I wUl not commit the meanness
of takmg you by surprise. Perhaps, Mr. Delamayn, you understand,
now, why I felt myseff obHged to refer to your brother. WUl you trust
me -with pernussion to speak to Mrs. Glenarm ? "
It was simply and modestly said—with an unaffected and touching
resignation of look and manner. Julius gave her back the respect and
the sympathy wluch, for a moment, he had unjustly withcfrawn
from her.
" You have placed a confidence in me," he said, " which most persons
in your situation woMd have withheld. I feel bound, m return, to
place confidence in you. I will take it for granted that your motive
in tMs matter is one wMch it is my duty to respect. I t wUl be for Mrs.
Glenarm to say, whether she wishes the mter-view to take place or
not. AU that I can do is to leave you free to propose it to her. You
are free."
As he spoke, the sound of the piano reached them from the musicroom. Julius pointed to the glass door which opened on to the
terrace.
"You have only to go m, by that door," he said, " and you will find
Mrs. Glenarm alone."
Anne bowed, and left Mm. Arrived at the short fUglit of steps
which led up to the door, she paused to collect her thoughts before she
went in.
A sudden reluctance to go on and enter the room took possession of
her, as she waited -with her foot on the lower step. The report of Mrs.
Glenarm's contemplated mariiago had produced no such effect on her as
Sfr Patrick had supposed: it had foimd no love for Geoffre.y left to
wound, no latent jealousy only waiting to be inflamed. H e r object in
taldng the journey to Perth was completed, wiien her correspondence
with Geoffi-ey was in her o-wn hands again. The change of purpose
which had brought her to Swanhaven, was due entfrely to the new view
of her position towards Mrs. Glenarm which the coarse common-sense
of Bishopriggs had first suggested to her. If she failed to protest against
Mrs. Glenarm's marriage, in the mterests of the reparation which
Geoffiey owed to her, her conduct woMd only confirm Geoffrey's
audacious assertion that she was a married woman already. For her
o-wn sake she might stiff have hesitated to move in the matter. But
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Blanche's mterests were concerned as well as her own; and for
Blanche's sake she had resolved on maldng the journey to Swanhaven
Lodge.
At the same time, feeHng towards Geoffi-ey as she felt now—
conscious as she was of not reaUy desfrmg the reparation on which she
was about to msist—it was essential to the preservation of her own seff'respect that she shoMd have some purpose hi view, which could justify
her to her own conscience m assummg the character of Mrs. Glenarm's
rival.
She had only to caU to mmd the critical situation of Blanche—and
to see her purpose before her plamly. Assuming that she c£,:ild open
the coming inter-yiew by peaceably pro-vmg that her claim on Geoffrey
was beyond dispute, she nught then, without fear of misconception, take
the tone of a friend mstead of an enemy, and might with the best grace
assure Mrs. Glenarm that she had no rivalry to dread, on the one condition that she should engage to make Geoffrey repair the evU that he
had done. " Marry him without a word against it to dreadfi-omme—so
long as he unsays the words and undoes the deeds which have thrown
a doubt on the marriage of Arnold and Blanche." If she coMd but bring
the intei-view to this end—there was the way found of extricating Arnold,
b.y her own exertions, from the false position in which she had mnocently
placed Mm towards Ms wife !
Such was the object before her, as she now stood on the brmk of her
interview •with Mrs. Glenarm.
Up to tlus moment, she had firmly beheved in her capacity to realize
her own visionary project. It was only when she had her foot on the
step, that a doubt of the success of the commg experiment crossed her
mind. For the first time, she saw the weak point in her own reasoning.
For the first time, she felt how much she had bMicUy taken for granted,
in assuming that Mrs. Glenarm woMd have sufficient sense of justice
and sufficient command of temper to hear her patiently. All her hopes
of success rested on her own favom-able estimate of a woman who was a
total stranger to her ! What ff the first words exchanged between them
proved the estimate to be wrong ?
It was too late to pause and reconsider the position. JuHus
Delamayn had noticed her hesitation, and was advancmg towards her
from the end of the terrace. There was no help for it but to master her
own irresolution, and to run the risk boldly. " Come what may, I
nave gone too far to stop here." With that desperate resolution to
animate her, she opened the glass door at the top of the steps, and went
mto the room.
Mrs. Glenarm rose from the piano. The two women-—one so ricMy,
the other so plainly dressed; one with her beauty m its fuU bloom, the
other worn and bhghted ; one -with society at her feet, the other an outcast li^vmg under the bleak shadow of reproach—the two women stood
face to face, and exchanged the cold courtesies of salute between strangers,
m silence.
The first to meet the trivial necessities of the situation was Mrs.
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Glenarm. She good-humouredly put an end to the embarrassment—
which the shy visitor appeared to feel acutely—by speaking first.
" I am afraid the servants have not told you ? " she said. " Mrs.
Delamayn has gone out."
" I beg your pardon—I have not called to see Mrs. Delama3'n."
Mrs Glenarm looked a Httle surprised. She w^ent on, however, as
amiably as before.
" Mr. Delamayn, perhaps ? " she suggested. " I expect him here
every moment."
Anne explained again.
'" I have just parted from Mr. Delania3Ti."
Mrs. Glenarm opened her eyes in astoMshment.
Anne proceeded.
" I have come here, if you wUl excuse the intrusion
"
She hesitated—at a loss how to end the sentence.
Mrs, Glenarm, begiuMng by this time to feel a strong curiosity as to
what might be coming next, advanced to the rescue once more,
" Pray don't apologize," she said, " I think I understand that you
are so good as to have come to see me. You look tired. Won't you
take a chair ? "
Anne could stand no longer. She took the offered chair. Mrs.
Glenarm resumed her place on the music-stool, and ran her fingers idly
over the keys of the piano. " Where did you see Mr. Delamayn ? " she
went on. " The most irresponsible of men. except when he has got his
fiddle in his hand ! I s he coming in soon ? Are we going t j have any
music ? Have you come to play with us ? Mr. Delamayn is a perfect
fanatic in music, isn't he ? W h y isn't he here to introduce us ? I suppose you like the classical style, too ? Did you know that I was in the
music-room ? Might I ask 3four name ? "
Frivolous as they were, Mrs. Glenarm's questions w-ere not without
their use. They gave Anne time to summon her resolution, and to feel
the necessity of explaining herself
" I am speakmg, I beheve, to Mrs. Glenarm ? " she began.
The good-humoured widow siMled and bowed graciously.
" I have come here, Mrs. Glenarm—b3' Mr. Delamayn's permission
—to ask leave to speak to you on a matter in which 3'ou are interested."
Mrs. Glenarm's many-ringed fingers paused over the keys of the
piano. Mrs. Glenarm's plump face turned on the stranger with a
dawning expression of surprise.
" Indeed ? I am interested in so many matters. May I ask what
this matter is ? "
The fiippant tone of the speaker jarred on Anne. If Mrs. Glenarm's
nature was as shallow as it appeared to be on tne surface, there was
httle hope of any sympathy establishing itseff between them.
" I wished to speak to you," she answered, " about something that
happened whUe you were paying a visit in the neighbourhood of
Perth."
The dawMng surprise in Mrs. Glenarm's face became intensified
iuto an expression of distrust. H e r hearty manner vaMshed under a
20
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veU of conventional civUity, dra-wn over it suddenly. She looked at
Anne. " Never at the best of times a beauty," she thought. " Wretchedly
cut of health now. Dressed like a servant, and looHng Uke a lady.
What does it mean ? "
That last doubt was not to be borne m sUence by a person of Mrs.
Glenarm's temperament. She addressed herself to the solution of it
with the most unblushmg directness—dexterously excused by the most
wmning frankness of manner.
" Pardon me," she s.aid. " My memory for faces is a bad one ; and
I don't thmk you heard me just now, when I asked for your name. Have
we ever met before ? "
" Never."
" And yet-—if I understand what you are referrmg to—you wish to
speak to me about sometlung which is oMy interestmg to myseff and my
most intimate friends.'^
" You understand me qmte correctly," said Anne. " I -wish to speak
to you about some anonymous letters
"
" For the tlurd time, •wiU you permit me to ask for your name ? "
" Y o u sliaU hear it dfrectly—^ff you wiU first aUow me to fiMsh what
I wanted to say. I wish—ff I can—to persuade you that I come here
as a friend, before I mention my name. You wiU, I am sure, not be
sorry to hear that 3-ou need dread no further annoyance
"
" Pardon me once more," said Mrs. Glenarm, mterposing for the
second time. " I am at a loss to know to what 1 am to attribute this
kmd interest m my affairs, on the part of a total stranger."
This time her tone was more than poHtely cold—it was pohtely
impertinent. Mrs. Glenarm had Hved all her Hfe in good society, and
w-as a perfect nustress of the subtleties of refined msolence, in her intercourse -with those who incurred her displeasure.
Anne's sensitive nature felt the wound—but Anne's patient courage
submitted. She put away from her the msolence wMch had tried to
sting, and went on, gently and firmly, as ff nothing had happened.
" The person who wrote to you anon3Tnously," she said, " alluded to
a correspondence. H e is no longer in possession of it. The correspondence has passed mto hands wluch may be trusted to respect it. It
wiU be put to no base use m the future—I answer for that."
" You answer for that ? " repeated Mrs. Glenarm. She suddenly
leant forw-ard over the piano, and fixed her eyes m unconcealed scrutiny
on Anne's face. T h e "violent temper, so often found in combination with
the weak nature, began to show itself in her rismg colour, and her
lowering brow. " How do you know what the person •wrote ? " she
asked. " How do you know that the correspondence has passed into
other hands ? Who are you ? " Before Anne coiUd answer her, she
sprang to her feet, electrified by a new idea. " The man who •wi-ote to
me, spoke of somethmg else besides a correspondence. H e spoke of a
woman. I have found you o u t ! " she exclaimed with a burst of jealous
fury. " You are the woman ! "
Anne rose on her side, stiU in firm possession of her seff-control.
" Mrs. Glenarm," she said, calmly, " I warn—no, I entreat you—not
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to take that tone with me. Compose yourseff; and I promise to satisfy
you that you are more interested than you are wilUng to beUeve, in
what I have stUl to say. Pray bear with me for a little longer. I
admit that you have guessed right. I own that I am the miserable woman
who has been rmned and deserted by Geoffrey Delamayn."
" It's false ! " cried Mrs. Glenarm. " You wretch ! Do you come
to me with your trumped-up story? What does JuUus Delamayn mean
by exposing me to this ? " Her mdignation at finding herself in the
same room with Ame broke its way through, not the restraints oMy,
but the common decencies of poUteness. " I'U rmg for the servants ! "
she said. " I'U have you turned out of the house."
She tried to cross to the fire-place to ring the beU. Anne, who was
standing nearest to it, stepped forward at the same moment. Without
saying a word, she motioned with her hand to the other woman to stand
back. There was a pause. The two waited, with their eyes steadily
fixed on one another—each with her resolution laid bare to the other's
•view. In a moment more, the finer natiue prevaUed. Mrs. Glenarm
drew back a step in sUence.
" Listen to me," said Anne.
"Listen to you? " repeated Mrs. Glenarm. " You have no right to
be in tMs house. You have no right to force yourself in here. Leave
the room!"
Anne's patience—so firmly and admirably preserved thus far—began
to faU her at last.
" Take care, Mrs. Glenarm ! " she said, still struggHng with herseff.
" I am not natiuaUy a patient woman. Trouble has clone much to tame
my temper—but endurance has its Hmits. You have reached the Hmits
of mine. I have a claim to be heard—and, after wiiat you have said to
me, I zvill he heard ! "
" You have no claim ! You shameless woman, you are married
already. I know the man's name. Arnold Brinkworth."
"Did Geoffrey Delamayn tell you that ? "
" I decHne to answer a woman who speaks of Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn in that famUiar wa3''."
Anne advanced a step nearer.
" Did Geoffrey Delamayn teU you that ? " she repeated.
There was a light in her eyes, there was a rhig m her voice, which
showed that she was roused at last, Mrs. Glenarm answered her, thia
time.
" He cHd teU me."
"He Hed!"
" He did not! He knew. I believe him. I don't believe you."
" If he told you that I was anythmg but a single woman—if he told
you that Arnold Biinkworth w-as married to anybody but Miss Inmdie
of Windygates—I say again, he lied ! "
" I say again—I believe him, and not you."
" You believe I am Arnold Brinkworth's -wffe ? "
" I am certain of it."
" You teU me that to my face ? "
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" I teU you to your face—you may have been Geoffrey Delamayn a
mistress; you are Arnold BrMkworth's wife."
At those words, the long-restramed anger leapt up in Anne—aU tha
more hotly for ha-vmg been Mtherto so steadUy controlled. In one
breathless moment the whirlwMd of her indignation swept away, not
oMy all remembrance of the purpose which had brought her to Swanhaven, but aU sense even of the unpardonable wrong which she had suffered
at Geoffrey's hands. If he had been there, at that moment, and had
offered to redeem his pledge, she woMd have consented to marry him.
whUe Mrs. Glenarm's eye was on her—no matter whether she destroyed
herself in her first cool moment afterwards or not. The small sting
had planted itself at last in the great nature. The noblest woman is
oMy a woman, after aU !
" I forbid your marriage to Geofirey Delamayn! I insist on his
performmg his promise to make me Ms -wffe! I have got it here in his
own words, m Ms own writing. On his soul, he swears it to me—he wUl
redeem his pledge. H i s nustress, did you say ? H i s wife, Mrs. Glenarm,
before the week is out! "
I n those wild words, she cast back the taunt—with the letter held
in triumph hi her hand.
Daunted for the moment by tiie doubt now literally forced on her,
that Anne might reall3'have the claim on Geoffrey which she advanced,
Mrs. Glenarm answered nevertheless with the obstinacy of a woman
brought to bay—with a resolution not to be convinced by conviction itseff.
" I won't give him up ! " she cried. " Your letter is a forgery. You
have no proof. I won't, I won't, I won't give him up ! " she repeated,
with the impotent iteration of an angry child.
Anne pomted disdamfully to the letter that she held. " Here is his
pledged and -written word," she said. " WMle I live, you wUl never be
his mfe."
" I sliaU be his wffe the day after the race. I am going to Mm in
London—to warn him against You! "
" You wiU find me m London, before you—with this m mj- hand.
Do you know his writing ? "
She held up the letter, open. Mrs. Glenann^s hand flew out with the
stealthy rapidity of a cat's paw, to seize and destr03r it. Quick as she
was, her rival w-as qiucker stUl. For an histant they faced each othei'
breathless—one with the letter held belund h e r ; one with her hand stUl
stretched out.
At the same moment—before a word more had passed between them
—the glass door opened: and JuUus Delamayn appeared in the room.
H e addressed himself to Anne.
•' W e decided on the terrace," he said, qmetly, " that you should
speak to Mrs. Glenarm, if Mrs. Glenarm -wished it. Do you think
it desirable that the mterview should be contmued any longer ? "
Anne's head drooped on her breast. The fiery anger m her was
quenched in an instant.
" I have been cruelly provoked, Mr. Delamayn," she answered.
"B-!-it I have no right to plead tiiat."
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She looked up at him for a moment The hot tears of shame gathtred
in her eyes, and feU slowly over her cheeks. She bent her head again,
and hid themfi-omMm.
" The only atonement I can make," she said, " is to ask your pardon,
and to leave the house."
In sUence, she tm-ned away to the door. In sUence, JuUus Delamayn paid her the triflmg courtesy of openmg it for her. She went out.
Mrs. Glenarm's mdignation—suspended for the moment—transferred
itseff to Juhus.
" If I have been entrapped into seemg that woman, with your
approval," she said, haughtily, ' I owe it to myself, Mr. Delamayn, to
foUow her example, and to leave your house."
" I authorized her to ask you for an mterview, Mrs. Glenarm. If
she has presumed on the permission that I gave her, I sincerely regret
it, and I beg you to accept my apologies. At the same time, I may venture
to add, m defence of my conduct, that I thought her—and thmk her
stUl—a woman to be pitied more than to be blamed."
" To be pitied—did you say". " asked Mrs. Glenarm, doubtful whether
her ears had not deceived her.
" To be pitied," repeated JuHus.
" You may find it conveMent, Mr. Delama3rn, to forget what youi
brother has told us about that person. I happen to remember it."
" So do I, Mrs. Glenarm. But, with my experience of Geoffrey
"
He hesitated, and ran Ms fingers nervously over the strings of hia
viohn.
" You don't beheve him ? " said Mrs. Glenarm.
Julius decHned to admit that he doubted his brother's word, to the
lady who was about to become his brother's wff'e.
" I don't qmte go that length," he said. " I find it difficifft to reconcfle what Geoffrey has told us, with Miss SUvester's manner and appearance
"
" Her appearance ! " cried Mrs. Glenarm, in a transport of astonishment and disgust. " Her appearance ! Oh, the men! I beg yoiu
pardon—I ought to have remembered that there is no accounting for
tastes. Go on—pray go on! "
" ShaU we compose ourselves -with a Utile music ? " suggested JMius
" I particularly request you wUl go on," answered Mrs. Glenarm,
emphaticaUy. " You find it ' impossible to reconcUe '
"
" I said ' difficMt.'"
" Oh, very well. DifficMt to reconcUe what Geoffrey told us, with
Miss Silvester's manner and appearance. What next? You had
something else to say, when I was so rude as to mterrupt you. What
was ff ? "
" Only this," said Juhus. " I don't find it easy to understand Sir
Patrick Lundie's conduct, in permittmg Mr. Brinkworth to coninut
bigamy with Ms Mece."
" "Wait a minute! The marriage of that horrible woman to Mr.
Brinkworth, was a private marriage. Of course, Sfr Patrick knew nothing
about it 1"
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JuHus owned that this might be possible, and made a second attempt
to lead the angry lady back to the piano. Useless, once more! Though
she shrank from coMessmg it to herself, Mrs. Glenarm's beUef m the
enumeness of her lover's defence had been shaken. The tone taken by
iffius—moderate as it was—revived the first startling suspicion of the
credibUity of Geoffi-ey's statement which Anne's language and conduct
had forced on Mrs. Glenarm. She dropped into the nearest chafr, and
put her handkerchief to her eyes.
" You always hated poor Geoffrey," she said, with a burst of tears.
" And now you're defammg him to me! "
JuUus managed her admfr-ably. On the pomt of answering her
Beriously, he checked himseff.
" I always hated poor Geoffi-ey," he repeated, with a smUe. " You
ought to be the last person to say that, Mrs. Glenarm ! I brought Mm
aU the way from London, expressly to introduce Mm to you."
" Then I wish 3^ou had left him m London ! " retorted Mrs. Glenarm, sliffting suddenly from tears to temper. " I was a happy woman
before I met your brother. I can't give him up ! " she bm-st out, shifting
back agam from temper to tears. " I don't care if he has deceived me.
I won't lert another woman have him! I ivill be his -wffe!" She
threw herseff theatricaUy on her knees before Julius. " Oh, do help me
to find out the truth ! " she said. " Oh, JuUus, pity me ! I am so fond
of lum! "
There was genuine disti-ess m her face, there was true feeHng in her
voice. Who would have believed that there were reserves of mercUess
msolence and heartless cruelty in tMs woman—and that they had been
lavishly poured out on a faUen sister not five minutes smce ?
" I wiU do aU I can," said Juhus, raismg her. " Let us talk of it,
when you are more composed. Try a little music," he repeated, "just
to quiet your nerves."
" Would you like me to play ? " asked Mrs. Glenarm, becoming a
model of feminme dociUty at a moment's notice.
JuHus opened the Sonatas of Mozart, and shoMdered Ms violin.
" Let's try the Fffteenth," he said, placing Mrs. Glenarm at the piano.
" We -wiU begin with the Adagio. If ever there was divine music written
by mortal man, there it is ! "
They began. At the thfrd bar, Mrs. Glenarm dropped a note—and
the bow of JuUus paused shuddering on the strings.
" I can't play! " she said. " I am so agitated ; I am so anxious.
How am I to find out whether that woman is reaUy married or not ?
Who can I ask? I can't go to Geoffrey m London—the trainers
won't let me see him. I can't appeal to Mr. Brmkworth himself—I am
not even acquamted with him. Who else is there ? Do thmk, and tell
me
There was but one chance of maMng her return to the Adagio—the
chance of Mtting on a suggestion which would satisfy and qmet her.
JuHus laid Ms vioUn on the piano, and considered the question before
him carefuUy.
" There are the -witnesses," he said. " If Geoffrey's story is to
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be depended on, the landlady and the waiter at the inn can speak to the
facts."
" Low people ! " objected Mrs. Glenarm. " People I don't know.
People who might take advantage of my situation, and be msolent
to me."
Juhus considered once more; and made another suggestion. With
the fatal ingeuMty of innocence, he hit on the idea of referring Mrs.
Glenarm to no less a person than Lady Lundie herself!
" There is our good fiiend at Windygates," he said. " Some wMsper
of the matter may have reached Lady Lundie's ears. It may be a Httle
awkward to call on her (if she has heard anything) at the time of a
serious family disaster. You are the best judge of that, however. All
I can do is to tlirow out the notion. Wmdygates isn't very far off—and
something might come of it. What do you think ? "
SometMng nught come of it! Let it be remembered, that Lady
Lundie had been left entirely ui the dark—that she had -wi-itten to Sir
Patrick m a tone wluch plamly showed that her self-esteem was wounded,
and her suspicion roused—and that her first mtimation of the serious
dflemma in which Arnold Brmkvs'orth stood, was now Hkely, thanks to
Juhus Delamayn, to reach her from the Hps of a mere acquaintance. Let
tMs be remembered; and then let the estimate be formed of what might
come of it—not at Windygates only, but also at Ham Farm !
" "What do you thmk ? " asked Julius.
Mrs. Glenarm was enchanted.
" The very person to go to ! " she said. " If I am not let m, I can
easUy -write—and explam my object as an apology. Lady Lundie is so
right-minded, so sympathetic. H she sees no one else — I have
only to confide my anxieties to her, and I am sure she -wiU see me.
Yo:i wiU lend me the carriage, won't you ? I'U go to Wmdygates to •
morrow."
Juhus took Ms -vioUn off the piano.
"Don't think me very troublesome," he said, coaxingly. " Between
this and to-morrow we have nothing to do. And it is such music,
if you once get into the swing of it! WoMd you mind trymg
again ? "
Mrs. Glenarm was wUling to do anytlung to prove her gratitude,
after the invaluable hmt which she had just received. At the second
trial, the fafr pianist's eye and hand were in perfect harmony. The
lovely melody which the Adagio of Mozart's Fffteenth Sonata has given
to -viohn and piano, flowed smoothly at last—and JuUus Delamayn
soared to the seventh heaven of musical delight.
The next day, Mrs. Glenarm and Mrs. Delamayn went together to
Windygates House.
THE £NO OF THE NINTH SOSNB.
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T H E BEDROOM.

CHAPTER

THE

FORTY-SIXTH.

LADY LUNDIE DOES HER DUTY.
T H E scene opens on a bedroom—and discloses, m broad daylight, a lady
m bed.
Persons with an irritable sense of propriety, w-hose self-appomted
duty it is to be always crying out, are warned to pause before they cry
out on this occasion. The lady now presented to -view being no less a
person than Lady Lundie herself, it follows, as a matter of course, that
the utmost demands of propriety are, by the mere assertion of that lact,
abundantly and indisputably satisfied. To say that anything short of
dfi-ect moral advantage could, by any possibility, accrue to any living
creature by the presentation of her ladyship in a horizontal, instead of a
perpendicular position, is to assert that Virtue is a question of p osture,
and that RespectabUity ceases to assert itself when it ceases to appear in
mornmg or eveMng dress. WUl anybody be bold enough to say that ?
Let nobody cry out, then, on the present occasion.
Lady Lundie was m bed.
H e r lad3'sliip had received Blanche's written announcement of the
sudden stoppage of the bridal tour ; and had penned the answer to Sir
Patrick—the receipt of which at H a m F a r m has been already described.
This done. Lady LuncHe felt it due to herself to take a becoming position
in her own house, pendmg the possible arrival of Sir Patrick's reply.
W h a t does a light-minded woman do, when she has reason to believe
that she is cruelly distrusted by the members of her own famUy ? A
right-minded woman feels it so acutely that she faUs Ul. Lady Lundie
fell ill accordingly.
The case bemg a serious one, a medical practitioner of the Mghest
grade in the profession was required to treat it. A physician from the
neighbouring town of Kirkandrew was called in.
The physician came in a carriage and pair, with the necessary bald
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head, and the mdispensable wMte cravat. H e felt her ladysMp's pMse,
and put a few gentle questions. H e turned Ms back solemnly, as only a
great doctor can, on Ms owm positive internal conViction that Ms patient
had nothing whatever the matter with her. H e said, -with every
appearance of beUe-ying M himseff, " Nerves, Lady Lundie. Repose in
bed is essentially necessary. I will -write a prescription." H e prescribed, with perfect gra-vity:—Aromatic Spfrits of Ammonia—15 drops.
Spirits of Red Lavender—10 drops. Syrup of Orange Peel—2 drachms.
Camphor Julep—1 ounce. W h e n he had written, Misce fiat Haustus,
(instead of Mix a drauglit)^wlien he had added, Ter die Sumendus
(instead of To be taken Three times a day)—and when he had certified
to Ms own Latin, by putting his iiutials at the end, he had only to make
his bow; to slip two guineas uito his pocket; and to go his way, with
an appro-vmg professional conscience, in the character of a physician
who had done his duty.
Lady Lundie was m bed. The visible part of her ladyship was
perfectly attired, with a view to the occasion. A fillet of superb white
lace encfrcled her head. She wore an adorable invalid jacket of white
cambric, trimmed with lace and pink ribbons. The rest was—bedclothes. On a table at her side stood the Red Lavender Draught—in
colour soothing to the eye ; m flavour not -unpleasant to the taste. A
book of a devotional character was near it. The domestic ledgers, and
the kitchen-report for the day, were ranged modestly behind the devout
book. (Not even her ladyship's nerves, observe, were permitted to
interfere -with her ladyship's duty.) A fan, a smelUng-bottle, and a
handkerchief, lay witlim reach on the counterpane. The spacious room
was partially darkened. One of the lower wmdows w-as open, affording
her ladyship the necessary cubic supply of afr. The late Sir Thomas
looked at his widow, in effigy, from the w-all opposite the end of the bed.
Not a chair was out of its place ; not a vestige of wearing apparel dared
to show itself outside the sacred limits of the wardrobe and the drawers.
The sparkling treasures of the toilet-table glittered in the dim distance
The jugs and basins w-ere of a rare and creamy white; spotless and
beautfful to see. Look where you might, 3rou saw a perfect room.
Then look at the bed—and you saw a perfect woman, and completed the
picture.
It was the day after Anne's appearance at Swanhaven—towards the
8nd of the afternoon.
Lady Lundie's own maid opened the door noiselessly, and stole on
tiptoe to the bedside. H e r ladyship's eyes were closed. H e r lad3'ship
suddenly opened them.
" Not asleep, Hopldns. Suffering. W h a t is it ? "
HopMns laid two cards on the counterpane. " Mrs. Delamayn, my
lady—and Mrs. Glenarm."
" They were told I was ill, of course ? "
" Yes, my lady. Mrs. Glenarm sent for me. She went into the
library, and wrote this note." Hopkins produced the note, neatly folded
in three-cornered form

814

MAN AND "WIPE.

" Have they gone ? "
"No, my lady. Mrs. Glenarm told me Yes or No would do for
answer, ff you coMd only have the goodness to read tMs."
" Thoughtless of Mrs. Glenarm—at a time when the doctor insists on
perfect repose," said Lady Lundie. '" It doesn't matter. One sacrifice
more or less is of very little consequence."
She fortified herseff by an appHcation of the smelHng-bottle, and
opened the note. It ran thus :—
" So grieved, dear Lady Lundie, to hear that you are a prisoner m
your room ! I had taken the opportunity of caUing with Mrs. Delamayn,
in the hope that I might be able to ask you a question. Will yominexhaustible kindness forgive me if I ask it in w-ritmg ? Have you had
any unexpected news of Mr. Arnold Brinkworth latety ? I mean, have
you heard anytMng about him, which has taken you very much by
surprise ? I have a serious reason for asMng tiffs. I wUl teU you what
it is, the moment you are able to see me. UntU then, one word of answer
is aU I expect. Send word down—Yes, or No. A thousand apologies—
and pray get better soon ! "
The smgMar question contamed m this note suggested one of two
inferences to Lady Lundie's mmd. Either Mrs. Glenarm had heard a
report of the unexpected return of the married couple to England—or
she was in the far more interesting and important position of possessing
a clue to the secret of what was gomg on under the surface at Ham
Farm. The phrase used in the note, " I have a serious reason for
asldng this," appeared to favour the latter of the two interpretations.
Impossible as it seemed to be that Mrs. Glenarm could know something
about Arnold of which Lady Lundie was m absolute ignorance, her
ladysMp's curiosity (afready powerfully excited by Blanche's mysterious
letter) was oMy to be qmeted by obtammg the necessary explanation
forth-with, at a personal interview.
" Hopldns," she said, " I must see Mrs. Glenarm."
Hopkms respectfuUy held up her hands M horror. Company in the
bedroom, in the present state other ladyship's health !
" A matter of duty is involved m this, Hopkins. Give me the glass."
Hopkuis produced an elegant Httle hand-mirror. Lady Limdie carefully surveyed herseff in it, do-wn to the margm of the bedclothes.
Above criticism, m every respect ? Yes—even when the critic was
a woman.
" Show Mrs. Glenarm up here."
In a minute or two more, the ironmaster's widow fluttered into the
room—a Httle overdressed as usual; and a Httle profuse in expressions
of gratitude for her ladyship's kmdness, and of anxiety about her ladyship's health. Lady Lundie endured it as long as she could—then
stopped it with a gesture of poUte remonstrance, and came to the
point.
" Now, my dear—about this question in your note ? Is it possible
you have heard already, that Arnold Brinkworth and Ms wffe have come
back from Baden ? " Mrs. Glenarm opened her eyes m astoMshment.
Lady Lundie put it more plamly. " They were to have gone on to
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Switzerland, you know, for thefr wedding-tour—and they suddenlyaltered thefr mmds, and came back to England on Sunday last."
" Dear Lady Lundie, it's not that! Have you heard notlung about
Mr. Brinkworth, except what you have just told me ? "
"NotMng."
There was a pause. Mrs. Glenarm toyed hesitatingly with her
parasol. Lady Lundie leaned forward m the bed, and looked at her
attentively.
" What have you heard about Mm? " she asked.
Mrs. Glenarm was embarrassed. " It's so difficMt to say," she
began.
" I can bear anythmg but suspense," said Lady Lundie. " TeU me
the worst."
Mrs. Glenarm decided to risk it. " Have you never heard," she
asked, " that Mr. Brmkworth might possibly have committed Mmself
with another lady, before he married Miss LuncHe ? "
Her ladyship flrst closed her eyes in horror, and then searched
bhndly on the counterpane for the smelling-bottle. Mrs. Glenarm gave
it to her—and waited to see how the invaUd bore the shock, before she
said any more.
" There are thmgs one must hear," remarked Lady Lundie. " I see
an act of duty mvolved in tMs. No words can describe how you astoMsh
me. Who told you ? "
" Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn told me."
Her ladyship applied for the second time to the smelHng-bottle.
" Arnold Brmkworth's most intimate fiiend! " she exclaimed. " He
ought to know, ff anybody does. TMs is dreadfM. Why shoMd
Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn tell you ? "
" I am gomg to marry him," answered Mrs. Glenarm. " That is my
excuse, dear Lady Lundie, for troubUng you in this matter."
Lady Lundie partiaUy opened her eyes, in a state of faint bewilderment. " I don't understand," she said. " For Heaven's sake explain
yourseff!"
" Haven't you heard about the anonymous letters ? " asked Mrs.
Glenarm.
Yes. Lady Lundie had heard about the letters. But only what the
pubhc in general had heard. The name of the lady m the background
not mentioned ; and Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn assumed to be as innocent
as the babe unborn. Any mistake in that assumption ? " Give me your
hand, my poor dear—and confide it all to me
" He is not qMte innocent," said Mrs. Glenarm. " He owned to a
foohsh flfrtation—aU her domg, no doubt. Of com-se, I msisted on a
distmct explanation. Had she reaUy any claim on Mm? Not the
shadow of a claim. I felt that I had only Ms word for that—and I told
him so. He said he could prove it—he said he Imew her to be
privately married already. Her husband had disowned and deserted
her; she was at the end of her resources ; she was desperate enough to
attempt anythmg. I thought it aU very suspicious—untU Geoffrey
mentioned the man's name. That certainly proved that he had cast
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off his wffe; for I myseff knew that he had lately married another
person."
Lady Lundie suddenly started up from her pUlow—honestly agitated;
genuinely alarmed, by this time.
" Mr. Delamayn told you the man's name ? " she said, breathlessly.
" Yes."
"Do I know ff?"
" Don't ask me."
Lady Lundie feU back on the piUow.
Mrs. Glenarm rose to ring for help. Before she could touch the bell,
her ladyship had raUied again.
" S t o p ! " she cried. " l e a n confirm it! It's true, Mrs. Glenarm!
it's true ! Open the sffver-box on the toilette-table—you wiU find the
key m it. Bring me the top letter. Here ! Look at it. I got this from
Blanche. Why have they suddenly given up their bridal tour ? Why
have they gone back to Sir Patrick at Ham Farm ? Why have they
put me off -with an infamous subterfuge to account for it ? I felt sure
something dreadfM had happened. Now I know what it is ! " She sank
back again, -with closed eyes, and repeated the words, in a fierce whisper,
to herseff. " Now I know w-hat it is ! "
Mrs. Glenarm read the letter. The reason given for the suspiciously-sudden retm-n of the bride and bridegroom was palpably a
subterfuge—and, more remarkable stiff, the name of Anne SUvester was
connected with it. Mrs. Glenarm became strongly agitated on her
side.
" This is a confirmation," she said. " Mr. Brinkworth has been found
xjut—the woman is married to Mm—Geoffrey is free. Oh, my dear
friend, what a load of anxiety you have taken off my mmd ! That vUe
wretch
"
Lady Lundie suddenly opened her eyes.
" Do you mean," she asked, " the woman who is at the bottom of all
the miscMef?"
" Yes. I saw her yesterday. She forced herseff m, at Swanhaven.
She called Mm Geoffrey Delamayn. She declared herseff a single
woman. She claimed lum before my face, in the most audacious
manner. She shook my faith. Lady Lundie—she shook my faith in
Geoffrey! "
" Who is she ? "
" Who? " echoed Mrs. Glenarm. " Don't you even know that? Why,
her name is repeated over and over agam m tMs letter ! "
Lady LuncHe uttered a scream that rang through the room.
Mrs. Glenarm started to her feet. The maid appeared at the door in
terror. Her ladyship motioned to the woman to withdraw agam Mstantly
—and then pointed to Mrs. Glenarm's chair.
" Sit down," she said. " Let me have a minute or two of qmet. I
want nothing more."
The silence m the room was unbroken, until Lady Lundie spoke
again. She asked for Blanche's letter. After reading it carefuUy, she
laid it aside, and fell for a wliUe into deep thought.
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" 1 have done Blanche an injustice! " she exclaimed. " My poor
Blanche ! "
" You think she knows nothing about it ? "
" I am certain of i t ! You forget, Mrs. Glenarm, that this horrible
discovery casts a doubt on my step-daughter's marriage. Do 3-011 think,
if she knew the truth, she would write of a wretch who lias mortally
injured her as she writes here ? They have put her off with the excuse
that she mnocently sends to me. I see it as plainl3'- as I see you !
Mr. Brinkworth and Su- Patrick are m league to keep us both in the
d^u-k. Dear cliUd! I owe her an atonement. If nobody else opens
her eyes, I wUl do it. Sir Patrick shaU find that Blanche has a friend
in Me ! "
A snule—the dangerous smile of an inveterately -vmdictive woman
thoroughly roused—showed itself with a furtive suddenness on her face.
Mrs. Glenarm was a little startled. L a d y Lundie below the surface—
as distingMshed from Lady Lundie on the surface—was not a pleasant
object to contemplate.
" Pray try to compose yourself," said Mrs. Glenarm. " Dear Lady
Lundie, you frighten me ! "
The bland surface of her ladysMp appeared smoothly once more ;
drawn back, as it were, over the Mdden inner self, wluch it had left for
the moment exposed to view.
" Forgive me for feeling i t ! " she said, with the patient sweetness
which so eminently distingMshed her in times of trial. " I t falls a little
heavily on a poor sick woman—innocent of all suspicion, and insulted
by the most heartless neglect. Don't let me distress you. I shaU rally,
my dear; I shaU raUy. I n tlus dreadful calamity—this abyss of crime
and misery and deceit—I have no one to depend on but myseff. For
Blanche's sake, the whole thing must be cleared up—probed, my dear,
probed to the depths. Blanche must take a position that is worthy of
her. Blanche must insist on her rights, under My protection. Never
mind what I suffer, or what I sacrifice. There is a work of justice fiir
poor weak Me to do. I t shall be done ! " said her ladyship, fanning herseff with an aspect of Ulimitable resolution. " I t shall be clone ! "
" But, Lady Lundie, what can you do ? They are all awa3' in the
south. And as for that abominable w-onian
"
Lady LuncHe touched Mrs. Glenarm on the shoiUder with her fan.
" I have my surprise in store, dear friend, as well as 3-ou. That
abominable woman was employed as Blanche's governess in this house.
Wait! that is not all.
She left us suddenly—ran away—on the
pretence of behig privately married. I know where she went. I can
trace what she did. I can find out who was with her. I can follow
Mr. Brinkworth's proceedmgs, belund Mr. Brinkworth's back. I can
search out the truth without dependmg on people comproiMsed in this
black business, whose interest it is to deceive me. And I will do it today !" She closed the fan with a sharp snap of triumph, and settled herseff
on the pUlow m placid enjoyment of her dear friend's surprise.
Mrs. Glenarm drew confidentially closer to the bedside. " How can
you manage i t ? " she asked, eagerly. " Don't tlunk me curious. I have
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my mterest, too, in getting at the truth. Don't leave me ont of it,
pray ! "
" Can you come back to-morrow, at tMs time ? "
" Yes ! yes!"
" Come, then—and you sliaU know."
" Can I be of any use ? "
" Not at present."
" Can my uncle be of any use ? "
" Do you know where to communicate with Captam Newenden? "
" Yes—he is staymg with some friends m Sussex."
" We may possibly want his assistance. I can't teU yet. Don't
keep Mrs. Delamayn waiting any longer, my dear. I shaU expect you
to-morrow."
They exchanged an affectionate embrace. Lady Lundie was left
alone.
Her ladyship resigned herself to meditation, •with fro^wning brow
and close-shut Hps. She looked her fuU age, and a year or two more,
as she lay tluuMng, with her head on her hand, and her elbow on the
pUlow. After committmg herseff to the physician (and to the red
lavender draught), the commonest regard for consistency made it
necessary that she should keep her bed for that day. And yet, it was
essential that the proposed mqiuries shoMd be instantly set on foot.
On the one hand, the problem was not an easy one to solve ; on the
other, her ladysMp was not an easy one to beat. How to send for the
landlady at Craig FerMe, without exciting any special suspicion or
remark, was the question before her. In less than five mmutes she had
looked back into her memory of current events at Windygates—and had
solved it.
Her first proceeding was to ring the bell for her maid.
" I am afraid I frightened you, Hopkms. The state of my nerves.
Mrs. Glenarm w-as a Uttle sudden with some news that surprised me.
I am better now—and able to attend to the household matters. There
is a mistake m the butcher's account. Send the cook here."
She took up the domestic ledger and the kitchen report; corrected
the butcher; cautioned the cook; and disposed of all arrears of
domestic business, before Hopldns was summoned again. Ha-ving, in
this wa3r, dexterously prevented the woman from connecting anything
that her nustress said or did, after Mrs. Glenarm's departure, with anythmg that might have passed during Mrs. Glenarm's visit. Lady Lundie
felt herseff at liberty to jiave the way for the mvestigation on which she
was deternuned to enter before she slept that Mght.
" So much for the mdoor arrangements," she said. " You must be
my prime miMster, Hopkms, wlule I He helpless here. Is there anything wanted by the people out of doors? The coachman? The
gardener ? "
" I have just seen the gardener, my lady. He came with last week's
accounts. I told him he couldn't see your ladyship to-day."
" Qmte right. Had he any report to make ? "
" No, my lady."

LADY LUNDIE DOES HER DUTY,

319

" Surely, there was somethmg I wanted to say to him—or to somebody else ? My memorandum book, Hopldns. In the basket, on that
chafr. Why wasn't the basket placed by my bedside ? "
Hopldns brought the memorandum book. Lady Limdie consMted
it (without the slightest necessity), with the same masterly gravity
exhibited by the doctor when he wrote his prescription (without the
shghtest necessity also).
" Here it is," she said, recovering the lost remembrance. " Not the
gardener, but the gardener's •wife. A memorandum to speak to her
about Mrs'. Inchbare. Observe, Hopldns, the association of ideas.
Mrs. Inchbare is associated with the poultry ; the poMtry are associated
with the gardener's wife; the gardener's wffe is associated with the
gardener—and so the gardener gets into my head. Do you see it ? I
am always trymg to improve your mind. You do see it ? Very weU.
Now about Mrs. Inchbare ! Has she been here again ? "
" No, my lady."
" I am not at all sure, Hopkms, that I was right in decHMng to
consider the message Mrs. Inchbare sent to me about the poultry.
Why shoMdn't she offer to take any fowls that I can spare off my
hands ? She is a respectable w-oman; and it is important to me to Hve
on good terms with aU my neighbours, great and smaU. Has she got a
poultry-yard of her own at Craig FerMe ? "
" "5fes, my lady. And boautifuUy kept, I am told."
" I reaUy don't see—on reflection, Hopkms—why I slioMd hesitate
to deal with Mrs. Inchbare. (I don't tMnk it beneath me to seU the
game kUled on my estate to the poMterer.) "Wliat was it she wanted to
buy ? Some of my black SpaMsli fowls ? "
"Yes, my lady. Your ladysMp's black Spaniards are famous all
round the neighbourhood. Nobocly has got the breed. And Mrs.
Inchbare
"
" W"ants to share the distmction of ha-ving the breed with me," said
Lady Lundie. " I won't appear ungracious. I •wiU see her myseff, as
soon as I am a Httle better, and tell her that I have changed my mmd.
Send one of the men to Craig Femie with a message. I can't keep a
trifling matter of tMs sort in my memory—send Mm at once—or I may
forget it. He is to say I am willing to see Mrs. Inchbare, about the
fowls, the ffrst time she finds it convenient to come this way."
" I am afraid, my lady—Mrs. Inchbare's heart is so set on the black
Spaniards—she wiU find it conveMent to come this way at once, as fast
as her feet can carry her."
" In tiiat case you must take her to the gardener's wffe. Say she is
to have some eggs—on condition, of com-se, of pa3ing the price for
them. If she does come, mind I hear of it."
Hopkms withdrew. Hopldns's mistress reclined on her comfortable
pUlows, and fanned herself gently. The vmdictive snule reappeared on
her face. " I fancy I shaU be weU enough to see Mrs. Inchbare," she
thought to herseff. " And it is just possible that the conversation may
get beyond the relative merits of her poultry-yard and mme."
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A lapse of Httle more than two hours proved Hopldns's estimate of
the latent enthusiasm in Mrs. Inchbare's character to have been
correctly formed.
The eager landlady appeared at Wmdygates on
the heels of the retiirmng servant. Among the long list of human
weaknesses, a passion for poulti-3r scr'iiis to have its practical advantages
|in the shape of eggs) as compared with the more occult frenzies for
coUecting snuff-boxes and fiddles, and amassing autographs and old
postage-stamps. When the mistress of Craig Fernie was dMy announced to the mistress of Wind3'gates, Lady Lundie developed a sense
of humour for the first time m her life. H e r ladyship was feebly merry
(the result, no doubt, of the exhilaratmg properties of the red-lavender
draught) on the subject of Mrs. Inchbare and the Spanish fowls.
" Most ridiculous, Hopldns ! This poor woman must be suffering
from a determination of poiUtry to the brain. Ill as I am, I should
have thought that nothing coiUd amuse me. But, really, this good
creature startmg up, and rushing here, as you say, as fast as her feet
can carry her—it's impossible to resist i t ! I positively think I must
see Mrs. Inchbare. "\Vith my active habits, this imprisonment to my
room is dreadful. I can neither sleep nor read. Anything, Hopkins,
to divert my mhid from myself. It's easy to get rid of her, if she is too
much for me. Send her up."
]\Irs. Inchbare made her appearance, ciirtse3ing deferentially;
amazed at tlie condescension •which admitted her witlim the hallowed
precincts of Lady Limdie's room.
" 'Take a chair," said her lad3-sliip, graciously. " I am suffering
from illness, as you perceive."
" My certie! sick or well, yer ledd3-sliip's a braw sight to see! "
returned Mrs. Inchbare, profouncUy impressed by the elegant costume
v^i'liich illness assumes when Ulness appears in the regions of high
life.
" I am far from being in a fit state to receive anybody," proceeded
Lady LuncUe. " But I had a motive for wishing to speak to you when
you next came to my house. I failed to treat a proposal 3-011 made to
me, a short time since, in a friendly and neighbourly way. I beg you
to understand that I regret having forgotten the consideration due from
a person in ni3' position to a person in 3^ours. I am obhged to say this
under very unusual circumstances," added her ladyship, with a glance
round her magnificent bed-room, " through your unexpected promptitude in favourmg me with a call. You have lost no time, Mrs. Inchbare, in profitmg by the message which I had the pleasure of sending
to you."
" Eh, my leddy, I wasna' that sure (yer leddyship havmg ance
changed yer mind) but that ye might e'en change again if I failed to
strike, as they say, wliUe the iron's bet. I crave yer pardon, I'm sure,
if I ha' been ower hasty. The pride o' my hairt's in my powltry—and
the ' black Spaniards' (as they ca' them) are a safr temptation to me to
break the tenth commandment, sae lang as they're a' in yer leddyslup's
possession, and nane o' them in mine."
" I am shocked to hear that I have been the innocent cause of your
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falling into temptation, Mrs. Inchbare ! Make your proposal—and I
shall be happy to meet it, if I can."
" I must e'en be content w-i' what 3'er ledd3rship will condescend on.
A haitcli 0' eggs, if I can come by naething else."
" There is sometMng else y-ou would prefer to a hatch of eggs ? "
" I wad prefer," said Mrs. Inchbare, modestly, " a cock and twa
puUets."
" Open the case on the table behind you," said Lady Lundie, " and
you -wUl find some writing-paper inside. Give me a sheet cf it—and
the pencU out of the tray."
Eagerly watched by Mrs. Inchbare, she wrote an order to tho
poultry-woman, and held it out •svith a gracious snule.
" Take that to the gardener's •wife. If you agree with her about the
price, you can have the cock and the two puUets."
Mrs. Inchbare opened her Hps—no doubt to express the utmost
extremity of human gratitude. Before she had said three words. Lady
Limdie's impatience to reach the end which she had kept in view from
the time when Mrs. Glenarm had left the house, burst the bounds
which had successfuUy restrained it thus far. Stopping the landlady
without ceremony, she fafrly forced the conversation to the subject of
Anne SUvester's proceedmgs at the Craig Fernie inn.
" How are you getting on at the hotel, Mrs. Inchbare ? Plenty of
tourists, I suppose, at this time of year ? "
"FuU, my leddy (praise Providence!), frae the basement to the
ceihng."
""You had a visitor, I think, some time since, of whom I know
somethmg ? A person
" She paused, and put a strong constraint
upon herseff. There was no alternative but to 3ield to the hard
necessity of makmg her inqmry mtelUgible. " A lady," she added,
" who came to you about the middle of last month."
" Could yer leddysMp condescend on her name ? "
Lady Lundie put a stiU stronger constraint on herseff.
" SUvester," she sa-id sharply.
" Presafrve us a'! " cried Mrs. Inchbare. " It wUl never be the
same that cam' driftm' m by hersel—-wi' a bit bag m her hand, and a
husband left daidUng an hour or mair on the road behind her ? "
" I have no doubt it is the same."
" WUl she be a freend o' yer leddysMp's ? " asked Mrs. Inchbare,
feeling her ground cautiously.
" Certainly not!" said Lady Lundie. " I felt a passmg curiosity
about her—notMng more."
Mrs. Inchbare looked reheved.
" To teU ye truth, my leddy, there was nae love lost between us.
She had a maisterfu' temper o' her am—and I was weel pleased when
I'd seen the last of her."
" I can qMte understand that, Mrs. Inchbare—I know sometliing of
her temper myseff. Did I understand you to say that she came to
your hotel alone, and that her husband jomed her shortly afterwards?"
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" E'en sae, yer leddysMp. I w-as no' free to gi' her house-room m the
hottle, tiU her husband daidled in at her heels, and answered for her."
" I fancy I must have seen her husband," said Lady Lundie. " What
sort of a man was he ? "
Mrs. Inchbare repUed m much the same words which she had used
m answermg the similiar question put by Sfr Patrick.
" E h ! he was ower young for the like o' her. A pratty man, my
leddy—betwixt taU and short; wi bonny brown eyes and cheeks, and
fine coal-blaik hafr. A nice donee-spoken lad. I hae naetMng to say
agamst him—except that he cam' late one day, and took leg-bail betimes
the next morMng, and left madam behind, a load on my hands."
The answ-er produced precisely the same effect on Lady Lundie
which it had produced on Sfr Patrick. She, also, felt that it was too
vaguely like too many young men of no uncommon humour and complexion, to be relied on. But her ladysMp possessed one immense
advantage over her brother-in-law, in attemptmg to arrive at the truth.
She suspected Arnold—and it w-as possible, in her case, to assist Mrs.
Inchbare's memory by hmts contributed from her own superior resources
of experience and observation.
" H a d he anythmg about him of the look and way of a sailor ? " she
asked. " And did you notice, when you spoke to him, that he had a
habit of playing with a locket on his watch-cham ? "
" There he is, hot aff to a T ! " cried Mrs. Inchbare. " Y e r leddyship's weel acquented wi' him—there's nae doot o' that."
" I thought I had seen him," said Lady Lundie. " A modest wellbehaved young man, Mrs. Inchbare, as you say. Don't let me keep you
any longer from the poMtry-yard. I am transgressing the doctor's
orders m seeing anybody. "We qmte understand each other now, don't
we ? Very glad to have seen 3'ou. Good evenmg."
So she dismissed Mrs. Inchbare, when Mrs. Inchbare had served
her purpose.
Most women, m her position, would have been content with the
information which she had now obtained. But Lady Lundie—having
a man like Sfr Patrick to deal with—determined to be doubly sure of
her facts before she ventured on uiterfermg at H a m Farm. She had
learnt from Mrs. Inchbare that the so-caUed husband of Anne SUvester
had joined her at Craig Fernie, on the day when she arrived at the inn,
and had left her again the next morning. Anne had made her escape
from Windygiites on the occasion of the lawn-party—that is to say on
the fourteenth of August. On the same day Arnold Brinkw-orth had
taken his departure, lor the purpose of visiting the Scotch property left
to him by his aunt. If Mrs. Inchbare was to be depended on, he must
have gone to Craig Fernie, instead of going to his appointed destmation
—and must probably have arrived to visit his house and lands, one day
later than the day which he had oiigiiiE^Uy set apart for that purpose.
If this fact could be proved, on the testimony of a disinterested witness,
the case agamst Arnold woiUd be strengthened tenfold; and Lady
Lundie might act on her discovery, w-ith something like a certainty that
her mformation was to be relied on.

IiADY LUNDIE DOES HER DUTY.

328

After a Httle consideration, she decided on sending a messenger witli
ft note of inquiry addressed to Arnold's steward. The apology she invented to excuse, and account for, the strangeness of the proposed question, referred it to a Httle famUy cHscussion as to the exact date of
Arnold's arrival at his estate, and to a friendly wager in which the
difference of opiMon had ended. If the steward w-ould state whether
his employer had arrived on the fourteenth or on the fifteenth of August,
that w-as all that woiUd be wanted to decide the question in dispute.
Having written in those terms. Lady Lundie gave tlie necessary
directions for having the note dehvered at the earliest possible hour on
the next niornmg; the messenger being ordered to make his way back
to Windygates by the first return train on the same day.
This arranged, her ladyship was free to refresh herself with another
dose of the red lavender draught, and to sleep the sleep of the just, w-ho
close thefr eyes •with the composmg con^viction that they have done their
duty.
The events of the next day- at Wind3'gatcs succeeded each other in due
course, as follows :—
The post arrived, and brought no reply from Sir Patrick. L a d y
Limdie entered that incident on her mental register of debts ow-ed by
her brother-in-law—to be paid, with interest, w-hen the day of reckoning
came.
Next m order, occurred the return of the messenger, w-ith the
steward's answer.
He had referred to his Diary; and he had discovered that J,Ir.
Brinkworth had written beforehand, to announce his arrival at his
estate for the fourteenth of August—but that he had not actually appeared
until the fifteenth. The one cHscovery needed to substantiate Mrs.
Inchbare's evidence being now in Lady Lundie's possession, she decided
to aUow another day to pass—on the chance that Sir Patrick might alter
his mind, and write to her. If no letter arrived, and if nothing more
was received from Blanche, she resolved to leave Windygates by the
next morning's tram, and to try the bold experiment of personal interference at H a m Farm.
The third in the succession of events was the appearance of the
doctor to pay Ms professional visit.
A severe shock awaited him. H e found his patient cured by the
draught! I t was contrary to all rule and precedent; it savoured of
quackery—the red lavender had no business to do what the red lavender
had done—but there she was, nevertheless, up and dressed, and contemplating a journey to London on the ne:?;t day but one. " An act of
duty, doctor, is involved in this—whatever the sacrifice I must go ! "
No other explanation could be obtained. The patient was plainly
determined—nothing remained for the physician but to retreat with
unimpafred dignity, and a paid fee. H e cHd it. " Our art," he explained
to Lady Lundie m confidence, " is nothing after all, but a choice between
alternatives. For instance. I see you—not cured, as you think—but
Bustamed by abnormal excitement. I have to ask which is the least of
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the tw-o e-yils—to risk letting you travel, or to irritate you by keepino
3-0U at home. With your constitution, we must risk the journey. Be
careful to keep the window of the carriage up, on the side on which the
w-ind blo-.vs. Let the extremities be moderately warm, and the mind
eas3'—and pray don't omit to provide yourself with a second bottle of
the Mixture, before you start." H e made his bow, as before—he sHpped
two giuneas into Ms pocket, as before—and he went his way, as before,
with an approving conscience, hi the character of a physician wiio had
done his duty. (What an enviable profession is Medicine i And why
don't we all belong to it ?)
The last of the events was the arrival of Mrs. Glenarm.
" Well ? " she began, eagerly, " what news? "
The narrative of her ladyship's discoveries—recited at fuU length ;
and the announcement of her ladyship's resolution—declared m the
most imcompromismg terms—raised Mrs. Glenarm's excitement to the
highest pitch.
" You go to towTi on Saturday ? " she said. " I will go with yoi::.
Ever smce that woman declared she shoMd be in London before me, I
have been dymg to hasten my journey—and it is such an opportunity
to go with you ! I can easUy manage it. My uncle and I were to have
met in London, early next week, for the foot-race. I have only to write
and teU him of my change of plans.—By-the-bye, talking of my uncle,
I have heard, since I saw you, from the lawyers at Perth."
" More anonymous letters ? "
" One more—received by the lawyers this time. My unknown
correspondent has written to them to withdraw his proposal, and to
announce that he has left Perth. The law-3-ers recommend me to stop
my uncle from spending money uselessly in employing the London
poUce. I have forwarded their letter to the Captain; and he w-ill
probably be in to^wn to see his solicitors as soon as I get there with
you. So much for what / have done in this matter. Dear Lady
Lundie — wiien we are at our journey's end—what do you r^ean
to d o ? "
" My course is plam," answered her ladyship, calmly. " Sfr Patrick
will hear from me, on Sunday morning next, at H a m Farm."
" TeUmg Mm what you have found out? "
" Certainly not! Telling hun that I find myself called to London
by business, and that I propose pa3ing him a short visit on Monday
next."
" Of course he must receive you ? "
" I think there is no doubt of that. Even his hatred of his brother's
widow can hardly go to the length—after leaving my letter unanswered
—of closing his doors agamst me next."
" How will you manage it, when you get there ? "
" When I get there, my dear, I shall be breathing an atmosphere of
treachery and deceit; and, for my poor chUd's sake (abhorrent as all
dissimulation is to me), I must be careful what I do. Not a word will
escape my lips, untU I have first seen Blanche m private. However
pamful it may be, I shaU not shrink fi-om my duty, if my duty compels
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me to open her eyes to the truth. Sfr Patrick and Mr. Brinkworth w-ill
have somebody else, besides an mexperienced young creature, to deal
with on Monday next. I sliaU be there."
With that formidable announcement, Lady Lundie closed the con
versation; and Mrs. Glenarm rose to take her leave.
" We meet at the Junction, dear Lady Lundie ^ "
" At the Junction, on Satm'day."

THE E.\D o r

THE

TENTH SCENE.
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^Mmtjj Sam.
SIR PATRICK'S HOUSE.

CHAPTER THE FORTY-SE"VENTfl.
THE SMOKING-ROOM WINDOW.

" I CAN'T beUeve it! I won't beheve it! You're trying to part me from
my husband—you're trying to set me agamst my dearest friend. It's
frffamous. It's horrible. What have I done to you ? Oh, my head I
my head! Are you trying to drive me mad ? "
Pale and wUd : her hands twisted in her hau-; her feet hurrying her
aimlessly to and fro in the room—so Blanche answered her stepmother,
when the object of Lady Lundie's pUgrimage had been accompHshed,
and the cruel truth had been plamly told.
Her ladyship sat, superbly composed, lookmg out through the
w^mdow at the placid landscape of woods and fields which surrounded
Ham Farm.
" I was prepared for this outbreak," she said, sadly. " These wild
words reUeve your overburdened heart, my poor child. I can wait,
Blanche—I can wait!"
Blanche stopped, and confronted Lady Lundie.
" You and I never liked each other," she said. " I wrote you a pert
letter from tlus place. I have always taken Anne's part against you.
I have sho-wn you plahffy-—rudely, I dare say—that I was glad to be
married and get awayfi-omyou. This is not your revenge, is it ? "
" Oh, Blanche, Blanche, what thoughts to thmk! what words to
say! I can oMy pray for you."
" I am mad. Lady Lundie. You bear with mad people. Bear with
me. I have been hardly more than a fortMght married. I love him—I
love her—-with all my heart. Remember what you have told me about
them. Remember ! remember! remember!"
She reiterated the words •with a low cry of pain. Her hands went
up to her head again ; and she returned restlessly to pacing this way
and that m the room.
Lady Lundie tried the effect of a gentle remonstrance.
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•'For your own sake," she said, "don't persist in estrangmg yourseff from me. In tMs dreadful trial, I am the only friend you ha^v'e."
Blanche came back to her stepmother's chair; and looked at her
Bteadffy, in sUence. Lady Lundie submitted to mspection—and bore
it perfectly.
" Look mto my heart," she said. " Blanche ! it bleeds for you •
Blanche heard, without heecHng. Her mmd was paiMMly intent on
its own thoughts.
" You are a rehgious woman," she said, abruptly. " WiU you swear
on your Bible, that what you have told me is true ? "
" My Bible! " repeated Lady Lundie, •with sorrowfM emphasis.
" Oh, my chUd ! have you no part m that precious mheritance ? Is it
not your Bible, too ?"
A momentary triumph showed itseff m Blanche's face.
" You daren't swear it! " she said. " That's enough for me!"
She turned away scornfuUy. Lady Lundie caught her by the hand,
and drew her sharply back. The suft'ering saint disappeared; and the
woman who was no longer to be trifled with, took her place.
" There must be an end to this," she said. " You don't beheve what
I have told 3-ou. Have you courage enough to put it to the test ? "
Blanche started, and released her hand. She trembled a little.
There was a horrible certainty of con-viction expressed m Lad3- Lundie's
sudden change of manner.
"How?" she asked.
" You shaU see. Tell me the truth, on your side, first. Where is
Sfr Patrick ? Is he reaUy out—as Ms servant told me ? "
" Yes. He is out with the farm baUiff. Yo-u have taken us aU by
surprise. You -wrote that we w-ere to expect you by tlie next train."
" When does the next tram arrive ? It is eleven o'clock now."
"Between one and two."
" Sfr Patrick -wiU not he back tiU then ? "
" Not tUl then."
""Where is Mr. Brinkworth? "
" My husband ? "
" Your husband—ff you Uke. Is he out, too ? "
" He is m the smoking-room."
"Do you mean the long room, buUt out from the back of the
house ?"
"Yes."
" Come do^wnstairs at once with me."
Blanche advanced a step—and drew back.
" What do you want of me ?" she asked, inspired by a sudden
distrust.
Lady Lundie turned round, and looked at her impatiently.
" Can't you see, yet," she said, sharply, " that your mterest, and my
interest, in tMs matter, are one ? What have I told you ? "
" Don't repeat it!"
" I must repeat it! I have told you that Arnold Brinkworth was at
the inn at Craig FerMe, with Miss SUvester, in the acknowledged
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character of her husband—when we supposed him to be -visiting the
estate left to him by Ms aunt. You refuse to beUeve it—and I am
about to put it to the proof. I s it your interest or is it not, to know
whether this man deserves the bhnd behef that you place m him ? "
Blanche trembled from head to foot, and made no reply.
" I am going into the garden, to speak to Mr. Brinkworth through
the smokmg-room window," pursued her ladysMp. " H a v e you the
courage to come with me ; to wait belund out of sight; and to hear what
he says with Ms own lips ? I am not afraid of putting it to that test.
Are you? "
The tone in which the question was asked, roused Blanche's spirit.
" If I beUeved him to be guilty," she said, resolutely, " I should not
have the coiuage. I believe him to be mnoceut. Lead the way, Lady
Lundie, as soon as you please."
They left the room—Blanche's own room at H a m Farm—and
descended to the hall. Lady Lundie stopped, and consMted the raUway
tune-table hanging near the house-door.
" There is a tram to London at a quarter to twelve," she said. " How
long does it take to walk to the station ? "
" "Wliy do you ask ? "
" You wiU soon know. Answer my question."
" It's a walk of twenty mmutes to the station."
Lady Lundie referred to her watch.
" There wUl be just time,"
she said.
" Tune for what? "
" Come mto the garden."
With that answer she led the way out.
The smoMng-room projected at right angles from the wall of the
house, m an oblong form—with a bow wmdow at the farther end, looking into the garden. Before she turned the corner, and showed herself
within the range of view from the window. Lady Lundie looked back,
and signed to Blanche to w^ait behmd the angle of the wall. Blanche
waited.
The next mstant she heard the voices m conversation through the
open window. Arnold's voice was the first that spoke.
" Lady Lundie ! "Wliy, we didn't expect you tUl luncheon-time! "
Lady Lundie w-as ready with her answer.
" I was able to leave town earlier than I had anticipated. Don't put
out your cigar; and don't move. I am not coming in."
The qMck mterchange of question and answer went o n ; every word
bemg audible in the perfect stiUness of the place. Arnold was the next
to speak.
" Have you seen Blanche ? "
" Blanche is gettmg ready to go out -with me. W e mean to have a
walk together. I have many things to say to her. Before we go, I have
eomething to say to you."
" I s it anything very serious ? "
" I t is most serious."
" About m e ' ' "
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" About you. I Imow where you went, on the evening of my lawnpaity at Wmdygates—you went to Craig Fernie."
" Good heavens! how did you find out
"
" I know whom you went to meet—Miss Silvester. I Imow w-hat is
said of you and of her—you are man and wife."
" Hush ! don't speak so loud. Somebody may hear you ! "
" What does it matter ff they do ? I am the only person whom you
have kept out of the secret. You all of 3-011 Imow it here."
" Nothing of the sort! Blanche doesn't know it."
" W h a t ! Neither you nor Sir Patrick have told Blanche of th.)
fiituation you stand in at this moment ? "
" Not yet. Sir Patrick leaves it to me. I haven't been able to bring
myself to do it. Don't say a word, I entreat you ! I don't know how
Blanche may interpret it. H e r fiiend is expected in London to-morrow-.
I want to wait tiff Sir Patrick can bring them together. Pier friend will
break it to her better than I can. It's tny notion. Sir Patrick thinks
it a good one. Stop ! you're not gomg away afready ? "
" She wUl be here to look for me, if I stay any longer."
" One word ! I want to know
"
" You shaU know, later m the day."
Her ladysMp appeared again round the angle of the waU. The
next words that passed, were words spoken in a whisper.
" Are you satisfied now, Blanche ? "
" Have you mercy enough left. Lady Lundie, to take me away from
this house ? "
" My dear cluld! Wliy else did I look at the time-table m the
haU?"

CHAPTER THE
THE

FORTY-EIGHTH.

EXPLOSION.

ARNOLD'S nund was far from easy when he was left by himseff again m
the smokmg-room.
After wastmg some time, m vainly trying to guess at the source
fi-om which Lady Lundie had derived her information, he put on his
hat, and took the direction w-Mch led to Blanche's favourite walk at
Ham Farm. Without absolutely distrusting her ladyship's discretion,
the idea had occurred to him that he would do weU to join his wife and
her stepmother. By making a third at the interview between them,
he might prevent the conversation from assuming a pcrUously-confidential turn.
The search for the ladies proved useless. They had not taken
the chrection in which he supposed them to have gone.
H e retm-ned to the smoking-room, and composed himself to wait for
events as patientl3' as he might.
I n this passive position—w-ith hia
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thoughts stiU runnmg on Lady Lundie—his memory reverted to .a
brief conversation between Sfr' Patrick and Mmself, occasioned, on the
previous day, by her ladyship's announcement of her proposed visit
to Ham Farm. Sfr Patrick had at once expressed Ms conviction
that Ms sister-m-law's journey south had some unacknowledged purpose
at the bottom of it.
" I am not at all sm-e, Arnold " (he had said), " that I have done
•wisely m leavmg her letter unanswered. And I am strongly disposed
to tliink that the safest com-se wiU be to take her into the secret
when she comes to-morrow. We can't help the position m which we
are placed. It was impossible (without admittmg your •wife to our
confidence) to prevent Blanche from writing that unlucky letter to
her—and even ff we had prevented it, she must have heard m other
ways of your return to England. I don't doubt my own discretion
so far; and I don't doubt the convenience of keeping her in the
dark, as a means of keepmg her from meddUng in this business of
yours, untU I have had time to set it right. But she may, by some
unlucky accident, discover the truth for herseff; and in that case, I
strongly distrust the influence wluch she iMght attempt to exercise
on Blanche's mmd."
Those were the words—and what had happened, on the day after
they had been spoken ? Lady Lundie had discovered the truth ; and
she was, at that moment, alone somewhere with Blanche. Arnold
took up Ms hat once more, and set forth on the search for the ladies
m another direction.
The second expedition was as fruitless as the first. NotMng was to
be seen, and nothmg was to be heard, of Lady Lundie and Blanche.
Arnold's watch told Mm that it w-as not far from the time when Sir
Patrick might be expected to return. In all probability, while he had
been lookmg for them, the ladies had gone back, by some other way, to
the house. He entered the rooms on the ground-floor, one after another.
They were aU empty. He went upstMrs, and knocked at the door of
Blanche's room. There was no answer. He opened the door, and
looked m. The room was empt3i', Hke the rooms clo^wnstafrs. But, close
to the entrance, there was a trffUng object to attract notice, in the shape
of a note l3ing on the carpet. He picked it up, and saw that it was
addressed to liim, m the hand^writmg of his wife.
He opened it. The note began, without the usual form of address,
m these words:—
" I know the abominable secret that you and my uncle have hidden
from me. I know your mfamy, and her mfamy, and the position in
which, thanks to you and to her, I now stand. Reproaches woMd be
wasted words, addressed to such a man as you are. I write these Hues
to tell you that I have placed myself under my stepmother's protection
in London. It is useless to attempt to foUow me. Others wiU find out
whether the ceremony of marriage which you went tlirough with me is
bindmg on you or not. For myself, I know enough afready. I have
gone, never to come back, and never to let you see me again.—
Blanche."
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Hurrying headlong down the stafrs, with but one clear idea in his
mind—the idea of mstantly following Ms wife—Arnold encountered Sir
Patrick, standmg hy a table in the haU, on wMch cards and notes left
by •visitors were usually placed, -with an open letter m his hand. Seemg
in an mstant what had happened, he threw one of his arms round
Arnold, and stopped him at the house-door.
" You are a man," he said, firmly. " Bear it Hke a man."
Arnold's head feU on the shoMder of Ms Mnd old friend. H e burst
into tears.
Sfr Patrick let the irrepressible outbreak of grief have its way. I n
those first moments, sUence was mercy. H e said nothing. The letter
which he had been readmg (fi-om Lady Lundie, it is needless to say)
dropped unheeded at Ms feet.
Arnold lifted his head, and dashed away the tears,
" I am ashamed of myseff," he said. " Let me go."
" Wrong, my poor fellow—doubly •wrong ! " returned Sir Patrick.
" There is no shame in sheddmg such tears as those. And there ia
notlung to be done by leavmg me."
" I must, and wUl, see her ! "
" Read that," said Sfr Patrick, pointing to the letter on the floor.
" See your wffe ? Your -wffe is with the w-oman who has wa-itten those
fines. Read them."
Arnold read them.
" D E A R S I R PATRICK,—H you had honoured me with your confidence, I shoMd have been happy to consult you, before I interfered to
rescue Blanche from the position in which Mr. Brmkworth has placed
her. As it is, yoiu- late brother's cliUd is under my protection, at my
house m London. If you attempt to exercise your aiithoiit3% it must be
by mam force—I -wiil submit to nothing less. K Mr. Brinkworth
attempts to exercise his authority, he shall estabUsh Ms right to do so
(ff he can) m a poUce-court.—Very truly yours,
" JULIA LUNLUE."

Arnold's resolution was not to be shaken even by this. " W h a t do I
care," he burst out hotly, " whether I am dragged through the streets by
the pohce or not! I will see my •wife. I ivill clear myseff of the horrible
suspicion she has about me. "Tou have shown me your letter. Look at
mine!"
Sfr Patrick's clear sense saw the wUd words that Blanche had
written, m their true light.
" Do you hold 3'oiir wife responsible for that letter ? " he asked. " I
see her stepmother m every Hne of it. You descend to something
unworthy of you, ff you seriously defend yourseff against this. You
can't see it ? You persist in holding to your own view ? Write, then.
You can't get to her—your letter may. N o ! When you leave this
house, you leave it with me. I have conceded somethmg, on my side, in
allo^wmg you to •write. I insist on your concedmg somethuig, on your
Bide, in return. Come into the Hbrary! I answer for settmg things
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right between you and Blanche, if you wiU place your mterests in my
hands. D o you trust me, or not? "
Arnold yielded. They went into the Hbrary together. Sfr Patrick
pomted to the •writmg-table. " ReUeve your iMnd there," he said. " And
let me fincl you a reasonable man agam, when I come back.'
When he returned to the Hbrary, the letter was w-ritten; and Arnold's
mind was so far reheved—for the time at least.
" I shaU take your letter to Blanche myseff," said Sfr Patrick, " by
the tram that leaves for London, m haff an hoiu's time."
" You will let me go -with you ? "
" Not to-daj-. I sliaU be back this evenmg to cUnncr. You shaU
hear aU that has happened ; and you shall accompany me to London
to-morrow—ff I find it necessary to make any lengthened stay there.
Between this and then, after the shock that 3-ou have suffered, you wiU
do weU to be qMet here. Be satisfied with my assurance that Blanche
shaU have your letter. I wiU force my authority' on her stepmother to
that extent (if her stepmother resists), -without scruple. The respect in
wMch I hold the sex, only lasts as long as the sex deserves it—and does
not extend^to Lady Lundie. There is no advantage that a man can
take of a woman wMch I am not fuUy prepared to take of my sisterin-law."
With that characteristic fareweU, he shook hands with Arnold, and
departed for the station.
At seven o'clock the cHnner was on the table. At seven o'clock. Sir
Patrick came downstafrs to eat it, as perfectly cfressed as usual, and as
composed as ff nothing had happened.
" She has got your letter," he wMspered, as he took Arnold's arm,
and led him mto the dmmg-room.
" Did she say anything? "
" Not a word."
" H o w did she l o o k ? "
" As she ought to look—sorry for what she has done."
The dinner began. As a matter of necessity, the subject of Sir
Patrick's expedition w-as dropped wMle the servants were m the room—
to be regMarly taken up again by Arnold, m the mtervals between the
courses. H e began when the soup was taken away.
" I confess I had hoped to see Blanche come back -with you! ' he
said, sacUy enough.
" I n other w-ords," returned Sir Patrick, " y o u forgot the native
obstmacy of the sex. Blanche is begmMng to feel that she has been
wrong. What is the necessary consequence? She naturaUy persists
in bemg wrong. Let her alone—and leave your letter to have its effect.
The serious difficMties m our way don't rest with Blanche. Content
yourseff -with know-ing that."
The fish came m ; and Arnold was sUenced—untU Ms next opportunit3'' came, -with the next mterval m the course of the dinner.
" W h a t are the cUfficMties ? " he asked.
" The difficMties are my difficMty and yours," answerea Sfr Patrick.
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My difficulty is, that I can't assert my autllorit3^ as gun.rdian, if I
sss'jme my niece (as I do) to be a married w-oman. Your difficulty is,
that you can't assert your authority as her husband, until it is distinetlv
proved that 3-011 and iMiss Silvester are not man and wife. Lady Lundie
was perfectly aware that she would place us in that position, when sho
removed Blanche from this house. She has cross-examined Mrs. Inchbare; sho has written to ^-our steward for the date of 3-our arrival at
your estate ; she has done everything, calculated cvei-3'thiiig, and foreseen everything—except my excellent teinper. 'The one mistake she has
made, is in thinking she could get tbe better of that. No, my dear boy!
My trump card is my temper. I keep it in my hand, Arnold—I keep it
in my hand ! "
The next course came in—and there w-as an end of the subject
again. Sfr Patrick enjo3-ed his mutton, and entered 011 a long and
interesting narrative of the history of some rare white Burgundy 011 tlie
table, imported by himself. Arnold resolutely resumed tho discussion,
with the departure of the mutton.
" It seems to be a dead-lock," he said.
" No slang," retorted Sir Patrick.
" For Heaven's sake, sir, consider my anxiety, and tell me what 3'OU
propose to do! "
" I propose to take 3'ou to London with me to-morrow—on this
/ondition, that 3-011 promise me, on your word of honour, not to attempt
to see your wife, before Saturday next."
" I shall see her then ? "
"If 3'^ou give me 3-our promise."
" I do ! I do! "
The next course came in. Sir Patrick entered on the question of
the merits of the partridge, view-ed as an eatable bfrd. " By himself,
Arnold—plainly roasted, and tested on his own merits—an over-rated
bird. Being too fond of shooting him in this counti-3-, we become too
fond of eating him next. Properly understood, he is a veMcle ibr
sauce and trufiles—nothing more. Or no—that is hardly doing him
justice. I am bound to add that he is honourably associated with tlu;
famous French receipt for cooking an olive. Do 3-011 know it ? "
There w-as an end of the birds; there was an end of the jell.y.
Arnold got his next chance—and took it.
" What is to be clone in London to-morrow? " he asked.
" To-morrow," answered Sir Patrick, " is a memorable day in our
calendar. To-morrow is Tuesday—the day on which I am to see Miss
Silvester."
Arnold set down the glass of w-ine which he was just raising to
his hps.
" After what has happened," he said, " I can hardly bear to hear her
name mentioned. INIiss Silvester has parted me from my wife."
" Miss Silvester may atone for that, Arnold, b3' uniting you
Bgain."

" She has been the ruin of me, so far."
" She may be the salvation of you yet."
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The cheese came in ; and Sir Patrick returned to tlie Art of
Cookery.
" Do you know tho receipt (or cooking an (dive-, Ariudd ? "
"No.'" W h a t does the now g(!iiera,tioii know! I t know-s how to row,
bow to shoot, how to play at (•rick-e(,, and how to bet. When it has lost
its muscle and lost its money—that is to say, when it ha.s grown old—
wiiat a generation it will bo ! I t doesn't matter: I shan't live to ,seo it!
Are you Hstening, Arnold? "
" Yes, sir."
" How to cook an oHve:—Put an olive into a lark ; put a lark into
a quail; put a quail mto a plover; put a plover into a partridge ; put a
imrtridgo into a pliea.sant; ])ut a pheasant iuto a turkey. Good. First
partially r o a s t : Uvm carefully stow—until a.ll is tbcu-(Uighly done, down
to tho olivo. Good again. Next, ojicii the window. Throw out the
turkey, the pheasant, thi! iia,rtrid,ge, the plover, the quail, and tho lark.
'Then, eat the oline. Tho disli is expensive, but (wo have it on tho highest
authority) well worth the Ka,eriliee. The qiiiutes.senci^ of the flavour of
six birds, coil eel itra,t(!d in one; olivo. Grand idea !—Try another glass
of tho white bui-gundy, Arnold."
At last, tho servants Iclt them—with the wine and dessert on the
table.
" I have borne it as long as I ean, sfr," said Arnold. " A d d to nil
your kindness to me, by t(llir}g me at OIK^O wiiat happeiieil at Lady
Lundie's."
I t was a chilly evening. A liright wood fire was burning in the room.
Sir Patrick di-ow his chair to the lire.
" T h i s is (exactly what ha.ppened," ho said. " I found company at
Ijudy Liiiidici's, to begin with. Two ]ierfe<-t strangers to mo. Ca,ptaiii
Newi^iideii ; and his iiief:(>, Mrs. Glena.rni. Jjady Jjiiiidio offered to see
me ill another room ; the two strangers offer<Ml to withdia.w. 1 dixlincd
both proposals. First elieclc to her la,il\'sliip ! She lias reckoned,
tliroughout, Arnold, on our being' a.fraid (n f:i,<'.e piildic opinion. I showed
h i r at starting, that we were as vi'M\y to fa,<^e it as slie wa,s. ' I always
ii,e,ee|)t, w'liat tlio Freiieji call, aecoiiiplislied fa,(-l,s,'I said. ' Yoll have
brought niatteis to a (-risis, Lady Jjimdie. So let it bi!. I have a word
to say to my niece (in 3'oiir presence if 3011 like) ; a,iid I have another
word to s-.iy to yon, afterwards—without presimiing to disturb your
guests.' The guests sal, down again (lioth naturally d(!vourod by
(niriosity). Could lier hidyshi]) decently rel'iiso me an interview with
ruy own ]iiec(!, wiiile two witnesses wore lo(,ildiig o n ? .Iinpossilile. I
saw JUanclie (Lady Lundie being present, it is m^edloss to sa.y) in tho
back drawing-room. I gave her your letter; I said a good word for
you ; I saw that sho was sorry, though she wouldn't own it—and that
was enough. Wo went back iii),o the J'ront drawing-room. I had not
spoken five words on our sido of tho question, before it a,p|)eai-ed, to my
astonishment luid delight, that Captain Newenden was in tho house, on
the very question that had brought mo into tho house—tho question of
you and iVliss Silvester. My business, in the interests of my niece, was
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to deny your marriage to tho lady. H i s business, in the interests of his
niece, was to assert your marriage to the lady. To the unutterable disgust of tho two w-omcii, we joined issue in tho most friendly manner, on
the spot. ' Cha.rmed to have tho pleasure of meeting you. Captain
Newenden.'- ' Deligiited to ]ia,ve tho honour of making 3rour nequaintance. Sir Patrii-k.'—' 1 think we ("in settle this in two minutes ? '—' My
own idea, perfectly expressed.'—' State your jio.sition. Captain.'—' With
the greatest ]deasur<-. Hero is my niece, ^Irs. Glenarm, engaged to
marry Mr. Geoirre3' Delamayn. All very w-ell, but there happens to be
an obstacle, in tho slia.jn^ of a lady. Do I put it plainly? '—' You put
it admira,bly, ('a.plaiu ; but for the loss (o the British navy, 3-ou ought
to have been a, lawyer. Pray go on.'—' You are too good. Sir Patrick.
I resume. Mr. Delaniayn asserts that this person in tho background
has no claim on Mm, and backs his assertion by declaring that she is
married already to Mr. Arnold Brinkworth. Lady Lundie and mynicco
assure me on ovidenco wiiich satisfies them, that the assertion is true.
The evidence does not satisfy wu'. I hope. Sir Patrick, I don't striiio
you as being an excessively obstinate man?'—'M3rdear sir, 3-011 impress
me with tho highest opinion of 3-our capacit3' for sifting human testimony ! INlay I a,sk, next, what course y-ou mean to take ? '—' The very
tiling I w-as going to mention. Sir I'atrick! 'This is my course. I refuse
to sanction my niece's engagement to Mr. Delamayn, until MY. D d a ma3m has actually ]irovcd his statement by appeal to witnesses of the
lady's marriage. Ho refers me to two witnesses; but declines acting at
imei! in the matter for himself on the ground that he is in traiuhig tor a
foot-race. I admit that this is an obs(ael(>, and consent to arrange for
bringing the two witnesses to Jjondon myself Bv this post, I have
written to my l,i,wytn-s in Perth lo look the witnesses up ; to otiiu- them
tiio necessary terms (at Mr. IXlamnyifs expense) for the use of their
time: and to produce (hem 113-the end of tho wedv. The foot-race is
on Thursday next. ]\Ir. DelaiiuiAU will be able to attend after that, and
estabUsh his own assertion b3' his ow-n wifnesses. "What do 3-011 sa3r,
Su- Patrick, to Saturday next (w itli La,(l\' Lundie's permission) in this
room?'—I'licre is tho substance of the Captain's statement. H e is as
old as I am, and is dressed to look like thirty; but a very pleasant feUowI'lir all that. I struck my sister-in-law dumb, by acc(^]iting the proposal,
witiiout a moment's Irt-sitatiou. Mrs. (ilena.rm and liad)- Limdie looked
lit each other in mute aiiiazenieiit. Here was a diU'ereiice about wliiel:
IH" women would biiv(> raortaUy ([iia,rrelled ; and here were two men
nettling it ill the friendliest ]iossilile iiiaiiiur. I wish 3-^1 had seen Lady
Limdie s fiU'e, when 1 declared iiiNsdf dee|dy indebted to C'aptain Newenden for rendering any |ii-oloiige(l inl,i'i-view- wilh her ladyship quile
uiiiiecessa,i-v ' T]i:iuks to the t'ajitain,' 1 said to her, in the most ciu-dial
niiinner, ' we have absidiitely nothing to discuss. I shall cati-h the next
tmiii—and set Arnold I'.iinkwortli's mind quite at ease.' To come back
III serious things, 1 )ia,\c engaged to produce you, iu the jiresence of
everybody—yiuir wife included—ou Saturday next. I put a bold face
iiu it, befor(> (he others. But 1 am bound to teU you. that it is by no
means easy to sa.\-—situated as we arc now—w hat the resul! of Saturday's
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inqufry wUl be. Everything depends on the issue of my interview with
Miss Silvester to-morrow. I am not exaggerating, Arnold, when I tell
you that your fate is in her hands."
" I wish to Heaven I had never set eyes on her ! " said Arnold.
" Lay the saddle on the right horse," returned Sir Patrick. " W i s t
you had never set eyes on Geoffrey Delamayn."
Arnold hung his head. Sfr Patrick's sharp tongue had got the better
of him once more.

THE END OF THE ELEVENTH SCENE.
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CHAPTER T H E

LANE.

FORTY-NINTH.

THE L E T T E R AND THE LAW.

THE many-toned miumur of the current of London life—flow-uig through
the murky channel of Drur3- Lane—found its muffled wa5- fi-om the
fi'ont room to the back. Piles of old music lumbered the dusty floor.
Stage masks and weapons, and ]iortraits of singers and dancers hung
round the w-alls. An empty viohn case in one corner, faced a broken
bust of RossiM in another. A frameless print representing the Trial of
Queen Caroline w-as pasted over the fireplace. The chafrs w-ere genuine
specimens of ancient earning in oak. The table was an equaUy exceUent
example of dfr-ty modern deal. .1 small morsel of drugget w-as on the
floor; and a large deposit of soot w-as on the ceding.—The scene thus
presented, revealed itself in the back drawing-room of a house in Drurv
Lane, devoted to the transaction of musical and theatrical business of
the humbler sort. I t w-as late in the afternoon, on Michaelmas Day.
Two persons w-ere seated together in the room: they w-ere Anne Silvester
and Sir Patrick Lundie.
The opening conv-ersation betu'een them—comprising on one side,
the narrative of w-hat had happened at Perth and Swanhaven; and, on
the other, a statement of the circumstances attending the separation of
Arnold and Blanche—had come to an end. I t rested with Sir Patrickto lead the w-a3' to the next topic. H e looked at Ms companion, and
hesitated.
" Do you feel strong enough to go on ? " he asked. " If 3'0ii w-ould
prefer to rest a Httle, pray sa3- so."
" Thank you. Sir Patrick. I am more than reacty ; I am eager to go
on. No w-or'ds can say how- anxious I feel to be of some use to } on, if 1
can. I t rests entfrel3^ with 3-our experience tii show me how-."
" I can only do that, INliss SUvester, bv asking vou without ceremony
for aU the mformation that 1 w-aut. H a d 3-ou au}- object iu travelling lo
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London, which 3-ou have not mentioned to me yet ? I mean, of course,
an3' object with which I have a claim (as Arnold Brinkworth's represeii
tative) to be acquainted ? "
" I had an object. Sir Patrick. And I have failed to accompHsli it."
" May I ask w-hat it was ? "
" I t w-as to see Geoffre3'- Delamayn."
Sfr Patrick started.
" You have attempted to see him! W h e n ? *'
" This moming."
" Why, you only arrived in London last M g h t ! '
" I only arrived," said Anne, " after waitmg many days on the
journey. I was obhged to rest at Edinburgh, and agam at "York—and
I was afraid I had given Mrs. Glenarm time enough to get to Geoffrey
Delamayn before me."
" Afraid ? " repeated Sir Patrick. " I understood that you had no
serious intention of disputmg the scoundrel with Mrs. Glenarm. What
motive could possiblj- hav-e taken 3-ou his w-ay? "
" The same motive wluch took me to Swanhaven."
" W h a t ! the idea that it rested with Delamayn to set things right ?
and that 3-0U iMglit bribe Mm to do it, by consentmg to release him, so
far as your claims were concerned ? "
" Bear with my foll3r. Sir Patrick, as patiently as you can ! I am
alw-ays alone now; and I get into a habit of brooding over things. I
have been broodmg over the position in which my misfortunes have
placed Mr. Brinkworth. I have been obstinate—unreasonably obstinate—in beHevmg that I coMd prevail with Geofi're3'- Delamayn, after I
liad faUed vritli JNIrs. Glenarm. 1 am obstmate about it still. If he would
only have heard me, my madness ui gomg to FiiUiam might have had
its excuse."
She sighed bitterly, and said no more.
Su- Patrick took her hand.
" I t has its excuse," he said, kmdly. " Your motive is beyond
reproach. Let me add—to qMet your nund—^tliat, even if Delamayn
had been willing to hear you, and had accepted the condition, the result
would stUl have been the same. You are qMte wrong in supposing that
he has only to speak, and to set this matter right. I t has passed entirely
be3-ond his control. The nuschief -.vas done w-hen Arnold Brinkworth
spent those unlucl-:y hcmrs with yo-a at Craig Fernie."
" Oh. Sir Patrick, if 1 had only known that, before I went to Fulham
tMs morMng !''
She shuddered as she said the words. Something w-as plainly
associated with her visit to Geoffrey, the bare remembrance of which
shook her nerves. What was it ? Sir Patrick resolved to obtam an
answer to that question, before he ventured on proceeding further with
the mam object of the interview.
" You have told me of your reason for going to FMliam," he saicl.
" But I have not heard what happened there yet."
Anne hesitated.
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" I s it necessary for me to trouble you about that? " she asked—-with
e-rident reluctance to enter on the subject.
" It is absolutely necessary," answered Sfr Patrick, " because Delamayn is concerned in it."
Anne summoned her resolution, and entered on her narrative m these
words:
" T h e person who carries on the busmess here, discovered the
address for me," she began. " I had some difficMty, however, in findmg
the house. I t is Httle more than a cottage ; and it is quite lost in a great
garden, surrounded by high waUs. I saw a carriage waitmg. The
coachman was walMng his horses up and down—and he showed me the
door. I t was a high wooden door m the wall, -with a gratmg in it. I
rang the heU. A servant girl opened the gratmg, and looked at me.
She refused to let me in. H e r mistress had ordered her to close the
door on aU strangers—especially strangers who were women. I contrived to pass some money to her through the grating, and asked to
speak to her nustress. After waitmg some time, I saw another face
behmd the bars—and it struck me that I recogmzed it. I suppose I was
nervous. I t startled me. I said, ' I thmk we know each other.' There
was no answer. The door was suddenly opened—and who do you think
stood before me ? "
" W a s it somebody I know ? "
"Yes."
" M a n ? or w o m a n ? "
" It was Hester DetMidge."
" Hester Dethridge !"
" Yes. Dressed just as usual, and lookmg just as usual—-with her
slate hanging at her side."
" AstoMsMng! Where did I last see her ? At the Wmdygates
station, to be sure—going to London, after she had left my sister-M-law's
ser-vice. H a s she accepted another place—without letting me know first.
as I told her ? "
" She is Hvmg at Fulham."
" I n ser'vice?"
" No. As mistress of her own house."
" W h a t ! Hester Dethridge in possession of a house of her own ?
WeU! weU! why shoMdn't she have a rise in the world Hke other
people? Did she let you m ? "
" She stood for some time looking at me, m that duU strange way
that she has. The servants at Wmdygates always said that she was not
in her right nund—and you -wiU say, Sfr Patrick, when you hear what
happened, that the servants were not mistaken. I spoke first. I said,
' Don't you remember me ? ' She hfted her slate, and •wrote,' I remember
you, m a dead swoon at Wmdygates House.' I was qMte unaware that
she had been present when I famted in the Hbrary. The discovery
startled me—or that dreadful, dead-cold look that she has in her eyes
startled me—I don't knov/ which. After waiting a httle, and thmkmg, she
wrote on her slate again—the strangest question—in these words : ' I
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said, at the time, brought to it by a man. Did I say true ? ' If the
question had been put in the usual way, by anybody else, I shoMd have
considered it too insolent to be noticed. Can you understand my
answermg it, Sfr Patrick? I can't understand it myself, now—and
yet I did answer. She forced me to it -with her stony eyes. I
said ' Y e s . ' "
" Did aU tMs take place at the door ? "
" A t the door."
" When did she let you m ? "
" T h e next tlung she did was to let me in. She took me by the arm,
m a rough way, and drew me mside the door, and shut it. My nerves
are broken; my courage is gone. I crept -with cold when she touched
me. She dropped my arm. I stood Hke a chUd, waitmg for what it
pleased her to say or do next. She rested her two hands on her sides,
and took a long look at me. She made a horrid dumb sound—not as if
she was angry ; more, ff such a thmg could be, as ff she was satisfied—
pleased even, I should have said, if it had been anybody but Hester
Dethridge. Do you understand it ? "
" Not yet. Liet me get nearer to understandmg it, by asking something before you go on. Did she show any attachment to you, when you
were both at Windygates ? "
" Not the least. She appeared to be mcapable of attachment to me,
or to anybody."
" Did she •write any more questions on her slate ? '
" Yes. She •wrote another question imder what she had vmtten just
before. H e r mind was stffl runnmg on my famtmg fit, and on the
' m a n ' who had ' brought me to it.' She held up the slate; and the
w-ords were these: ' TeU me how he served you; did he knock you
do-wn ? ' Most people woiUcl have laughed at the question. / was
startled by it. I told her. No. She shook her head as if she didn't
believe me. She •wrote on her slate, ' We are loth to owm it when they
up with their fists and beat us—ain't we ? ' I said, ' You are quite
wrong.' She went on obstmately •with her •writing. ' Who is the man ? '
—was the next question. I had conti-ol enough over myself to decHne
telling her that. She opened the door, and pointed to me to go out. I
made a sign entreating her to wait a Httle. She went back, in her
impenetrable way, to the writing on the slate—stiff about the ' man.'
This time, the question was plainer still. She had evidently placed her
own uiterpretation on my appearance at the house. She wrote : ' Is it
the man who lodges here ? ' 1 saw that she woMd close the door on me,
if I cHdn't answer. My only chance with her was to own that she had
guessed right. I said, ' Yes. I want to see him.' She took me by the
arm, as roughly as before—and led me into the house."
" I begm to understand her," said Sir Patrick. " I remember hearing,
in my brother's time, that she had been brutaUy iU-used by her husband.
The association of ideas, even in her confused brain, becomes plain, if you
bear that in mind.—What is her last remembrance of you ? I t is thq
remembrance of a famting woman at Wind3-gates."
-' Yes."
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" She makes you acknowledge that she has guessed right, in guessing
that a man was, in some way, answerable for the condition in which she
found you. A swoon produced by a shock iuMcted on the mmd, is a
swoon that she doesn't understand. She looks back into her own
experience, and associates it with the exercise of actual physical
brutahty on the part of the man. And she sees, in you, a reflection of
her own sufferings and her o-ivn case. It's curious—to a student of
human nature. And it explains, what is otherwise unmteUigible—her
overlookmg her own mstructions to the servant, and lettmg you into the
house, what happened next ? "
" She took me mto a room, which I suppose was her own room. She
made signs, offermg me tea. It was done in the strangest way—without
the least appearance of kmdness. After what you have just said to me,
1 tlunk I can m some degree interpret what was going on in her mind.
I beheve she felt a hard-hearted mterest in seeing a woman whom she
supposed to be as unfortunate as she had once been herself. I decHned
taldng any tea, and tried to return to the subject of wiiat I wanted in
die house. She paid no heed to me. She pointed round the room; and
Uien took me to a -window, and pointed round the garden—and then
made a sign indicating herseff. ' My house; and my garden '—that was
what she meant. There were four men m the garden—and Geoffrey
Delamayn was one of them. I made another attempt to tell her that t
wanted to speak to liim. But, no! She had her own idea in her mind.
After beckonmg to me to leave the window, she led the way to the fireplace, and showed me a sheet of paper with writuig on it, framed and
placed under a glass, and hung on the wall. She seemed, I thought, to
feel some Mnd of pride in her framed manuscript. At any rate, she
insisted on my reading it. It was an extract from a will."
" The wiU under which she had inherited the house ? "
" Yes. Her brother's will. It said, that he regretted, on Ms deathbed, Ms estrangement from Ms only sister, datmg from the time when
she had married m defiance of his wishes and against Ms advice. As a
jiroof of Ms smcere desire to be reconcUed with her, before he died, and
as some compensation for the suffermgs that she had endured at the
liands of her deceased husband, he left her an income of two hundred
pounds a year, together with the use of his house and garden, for
her Hfetime. That, as weU as I remember, was the substance of what
it said."
" Creditable to her brother, and creditable to herself," said Sir
Patrick. " Takmg her odd character into consideration, I understand
her hkmg it to be seen. What puzzles me, is her lettmg lodgings with
an income of her own to live on."
" That was the very question which I put to her myseff. I w-as
obliged to be cautious, and to begin by asldng about the lodgers first—
the men bemg still visible out in the garden, to excuse the inquiry. The
rooms to let in the house had (as I understood her) been taken by a
person actmg for Geoffi-ey Delamayn—his tramer, I presume. He had
sui-prised Hester Dethridge by barely noticing the house, and showing
the most extraordinary interest in the garden."
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" That is qMte intelHgible, Miss SUvester. The garden you have
described, would be just the place he wanted for the exercises of his
employer—plenty of space, and well secured fi-om observation by the
high waffs aU round. W h a t next ? "
" Next, I got to the question of why she should let her house in
lodgings at all. "When I asked her that, her face turned harder than
ever. She answered me on her slate m these dismal words,—' I have
not got a friend in the world: I dare not Hve alone.' There was her
reason! Dreary and dreadfM, Sfr Patrick, was it not ? "
" Dreary, mdeed ! How did it end ? Did you get mto the garden ? "
" Yes—at the second attempt. She seemed suddeMy to change her
mind; she opened the door for me herseff. Passmg the •wmdow of the
room m wluch I had left her, I looked back. She had taken her place
at a table before the "window, apparently watcMng for what might
happen. There was sometMng about her, as her eyes met mme (I can't
say what), wMch made me feel uneasy at the time. Adoptmg your
view, I am almost mclined to think now, horrid as the idea is, that she
had the expectation of seemg me treated, as she had been treated m
former days. I t was actuaffy a reUef to me—though I knew I was
gomg to run a serious risk—to lose sight of her. As I got nearer to the
men m the garden, I heard two of them talkmg very earnestly to
Geoffrey Delamayn. The fourth person, an elderly gentleman, stood
apart from the rest at some Httle distance. I kept as far as I coiUd out
of sight; w-aitmg tUl the taUj was over. I t was impossible for me to
help hearmg it. The tw-o men were ti-3ing to persuade Geoffrey Delamayn to speak to the elderly gentleman. They pomted to liim as a
famous medical man. They reiterated over and over again that Ms
opiMon was weU w-orth ha-vmg
"
Sfr Patrick mterrupted her. " Did they mention Ms name ? " he
asked.
" Yes. They caUed him, Mr. Speedw-eU."
" The man Mmseff! This is even more uiteresting. Miss SUvester,
than you suppose. I myseff heard Mr. SpeedweU warn Delamayn that
he was in broken health, when we were aU visitmg together at Windygates House last month. Did he do as the other men •wished Mm?
Did he speak to the surgeon ? "
" No. H e sulkily refused—he remembered, what you remember.
H e said, ' See the man who told me I was broken down ?—not I ! '
After confirmmg it with an oath, he turned away from the others.
Unfortunately, he took the du-ection m which I was standing, and discovered me. The bare sight of me seemed to throw him instantiy mto
a state of frenzy. He—it is impossible for me to repeat the language
that he used; it is bad enough to have heard it. I beheve, Sfr Patrick,
but for the two men who ran up and laid hold of him, that Hester
Detliridge woMd have seen what she expected to see. The change m
him w-as so frightful—even to nie, w-eU as I thought I Imew him in his
fits of passion—I tremble when I think of it. One of the men who had
restramed him was almost as brutal, m Ms wa3^ H e declared in the
foMest language that ff Delamayn had a fit, he woMd lose the race, and
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that I shoMd be answerable for it. But for Mr. SpeedweU, I don't Imow
what I slioMd have done. H e came forward directly. ' This is no
place either for you, or for me,' he said—and gave me his arm, and led
me back to the house. Hester Dethridge met us ui tlie passage, and
Hfted her hand to stop me. Mr. SpeedweU asked her what she w-anted.
She looked at me, and then looked towards the garden, and made the
motion of striMng a blow with her clenched fist. For the first time m
my experience of her—I hope it was m3f fancy—I thought I saw her
smile. Mr. SpeedweU took me out. ' They are w-ell matched m that
house,' he said. ' The woman is as complete a savage as the man.'
The carriage wMch I had seen waiting at the door was his. H e caUed
it up, and poHtely ofi'ered me a place in it. I said I would only trespass
on his kmdness as far as to the railway station. While w-e were talldng,
Hester Detliridge followed us to the door. She made the same motion
again -with her clenched hand, and looked back towards the garden—
and then looked at me, and nodded her head, as iiiucli as to sa3% ' H e
wiU do it y e t ! ' No words can describe how glad I was to see the last
other. I hope and trust I sliaU never set eyes on her again ! "
" Did you hear how Mr. SpeedweU came to be at the house ? H a d
he gone of his own accord? or had he been sent for ? "
" He had been sent for. I ventured to speak to him about the persons
w-hom I had seen in the garden. Mr. SpeedweU explained ever3-thmg
wluch I was not able of myseff to understand, in the Mndest manner.
One of the two strange men in the garden was the trainer ; the other
was a doctor, whom the tramer w-as usuaUy in the habit of consiUtiiig.
It seems that the real reason for their brhiging Geoffrey Delamayn aw-ay
from Scotland when they did, w^as that the trainer was uneasy, and
wanted to be near London for medical advice. The doctor, on bemg
consulted, o^wned that he was at a loss to understand the symptoms
which he was asked to treat. H e had himseff fetched the great surgeon
to FMham, that mornmg. Mr. Speedw-eU abstained from mentionmg that he had foreseen what w-ould happen, at Windygates. All he
said was, ' I had met Mr. Delaraayn in society, and I felt interest enough
in the case to pay Mm a visit—with what result you have seen for
yourseff."
"Did he tell you anything about Delamayn's health ? "
" H e said that he had questioned the doctor on the w-ay to Fulham,
and that some of the patient's symptoms indicated serious nuschief
What the symptoms were I did not hear. Mr. Speedw-eU oMy spoke of
changes for the w-orse m him which a woman w-ould be Hkely to understand. At one time he would be so duU and heedless, that nothing could
rouse Mm. At another, he fiew into the most terrible passions without any
apparent cause. The trainer had found it almost impossible (in Scotland)
to keep Mm to the right diet; and the doctor had only sanctioned takmg
the house at FMham, after being first satisfied, not only of the convenience of the garden, but also that Hester Dethridge coMdbe thorougMy
trusted as a cook. With her help, they had placed him on an entfrely
new diet. But they had found an unexpected difficMty even m doing
tliat. "Wlien the trainer took liim to the new lodgmgs, it turned out
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that he had seen Hester DetMidge at Windygates, and had taken the
f trongest prejucHce agMnst her. On seemg her again at Fulham. he
appeared to be absolutely teirified."
••Terrified! V T i y ? "
" Nobody knows -why. The ti-amer and the doctor together coMd
only prevent Ms lea-vmg the house, by tM-eateMng to throw up the
responsibUity of preparing him for the race, uMess he mstantiy controUed Mmself, and behaved Hke a man mstead of a chUd. Smce that
time, he has become reconcUed, Httie by Httle, to Ms new abode—partly
through Hester Dethiidge's caution in keeping herself always out of Ms
w-ay ; and partly tM-ough Ms own appreciation of the change m Ms diet,
w-Mch Hester's skiff in cookery has enabled the doctor to make. Mr.
Speedwell mentioned some other thmgs wluch I have forgotten. I can
only repeat. Sir Patrick, the resifft at w-hich he has arrived M Ms own
mind. Coming fi-om a man of Ms authority, the opiMon seems to me to
be startUng in the last degree. H Geoffi-ey Delamayn runs m the race
ou Thursda3- next, he wUl do it at the risk of his M'e."
" At the risk of dymg on the ground ? "
" Yes.'i
Sfr Patrick's face became thoughtful. H e waited a Httie before he
spoke again.
" We have not wasted our time," he said, " in dweUing on what
happened during yom- visit to Fulham. The possibility of tills man's
death suggests to my nund serious matter for consideration. It is very
desirable, in the interests of my Mece and her husband, that I shordd
be able to foresee, ff I can, how a fatal resMt of the race might aflect
the inqufr3' w-hich is to be held on Saturday next. I beheve you may
be able to help me m tMs."
•• You have only to teU me how. Sir Patrick.'
" I may count on 3-our bemg present on Saturday? "
" CertaiMy."
" Y o u thoro-aglUy understand that, m meeting Blanche youwUl meet
a person estranged fi-om you. for the present—a fiiend and sister who
h i s ceased (under Ladv LuncHe's influence mainly) to feel as a fr-iend
and sister tow-ards you now- ? "
" I w-as not quite unprepared, Sfr Patrick, to hear that Blanche had
misjudged me. "NVhen I wrote my letter to ]Mr. Brinkw-orth, I w-arned
him as deUcatelv as I could, that his wife's .iealous3- might be very
I asily roused. You may rely on my self-restramt, no matter how
hardly it mav be tried. Nothing that Blanche can say or do w-ffl alter
my gratefM remembrance of the past. WhUe I Hve I love her. Let
t'.iat assurance quiet any Httle anxiety that you may have felt as to my
cimduct—and tell me how I can serve those mterests w-Mch I have at
heart as w'eU as you."
" You can serve them, Miss SUvester, in this way. You can make
me acquainted with the position m w-liich 3-ou stood tow-ards Delamayn,
a; the time when you went to the Craig FerMe inn."
" Put any questions to me that 3-ou think right. Sir Patrick."
" You mean that.'
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•' I mean it."
" I -will begm by recalhng something wiiich you have already told me.
I)elama3'n has promised you marriage
"
" Over and over agam ! "
" I n words? "
" Yes."
" In writing ? "
"Yes."
" Do you see what I am coming to ? "
" Hardly yet."
" You referred, when we first met in this room, to a letter which
you recovered from Bishopriggs, at Perth. I have ascertained from
Arnold Brhikworth, that the sheet of note-paper stolen from 3'ou
ceutained two letters. One w-as written by 3-011 to Delamayn—the
other w-as written by Delama,3-n to you. The substance of this last,
Arnold remembered. Your letter he had not read. I t is of the utmost
importance. Miss Silvester, to let me see that correspondence, before
we part to-day."
Anne made no answer. She sat with her clasped hands on her lap.
Her eyes looked uneasily aw-ay from Sir Patrick's face, for the first
time.
"WiU it not be enough," she asked, after an interval, "if I tell 3-011
the substance of my letter, without showing it ? "
" It will not be enough," returned Sir Patrick, iu the plainest
manner. " I hmted—if you remember—at the propriety of my seeing
the letter, when you first mentioned i t ; and I observed that you
purposely abstained from understanding me. I am grieved to put you,
nil this occasion, to a painful test. But if 3-011 are to help me at this
serious crisis, I have shown 3'ou the w-ay."
Anne rose from her chair, and answ-ered by putting the letter into
Sir Patrick s hands. " Remember wliat he has done, smce I wrote that,"
she said. " And try to excuse me, if I ow-n that I am ashamed to show
it to you now."
"With those words, she walked aside to the window. She stood
thei:e, with her hands pressed on her breast, looldng out absently on
I he murky London view of house-roof and chimney, while Sir Patrick
opened the letter.
It is necessary to the right appreciation of events, that other eyes
besides Sir Patrick's should follow the brief course of the correspondence in this place.
1. From Anne Silvester to Geoffrey

Delamayn.

Windygates House, August 12th, 1868.
GEOEEEEY DELAMAYN,—I have waited in the hope that you would
ride over from your brother's place, and see me—and I have waited iu
vain. Your conduct to mo is cruelty itself: I will hear it no longer.
Consider! in your own interests, consider—before you drive the iiiiserRble woman who has trusted you, to despair. You have promised me
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marriage by aU that is sacred. I claim your promise. I insist on
nothmg less than to be what you vowed I shoMd be—what I have
waited all this weary time to be—what I am, in the sight of Heaven,
your wedded wife. Lady Lundie gives a lawn-party here on the 14th.
I know you have been asked. I expect you to accept her invitation.
If I don't see you, I won't answer for what may happen. My mmd is
made up to endure tlus suspense no longer.
Oh, Geoffrey, remember
the past! Be faithfM—be just—to your lo-vmg w-ife,
ANNE SILVESTER.

2. From Geoffrey Delamayn

to Anne

Silvester.

DEAR ANNE,—Just called to London to see my father. They have
telegraphed Mm in a bad way. Stop where you are ; and I -will •write
3-0U. Trust the bearer. Upon my soul, I'U keep m3- promise. Your
lo^ving husband,
GEOFFBEY DELAMAYN.

Wmdygates House.
starts at 4.3tl.

August lAth, <t P.M.

I n mortal hurry.

Tram

Sfr Patrick read the correspondence with breathless attention to the
end. At the last Hues of the last letter, he did what he had not done
for tw-enty years past—he sprang to his feet at a bound; and he crossed
a room, without the help of Ms ivory cane.
Anne started ; and, t u m m g round from the window, looked at him
in sUent surprise. H e was under the infiuence of strong emotion ; his
face, his voice, his manner, all showed it.
'• How long had you been m Scotland, when you wrote this ? " H e
pomted to Anne's letter, as he asked the question ; putting it so eagerly
that he stammered over the first words. " M o r e than three weeks?"
he added, -with his bright black eyes fixed m absorbing interest on her
face.
" Yes."
" Are 3'OU sure of that ? "
" I am certain of it."
" You can refer to persons w-ho have seen you ? "
" Easily."
H e turned the sheet of note-paper, and pomted to Geoffrey's pencUled
letter on the fourth page.
" How long had he been in Scotland, when he wrote this ? More
than three weeks, too? "
Anne considered for a moment.
" For God's sake, be carefiU ! " said Sir Patrick. " You don't know
what depends on this. If your memory is not clear about it, say so."
" My memory was confused for a moment. I t is clear again now.
H e had been at his brother's in Perthshire three weeks before he wrote
that. And before he went to Swanhaven, he spent three or four days
in the valley of the Esk."
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" Are you sm-e again ? "
" QMte sure ! "
" Do you know of any one who saw him in the vaUey of the Esk ? "
'• I know of a person who took a note to him, from me."
" A person easUy found ? "
" QMte easUy."
Sfr Patrick laid aside the letter, and seized m ungovernable agitation
c.i both her hands.
" Listen to me," he said. " The whole conspiracy agamst Arnold
Brmkworth and you faUs to the ground before that correspondence.
WTien you and he met at the mn
"
He paused, and looked at her. Her hands were beginnmg to tremble
in his.
" When you and Arnold Brmkworth met at the inn," he resumed,
" the law of Scotland had made you a married woman. On the clay,
and at the hour, when he wrote those Hues at the back of 3-our letter to
Mm, yo-a were Geoffrey Delamayn's ivedded wife!"
He stopped, and looked at her agam.
Without a word m reply, without the sUghtest movement m her
fi-om head to foot, she looked back at him. The blank stiUness of horror
w-as m her face. The deadly cold of horror was m her hands.
In sUence, on his side, Su- Patrick drew back a step, -with a famt
reflection of her cUsmay in Ms face. Married—to the viUam who had
not hesitated to calunmiate the woman whom he had ruined, and then
to cast her helpless on the world. Married—to the trMtor who had not
sluunk from betraying Arnold's trust m him, and desolating Arnold's
home. Married—to the ruffian who woMd have struck her that morning, if the hands of Ms o-wn friends had not held him back. And Sir
Patrick had never thought of it! Absorbed in the one idea of Blanche's
fiiture, he had never thought of it, tUl that horror-stricken face looked
at him, and said, Thmk of my future, too !
He came back to her. He took her cold hand once more in Ms.
" Forgive me," he said, " for tMnking first of Blanche."
Blanche's name seemed to rouse her. The Hfe came back to her
face; the fender brightness began to sMne again m her eyes. He saw
that he might venture to speak more plainly stUl; he went on.
" I see the dreadfM sacrifice as you see it. I ask myseff, have I any
light, has Blanche any right
"
She stopped him by a famt pressure of Ms hand.
"Yes," she said, softly, " if Blanche's happiness depends on it."
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CHAPTER THE FIFTIETH.
THE FOOT-RACE.
A SOLITARY foreigner, drfftmg about London, drifted towards FuUiam on
the day of the Foot-Race.
Little by Httle, he found himself involved in the current of a throng
of impetuous English people, all fioivuig together towards one given
point, and all decorated aUke with colours of two prevaiUng hues—pmk
and yeUow. H e drifted along with the stream of passengers on the
pavement (accompaMed by a stream of carriages on the road) until they
stopped with one accord at a gate—and paid admission-money to a man
in office—and poured m to a great open space of ground wluch looked
like an uncultivated garden.
Arrived here, the foreign visitor opened his eyes in wonder at the
scene revealed to view. H e observed thousands of people assembled ;
composed ahnost exclusively of the middle and the upper classes of
society. They were congregated round a vast enclosure; they were
elevated on amphitheatrical wooden stands ; and they were perched on
the roofs of horseless carriages, drawn up in rows. From this congregation, there rose such a roar of eager voices as he had never heard
3et from any assembled multitude in these islands. Predominating
among the cries, he detected one everlasting question. I t began •with,
" Who backs
? " and it ended in the alternate pronouncmg of two
British names unmteUigible to foreign ears. Seeing these extraordinary
sights, and hearing these stirring sounds, he appHed to a poHceman on
duty ; and said, m Ms best producible EngHsh," If you please, sfr, what
is this ? "
The policeman answered, " North against South—Sports."
The foreigner was informed, but not satisfied. H e pomted aU
round the assembly with a circMar sweep of his h a n d ; and said,
» Why ? "

THE FOOT-RACE.

319

The poUceman declmed to waste words on a man who coMd as!c
such a question as that. H e lifted a large purple forefinger, with a
broad white naff at the end of it, and pointed gravely to a printed Bill,
posted on the waU behind Mm. The drfftmg foreigner drifted to the
Bfll.
After reading it carefuUy, from top to bottom, he consulted a pohte
private mdividual near at hand, who proved to be far more commmiicative than the policeman. The result produced on Ms nund, as a person not
thoroughly awakened to the enormous national importance of Athletic
Sports, was much as foUows:—
The colour of North is pmk. The colour of South is yellow. North
produces fourteen pmk men, and South produces tMrteen 3-eUow men.
The meetmg of pink and yellow is a solemMty. The soleniMty takes
its rise m an indomitable national passion for hardenmg the arms and
legs, by throwing hammers and cricket-baUs with the first, and running
and jumpmg •with the second. The object m view is to do this m pubhc
rivalry. The ends arrived at are (physicaUy), an excessive development of the muscles, purchased at the expense of an excessive stram
on the heart and the lungs—(moraUy), glory; conferred at the moment
hy the pubhc applause; confirmed the next day by a report in the
newspapers. Any person who presumes to see any physical evil
involved in these exercises to the men wiio practise them, or any moral
obstruction in the exhibition itself to those civUizing influences on
which the true greatness of all nations depends, is a person without a
biceps, who is simply incomprehensible. Muscular England develops
itself, and takes no notice of him.
The foreigner mixed with the assembly, and looked more closely at
the social spectacle around Mm.
He had met with these people before. H e had seen them (for
instance) at the theatre, and had observed thefr- manners and customs
with considerable curiosity and surprise. When the curtain w-as dow-n,
they were so Httle interested in what they had come to see, that they had
hardly spirit enough to speak to each other between the acts. When
the curtain was up, if the play made any appeal to their sympathy with
any of the higher and nobler emotions of humanity, they received it as
somethmg wearisome, or sneered at it as something absurd. The public
feeling of the countrymen of Shakspeare, so far as they represented it,
racognized but two duties in the dramatist—the duty of making them
laugh, and the duty of getting it over soon. The two great merits of a
stage proprietor in England (judging by the rare applause of his cultivated customers), consisted in spending plenty of money on his scenery,
and in luring plenty of brazen-faced women to exhibit their bosoms and
thefr legs. Not at the theatres only; but among other gathermgs, in
other places, the foreigner had noticed the same stolid languor w-here
any effort was exacted from genteel English brains, and the same stupid
contempt where any appeal was made to genteel English hearts.
Preserve us from enjoymg anytMng but jokes and scandal! Preserve
us from respecting an3'thing but rank and money! There w-erc tho
social aspirations of these insular laches and gentlemen, as expressed
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under other circumstances, and as betrayed anud other scenes. Here,
aU was changed. Here, was the strong feeling, the breathless mterest,
the hearty enthusiasm, not visible elsewhere. H e r e were the superb
gentlemen who were too weary to speak, when an Art was addressing
them, shoutmg themselves hoarse with burst on burst of genume
applause. Here were the fine ladies who yawned behmd thefr fans, at
the bare idea of being caUed on to think or to feel, wa-ying thefr handkerchiefs in honest deUglit, and actuaUy flushing with excitement
through thefr powder and their paint. And all for what? All for
running and jumping—aU for tMowing hammers and baUs.
The foreigner looked at it, and tried, as a citizen of a civUizeil
country, to understand it. H e was still trying—when there occm-red a
pause m the performances.
Certain hurdles, which had served to exMbit the present satisfactory
.?tate of ciUtivation (in jumping) among the upper classes, were removed.
The privUeged persons who had duties to perform •witMn tho enclosure,
looked aU around i t ; and disappeared one after another. A great hush
of expectation pervaded the whole assembly. Somethmg of no common
interest and importance was evidently about to take place. On a sudden,
the silence w-as broken by a roar of cheermg from the mob in the roacl
outside the grounds. People looked at each other excitedly, and said,
" One of them has come." The silence prevailed agam—and was a
second time broken by another roar of applause. People nodded to each
other with an air of rehef, and said, " both of them have come." Then
the great hush feU on the crowd once more ; and all eyes looked towards
one particular pomt of the ground, occupied by a Httle wooden pavflion,
witli the blinds down over the open -wmdows, and the door closed.
The foreigner was deeply mipressed by the sUent expectation of the
great tMong about Mm. H e felt Ms own sympathies stirred, without
kno-svmg why. H e beUeved himseff to be on the point of understandmg
the EngHsh people.
Some ceremony of gi-ave importance was evidently in preparation.
W a s a great orator gomg to address the assembly ? W a s a glorious
anniversary to be commemorated? W a s a rehgious ser-vice to be performed? H e looked round liim to apply for frfformation once more.
Two gentlemen—who contrasted favom-ably, so far as refinement of
manner was concerned, with most of the spectators present—were slowly
maldng their way, at that moment, through the crowd near him. He
respectfMly asked what national solemnity was now about to take place.
The reply informed liim that a pair of strong young men were gomg to
run round the enclosure for a given number of turns, -with the object of
ascertaiMng which coMd run the fastest of the two.
The foreigner Hfted his hands and eyes to Heaven. Oh, multffarious
Providence! who would have suspected that the infinite diversities of
thy creation included such bemgs as these ? With that aspfration, he
turned his back on the race-course, and left the place.
On his way out of the grounds, he had occasion to use Ms handkercMef, and found that it was gone. H e felt next for his pm-se. His
purse was missing too. When he was back again in his own country,
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mteUigent inqufries were addressed to him, on the subject of England.
He had but one reply to give. " The whole nation is a mystery to me
Of aU the EngHsh people, I only understand the EngHsh thieves! "
In the meantime, the two gentiemen, making thefr way through the
crowd, reached a wicket-gate in the fence which surrounded the
enclosure.
Presenting a written order to the poHceman m charge of the gate,
they were forthwith admitted withm the sacred precincts. The closelypacked spectators, regardmg them with mixed feehngs of envy and
curiosity, wondered who they might be. Were they referees appointed
to act at the coming race ? or reporters for the newspapers ? or commissioners of pohce ? They were neither, the one nor the other. They
were oMy Mr. SpeedweU, the surgeon, and Sir Patrick Lundie.
The two gentlemen walked into the centre of the enclosure and
looked round them.
The grass on which they were standmg was girdled by a broad
smooth path, composed of finely-sffted ashes and sand—and this again
was surrounded by the fence and by the spectators ranked belund it.
Above the Hues thus formed, rose on one side the amphitheatres with
their tiers of crow-ded benches, and on the other the long rows of
carriages with the sightseers mside and out. The eveiiMg sun was
shining brightly ; the light and shade lay together m grand masses ; the
varied colom-s of objects blended softly one with the other. I t was a
splendid and an inspu-itmg scene.
Sfr Patrick turned from the rows of eager faces all round him to his
friend the surgeon.
'• Is there one person to be found, in this vast crowd," he asked," w-ho
has come to see the race, vritli the doubt in Ms mind which has brought
us to see it? "
Mr. Speedv/eU shook his heach " Not one of them knows or cares
what the struggle may cost the men who engage in it."
Sfr Patrick looked round him again. " I almost wish I had not come
to see it," he said. " If this wretched man
"
The surgeon mterposed. " Don't dwell needlessly. Sir Patrick, on
tiie gloomy view," he rejomed. " The ophiion I have formed has, thus
far, no positive grounds to rest on. I am guessmg rightly, as I believe
—hut, at the same time, I am guessmg in the dark. Appearances mag
have misled me. There maybe reserves of vital force in Mr. Delamayn's
constitution which I don't suspect. I am here to learn a lesson—not to
see a prediction fuMUed. I knov/ his health is broken ; and I beheve
he is gomg to run this race at his ow-n proper peril. Don't feel too sure
beforehand of the event. The event may prove me to be wrong."
For the moment, Sfr- Patrick dropped the subject. Ho was not in his
usual spfrits.
Since Ms interview with Anne had satisfied him that she was
Geoffi-ey's lawfM •wffe, the conviction had inevitably forced itself on his
mind that the one possible chance for her in the future, was the chance
of Geoffrey's death. Horrible as it was to him, he had been possessed
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by that one idea—go where he might, do what he might, stmggle as he
might to force his thoughts in other directions. H e looked round the
broad ashen path on wMch the race was to be run, conscious that he had
a secret interest in it wMch it was unutterably repugnant to him to feel.
H e tried to resume the conversation with Ms friend, and to lead it to
other topics. The effort was useless. I n despite of himself, he returned
to the one fatal subject of the struggle that was now close at hand.
" How many times must they go round tMs enclosure," he inquired,
" before the race is ended ? "
Mr. SpeedweU tm-ned towards a gentleman who w^as approaching
them at the moment.
" H e r e is somebody coming who can teU us," he said
" You loiow him ? "
" H e is one of my patients."
" Who is he ? "
" After the two runners, he is the most important personage on the
ground. H e is the final authority—the umpire of the race."
The person thus described was a middle-aged man, -with a prematurely-w-rmkled face, w-ith prematurely-white hafr-, and with some
thmg of a military look about him—brief in speech—and quick in
manner.
" The path measures four hundred and forty 3'ards round," he said—
when the surgeon had repeated Su- Patrick's question to Mm. " In
plainer words—and not to put you to your arithmetic—once round it is
a quarter of a nule. Each round is caUed a ' Lap.' The men must run
sixteen Laps to finish the race. Not to put you to your arithmetic
again, they must run four miles—the longest race of this Idnd wluch it
is customary to attempt, at Sports Hke these."
" Professional pedestrians exceed that limit, do they not ? "
" Considerably—on certam occasions."
" Are they a long-lived race ? "
" F a r from it. They are exceptions when they live to be old
men."
Mr. SpeedweU looked at Sfr Patrick. Sir Patrick put a question to
the umpire.
" You have just told us," he said, " that the two 3'oung men who
appear to-day, are going to run the longest distance yet attempted, m
their experience. I s it generally thought, by persons who understand
such things, that they are both fit to bear the exertion demanded of
them?"
" You can judge for yourself, sfr. Here is one of them."
H e pomted towards the pa-viUon. At the same moment, there rose
a iMghty clappmg of hands from the great throng of spectators. Fleetwood, champion of the North, decorated in Ms pink colours, descended
tho pavUion-steps, and walked into the arena.
"Young, Hthe, and elegant, with supple strength expressed m every
movement of Ms Umbs, •with a bright smile on his resolute young face,
the man of the North won the women's hearts at starting. The murmur
of eager talk rose among tliem on aU sides. The men were oMeter—i
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especiaUy the men who understood the subject. I t was a serious question
with these experts whether Fleetwood was not " a httle too fine."
Superbly framed, it was admitted—but, possibly, a Httle ot;er-trained
for a four-mile race.
The northern hero was foUowed mto the enclosure by Ms friends
and backers, and by his tramer. TMs last carried a t m can in his
hand.
" Cold water," the umpfre explained. " If he gets exhausted, his
trainer -wUl pick Mm up with a dash of it as he goes by."
A new burst of hand-clapping rattled all round the arena. Delamayn,
champion of the South, decorated m his yellow colours, presented himself to the public -view.
The immense hum of voices rose louder and louder as he walked
iuto the centre of the great green space. Surprise at the extraordmary
contrast between the two men, was the prevalent emotion of the moment.
Geoffrey was more than a head taller than his antagonist, and broader
in fuU proportion. The w-omen who had been charmed with the easy
gait and confident smUe of Fleetw-ood, w-ere all more or less pamfuUy
impressed by the suUen strength of the southern man, as he passed
before them slowly, •with his head down, and his brows k n i t ; deaf to
the applause showered on Mm ; reckless of the eyes that looked at Mm;
speakiiig to nobody; concentrated in himself; biding his time. H e
held the men who understood the subject, breathless with interest.
There it was ! the famous " staying-power " that was to endure in the last
terrible haff-mile of the race, when the nimble and jaunty Fleetwood
was run off his legs. Whispers had been spread abroad limtmg at
something which had gone wrong with Delamayn in Ms traming. And
now that aU eyes could judge Mm, his appearance suggested criticism
in some quarters. I t was exactly the opposite of the criticism passed
on Ms antagonist. The doubt as to Delamayn, was wiiether he had been
sufficiently tramed. Still the soUd strength of the man, the slow
panther-hke smoothness of his movements—and above aU his great
reputation m the world of muscle and sport—had thefr effect. The
betting wMch, -with occasional fluctuations, had held steadUy in his
favour thus far, held, now that he was pubhcly seen, steadUy in his
favour stUl.
" Fleetwood for shorter distances, ff you Hke," said pubUc opmion.
"But Delamayn for a four-mUe race."
" D o you tbink he sees u s ? " whispered Sir Patrick to the
surgeon.
" H e sees nobody."
" Can you judge of the condition he is in, at this distance ? "
" He has twice the muscular strength of the other man. His trunk
and limbs are magnificent. I t is useless to ask me more than that about
his condition. W e are too far from him to see Ms face plainly."
Tbe conversation among the audience began to flag again; and the
silent expectation set in among them once more. One by one, the
dift'erent persons rrfficially connected with the race gathered together
on the grass. The trainer Perry was among them, with his can of
?.3
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water m his hand, in anxious whispered conversation with his principal
•—gi-ving Mm the last words of advice before the start. The tramer's
doctor, lea-ving them together, came up to pay Ms respects to Ms Ulustrious colleague.
" How has he got on smce I was at Fulham ? " asked Mr.
SpeedweU.
" Ffrst-rate, sfr ! It was one of Ms bad days when you saw him. He
has done wonders m the last eight-and-forty hours."
" Is he gomg to •win the race ? "
Privately, the doctor had done, what Perry had done before Mm—
he had backed Geoffrey's antagoMst. Publicly, he was true to Ms
colours. He cast a disparagmg look at Fleetwood—and answered Yes,
without the sUghtest hesitation.
At that pomt, the conversation was suspended by a sudden movement
in the enclosure. The runners were on thefr way to the startmg-place.
The moment of the race had come.
ShoMder to shoMder, the two men waited—each with his foot
touchmg the mark. The firing of a pistol gave the signal for the start.
At the mstant when the report sounded, they were off.
Fleetwood at once took the lead ; Delamajm foUowing, at from two
to tMee yards behmd him. In that order, they ran the first round, the
second, and the thfrd—both reservmg thefr strength; both w-atched
with breatMess mterest by every soul m the place. The trainers, with
thefr- cans in thefr hands, ran backwards and forwards over the grass,
meetmg thefr men at certam points, and eyemg them narrowly, in
silence. The official persons stood together ui a group; thefr eyes
foUo^wing the runners round and round, with the closest attention. The
trainer's doctor, stUl attached to Ms iUustrious coUeague, offered the
necessary explanations to Mr. SpeedweU and Ms fiiend.
" Nothing much to see for the first mile, sir, except the • style ' of
the two men."
• You mean they are not reaUy exertmg themselves yet9 '
" No. Getting thefr- -wmd, and feeHng thefr legs. Pretty runner,
Fleetwo'bd—ff you notice, sir ? Gets Ms legs a trifle better m front,
and hardly Hfts Ms heels qMte so Mgh as our man. His action's the
best of the two ; I grant that. But just look, as they come by, which
keeps the straightest Hne. There's where Delama3m has him ! It's a
steadier, stronger, truer pace; and you'll see it teU when they're haff
way through."
So, for the three first rounds, the doctor expatiated on the two
contrasted " styles " — m terms mercffuUy adapted to the comprehension of persons unacquamted with the language of the runnmg
rmg.
At the fourth round—m other words, at the round which completed
the first mUe—the first change m the relative positions of the runners
occurred. Delamayn suddenly dashed to the front. Fleetwood smUed
as the other passed him. Delamayn held the lead tUl they were half
way tMough the fifth round — when Fleetwood, at a Mnt fr-om his
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trainer, forced the pace. H e Hghtly passed Delamayn in an mstant;
and led agam to the completion of the sixth round. At the opening of
the seventh, Delamayn forced the pace on his side. For a few moments,
they ran exactly abreast. Then Delamayn drew away inch by inch ;
and recovered the lead. The first burst of applause (led by the South)
rang out as the big man beat Fleetwood at his owm tactics, and headed
him at the critical moment when the race was nearly half run.
" I t begins to look as if Delama3'-n was going to win! " said Sfr
Patrick.
The tramer's doctor forgot himseff. Infected by the rismg excitement of everybody about him, he let out the truth.
"Wait a bit! " he said. " Fleetwood has got mstructions to let him
pass—Fleetwood is waiting to see what he can do."
" Cunning, you see. Sir Patrick, is one of the elements in a manly
sport," said Mr. SpeedweU, qluetl3^
At the end of the seventh round, Fleetwood proved the doctor to be
right. H e shot past Delamayn like an arrow from a bow. At the end
of the eighth round, he w-as leading b3' two 3-ards. Half the race had
then been run. Time, ten minutes and thirty-three seconds.
Towards the end of the ninth round, the pace slackened a little ; and
Delamayn was in front again. H e kept ahead, until the opening of the
eleventh round. At that pomt, Fleetwood flung up one hand in the air
•with a gesture of triumph ; and bounded past Delamayn with a shout of
" Hoora,y for the North! " The shout was echoed b3' the spectators. I n
proportion as the exertion began to tell upon the men, so the excitement
steadUy rose among the people looldng at them.
At the twelfth round,' Fleetwood w-as leading by six yards. Cries of
hiuniph rose among the adherents of the North, met by counter-cries of
defiance from the South. At the next turn, Delama3'n resolutely lessened
the distance between his antagonist and himseff'. At the opemng of tho
fom-teenth round, they were ruiiMiig side by side. A few yards more,
and Delamajm was m front again, amid a roar of applause from the
whole pubhc voice. Yet a few yards further, and Fleetwood neared
him; passed h i m ; dropped behind agam; led again; and was passed
again at the end of the round. The excitement rose to its highest pitch,
as the runners—gasping for breath ; with dark-flushed faces, and heaving
breasts—alternately passed and re-passed each other. Oaths were heard
now as weU as cheers. Women turned pale, and men set thefr teeth,
as the last round but one began.
At the openmg of it, Delamayn was still iu advance. Before six
yards more had been covered Fleetwood betrayed the purpose of his
runmng in the previous round, and electrified the whole assembly, by
dasMng past his antagonist—for the first time in the race at the top of
his speecl. Everybody present could see, now, that Delamayn had been
aUow-ed to lead on sufferance—had been dexterously drawn on to put
out Ms whole power—and had then, and not tiff then, been se.riously
deprived of the lead. H e made another effort, with a desperate resolutioii
that roused the public enthusiasm to frenzy. WhUe the voices were
roaring; wMle the hats and handkerchiefs were wa^vmg round the
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course : whffe the actual event of the race was, for one supreme moment
stiU in doubt—Mr. SpeedweU caught Sir Patrick by the arm.
" Prepare yourself! " he wMspered, " It's all over."
As the words passed Ms Hps, Delamayn swerved on the path. Hia
tiamer dashed water over him. H e ralUed, and ran another step or
two—swerved agam—staggered—Hfted his arm to his mouth with a
hoarse cry of rage—fastened Ms own teeth in his flesh like a •wUd beast
—and feU senseless on the course.
A Babel of sounds arose. The cries of alarm in some places,
minghng with the shouts of triumph from the backers of Fleetw-ood in
others—as their man ran Hghtly on, to win the now uncontested race.
Not the enclosure only, but the course itself, was mvaded by the crowd.
I n the midst of the tumult, the faUen man was drawn on to the grass—>
with Mr. SpeedweU and the tramer's doctor m attendance on him. At
the terrible moment when the surgeon laid his hand on the heart,
Fleetwood passed the spot—a passage bemg forced for him through the
people by his fiiends and the police—running the sixteenth and last
round of the race.
H a d the beaten man faulted under it, or had he died imder it?
Everybody waited, with their eyes riveted on the surgeon's hand.
The sm-geon looked up from him, and caUed for water to throw over
his face, for brandy to put into his mouth. H e was coming to Hfe again
—he had survived the race. The last shout of applause which hailed
Fleetwood's victory, rang out as they lifted him from the ground to carry
him to the'pavilion. Sir Patrick (admitted at Mr. Speedwell's request)
was the one stranger aUowed to pass the doors. At the moment when
he was ascending the steps, some one touched his arm. I t w-as Captain
Newenden.
" Do the doctors answer for his life ? " asked the Captain. " I can't
get my niece to leave the ground till she is satisfied of that."
Mr. SpeedweU heard the question, and replied to it briefly from the
top of the pa-viUon steps.
" For the present—yes," he said.
The Captain thanked him, and disappeared.
They entered the pavilion. The necessary restorative measures
were taken, under Mr. Speedwells directions. There the conquered
athlete lay : outwardly an inert mass of strength, formidable to look at,
even in its fall; inwardly, a weaker creature, in all that constitutes -vital
force, than the fly that buzzed oil the wmdow-pane. By slow degrees
the fluttermg Iffe came back. The sun was settmg; and the evenmg
light was beginnmg to fail. Mr. Speedwell beckoned to Perry to foUow
him into an unoccupied comer of the room.
" In half an hour or less, he wUl be well enough to be taken homo.
Where are his fiiends ? H e has a brother—hasn't he ? "
" His brother's m Scotland, sir."
" His father ? "
Perry scratched his head. " From all I hear, air, he and his father
don't agree."
Mr. SpeedweU applied to Sir Patrick.
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" Do you know anything of Ms famUy affairs ? "
"Very Httle. I believe what the man has told you to be the truth.'
" Is his mother Hving ? "
" Yes."
" I wiU write to her myself I n the meantime, soniebod3r must -fake
liim home. H e has plenty of friends here. Where are they ? "
He looked out of the •wmdow as he spoke. A throng of people had
gathered round the pavilion, waiting to hear the latest news. Mr.
Speedwell dfrected Perry to go out and search among them for any
friends of his employer whom he might laiow by sight. Perry hesitated,
and scratched his head for the second time.
" What are you waiting for ? " asked the surgeon, sharpty. " You
know his fiiends by sight, don't you ? "
" I don't think I sliaU find them outside," said Perry.
" Why not ? "
" They backed him heavily, sir—and they have aU lost."
Deaf to tlus iinanswerable reason for the absence of friends, Mr.
SpeedweU insisted on sending Perry out to search amongst the persons
who composed the crowd. The trainer returned with Ms report. " You
were right, sir. There are some of his fiiends outside. They want to
see him."
" Let two or three of them in."
Three came hi. They stared at him. They uttered brief expressions
of pity, in slang. They said to Mr. SpeedweU, " W e w-anted to see him.
What is it—eh ? "
" It's a breakdown in his health."
'• Bad training ? "
" Athletic Sports."
" Oh ? Thank you. Good evening."
Mr. SpeedweU's ausw-er drove them out Hke a flock of sheep before a
dog. There was not even time to put the question to them as to who
was to take him home.
" I'll look after Mm, sir," said Perry. " You can trust me."
" I'U go too," added the trainer's doctor; " and see him littered down
for the night."
(The only two men who had " hedged " their bets, by privately backing
his opponent, were also the only two men who volunteered to take him
home!)
They went back to the sofa on which he was lying. His bloodshot
eyes were roUing hea-yily and vacantly about him, on the search for
sometMng. They rested on the doctor—and looked away again. They
turned to Mr. SpeedweU—and stopped, riveted on his face.
Tho
Burgeon bent over him, and said, " W h a t is it ? "
He answered with a thick accent, and labouring breath—uttering a
word at a time.
"Shall—I—die?"
" I hope not."
" Sure 9 "

"No."
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He looked round Mm again. This time, Ms eyes rested on the
tramer. Perry came forward.
" What can I do for you, sfr ? "
The reply came slowly as before.
" My-—coat—pocket."
"TMs one, sfr?"
" No."
" TMs ? "
" Yes. Book."
The tramer felt m the pocket, and produced a betting-book.
" What's to be done with this, sir ? "
" Read."
The trainer held the book before him ; open at the last two pages on
which entries had been made. He rolled his head impatiently, from
side to side of the sofa pUlow. It w-as plain that he was not yet
sufficientl5r recovered to be able to read what he had -i-vritten.
" Shall I read for you, sfr ? ''
"Yes."
The tramer read three entries, one after another, without result;
they had all been honestly settled. At the fourth, the prostrate man
said, " Stop !" This was the first of the entries which stUl depended
on a future event. It recorded the wager laid at Windygates, when
Geoffrey had backed himself (m defiance of the surgeon's opiMon) to
row in the University boat-race next spruig—and had forced Arnold
Brmkworth to bet agamst him.
" WeU, sir ? "What's to be done about tlus ? "
He coUected his strength for the effort; and answered by a word at
a time.
" Write—brother—JMius. Pay—Arnold—wms."
His Iffted hand, solemnly emphasizing what he said, dropped at Ms
side. He closed Ms e3-es ; and feU mto a heavy stertorous, sleep. Give
Mm his due. Scoundrel as he was, give Mm Ms due. The awful
moment when his Hfe was trembUng m the balance, found Mm true to
the last Hvmg faith left among the men of his tribe and time—the faith
of the bettmg-book.
Sfr Patrick and Mr. Speedwell qMtted the race-ground together;
Geoffrey lia^vmg been previously removed to his lodgmgs hard by.
They met Arnold Biinkworth at the gate. He had, by his own desire,
kept out of view among the crow-d ; and he decided on walMng back by
himself. The separation from Blanche had changed him in aU his
habits. He asked but tw-o favours, during the interval which was to
elapse before he saw his -wffe again—to be aUowed to bear it in his own
way, and to be left alone.
Reheved of the oppres.sion which had kept Mm sUent whUe the race
was m progress, Sfr Patrick put a question to the sm-geon as they di-ove
home, which had been in Ms mmd from the moment when Geoffrey
had lost the day.
" I hardly imderstand the anxiety you showed about Delamayn," ha
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^aid, " when you found that he had only fainted under the fatigue.
Was it something more than a common faintmg fit ? "
" It is useless to conceal it now," repHed Mr. SpeedweU. " He has
had a narrow escape fi-om a paralytic stroke."
" Was that what you dreaded, when you spoke to him at Wmdygates ? "
" That was what I saw in his face, when I gave him the warnmg.
I was right, so far. I was wrong in my estimate of the reserve of vital
power left m hun. When he dropped on the race-course, I firmly
beheved we should find hfrn a dead man."
" Is it hereditary paralysis ? His father's last illness was of that
sort."
Mr. SpeedweU smUed. " Hereditary paralysis ?" he repeated.
" "Why the man is (naturaUy) a phenomenon of health and strength—m
the prime of Ms Hfe. Hereditary paralysis might have found him out
thirty years hence. His rowmg and his running, for the last four
years, are alone answerable for w-hat has happened to-day."
Sir Patrick ventured on a suggestion.
" Surely," he said, " with your name to compel attention to it, you
ought to make tMs piibHc—as a warning to others? "
" It woMd be quite useless. Delamayn is far from being the first
man who has dropped at foot-racmg, under the cruel stress laid on the
rital organs. The public have a happy knack of forgettmg these
accidents. They would be quite satisfied, when they fomid the other
man (who happens to have got through it) produced as a sufficient
answer to me."
Anne SUvester's future was still dwelMig on Sir Patrick's mind.
His next mqiury related to the serious subject of Geoffi-ey's prospect of
recover3^ m the time to come.
" He will never recover," said Mr. Speedwell. " Paralysis is hanging over hun. How long he may live, it is impossible for me to say.
Much depends on himseff. In Ms condition, any new imprudence, any
riolent emotion, may Idll him at a moment's notice."
"If no accident happens," said Sir Patrick, " wUl he be sufficiently
himself agam to leave his bed, and go out ? "
" Certamly."
" He has an appomtment that I know of for Saturday next. Is it
likely that he wUl be able to keep it ? "
" Quite likely."
Sir Patrick said no more. Anne's face was before him again, at the
memorable moment when he had told her that she was Geoffrey's -wffe.

THE END OF THE THIRTEENTH SCENE.
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PORTLAND PLACE.

CHAPTER THE

FIFTY-FIRST.

A SCOTCH MARRIAGE.

I r was Saturday, the tlurd of October—the day on wiiich the assei-tion
of Arnold's marriage to Anne Silvester was to be put to the proof
'Towards two o'clock in the afternoon, Blanche and her stepmother
entered the drawing-room of Lady LuncHe's town-house in Portland
Place.
Smce the previous evening, the weather had altered for the worse.
The rain, which had set m from an early hour that morMng, still fell.
Viewed from the drawmg-room windows, the desolation of Portland
Place m the dead season wore its aspect of deepest gloom. The dreary
opposite houses were aU shut up ; the black mud was inches deep in
the roadway ; the soot, floatmg in tmy black particles, mixed with the
faUing ram, and heightened the dfr-ty obscurity of the rising mist. Foot
passengers and vehicles, succeeding each other at rare mtervals, left
great gaps of sUence absolutely unmterrupted by sound. Even the
grmders of organs were mute ; and the wandering dogs of the street
were too wet to bark. Looldng back, from the view out of Lady Lundie's
state windows to the -view in Lady Lundie's state room, the melancholy
that reigned without was more than matched by the melancholy that
reigned -withm. The house had been shut up for the season: it had not
been considered necessary, durmg its mistress's brief visit, to disturb
the existing state of things. Coverings of dim brown hue shrouded the
furnitm-e. The chandeUers hung invisible in enormous bags. The silent
clocks hybernated under extinguishers dropped over them two months
since. 'The tables drawn up in corners—loaded with ornaments at
other times—had nothmg but pen, uik, and paper (suggestive of the
coming proceedmgs) placed on them now. The smell of the house was
musty ; the voice of the house was stiU. One melancholy maid haunted
the bedrooms upstairs, Hke a ghost. One melancholy man, appomted
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{0 admit the -visitors, sat soHta,i-y in the lower regions—the last of the
flunkies, moMdermg in an extinct servants' haU. Not a word passed,
in the drawing-room, between Lady Lundie and Blanche. E a c h waited
the appearance of the persons concerned m the coming inqufry, absorbed
in her own thoughts. Their situation at the moment was a solemn
bmlesque of the situation of two ladies who are givmg an evenmg party,
and who are waitmg to receive thefr- guests. Did neither of them see
this ? Or seemg it, did they shrink from aclmowledgmg it ? I n similar
positions, who does not s h r m k ? 'The occasions are many on which we
have excellent reason to laugh when the tears are m our eyes; but only
chUdren are bold enough to foUow the impulse. So strangely, in human
existence, does the mockery of what is serious nimgle with the serious
reahty itseff, that nothing but our own self-respect preserves our gravity
at some of the mo-.t important emergencies in our lives. The two ladie^s
waited the coming ordeal together gravely, as became the occasion.
The silent maid fUtted noiseless upstairs.
The silent man waited
motioMess m the lov.rer regions. Outside, the street was a desert. Inside,
the house was a tomb.
The clim-ch clocks struck the hour. Two.
At the same moment, the first of the persons concerned in the investigation arrived.
Lady Lundie w-aited composedly for the opening of the cfra-wingroom door. Blanche started, and trembled. W a s it Arnold ? W a s it
Anne?
The door opened—and Blanche composed herself again. The first
arrival was only Lady Lundie's solicitor—invited to attend the jn-oceedings on her ladysMp's behalf. H e was one of that large class of
purely mechanical and perfectly mediocre persons connected with the
practice of the law, wiio v/iU probably, in a more advanced state of
science, be superseded by machiner3-. H e made himself useful in altering the arrangement of the tables and chairs, so as to keep the contenduig parties efl'ectually separated from each other. H e also entreated
Lady LuncHe to bear ui nund that he knew nothmg of Scotch law, and
that he was there in the capacity of fiiend only. This done, he sat
down, and looked out with silent mterest at the rain—as if it was an
operation of Nature which he had never had an opportimity of mspecthig before.
The next knock at the door heralded the arrival of a visitor of a
totally different order. The melancholy man-servant announced. Captain
Newenden.
Possibly, in deference to the occasion; possibly, in defiance of the
weather, the Capitain had taken another backward step towards the days
of his youth. H e was painted and padded, wigged and dressed, to
represent the abstract idea of a male human being of five-and-twenty, in
robust health. There might have been a Uttle stiffness m the region
of the waist, and a slight want of firmness in the eyeUd and the chin.
Other^wise, there w-as the fiction of five-and-twenty, founded in appearance on the fact of five-and-thfrty—with the truth mvisible behmd it,
oonntmg seventy years! Wearing a flower in his button-hole, and
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carrying a jaunty Httle cane in Ms hand—brisk, rosy, smUing, perfumed
— the Captain's appearance brightened the dreary room. I t was
pleasantly suggestive of a mornmg -visit from an idle young man. Ho
appeared to be a Httle surprised to find Blanche present on the scene of
approacMng conffict.
Lady Lundie thought it due to herself to explam.
" My stepdaughter is here, in dfrect defiance of my entreaties and
my advice. Persons may present themselves whom it is, in my opinion,
improper that she should see. Revelations will take place which no
3'Oung woman, in her position, should hear. She insists on it, Captam
Newenden—and I am obUged to submit."
The Captain sMugged his shoulders; and showed Ms beautifM
teeth.
Blanche was far too deeply interested in the conung ordeal to care
to defend herself: she looked as ff she had not even heard what her
stepmother had said of her. The soHcitor remamed absorbed m the
interestmg view of the falHng rain. Lady LuncHe asked after Mrs
Glenarm. The Captam, hi reply, described his Mece's anxiety ab
somethuig—something—something, in short, only to be hidicated by
shakhig Ms ambro«ial curls and wa-vmg his jaunty cane. Mrs. Delamayn was sta3ing with her, untU her uncle returned with the news.
And where was JuHus? Detamed in Scotland by election business. And
Lord and L a d y Holchester ? Lord and Lady Holchester knew nothing
about it.
There was another knock at the door. Blanche's pale face turned
paler stiU. W a s it Ai-nold? W a s it A n n e ? After a longer delay
than usual, the servant announced—Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn, and
Mr. Moy.
Geoffrey, slowly entermg first, saluted the two ladies m sUence, and
noticed no one else. The London solicitor, withdrawing himself for a
moment from the absorbmg prospect of the rain, pomted to the places
reserved for the new coiner and for the legal adviser whom he had
brought -with liim. Geoffrey seated himself, without so much as a glance
round the room. Leanmg his elbows on his knees, he vacantly traced
patterns on the carpet -^vitli Ms clumsy oaken waUdng-stick. StoUd
mdifference expressed itself in Ms lowermg brow and Ms loosely-hanging mouth. The loss of the race, and the cfr-cumstances accompanying
it, appeared to have made him duller than usual and hea-vier than usual
—aiicl that was aU.
Captain Newenden, approaching to speak to Mm, stopped haff-way,
hesitated, thought better of it—and addressed himself to Mr. Moy.
Geoflrey's legal adviser—a Scotchman of the ruddy, ready, and
convivial t3rpe—cordiaUy met the advance. H e announced, m reply to
the Captain's inqufry, that the witnesses (Mrs. Inchbare and Bishopriggs) were waitmg below untff they were wanted, m the housekeeper's
room. H a d there been any difficulty M findmg them ? Not the least.
Mrs. Inchbare was as a matter of course at her hotel. Inquuies being
set on foot for Bishopriggs, it appeared that he and the landlady had
come to an understandmg, and that he had returned to his old post of
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head waiter at the inn. The Captain and Mr. Moy kept up the conversation between them, thus begun, with unflagging ease and spirit.
Thefrs were the only voices heard, m the trying interval that elapsed
before the next knock was heard at the door.
At last it came. There could be no doubt now as to the persons who
might next be expected to enter the room. Lady Lundie took her stepdaughter firmly by the hand. She w-as not sure of wiiat Blanche's first
impulse might lead her to do. For the first time in her Hfe, Blanche
left her hand wUlmgly m her stepmother's grasp.
The door opened; and they came in.
Sir Patrick Lundie entered first, with Anne SUvester on his arm.
Arnold Brmkworth foUowed them.
Both Sir Patrick and Anne bowed in silence to the persons
assembled. Lady Lundie ceremoniously returned her brother-iE-la,Vir's
salute—and pointecUy abstamed from noticmg Anne's presence in tho
room. Blanche never looked up. Arnold advanced to her, with his
hand held out. Lady Lundie rose, and motioned Mm back, " Not yet,
Mr. Brmkworth! " she said, m her most quietly mercUess manner.
Arnold stood, heedless of her, looldng at his wffe. His wffe lifted her
eyes to Ms : the tears rose m them on the instant. Arnold's dark complexion turned ashy pale under the effort that it cost Mm to command
himseff. " I won't distress you," he said, gently—and turned back agam
to the table at which Sir Patrick and Anne were seated together apart
from the rest, Sfr Patrick pressed his hand in sUent approval.
The one person wiio took no part, even as spectator, m the events
that foUowed the appearance of Sir Patrick and Ms companions in the
room—was Geoffrey. The only change visible in him, was a change in
the handling of Ms waUdng-stick. Instead of tracmg patterns on the
carpet, it beat a tattoo. For the rest, there he sat with his heavy head
on Ms breast and Ms brawny arms on his knees—weary of it by anticipation, before it had begun.
Sfr- Patrick broke the sUence. He addressed himseff to his sisterin-law.
" Lady Lundie, are aU the persons present whom you expected to
see here to-day ? "
The gathered venom in Lady Lundie seized the opportimity of
planting its first sting.
" AU whom I expected are here," she answered. " And more than I
expected," she added, with a look at Anne.
The look was not returned—was not even seen. From the moment
when she had taken her place by Sir Patrick, Anne's eyes had rested on
Blanche. They never moved—they never for an instant lost their
tender sadness—when the w-oman who hated her spoke. AU that was
beautffM and true in that noble nature, seemed to find its one sufficient
encouragement m Blanche. As she looked once more at the sister of
the mfforgotten days of old, its native beauty of expression shone out
again m her worn and weary face. Every man in the room (but
Geoffi-ey) looked at her; and every man (but Geoffrey) felt for her.
Sfr Patrick addressed a second question to his sister-m-law.
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" I s there any one here to represent the mterests of Mr. Geoffrey
Delamayn ? " he asked.
Lady Lunelle referred Sir Patrick to Geoffi-ey himseff. Without
looldng up, Geoffrey motioned m t l i his big brown hand to Mr. INIoy,
sitting by his side.
Mr. Moy (holding the legal rank in Scotland, which corresponds to
the rank held by solicitors in England) rose and bowed to Sfr- Patrick,
with the courtesy due to a man eminent in Ms time at the Scottish Bar.
" I represent Mr. Delamayn," he said. " I congratulate myself, Sir
Patrick, on having your abiUty and experience to appeal to in the
Konduct of the pendmg inqufry."
Sfr Patrick returned the compMnent as well as the bow.
" I t is I who should learn from you," he answered. " / h a v e had
time, Mr. Moy, to forget what I once knew."
Lady Lunelle looked fi-om one to the other, with unconcealed
impatience, as these formal coiutesies were exchanged between the
lawyers. " AUow me to remind you, gentlemen, of the suspense that
we are suffering, at tlus end of the room," she said. " And permit me
to ask when you propose to begm ? "
Sfr Patrick looked in-vitmgly at Mr. Moy—Mr. Moy looked invitingly
at Sfr Patrick. More formal courtesies ! a pohte contest this time as to
which of the two learned gentlemen should permit the other to speak
first! Mr. Moy's modesty pro-vmg to be qiute immovable, Sfr Patrick
ended it, by opening the proceedmgs.
" I am here," he said, " t o act on behalf of my friend, Mr. Arnold
Brinkworth. I beg to present him to 3'Ou, ]\Ir. Mo3^, as the husband of
my niece—to whom he w-as lawfiill3- married on the seventh of September
last, at the Chui-ch of Samt Margaret, in the parish of Haw-ley, Kent.
I have a copy of the marriage-certificate here—if you wish to look at it."
Mr. Moy's modesty decHned to look at it.
" Quite needless, Sir P a t r i c k ! I admit that a mai-riage-cereinon3'
took place on the date named, between the persons named: but I
contend that it w-as not a vaUcl marriage. I say, on behaff of my chent
here present (]Mr. Geoffre3'Delamayn), that JNIr. Arnold Brmkworth was
married at a date prior to the seventh of September last—namely, on the
fourteenth of August in this year, and at a place called Craig Fernie, in
Scotland—to a lady named Anne SUvester, now livmg, and present
among us (as I understand) at tMs moment."
Sir Patrick presented Anne. " This is the lady, Mr. Moy."
Mr. Moy bowed, and made a suggestion. " To save needless
formaHties, Sir Patrick, shall we take the question of identity as established on both sides ? "
Sir Patrick agreed with Ms learned fiiend. Lady Lundie opened
and shut her fan m undisguised impatience. The London soHcitor w-as
deeply mterested. Captahi Newenden, taking out his handkercMef, and
using it as a screen, yawned behmd it to his heart's content. Sir Patrick
resumed.
" You assert the prior marriage," he said to his coUeague. " I t rests
with you to begin."
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Mr. Moy cast a prelinunary look round him at the persons
assembled.
" The object of our meeting here," he said," is, if I am not mistaken,
of a twofold nature. I n the first place, it is thought desfrable, by a
person who has a special interest in the issue of this inquiry" (he
glanced at the captain—the captam suddenly became attentive) " to put
my client's assertion, relating to Mr. Brinkworth's marriage, to the
proof. I n the second place, w-e are aU equally desirous—whatever
differences of opinion may otherwise exist—to make this mformal
inqmry a means, ff possible, of avoiding the painful pubhcity which
would resMt from an appeal to a Court of Law."
At those words, the gathered venom in Lady Lundie planted its
second stmg—under cover of a protest addressed to Mr. Moy.
" I beg to mform you, sir, on behalf of my stepdaughter," she said,
"that we have nothing to dread from the widest pubhcity. W e consent
to be present at, w-hat you call, ' this mformal inqiury,' reserving our
right to carry the matter beyond the four walls of this room. I am not
referrmg now to Mr. Brinkworth's chance of clearing himself from an
odious suspicion which rests upon Mm, and upon another Person present.
That is an after-matter. The object immediately before us—so far as a
woman can pretend to understand it—is to establish my stepdaughter's
right to call Mr. Brinkworth to account in the character of Ms wife. If
the result, so far, fails to satisfy us in that particular, we shall not
hesitate to appeal to a Court of Law." She leaned back in her chafr,
and opened her fan^ and looked round her with the air of a woman who
caUed society to witness that she had done her duty.
An expression of pain crossed Blanche's face w-liUe her stepmother
was speaMng. Lady Limdie took her hand for the second time.
Blanche resolutely and pomtedly withdrew it—Sir Patrick noticing the
action with special interest. Before Mr. Moy could say a word in
answer, Arnold centred the general attention on himself, by suddenly
interfering in the proceedings. Blanche looked at Mm. A bright
flush of colour appeared on her face—and left it again. Sir Patrick
noted the change of colour—and observed her more attentively than
ever. Arnold's letter to his wffe, with time to help it, had plamly
shaken her ladyship's influence over Blanche.
" After what Lady Lundie has said m my wffe's presence," Arnold
bm-st out, in his straightforward, boyish way, " I think I ought to be
ahow-ed to say a word on my side. I only want to explain how it was I
came to go to Craig FerMe at aU—and I chaUenge Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn to cleny it, if he can."
Ills voice rose at the last words; and his eyes brightened with
indignation as he looked at Geofi'rey.
Mr. Moy appealed to Ms learned friend.
" With submission. Sir Patrick, to your better judgment," he said,
" this young gentleman's proposal seems to be a Httle out of place, at the
present stage ofthe proceedings."
" Pardon me," answered Sir Patrick. " You li.ive 3-ourself described
the proceedings as representmg an informal inquiry. An mformal pro-

366

MAN AND WIPE.

posal—with submission to your better judgment, Mr. Moy—is hardly out
of place imder those cfrcumstances, is it ? "
Mr. Moy's mexhaustible modesty gave way, without a struggle.
The answer wMcli he received had the effect of puzzUng Mm, at the
outset of the mvestigation. A man of Sir Patrick's experience must
have known that Arnold's mere assertion of Ms o-wn innocence coMd be
productive of nothing but useless delay m the proceedmgs. And yet he
sanctioned that delay. W a s he privately on the watch for any accidental
circumstance which might help Mm to better a case that he knew to be
a bad one ?
Permitted to speak, Arnold spoke. The unmistakeable accent of
truth was m every word that he uttered. H e gave a fafrly coherent
account of events, fi-om the time when Geoffrey had clauned his assistance at the lawm-party, to the time when he foimd himseff at the door of
the m n at Craig FerMe. There Sir Patrick interfered, and closed his
Hps. H e asked leave to appeal to Geoffrey to confirm him. Sir Patrick
amazed Mr. Moy by sanctioning this fr-regiUarity also. Arnold sternly
addressed hunself to Geoffrey.
" Do you deny that what I have said is true ? " he asked.
Mr. Moy cUd his duty by his cHent. " You are not bound to answer,"
he said, " unless you wish it yourseff."
Geoffrey slowly Hfted Ms hea-vy head, and confronted the man whom
he had betrayed.
" I deny every word of it," he answered—with a stolid defiance of
tone and manner.
" Have we had enough of assertion and counter-assertion, Sir
Patrick, by tlus time ? " asked Mr. Moy, with undimmished poHteness.
After first forcing Arnold—with some Httle difficulty—to control
Mmseff, Sfr Patrick raised Mr. Moy's astoMshment to the culminating
point. For reasons of his owm, he deternuned to strengthen the favourable impression wMch Arnold's statement had plainly produced on his
wffe, before the mqufry proceeded a step farther.
" I must throw myseff on your mdulgence, Mr. Moy," he said. " I
have not had enough of assertion and counter-assertion, even yet."
Mr. Moy leaned back in Ms chair, w-ith a mixed expression of
bewUderment and resignation. Either his coUeagne's intellect was in a
failing state—or Ms colleague had some purpose in -view which had not
openly asserted itseff yet. H e began to suspect that the right reading of
the riddle was involved in the latter of these two alternatives. Instead
of entermg any fresh protest, he wisely w-aited, and w-atched.
Sir Patrick went on imblushmgly, from one irregiUarity to another.
" I request Mr. Mo3''s permission to revert to the aUeged marriage
on the fourteenth of August, at Craig Fernie," he said. " Arnold
Brmkworth ! answer for yourseff, m the presence of the persons here
assembled. I n aU that you said, and aU that you did, wiiUe you were at
the inn, were you not solely mfluenced by the -wish to make Miss
SUvester's position as Httle painful to her as possible, and by anxiety to
carry out the mstructions given to you by Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn ' IB
that the whole truth ^ "
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"That is the whole truth, Sfr Patrick."
" On the day when you went to Craig Fernie, had you not, a few
hours previously, applied for my permission to marry my niece ? "
" I appHed for 3rour permission, Sfr Patrick; and you gave
it me."
I
" From the moment when you entered the inn to the moment when
you left it, were you absolutely innocent of the sUghtest mtention to
marry Miss Silvester ? "
" No such thmg as the thought of marrjing Miss SUvester ever
entered my head."
" And this you say, on your word of honour as a gentleman ? "
" On my word of honour as a gentleman."
Sfr Patrick turned to Anne.
" Was it a matter of necessity. Miss SUvester, that you should appear
In the character of a married woman—on the foiuteenth of August last,
at the Craig Fernie inn ? "
Anne looked away from Blanche for the first time. She repUed to
Sir Patrick quietly, readUy, firmly—Blanche lookmg at her, and HsteMng
to her with eager mterest.
" I went to the inn alone. Sir Patrick. The landlady refused, in the
plainest terms, to let me stay there, unless she was first satisfied that I
was a married woman."
" Which of the two gentlemen did you expect to join you at the inn—
Mr. Arnold Brinkworth ? or Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn? "
" Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn."
" Wlien Mr. Arnold Brmkworth came in Ms place, and said what was
necessary to satisfy the scruples of the lancUadj^ you understood that he
wai3 actmg in your mterests, fi-om motives of kmdness only, and under
the instructions of Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn ? "
" I understood that; and I objected as strongly as I could to
Mr. Brinkworth placmg himseff in a false position on my account."
" Did your objection proceed from any knowledge of the Scottish law
of marriage, and of the position in w-Mch the pecuHarities of that law
nught place Mr. Brmkworth ? "
" I had no knowledge of the Scottish law. I had a vague dishke
and dread of the deception which Mr. Brinkworth was practising on
the people of the mn. And I feared that it might lead to some
possible mismterpretation of me on the part of a person whom I dearly
loved."
" That person bemg my niece ? "
" Yes."
" You appealed to Mr. Brinkw-orth (knowing of his attachment to
my niece), in her name, and for her sake, to leave you to shift for yourseff?"
" I did."
" As a gentleman who had given Ms promise to help and protect a
lady, m the absence of the person whom she had depended on to join her,
he refused to leave you to shift for yourseff? "
" Unhappily, he refused on that account."
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" From first to last, you were absolutely mnocent of the shghtest
intention to marry Mr. Brmkworth ? "
•' I answer. Sir Patrick, as Mr. Brmkworth has answered. No such
tlung as the thought of marrying hun ever entered my head."
" And this you say, on your oath as a Christian w-oman ? "
" On my oath as a Christian woman."
Sir Patrick looked round at Blanche. H e r face was Mdden in her
hands. H e r stepmother was vainly appealing to her to compose
herseff.
I n the moment of silence that foUowed, Mr. Moy interfered in the
interests of Ms cHent.
" I waive my claim. Sir Patrick, to put any questions on my side. I
merely desfre to remind you, and to remind the company present, that
aU that we have just heard is mere assertion—on the part of two persons
strongly interested in extricating themselves from a position which fatally
compromises them both. The marriage wiuch they deny, I am now
waitmg to prove—not by assertion, on m3^ side, but by appeal to competent witnesses."
After a brief consultation with her own soHcitor, Lady Lundie followed
Mr. Moy, in stronger language stUl.
" I wish you to understand, Sfr Patrick, before 3'ou proceed any
farther, that I shall remove my stepdaughter from the room, ff any more
attempts are made to harrow her feeHngs and mislead her judgment. I
want w-ords to express my sense of this most cruel and unfair wa3' of
conductmg the inqiury."
The London law3-er foUowed, stating his professional approval of
his cHent's -view. "As her ladysMp's legal adviser," he said " I support
the protest which her ladyship has just made,"
Even Captain Newenden agreed in the general disapproval of Sir
Patrick's conduct. " H e a r ! hear," said the captain, when the lawyer
had spoken. " QMte right. I must say qiute right."
Apparently impenetrable to all due sense of his position, Sfr Patrick
addressed Mmself to Mr. Moy, as ff notlung had happened.
" Do you wish to produce your witnesses at once? " he asked. " I
have not the least objection to meet your -views—on the understanding
that I am permitted to return to the proceedings as interrupted at this
pomt."
Mr. Moy considered. The adversary (there coiffd be no doubt of it
by this time) had something in reserve—and the adversary had not yet
siiow-n Ms hand. I t was more immediately important to lead Mm into
domg this, than to insist on rights and privileges of the purely formal
sort. Nothing could shake the strength of the position which Mr. Moy
occupied. The longer Sfr- Patrick's irregularities delayed the proceedings, the more irresistibly the plain facts of the case would assert themselves—with all the force of contrast—out of the mouths of the witnesses
who were in attendance downstairs. H e determined to wait.
" ReservMg my right of objection, Sir Patrick," he answered, " I beg
you to go on."
To the surprise of everybody, Sfr Patrick addressed himself dfrectly
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to Blanche—quotuig the language in which Lady Lundie had spoken to
him, with perfect composure of tone and manner.
" You know me well enough, my dear," he said, " to be assured that
I am incapable of wUlingly harrowing your feelings or niisleailing your
judgment. I have a question to ask you, wiiich you can ausixer or not,
entfrely as you please."
Before he coMd put the question, there was a momentary contest
between Lady Lundie and her legal adviser. Silencing her lad3-sliip
(not without difficiUt3'), the London lawyer interposed. H e also begged
leave to reserve the right of objection, so far as AM chent was concerned.
Sfr Patrick assented by a sign, and proceeded to put his question to
Blanche.
" You have heard what Arnold Brinkworth has said, and what Miss
Silvester has said," he resumed. " The husband who loves you, and the
sisterly friend who loves you, have each made a solemn declaraiioii.
Recall your past experience of both of them; remember what they
have just said; and now teU me—do you beUeve they have spoker
falsely ? "
Blanche answered on the instant.
" I beheve, uncle, they have spoken the t r u t h ! "
Both the lawyers registered their objections. Lady Lundie made
another attempt to speak : and was stopped once more—tMs time by
Mr. Moy as weU as by her own adviser. Sir Patrick went on.
" Do you feel any doubt as to the entire propriety of your husband's
conduct and your friend's conduct, now you have seen them and heard
them, face to face ? "
Blanche answered again, with the same absence of reserve.
" I ask them to forgive me," she said. " I believe I have done them
both a great wrong."
She looked at her husband first—then at Anne. Arnold attempted
to leave his chair. Si& Patrick firmly restrained him. " W a i t ! " he
whispered. " You don't know what is coming." Having said that, he
turned towards Anne. Blanche's look had gone to the heart of the
faithful woman who loved her. Anne's face w^as turned away—the tears
were forcing themselves through the worn weak hands that tried vainly
to hide them.
The formal objections of the lawyers were registered once more. Sir
Patrick addressed himself to his niece for the last time.
" You beUeve what Arnold Brinkworth has said ; you beUeve what
Miss Silvester has said. You know that not even the thought of
marriage was in the mind of either of them, at the inn. You know—
whatever else may happen in the future—that there is not the most
remote possibiUty of either of them consentmg to acknowledge that they
ever have been, or ever can be, Man and Wife. I s that enough for
you ? Are you wUling, before this inquiry proceeds any farther, to take
your husband's h a n d ; to return to 3'our husband's protection; and to
leave the rest to me—satisfied with my assurance that, on the facts as
they happened, not even the Scotch Law can prove the monstrous
assertion of the marriage at Craig Fernie to be true ! "
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Lady Lundie rose. Both the law-yers rose. Arnold sat lost in
astonishment. Geoffi-ey himself—brutishly careless thus far of all that
had passed—Iffted his head with a sudden start. I n the midst of the
profound impression thus produced, Blanche, on whose decision the
whole future course of the mqiury now turned, answered in these
words:
" I hope you w-Ul not tlunk me ungratefiU, uncle, I am sure that
Arnold has not, kno-wingly, done me any -(vrong. But I can't go back
to him, untU I am first certain that I am his wife."
Lady Lundie embraced her stepdaughter, with a sudden outburst of
affection. " My dear child ! " exclaimecl her ladysMp, fervently. " Well
done, my own deaa- cliUd! "
Sfr-Patrick's head di-opped on his breast. " Oh, Blanche ! Blanche ! "
Arnold heard liim whisper to Mmseff, "ff 3-011 oMy knew what you are
forcing me to ! "
Mr. Moy put in Ms w-ord, on Blanche's side of the question.
" I must most respectfull3r express my approval also of the course
wMcli the 3'Oung lady has taken," he said. " A more dangerous compromise than the compromise which we have just heard suggested, it is
difficult to imagine. W i t h all deference to Sfr Patrick Lundie, his
opiMon of the impossibUity of proving the marriage at Craig FerMe
remams to be confirmed as the right one. 1M3- ov/n professional opmion
is opposed to it. The opiMon of another Scottish lawyer (in Glasgow;
is, to my certain knowiedge, opposed to it. If the young lady had not
acted with a wisdom and courage which do her honour, she nught have
lived to see the day w-hen her reputation would have been destroyed,
and her children declared iUegitimate. W h o is to say that circumstances
may not happen in the future, which may force Mr. Brinkworth or Miss
SUvester—one or the other—to assert the very marriage which they
repudiate now? W h o is to say that mterested relatives (property being
concerned here), may not, in the lapse of years,«discoyer motives of their
ow-n for questioning the asserted marriage in Kent ? I acknowledge that
I envy the immense seff-confidence wluch emboldens Sfr Patrick to
ventm-e, w-hat he is w-iMng to venture upon Ms own individual ophiion
on an undecided point of law."
H e sat down, amid a murmur of approval, and cast a sHly-expectant
look at Ms defeated adversary. '• If that doesn't irritate him into showing Ms hand," thought Mr. Moy, " nothing will!"
Sir Patrick slowly raised his head.
'There w-as no irritation: there
y/as only distress in his face—when he spoke next.
" I don't propose, Mr Moy, to argue the point with you," he said,
gently. " I can understand that my conduct must necessarily appear
strange and even blameworthy, not in your eyes only, but m the eyes ol
others. My young friend here w-Ul teU you " (he looked towards Arnold)
" tiiat the view which you express as to the future peril involved m this
lase, was once the view in my mind too, and that in what I have done
thus far, I have acted in cUrect contradiction to advice wiiich I myseff
gave at no very distant period. Excuse me, if you please, from entering
(for the present at least) into the motive w-hich has influenced me from
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ihe time when I entered this room. My position is one of unexampled
responsibUity and of mdescribable distress. May I appeal to that state'nent to stand as m3'- excuse, ff I plead for a last extension of mdulgence
towards the last frregMarity of which I shall be gnUty, m connection
with these proceecHngs ? "
Lady Lundie alone resisted the unaffected and touchmg dignity
mth which those w-ords were spoken.
" We have had enough of irregMarity," she said, sternly. " I, for
one, object to more."
Sfr Patrick w-Mted patiently for Mr. Mo3''s reply. The Scotch la-wyer
and the EngHsh lawyer looked at each other—and understood each
other. Mr. IM03' answered for both.
" We don't presume to restrain you. Sir Patrick, by other limits
than those wluch, as a gentleman, 3-011 impose on yourself. Subject,"
added the cautious Scotchman, " to the right of objection w-Mch we
have afready reserved."
" Do you object to my spealdng to 3-our client ? " asked Sfr- Patrick.
" To Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn? "
" Yes."
AU eyes turned on Geoffre3^ H e w-as sitting haff-asleep, as it seemed
—with his heavy hands hanging Hstlessly over his knees, and his d i m
resting on the hooked handle of his stick.
Looldng tow-ards Anne, w-hen Sir Patrick pronounced Geoffrey's
name, Mr. Moy saw a change in her. She withdrew her hands fi-om
her face, and tiuned suddenly tow-ards her legal adviser. Was she in
the secret of the carefMly-concealed object at which Ms opponent had
been aimmg from the first ? JNlr. INlov- decided to put that doubt to the
test. H e invited Sir Patrick, by a gesture, to proceed. Sfr- Patrick
addressed himseff to Geoffrey.
" You are seriously mterested in this inqiury," he said, " and you
have taken no part in it yet. Take a part m it now. Look at this
lady."
Geoffi'ey never moved.
" I've seen enough of her afready," he said brutally.
" You may well be ashamed to look at her," said Sir Patrick, qiuetly.
" But you might have acknowledged it m fitter words. Carry yoiu
memory back to the fourteenth of August. Do 3^011 deny that you
promised to marry Miss SUvester privately at the Craig Fernie
inn ? "
" I object to that question," said Mr. Moy. " My chent is under no
sort of obUgation to answer it."
Geoffrey's rismg tem]ier—ready to resent an3ihmg-—resented his
adviser's mteiference. " I shall answer if 1 like," he retorted, uisolently.
He looked up for a moment at Sir Patrick, without movmg Ms chin
from the hook of his stick. Then he looked down again. " I do deny
it," he said.
" You deny that you have promised to marry i l i s s Silvester ? "
" Yes."
" I asked you just now to look at her
"
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" And I told you I had seen enough of her already."
" Look at me. I n my presence, and in the presence of the othei
persons here, do you deny that you owe this lad3% by your own solemn
engagement, the reparation of marriage ? "
Geoffrey Iffted Ms head. His eyes, after resting for an instant
oMy on Sfr- Patrick, turned, Httle by little; and, brightening slowly,
fixed themselves with a hideous, tigerish glare on Anne's face. " I
know what I owe her," he said.
The devouring hatred of his look was matched by the ferocious
vmdictiveness of his tone, as he spoke those words. I t was horrible to
see him ; it was horrible to hear hun. Mr. Moy said to lum in a wiiisper,
" Control yourself, or I wUl throw up your case."
Without answermg—without even Hstening—he lifted one of his
hands, and looked at it vacantly. H e w-hispered somethmg to himself;
and counted out what he was wMspermg, slowly, m di-visions of his own,
on three of Ms fingers m succession. H e fixed his eyes agam on Anne,
^vith the same devourmg hatred m thefr- look; and spoke (this time,
directly addressing himseff to her) -with the same ferocious vindictiveness in Ms tone. " But for 3-ou, I shoiUd be married to Mrs. Glenarm.
B u t for 3rou, I should be friends -ivitli my father. B u t for you, I slioiUd
have won the race. I loiow what I owe you." H i s loosel3'-lianging
hands stealthUy clenched themselves. His head sank agam on his
broad breast. H e sMd no more.
Not a soul moved—not a word was spoken. The same common
horror held them aU speechless. Anne's eyes turned once more on
Blanche. Anne's courage upheld her, even at that moment.
Sir Patrick rose. The strong emotion wluch he had suppressed
thus far, showed itseff plamly in Ms face—uttered itself plainly in Ms
voice.
" Come mto the next room," he said to Anne. " I must speak to
you instantly! "
Without noticmg the astouislunent that he caused; without paying
the smaUest attention to the remonstrances addressed to him by Ms
sister-in-law and by the Scotch law-yer, he took Anne by the a r n i ^
opened the folding doors at one end of the room—entered the room
beyond -with her—and closed the doors again.
Lady Lundie appealed to her legal adviser.
Blanche rose—
advanced a few steps—and stood in breathless suspense, looking at
the foldmg-doors. Arnold moved to speak to Ms wife. 'The captain
approached Mr.' Moy.
" W h a t does tlus mean ? " he asked.
M r . Moy answered, in strong agitation on his side.
" I t means that I have not been properly mstructed. Sir Patrick
Lundie has some e-vidence in his possession that seriously compronuses
Mr. Delamayn's case. H e has sluunk from producing it hitherto—he
finds^ himseff' forced to produce it now. How is it," asked the lawyer,
turning sternly on Ms client,^" that you have left me in the dark ? "
" I know nothing about it," answered Geoffrey, -without Hfting Ms
head.
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Lady Lundie signed to Blanche to stand aside, and advanced
towards the foldmg-doors. Mr. Moy stopped her.
" I ad-vise your ladyship to be patient. Interference is useless,
there."
" Am I not to mterfere, sir, m my own house ? "
" UMess I am entirely mistaken, madam, the end of the proceedings
in your house is at hand. You wUl damage your own interests by
interfermg. Let the end come."
Lady Lundie yielded, and returned to her place. They aU waited
in silence for the opening of the doors.
Sir Patrick Lundie and Anne Silvester were alone m the room.
He took from the breast-pocket of his coat, the sheet of note-paper
•which contamed Anne's letter, and Geoffrey's reply. H i s hand
trembled as he held i t ; Ms voice faltered as he spoke.
" I have done aU that can be done," he said. " I have left nothing
untried, to prevent the necessity of producing this."
" I feel your kindness gratefully. Sir Patrick. You must produce
it now."
The woman's calmness presented a strange and touclimg contrast
to the man's emotion. There was no shrinldng in her face, there was
no unsteacUness m her voice as she answered hfrn. H e took her hand.
T^wice he attempted to speak; and twice Ms own agitation overpowered
hun. H e offered the letter to her, in sUence.
In sUence, on her side, she put the letter away from her, wondermg
what he meant.
" Take it back," he said. " I can't produce i t ! I daren't produce
it! After what my own eyes have seen, after what my own ears have
heard, in the next room—as God is my witness, I daren't ask you to
declare yourseff Geoffi-ey Delamayn's wife ! "
She answered Mm in one word.
" Blanche!"
He shook his head impatiently.
" Not even in Blanche's mterests! Not even for Blanche's sake !
If there is any risk, it is a risk I am ready to run. I hold to my own
opimon. I believe my own view to be right. Let it come to an appeal
to the law ! I wUl fight the case, and win it."
" Are you sure of wmning it. Sir Patrick ? "
Instead of replying, he pressed the letter on her.
" Destroy it," he whispered. " A i d rely on my sUence."
She took the letter fi-om him.
" Destroy it," he repeated. " They may open the doors. They may
come in at any moment, and see it m your hand."
" I have somethmg to ask you. Sir Patrick, before I destroy it.
Blanche refuses to go back to her husband, unless she returns with the
certam assurance of being really his wffe. If I produce this letter she
may go back to him to-day. If I declare myseff Geoffrey Delamayn's
wife, i clear Arnold Brinkworth at once and for ever, of all suspicion
of bemg married to me. Can you, as certainly and effectually clear'
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him, in any other way ? Answer me that, as a man of honour speaking
to a woman who implicitly trusts him ! "
She looked lum fuU in the face. His eyes dropped before hers—
he made no reply.
" I am answered," she said.
W i t h those words she passed Mm, and laid her hand on the door.
H e checked her. The tears rose in his eyes, as he drew her gently
back mto the room.
" W h y shoMd we wait? " she asked.
" Wait," he answered, " as a favour to me."
She seated herseff cahMy m the nearest chair, and rested her head
on her hand, thinldng.
H e bent over her, and roused her—impatiently, almost angrUy. The
steady resolution m her face was terrible to him, when he thought of the
man in the next room.
" Take time to consider," he pleaded. " Don't be led away by your
own impMse. Don't act under a false excitement. NotMng bmds you
to tMs dreadful sacrifice of yourseff."
" Excitement! Sacrifice! " She smiled sadly as she repeated the
words. " Do you know, Su- Patrick, what I was thinking of a moment
smce?
Only of old times, when I was a Httle girl. I saw the
sad side of Hfe sooner than most children see it. My mother was
crueUy deserted. The hard marriage laws of this country were harder
on her than on me. She died broken-hearted. But one fiiend comforted her at the last moment, and pronused to be a mother to her cliUd.
I can't remember one unhappy day, m aU the after time when I lived
•with that faitMul woman and her Httle daughter—tUl the day that
parted us. She went away •with her h u s b a n d ; and I and the Httle
daughter were left behind. She said her last words to me. Her heart
was sinking under the dread of coming death. ' I pronused your
mother that you should be Hke my own chUd to me, and it qmeted her
mind. QMet my mind, Anne, before I go. Whatever happens m years
to come—pronuse me to be always, what you are now, a sister to
Blanche.' Where is the false excitement, Sfr Patrick, in old remembrances Hke these ? And how can there be a sacrifice m anything that
I do for Blanche ? "
She rose, and offered him her hand. Sir Patrick lifted it to Ms hps
in sUence.
" Come! " she said. " For both our sakes, let us not prolong tMs."
H e tm-ned aside Ms head. I t was no moment to let her see that
she had completely unmanned hfrn. She waited for him, -with her
hand on the lock. H e raUied Ms courage—he forced himseff to face
the horror of the situation calmly. She opened the door, and led the
way back into the other room.
Not a word was spoken by any of the persons present, as the two
returned to their places. The noise of a carriage passing in the street
v/as paiMuUy audible. The chance bangmg of a door m the lower
regions of the house made every one start,.
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Anne's sweet voice broke the dreary sUence.
" Must I speak for myseff. Sir Patrick ? Or wiU you (I ask it as a
last and greatest favour) speak for me ? "
" You msist on appealing to the letter in j^our hand ? "
" I am resolved to appeal to it."
" WUl notMng mduce you to defer the close of this inqmry—so far
as you are concerned—for four-and-twenty hours ? "
" Either you, or I, Sir Patrick, must say what is to ho said, and do
what is to be done, before we leave this room."
" Give me the letter."
She gave it to lum.
Mr. Moy wMspered to his client, " Do you know what that is? "
Geoffrey shook his head.
"Do you reaUy remember nothing about i t ? "
Geoffrey answered in one surly word, " Nothmg ! "
Sir Patrick addressed hhnself to the assembled company.
" I have to ask your pardon," he said, " for abruptly leaving the
room, and for obliging Miss SUvester to leave it with me. Everybody
present, except that man " (he pomted to Geoffrey), " wUl, I believe,
understand and forgive me, now that I am forced to make my conduct
the subject of the plamest and the fuUest explanation.
I sliaU
address that explanation, for reasons wMcli -wUl presently appear, to
my niece."
Blanche started.
" To me ! " she exclaimed.
" To you," Sfr Patrick answered.
Blanche turned towards Arnold, daunted by a vague sense of something serious to come. The letter that she had received from her
husband on her departure from H a m Farm, had necessarUy aUuded to
relations between Geofi'rey and Anne, of which Blanche had been
previously ignorant. W a s any reference coming to those relations ?
Was there somethmg yet to be disclosed wMcli Arnold's letter had not
prepared her to hear ?
Sir Patrick resumed.
" A short time since," he said to Blanche, " I proposed to you to
return to your husband's protection—and to leave the termmation
of tMs matter in my hands. You have refused to go back to him,
untU you are first certainly assured that you are Ms wffe. Thanks
to a sacrifice to your interests, and your happiness, on Miss Silvester's part—which I tell you frankly I have done my utmost to
prevent—I am in a position to prove positivel3- that Arnold Brinkworth was a single man, when he married you from my house
in Kent."
Mr. Moy's experience forewarned hmi of what was coming. H e
pointed to 'the letter in Sir Patrick's hand.
" Do you claim on a promise of marriage ? " he asked.
Sfr Patrick rejoined by putting a question on his side.
" Do you remember the famous decision at Doctors' Commons, which
BEtabUshed the marriage of Captain Dalrymple aiid Miss Gordon ? "
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Mr. Moy was answered.
" I understand you, Sir Patrick," he said.
After a moment's pause, he addressed Ms next w-ords to Anne.
" And, from the bottom of my heart, madam, I respect you."
I t was said -with a fervent sincerity of tone which wrought the
interest of the other persons, who w-ere stiU w-aitmg for enUghtenmeiit,
to the highest pitch. Lady Lundie and Captam Newenden whispered
to each other anxiously. Arnold turned pale. Blanche burst mto
tears.
Sir Patrick turned once more to his niece.
" Some Httle time since," he said, " I had occasion to speak to you
of the scandalous uncertainty of the marriage laws of Scotland. But
for that uncertamty (entirely without parallel in any other civUized
country in Europe), Arnold Brmkworth would never have occupied the
position in wMcfi he stands here to-day—and these proceedings would
never have taken place. Bear that fact in mind. I t is not only answerable for the miscMef that has been afready done, but for the far more
serious evU wluch is stUl to come."
Mr. Moy took a note.
Sir Patrick went on.
" Loose and reckless as the Scotch law is, there happens, however,
to be one case m wMch the action of it has been confirmed and settled
by the EngHsh Courts. A w-ritten pronuse of marriage exchanged
betw-een a man and woman, in Scotland, marries that man and w-oman
by Scotch law. An English Court of Justice (sittuig in judgment on
the case I have just mentioned to i l r . Moy) has pronounced that law
to be good—and the decision has since been confirmed by the supreme
authority of the House of Lords. Where the persons therefore—Hvmg
in Scotland at the time—have promised each other marriage m writing,
tliere is now no longer any doubt. They are certaiMy, and lawfully,
Man and Wffe."
Pie turned from his Mece, and appealed to Mr. Moy.
" Am I r i g h t ? "
" QMte right, Sfr Patrick, as to the facts. I own, however, that your
commentary on them surprises me. I have the Mghest opimon of our
Scottish marriage-law. A man who has betrayed a woman under a
promise of marriage, is forced by that law (in the interests of public
moraUty) to acknowledge her as his •^vife."
" The persons here present, Mr. i l o y , are now about to see the
moral merit of the Scotch law of marriage (as approved by England)
practically m operation before their ow-n eyes. They wUl judge for
themselves of the morality (Scotch or English) wluch first forces a
deserted woman back on the vUlam who has betrayed her, and then
virtuously leaves her to bear the consequences."
Witii that answer, he turned to Anne, and showed her the letter,
open in Ms hand.
" For the last time," he said, " do you insist on my appealing to
this?"
She rose, and bowed her head gravely.

A SCOTCH MARRIAGE.

377

" It is my distressing duty," said Sir Patricfi, " to declare, in this
lady's name, and on the faith of written promises of marriage exchanged
between the parties, then residing in Scotland, that she claims to be
now—and to have been, on the afternoon of the fourteenth of August
last—Mr. Geoffrey Delaina3m's wedded wife."
A cry of horror from Blanche, a low murmur of dismay from the
rest, foUowed the utterance of those words.
There was a pause of an instant.
Then Geoffi-ey rose slowly to Ms feet, and fixed Ms ej^es on the wife
who had claimed Mm.
The spectators of the terrible scene turned with one accord towards
the sacrificed woman. The look which Geoffrey had cast on her—the
words which Geoffrey had spoken to her—were present to all their
minds. She stood, waiting b3' Sir Patrick's side—her soft gray eyes
resting sacUy and tenderly on Blanche's face. To see that matclUess
courage and resignation, was to doubt the reahty of what had happened.
They were forced to look back at the man, to possess their minds Avitli
the truth.
The triumph of law and morality over him was complete. H e never
uttered a word. H i s furious temper was perfectly and fearfMl3- calm.
With the promise of merciless vengeance written m the De-vU's writing
on Ms De-vU-possessed face, he kept his eyes fixed on the hated woman
whom he had riuned—on the hated woman who was fastened to him as
his w-ife.
His la^^vyer went over to the table at which Sir Patrick sat. Sir
Patrick handed Mm the sheet of note-paper.
He read the two letters contained in it with absorbed and deUberate
attention. T h e moments that passed before he Iffted his head from his
reading seemed Hke hours.
" Can you prove the handwritings ? " he asked. " And prove the
residence ? "
Sir Patrick took u]i a second morsel of paper tying ready under Ms
hand.
" There are the names of persons who can prove the writing, and
prove the residence," he repUed, " One of your two witnesses below-Btau-s (otherwise useless) can speak to the hour at which Mr. Brinkworth arrived at the mn, and can so prove that the lady for whom he
asked was, at that moment, Mrs. Geoffrey Delaraayn. The endorsement
on the back of the note-paper, also referrmg to the question of time, is
in the handwriting of the same witness—to whom I refer you, wiien it
suits your convenience to question him."
" i wiU verffy the references. Sir Patrick, as a matter of form. I n
the meantime, not to uiterpose needless and vexatious delays, I am
bound to say that I cannot resist the evidence of the marriage."
Ilavincf replied in those terms, he addressed himself, with marked
respect and sympathy, to Anne.
" On tiie faith of the written prinnise of marriage exchanged between
you in Scotland,' he said, " you claim Mr. Geofirey Delamayn as your
husband ? "
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She steadffy repeated the words after Mm.
" I claim Mr. Geoffi-ey Delamayn as my husband."
Mr. Moy appealed to Ms client. Geoffrey broke sffence at last.
" I s it settled ? " he asked.
" To aU practical purposes, it is settled."
H e went on, stiff looldng at nobody but Anne.
" H a s the law of Scotland made her my wife ? "
" The law of Scotland has made her your wffe."
H e asked a thfrd and last question.
" Does the law teU her to go where her husband goes ? *'
" Yes."
H e laughed softly to liimseff, and beckoned to her to cross the
room to the place at wiiich he was standing.
She obeyed. At the moment wiien she took the first step to approach him. Sir Patrick caught her hand, and whispered to her, " Rely
on me ! " She gently pressed Ms hand, in token that she understood
lum, and advanced to Geofi're3^ At the same moment, Blanche rushed
between them, and flung her arms round Anne's neck.
" Oh, Anne ! Anne !"
An hysterical passion of tears choked her utterance. Anne gently
unwound the arms that clung round her—gently Hfted the head that
lay- helpless on her bosom.
" Happier days are coming, my love," she said. " Don't thmk of
me."
She kissed her—looked at her—Mssed her again—and placed her in
her husband's arms. Arnold remembered her parting words at Craig
Ferme, when they had wished each other good night. " You have not
befriended an ungratefM woman. The day may 3'et come w-hen I shall
prove it." Gratitude and admiration struggled m Mm which should
utter itseff flrst, and held him speechless.
She bent her head gently, in token that she understood him. Then
slie wrent on, and stood before Geoffi-ey.
" I am here," she said to Mm. " W h a t do you -wish me to do ? "
A Mdeous snule parted his liea\-y Hps. H e offered her Ms arm.
" Mrs. Geoffi-ey Delamayn," he said. " Come home."
The picture of the lonely house, isolated amid its high waUs; the
ill-omened figure of the dumb woman with the stony eyes and the savage
ways—the whole scene as Anne had pictured it to Mm but two days
since, rose -vivid as reahty before Sir Patrick's mind. " No ! " he cried
out, carried away by the generous impulse of the moment. " I t shall not
be!"
Geoffrey stood impenetrable—waitmg w-ith his offered arm. Pale
and resolute, she lifted her noble head—called back the courage wMcli
had faltered for an mstant—and took his arm.
H e led her to the door. " Don't let Blanche fret about me," she
said simply to Arnold as they went by. They passed Sfr- Patrick next.
Once more, Ms sympathy for her set every other consideration at defiance. H e started up to bar the way to Geoffrey. Geoffrey paused,
and looked at Sfr Patrick for the ffrst time.

A SCOTCH MARRIAGE.

379

" The law teUs her to go -with her husband," he said. " The law
forbids you to part Man and Wife."
True. •Absolutely, undeniably true. The law sanctioned the sacrifice
cf her, as unanswerably as it had sanctioned the sacrifice of her mother
before her. In the name of Morahty, let him take her ! I n the mterests
of Virtue, let her get out of it if she can !
Her husband opened the door. Mr. Moy laid his hand on Sir
Patrick's arm. Lacly Lundie, Captam Newenden, the London law-yer,
aU left their places ; mfluenced, for once, by the same mterest; feeling,
for once, the same suspense. Arnold followed them, supporting his
wife. For one memorable instant, Anne looked back at them all.
Then, she and her husband crossed the threshold. They descended
the stairs together. The opening and closmg of the house door w-as
heard. They were gone.
Done, in the name of IMorahty. Done, in the interest of Virtue,
Done, m an age of progress, and under the most perfect government OE
the face of the earth.

THE END OE THE FOURTEENTH 8CENK.
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Jfi&tnilj Sam.
HOLCHESTER HOUSE.

C H A P T E R T H E FIFTY-SECOND.
THE LAST CHANCE.
" H I S lordship is dangerously iU, sir. H e r ladyship can receive no
visitors."
" Be so good as to take that card to Lady Holchester. I t is
absolutely necessary that your mistress shoMd be made acquamted—
in the mterest of her younger son—with somethmg wluch I can only
mention to her ladyship herself."
The two persons spealdng were Lord Holchester's head servant, and
Sir Patrick Lundie. At that time, barely haff an hour had passed smce
the close of the proceedmgs at Portland Place.
The servant stiff hesitated, with the card in Ms hand. " I shall
forfeit my situation," he said, " ff I do it."
" You wUl most assuredly forfeit your situation, if you don't do it,"
returned Sfr Patrick. " I warn you plaiMy, tlus is too serious a matter
to be trifled with."
The tone in which those words were spoken, had its effect. The
man went upstairs with Ms message.
Sfr Patrick waited m the haff. Even the momentary delay of
entering one of the reception-rooms was more than he coMd endure at
that moment. Anne's happiness was hopelessly sacriflced already.
The preservation of her personal safety—which Sir Patrick firmly
beUeved to be m danger—was the one service which it was possible tV
render to her now. The perilous position in which she stood towards
her h u s b a n d — a s an immovable obstacle, while she Hved, between
Geoffirey and Mrs. Glenarm—was beyond the roach of remedy. But
it was stiff possible to prevent her from becoming the innocent cause of
Geoffiey's pecuMary n u n , by standing in the way of a reconcUiation
between father and son. Resolute to leave no means untried of serving
Anne's interests. Sir Patrick had allowed Arnold and Blanche to "o to
his own residence in London, alone, and had not even waited to say a
fareweU word to any of the persons who had taken part in the Inquiry.
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" Her Iffe may depend on what I can do for her at Holchester H o u s e ! "
With that con-viction in him, he had left Portland Place. With that
C!.ni\'iction in him, ho had sent his message to Lady Holchester, and
w-as now waitmg for the reply.
The servant appeared again on the stairs. Sir Patrick w-eiit up to
meet him,
" Her ladyshiii will see 3'ou, sir, for a few nunutes."
The door of an upper room was opened; and Sir Patrick f.iund
himself in the presence of Geoffrey's mother. There was only time to
observe that she possessed the remains of rare personal beauty, and
that she received her visitor with a grace and courtesy, which implied
(under the circumstances) a considerate regard for his position, at the
expense of her own.
" You have something to say to me. Sir Patrick, on the subject of
my second son. I am iu great affliction. If you bring me bad news, I
wUl do my best to bear it. INIay I trust to your kindness not to keep
me in suspense ? "
" It will help me to make my intrusion as little painful as possible
to your ladyship," replied Sir Patrick, " i f I am pemutted to ask a
question. Have 3^011 heard of any obstacle to the contemplated marriage
of Mr. Geoffrey Delania3-u and Mrs. Glenarm ? "
Even that distant reference to Anne produced an ominous change
for the worse in Lacly Holchester's manner.
" I have heard of the obstacle to which you aUude," she said.
" Mrs. Glenarm is an intimate friend of mine. She has informed me
that a person named Silvester, an impudent adventuress
"
" I beg your ladyship's pardon. You are doing a cruel wrong to the
noblest woman I have ever met with."
" I cannot undertake. Sir Patrick, to enter into 3'our reasons for
admiring her. H e r conduct tow-ards my son has, I repeat, been tlie
conduct of an impudent adventuress."
Those words showed Sir Patrick the utter hopelessness of shaking
her prejudice against Anne. H e decided on proceeding at once to the
disclosure of the truth.
" I entreat you to say no more," ho answered. " Y o u r ladyship
is speaMng of your son's wife."
" My son has married Miss Silvester '^"
" Yes."
She turned deadly pale. I t appeared, for an instant, as if the
shock had completely overw-helmed her. But the mother's weiikiiess
was only momentary. The virtuous indignation of the great lady had
taken its place, before Sir Patrick could speak agam. She rose to
terminate the intei-view.
" I presume," she said, " that your errand here is at an end."
Sir Patrick rose, on his side, resolute to do the duty which had
brought Mm to the house.
" I am compeUed to trespass on your ladyship's attention for a few
minutes more," he answered.
" The cfr-cumstances attending the
marriage of Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn are of no common importance.
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I beg permission (in the interests of his faniity) to state, vei^ briefly,
what they are."
I n a few clear sentences, he narrated what had happened, that
afternoon, in Portland Place. Lady Holchester listened with the
steadiest and coldest attention. So far as outw-ard appearances were
concerned, no impression was produced upon her.
" Do you expect me," she asked, " to espouse the mterests of a
person who has prevented my son from marrying the lacly of his
choice, and of mine ? "
" Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn, unhappity, has that reason for resenting
Ms wife's mnocent interference with interests of considerable importance
to him," returned Sir Patrick. " I request your ladyship to consider
whether it is desirable—in view of your son's own conduct in the
futiire^to allow his wife to stand in the doubly perUous relation
tow-ards him of being also a cause of estrangement between his father
and himself."
H e had put it with scrupulous caution. But Lady Holchester
understood w-hat he had refrained from saymg, as well as what he had
actuaUy said. She had hitherto remained standing—she now sat down
again. There w-as a visible impression produced on her at last.
" I n Lord Holchester's critical state of health," she answ-ered, " I
decline to take the responsibility of telling him what you have just told
me. IMy own infiuence has been uniformly exerted in my son's favour
—as long as my interference could be productive of any good resiUt.
The time for my interference has passed. Lord Holchester has altered
his W'Ul this mornmg. I w-as not present; and 1 have not yet been
informed of what has been done. Even if I knevvr
"
" Y o u r ladyship w-ould naturally decUne," said Sfr Patrick, " t o
communicate the information to a stranger."
" Certainly. At the same time, after what you have said, I do not
feel justified in deciding on this matter entirely by myself. One of
Lord Holchester's executors is now in the house. There can be no
impropriety in 3-our seeing Mm—ff you wish it. You are at Hberty to
say, from me, that I leave it entirely to his discretion to decide wiiat
ought to be done."
" I gladly accept 3^our ladyship's proposal."
Lady Holchester rang the bell at her side.
" Take Sir Patrick Lundie to Mr. Marchw-ood," she said to the servant.
Sir Patrick started. The name was familiar to Mm, as the name of
a fiiend.
" Mr. Marcliwood of Hurlbeck ? " he asked.
" The same."
With that brief answer. Lady Holchester dismissed her visitor.
FoUowing the servant to the other end of the corridor. Sir Patrick
was conducted into a smaU room—the antechamber to the bedroom in
which Lord Holchester lay. The door of communication w as closed.
A gentleman sat writing at a table near the window. Pie rose, and
held out Ms hand, with a look of surprise, when the servant annoimced
Sfr Patrick's name. TMs was Mr. Marchwood.
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After the first explanations had been given, Sfr Patrick patiently
reverted to the object of his visit to Holchester House. On the first
occasion when he mentioned Anne's name, he observed that Mr. Marchwood became, from tiiat moment, especiaUy interested in w-hat he was
saymg.
" Do you happen to be acquainted with the lad3' ? " he asked.
" I only know her as the cause of a very strange proceeding, this
mornmg, m that room." H e pointed to Lord Holchester's bedroom as
he spoke.
" Are you at liberty to mention what the proceedmg w-as ? "
" Hardly—even to an old friend like you—unless I felt it a matter
of duty, on my part, to state the circumstances. Pray go on with what
you were saying to me. You w-ere on the pomt of teUhig me what
brought you to this house."
"Without a word more of preface, Sir Patrick told hun the news of
Geoffrey's marriage to Anne.
" Married ! " cried Mr. Marchwood. " Are you certain of what you
say?"
" I am one of the witnesses of the marriage."
" Good heavens ! And Lord Holchester's lawyer has left the
house! "
" Can I replace him? Have I, by any chance, justified 3-ou in telhng
me what happened this niornmg, in the next room ? "
"Justified me? You have left me no other alternative. The
doctors are all agreed ui dreading apoplexy—his lordship may die at
any moment. I n the law3rer's absence, I must take it on m3-self. H e r e
are the facts. There is a codicU to Lord Holchester's WUl which is stUl
unsigned."
" Relating to his second son ? "
" Relating to Geoffrey Delamayn ; and giving him (when it is once
executed) a liberal provision for Hfe."
" What is the obstacle in the w-ay of his executing it ? "
" The lady whom you have just mentioned to me."
"Anne Silvester! "
"Anne Silvester—now (as you tell me) Mrs. Geoffrey Delamayn. I
can only explain the thing very imperfectly. There are certain painful
circumstances associated in Ms lordship s memory with tliis lady, or
with some member of her family. We can only gather that he did
somethmg—in the early part of Ms professional career—w-hich was
strictly within the Hmits of his duty, but which apparently led to very
sad resMts. Some clays since, he unfortunately heard (either through
Mrs. Glenarm or tlu-ougli Mrs. Julius Delamayn) of Miss Silvester's
appearance at Swanhaven Lodge. No remark on the subject escaped
him at the time. I t was only this morning, when the codicU givmg
the legacy to Geoffrey was waiting to be executed, that his real feeUiig
in the matter came out. To our astonishment, he refused to sign it.
' Find Anne Silvester ' (was the only answer we could get from him) ;
' and bring her to my bedside. You all say m3r son is giultless of
injuring her. I am lying on my deathbed. I have serious reasons of
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my own—I owe it to the memory of the dead—to assure myseff of the
truth. If Anne Silvester herself acquits him of having wronged her, I
•s'ill provide for Geoft'rey. Not otherwise.'—We went the length of
reminding him that he might die before Miss Silvester could be found.
Our interference had but one resiUt. H e desired the lawyer to add a
second codicil to the WUl—which he executed on the spot. I t directs
Ms executors to inquire into the relations that have actually existed
between Anne SUvester and Ms younger son. If we find reason to
conclude that Geoffrey has gravely w-roiiged her, we are directed to
pay her a legacy—provided that she is a single woman at the time."
" A n d her marriage violates the provision ! " exclaimed Sfr Patrick.
" Yes. The codicil a c t u a l ^ executed is now worthless. And the
other codicil remains unsigned, until the law-yer can produce Miss Silvester. H e has left the house to apply to Geoffrey at Fulham, as the
only means at our disposal of fincHng the lady. Some hours have passed
•—and he has not 3-et returned."
" I t is useless to wait for him," said Sir Patrick. " While the lawyer
was on his w-ay to Fulham, Lord Holchester's son w-as on Ms way to
PcirUand PJace. This is even more serious than you suppose. Tell
me, what under less pressing circumstances I shoMd have no right to
ask. Apart from the imexecuted codicil, what is Geoffrey Delama3-n,'3
position in the Will? "
" H e is not even mentioned in it,"
" Have 3rou got the WiU ? "
Mr. Blarchw-ood unlocked a drawer, and took it out.
Sir I'atrick instantly rose from his chair.
" No waiting for the law-yer ! " he repeated vehemently. " This is
a matter of life and death. Lacly Holchester bitterly resents her son's
marriage. She speaks, and feels, as a friend of Mrs. Glenarm. Do you
think ijord Holchester would take the same -view, ff he knew of it? "
" I t depends entireh- on the circumstances."
" Suppose I informed him—as I inform 3^011, m confidence—that his
son has gravely wronged INliss Silvester ? And suppose I followed that
up by telling him that his son has made atonement by marrying her ? "
"After the feeling that he has show-n in the matter, i believe he
w-ould sign the codicU."
" Then, for God's sake, let me see hun ! "
" I must speak to the doctor."
" Do it instantly ! "
With the WiU in his hand, Mr. Marchwood advanced to the bedroom
door. I t was opened from witMn, before he coMd get to it. TliO doctor
appeared on the threshold. H e held up his hand warnmgly, when Mr.
Marchwood attempted to speak to him.
" Go to Lady Holchester," he said. " I t ' s aU over."
"Dead?"
"Dead."
THE END OF THE FIFTEENTH SOBNK.
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SALT

PATCH.

CHAPTER THE FIFTY-THIRD.
THE PLACE.

EARLY in the present century, it was generaUy reported, among tha
neighbours of one Reuben Limbrick, that he was in a fafr way to make
a comfortable Httle fortune by dealmg in Salt.
His place of abode was in Staffordshfre, on a morsel of freehold
land of his own—appropriately caUed Salt Patch. W^ithout being
absolutely a miser, he Hved m the humblest manner; saw very Uttle
company; skilfully mvested his money; and persisted m remaining a
single man.
Towards eighteen hundred and forty, he first felt the approach of
the chroMc malady which Mtfrnately terminated his life. After trymg
what the medical men of Ms own locaUty coMd do for him, with very
poor success, he met by accident with a doctor Hvmg in the western
suburbs of London, who thoroughly understood his complamt. After
some journeying backwards and forwards to consiUt this gentleman, he
decided on retinng from busmess, and on taMng up Ms abode witMn an
easy distance of Ms medical man.
Findmg a piece of freehold land to be sold, in the neighbourhood of
Fulham, he bought it; and had a cottage-residence built on it, under
his o^wn dfrections. He surrounded the whole—being a man smgularly
jealous of any mtrusion on Ms retirement, or of any chance observation
of his ways and habits—•with a Mgh wall, wMch cost a large sum of
money, and which was rightly considered a dismal and hideous object
by the neighbours. When the new residence was completed, he
caUed it after the name of the place in Staffordshire where he had
made Ms money, and where he had Hved during the happiest period
of Ms Hfe. ills relatives, failing to understand that a question of
sentiment was mvolved m this proceeding, appealed to hard facts,
and reminded him that there were no salt mmes in the neighbourhood. Reuben Limbrick answered, " So much the worse for the
neighbourhood "—and persisted m calHng Ms property, " Salt Patch."
25
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The cottage was so small that it looked quite lost in the large garden
all round it. There was a ground fioor, and a fioor above it—and that
was all.
On either side of the passage, on the lower floor, were tw^o rooms.
At the right-hand side, on entering by the front door, there was a
kitchen, •with its outhouses attached. The room next to the kitchen
looked mto the garden. In Reuben Limbiick's time, it was called the
study, and contamed a smaU coUection of books and a large store of
fisMng-tackle. On the left-hand side of the passage, there were two
rooms also—a drawing-room and a dming-room, which commuMcated
with each other by foldmg doors. On the upper floor, there were five
bedrooms—two on one side of the passage, corresponcUng in size with
the dming-room and the dra-wing-room below, but not opeMng mto each
other: three on the other side of the passage, consisting of one larger
room m front, and of two smaU rooms at the hack. AU these were
sohdly and completely furnished. Money had not been spared; and
workmanship had not been stmted. It was aU substantial—and, upstairs and do-wnstafrs, it was aU ugly.
The situation of Salt Patch was lonely. The lands of the marketgardeners separated it from other houses. Jealously surrounded by its
own Mgh walls, the cottage suggested, even to the most unimaginative
persons, the idea of an asylum or a prison. Reuben Limbrick's
relatives, occasionaUy conung to stay with him, foimd the place prey on
thefr spfrits; and rejoiced when the time came forgoing home agam.
They were never pressed to stay against their •wiU. Reuben Limbrick
was not a hospitable or a sociable man. He set very little value on
human sympathy, m his attacks of Ulness ; and he bore congratiUations
impatiently, in Ms intervals of health. " I care about notMng but fishing," he used to say. " I find my clog very good company. Aad I am
quite happy as long as I am free fi-om pam."
On his deathbed, he di-vided Ms money justly enough among his
relations. The only part of Ms WUl which exposed itself to unfavourable criticism, was a clause conferring a legacy on one of his sisters
(then a widow) w-ho had estranged herseff from her family by marr3ing
beneath her. The family agreed m considermg tMs unhappy person as
undeserving of notice or benefit. Her name was Hester DetMidge.
It proved to be a grave aggravation of Hester's offences, in the eyes of
Hester's relatives, when it was discovered that she possessed a Hfemterest m Salt Patch, and an income of two hundred a year.
Not visited by the surviving members of her fanuly; H-ving HteraUy
by herseff in the world, Hester decided, in spite of her comfortable Httle
income, on lettmg lodgings. The explanation of this strange conduct
w-hich she had written on her slate, in reply to an inquiry from Anne,
was the true one. " I have not got a friend in the world : I dare not
Hve alone." In that desolate situation, and with that melancholy
motive, she put the house mto an agent's hands. The first person in
want of lodgmgs whom the agent sent to see the place was Perry the
trainer; and Hester's first tenant was Geoffrey Delamayn.
The rooms wMch the landlady reserved for herself were the
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kitchen; the room next to it, which had once been her brothers
" study; " and the two small back bedrooms upstairs—one for herself,
the other for the servant-gfrl wiiom she employed to help her. The
whole of the rest of the cottage was to let. It was more than the
trainer wanted; but Hester Dethridge refused to dispose of her lodgings
—either as to the rooms occupied, or as to the period for which they
were to be taken—on other than her o\vn terms. Perry had no alternative but to lose the advantage of the garden as a private trammg
ground, or to submit.
Bemg oMy two in number, the lodgers had three bedrooms to
choose from. Geoffrey established himseff in the back room, looldng
into the garden. Perry chose the front room, on the other side of the
cottage, next to the two smaller apartments occupied by Hester and her
maid. Under this arrangement, the fi-ont bedroom, on the opposite
side of the passage—next to the room in which Geoffrey slept—was
left empty, and was caUed, for the time being, the spare-room. As for
the lower floor, the athlete and his tramer ate their meals in the
duimg-room; and left the drawing-room, as a needless luxury, to take
care of itseff.
The Foot-Race once over. Perry's business at the cottage was at an
end. His empty bedroom became a second spare-room. The term for
wHch the lodgmgs had been taken was then still unexpfred. On the
day after the race, Geoffrey had to choose between sacriflcing the
money, or remaiMng in the lodgmgs by himself, with two spare bedrooms on his hands, and with a dra-wing-room for the reception of his
•risitors—who caUed with pipes in thefr mouths, and whose ideal of
hospitahty was, a pot of beer in the garden.
To use Ms own plirase, he was " out of sorts." A sluggish reluctance
to face change of any Mnd possessed hun. He decided on staying at
Salt Patch, until his marriage to Mrs. Glenarm (wluch he then looked
upon as a certamty) obHged hfrn to alter his habits completely, once for
all. From FMham he had gone, the next day, to attend the inquiry m
Portland Place. And to Fulham he returned, when he brought the
wife who had been forced upon him to her " home."
Such was the position of the tenant, and such were the arrangements of the mterior of the cottage, on the memorable evenmg when
Anne SUvester entered it, as Geoffrey's wife.

CHAPTER T H E FIFTY-FOURTH.
THE

NIGHT.

Ox leaving Lady Lundie's house, Geoffrey called the first empty cab
that passed him. He opened the door, and signed to Anne to enter the
vehicle. She obeyed him mechanicaUy. He placed himseff on the
Beat opposite to her, and told the man to drive to Fulham.
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Tho cab started on its journey ; husband and wife preserving
absolute sUencc. Anne laid her head back wearUy, and closed her eyes.
Her strength had broken down, under the effort which had sustained
her from the beginnmg to the end of the inquiry. Her power of
tlimkmg was gone. She felt nothing, Imew nothmg, feared nothmg.
Half in faintness, haff m slumber, she had lost all sense of her own
terrible position, before the first Ave mmutes of the joumey to Fulham
had come to an end.
Sittmg opposite to her, savagely self-concentrated in Ms own
thoughts, Geoffrey roused Mmseff on a sudden. An idea had sprung
to life in his sluggish bram. He put his head out of the window of the
cab, and dfrected the driver to turn back, and go to an hotel near the
Great Northern RaUway.
Resummg Ms seat, he looked furtively at Anne. She neither moved
nor opened her eyes—she was, to aU appearance, unconscious of what
had happened. He observed her attentively. Was she really ill?
Was the time commg when he would be freed from her ? He pondered
over that question—watching her closely. Little by little, the vile hope
in Mm slowly died away; and a vile si.spicion took its place. What, if
this appearance of iUness was a pretence ? "What, if she was waiting
to tlirow him off his guard, and escape from him at the ffrst opportunity ? He put his head out of the wmdow again, and gave another
order to the driver. The cab diverged from the direct route; and
stopped at a pubHc-house in Holbom, kept (under an assumed name)
by Perry the tramer.
Geoffrey wrote a Hne in pencU on his card, and sent it into the
house by the driver. After waitmg some mmutes, a lad appeared, and
touched his hat. Geoffrey spoke to him out of the window, in an
imdertone. The lad took Ms place on the box by the driver. The cab
turned back, and took the road to the hotel near the Great Northern
Railway.
Arrived at the place, Geoffrey posted the lad close at the door of
the cab, and pomted to Anne, still reclining with closed eyes; stiU, as
it seemed, too weary to Hft her head, too faint to notice anything that
happened. " If she attempts to get out, stop her, and send for me."
With those partmg directions, he entered the hotel, and asked for
Mr. Moy.
Mr. Moy was m the house—he had just returned from Portland
Place. He rose, and bowed coldly, when Geoffrey was shown into Ms
sitting-room.
" "What is your busmess with me ? " he asked.
" I've had a notion come into my head," said Geoffi-ey. " And I
w-ant to speak to you about it dfrectly."
" I must request you to consult some one else. Consider me, if you
please, as ha-yfrig withdrawn from aU further connection with your
affairs."
Geoflfrey looked at him in stolid surprise.
" Do you mean to say you're going to leave me m the lurch ?"
he asked.
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' I mean to say that I wUl take no fresh step m any business of
yours," answered Mr. Moy, firmly. " As to the future, I have ceased to
be your legal adviser. As to the past, I shaU carefiUly complete the
formal duties towards you which remain to be done. Mrs. Inchbare and
Bishopriggs are coming here by appomtment, at six this eveMng, to
receive the money due to them, before they go back. I shall return to
Scotland myseff by the Mght mail. The persons referred to, in the
matter of the promise of marriage, by Sir Patrick, are all in Scotland. I
wiU take thefr e-vidence, as to the hand-writing, and as to the question
of residence in the North—and I wUl send it to you m written form.
That done, I shall have done all. I decHne to ad-vise you m any future
step which you propose to take."
After reflectmg for a moment, Geoffrey put a last question.
" You said Bishopriggs and the woman woMd be here at six this
evenmg.''
" Yes."
" Where are they to be found before that ? "
Mr. Moy wrote a few words on a sUp of paper, and handed it to
Geoffrey. " At thefr lodgings," he said. " There is the address."
Geoflfrey took the address, and left the room. Lawyer and cUent
parted, without a word on either side. ReturMng to the cab, Geoffrey
found the lad steadUy waiting at Ms post.
" Has anything happened ? "
" The lady hasn't moved, sfr, since you left her."
" Is Perry at the pubHc-house ? "
" Not at tMs time, sfr."
" I want a lawyer. Do you know who Perry's lawyer is ? "
"Yes, sir."
" And where he is to be found ? "
" Yes, sir."
" Get up on the box, and tell the man where to drive to."
The cab went on agam, along the Euston Road; and stopped at a
house m a side-street, -with a professional brass plate on the door. The
lad got do-wn, and came to the window.
" Here it is, sfr."
" Knock at the door, and see ff he is at home."
He proved to be at home. Geoflfrey entered the house; lea^ving his
emissary once more on the watch. The lad noticed that the lady moved
this time. She shivered as if she felt cold—opened her eyes for a
moment wearUy, and looked out through the •wmdow—sighed, and sank
back again in the comer of the cab.
After an absence of more than haff an hour, Geoffrey came out
agam. His interview with Perry's lawyer appeared to have reheved
his mmd of something that had oppressed it. He once more ordered
the driver to go to Fulham—opened the door to get mto the c a b ^
then, as it seemed, suddenly recoUected himseff—and, calUng the lad
down from the box, ordered him to get inside, and took Ms place by
the driver.
As the cab started, he looked over his shoulder at Anne, through tie
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front window. " WeU worth trying," he said to Mmseff. " It's the way
to be even with her. And it's the way to be free."
They arrived at the cottage. Possibly, repose had restored Anne's
strength. Possibly, the sight of the place had roused the instinct of
self-preservation in her at last. To Geoffrey's surprise, she left the cab
w-ithout assistance. W h e n he opened the wooden gate, with Ms own
key, she recoUed from it, and looked at Mm for the flrst time.
H e pointed to the entrance.
" Go in," he said.
" On what terms ? " she asked, without stfriing a step.
Geoffi-ey disnussed the cab ; and sent the lad in, to wait for further
orders. These things done, he answered her loucUy and brutaUy, the
moment they were alone.
" On any terms I please."
" Nothing will mduce me," she said firmly, " to Hve with you as your
wffe. You may MU me—but you wUl never bend me to that."
H e advanced a step—opened Ms lips—and suddenly checked himseff. H e waited a while, tm-nmg something over in his mind. When he
spoke agam, it was with marked deliberation and constramt—with the
afr of a man who was repeatmg words put mto Ms Hps, or words prepared beforehand.
" I have sometMng to tell you in the presence of witnesses," he said.
" I don't ask you, or wish you, to see me in the cottage alone."
She started at the change m Mm. H i s sudden composure, and his
sudden nicety m the choice of words, tried her courage far more severely
than it had been tried by his violence of the moment before.
H e waited her decision, stUl pomting through the gate. She
trembled a Httle—steadied herself again-—and went in. The lad,
waiting in the front garden, foUow-ed them.
H e threw open the drawmg-room door, on the left-hand side of the
passage. She entered the room. The servant gfrl appeared. H e said
to her, " Fetch Mrs. Dethridge; and come back with her yourseff."
Then he w-ent mto the room; the lad, by Ms owm dfrections, foUowmg
Mm m ; and the door being left wide open.
Hester Dethridge came out from the Idtchen—with the girl behmd
her. At the sight of Anne, a faint and momentary change passed over
the stony stillness of her face. A duU Hght glimmered in her eyes. She
slowly nodded her head. A dumb sound, vaguely expressive of sometMng Hke exMtation or reUef, escaped her lips.
Geoffrey spoke—once more, -with marked deUberation and constraint,
once more with the air of repeatmg sometMng wluch had been prepared
beforehand. H e pomted to Anne.
" TMs woman is my wffe," he said. " I n the presence of you three,
as -witnesses, I teU her that I don't forgive her. I have brought her
here—havmg no other place in wMch I can trust her to be—to wait the
j.ssue of proceedings, undertaken in defence of my own honour and good
name. Wlule she stays here, she will Uve separate from me, in a room
of her own. If it is necessary for me to commuMcate with her, I shall
'sMy see her in the presence of a third person. Do you aU understand me ? "
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Hester Dethridge bowed her head. The other two answered, " Yes "
—and turned to go out. Anne rose. At a sign from Geoflfrey, the
servant and the lad waited in the room to hear what she had to say.
" I know notlung in my conduct," she said, addressmg herself to
Geoffrey, "which justifies you in telling these people that you don't
forgive me. Those words appHed by you to me, are an msult. I am
equaUy ignorant of what you mean, when you speak of defendmg your
good name. All I understand is, that we are separated persons in tlua
house, and that I am to have a room of my own. I am gratefM, whatever your motives may be, for the arrangement that you have proposed.
Dfrect one of these two women to show me my room."
Geoffrey turned to Hester Dethridge.
" Take her upstafrs," he said; " and let her pick which room she
pleases. Give her what she wants to eat or drink. Bring do-wn the
address of the place where her luggage is. The lad here wUl go back
by raUway, and fetch it. That's aU. Be off."
Hester went out. Anne foUow-ed her up the stairs. In the passage
on the upper floor, she stopped. The dull Ught flickered again for a
moment m her eyes. She vnrote on her slate, and held it up to Anne,
with these words on it:—" I knew you woMd come back. It's not over
yet, between you and him." Amne made no reply. She went on writmg,
-with somethmg faintly like a smUe on her thin colourless Ups. " I know
somethmg of bad husbands. Yours is as bad a one as ever stood in
shoes. fle'U try you." Anne made an effort to stop her. " Don't you
see how tfred I am ? " she said, gently. Hester Dethridge dropped the
slate—looked -with a steady uncompassionate attention m Anne's face—
nodded her head as much as to say, " I see it now"—and led the way
into one of the empty rooms.
It was the front bedroom, over the drawmg-room. The first glance
round showed it to be scrupulously clean, and soHdly and tastelessly
furnished. The Mdeous paper on the waUs, the hideous carpet on the
floor, were both of the best quality. The great heavy mahogany bedstead,
\ritli its curtains hangmg from a hook in the ceUing, and with its
clumsUy carved head and foot on the same level, offered to the view
the anomalous spectacle of French design overwhelmed by EngHsh
execution. The most noticeable tlung in the room was the extraordinary
attention which had been given to the defence of the door. Besides the
usual lock and key, it possessed two solid bolts, fastenmg inside at the
top and the bottom. It had been one among the many eccentric sides
of Rueben Limbrick's character, to live in perpetual dread of tMeves
breaking mto Ms cottage at night. AU the outer doors and aU the
wmdow-shutters were soHdly sheathed with iron, and had alarm-beUs
attached to them on a new prmciple. Every one of the bedrooms possessed its two bolts on the mner side of the door. And, to crown all, on
the roof of the cottage was a Uttle belfry, containhig a bell large enough
to make itseff' heard at the Fulham poUce-station. In Rueben Limbrick's
time the rope had commuMcated with his bedroom. It himg now against
tlie wall, in the passage outside.
Lookmg from one to the other of the objects around her, Anne's eyea
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rested on the partition w-aU wluch divided the room from the room nett
to it. The waU was not broken by a door of communication; it had
notMng placed agamst it but a wash-hand-stand, and two chafrs.
" Who sleeps in the next room ? " said Anne.
Hester Detliridge pointed down to the drawing-room in which they
had left Geoffrey. Geoffrey slept in the room.
Anne led the way out agam into the passage.
" Show me the second room," she said.
The second room was also m fi-ont of the house. More ugHness (of
first-rate quahty) m the paper and the carpet. Another hea-vy mahogany
bedstead; but, tMs time, a bedstead with a canopy attached to the head
of it—supporting its o-wn curtams. Anticipatmg Anne's inquiry, on this
occasion, Hester looked towards the next room, at the back ofthe cottage,
and pomted to herself. Anne at once decided on choosmg the second
room: it was the farthest from Geoflfrey. Hester wMted whUe she
wrote the address at which her luggage would be found (at the house of
the musical agent), and then—ha-vmg applied for, and received, her
directions as to the evening meal wMch she shoMd send upstairs—
qMtted the room.
Left alone, Anne secured the door, and threw herseff on the bed.
StUl too weary to exert her mind, stUl physically incapable of realizing
the helplessness and the perU of her position, she opened a locket that
hung from her neck—Mssed the portrMt of her mother and the portrait
of Blanche placed opposite to each other mside it—and sank into a deep
and dreamless sleep.
MeanwhUe, Geoflfrey repeated Ms final orders to the lad, at the cottage
gate.
" When 3'0ii have got the luggage, you are to go to the lawyer. If he can
come here to-Mght, you wiU show Mm the way. If he can't come, you
will brmg me a letter fi-om him. Make any mistake in this—and it wUl
be the worst day's work you ever did m your Hfe. Away -with you—and
don't lose the tram."
The lad ran off. Geoffrey waited, looMng after hfrn, and turning
over in his mind what had been done up to that time.
" AU right, so far," he said to Mmseff. " I didn't ride in the cab
•with her. I told her before witnesses I didn't forgive her, and why I
had her in the house. I've put her in a room by herseff. And if I must
see her, I see her with Hester DetMidge for a witness. My part's done
—let the la^wyer do his."
He stroUed round mto the back garden, and Ht Ms pipe. After a
while, as the twUight faded, he saw a hght in Hester's sittmg-room on
the ground floor. He went to the window. Hester and the servant-girl
were both there at work. " Well ? " he asked. " How about the woman
upstafrs ? " Hester's slate, aided by the girl's tongue, told him all about
" the woman " that was to be told. They had taken up to her room tea
and an omelette ; and they had been obHged to wake her from a sleep.
She had eaten a Httle of the omelette, and had drunk eagerly of the
tea. 'Diey had gone up again to take the tray down. She had returned
to the bed. She was not asleep—only duU and heavy. Made no
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remark. Looked clean worn out. We left her a hght; and we let her
be.—Such was the report. After HsteMng to it, without making any
remark, Geoffrey fiUed a second pipe, and resumed Ms walk. The time
wore on. It began to feel cMUy m the garden. The rismg -wind swept
audibly over the open lands round the cottage: the stars twinkled their
last; notMng was to be seen overhead but the black void of night. More
ram commg. Geoffrey went mdoors.
An eveMng newspaper was on the dinmg-room table. The cancUes
were Ht. He sat do-wn, and tried to read. No! There was nothmg in
the newspaper that he cared about. The time for hearing from the
lawyer was drawing nearer and nearer. Reading was of no use. Sitting
stUl was of no use. He got up, and went out in the fi-ont of the cottage
^stroUed to the gate—opened it—and looked idly up and down the
road.
But one H-ving creature was visible by the Hght of the gas lamp over
the gate. The creature came nearer—and proved to be the postman
going his last round, with the last dehvery for the night. He came up
to the gate, -with a letter in Ms hand.
" The Honourable Geoffrey Delamayn ? "
"AU right!"
He took the letter from the postman, and went back into the dmingroom. Lookmg at the address by the Hght of the candles, he recognized
the hand-^writmg of Mrs. Glenarm. " To congratMate me on my
marriage ! " he sMd to himself, bitterly—and opened the letter.
Mrs. Glenarm's congratulations were expressed m these terms:
•' MY ADOBED GEOFFREY,—I have heard all. My beloved one ! my
o-wn ! you are sacrificed to the •vUest wretch that walks the earth ; and
I have lost you ! How is it that I Hve, after hearing it ? Plow is it
that I can thhUs:, and write, •with my brain on ffre, and my heart broken ?
Oh, my angel, there is a purpose that supports me—pure, beautiful,
worthy of us both. I Hve, Geoffrey—I live to dedicate myseff to the
adored idea of You. My hero ! my first, last love ! I wUl marry no other
man. I wiU Uve, and die—I vow it solemnly on my bended knees—I
wiU Hve, and die, true to You. T am your Spfritual wffe. My beloved
Geoflfrey! she can't come between us, there—she can never rob you of
my heart's imalterable fideUty, of my soul's unearthly devotion. I am
your Spfritual Wffe! Oh, the blameless luxury of writmg those words !
Write back to me, beloved one, and say you feel it too. "V"ow it, idol of
my heart, as I have vowed it. Unalterable fidelity! uneartMy devotion !
Never, never -wUl I be the wife of any other man. Never, never will I
forgive the woman who has come between us. Yours ever and only ;
yours vrith the stamless passion that bums on the altar of the heart;
yours, yours, yours.
" E. G."
TMs outbreak of hysterical nonsense—in itself, simply ricHculous—
assumed a serious importance, m its effect on Geoffrey. It associated
the dfrect attainment of Ms own interests, with the gratification of his
vengeance on Anne. Ten thousand a year self-dedicated to him—and
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nothing to prevent Ms putting out his hand and taking it, but the woman
who had caught liim in her trap, the woman upstafrs who had fastened
herself on Mm for Iffe !
H e put the letter into his pocket.
" Wait tUl I hear from the lawyer," he said to Mmseff. " The easiest
way out of it is that way. And it's the law."
H e looked impatiently at Ms watch. As he put it back agam in his
pocket, there was a ring at the beU. W^as it the lad bringing the luggage ?
Yes. And, -with it, the lawyer's report ? No. Better than that—the
lawyer Mmseff.
" Come m ! " cried Geoffrey, meeting his -visitor at the door.
The law3rer entered the diMng-room. The candle-Hght revealed to
view a corpulent, fuU-Hpped, bright-eyed man—with a strain of negro
blood m Ms yeUow face, and -with uniMstakable traces ia Ms look and
manner, of walking habituaUy m the dfr-tiest professional bye-ways of
the law.
" I've got a little place of my o^wn in 3-our neighboiu-hood," he said.
" And I thought I would look m myseff, Mr. Delamayn, on my way
home."
" H a v e you seen the witnesses ? "
" I have examined them both, sfr.
Ffrst, Mrs. Inchbare and
Mr. Bishopriggs together. Next, JNIrs. Inchbare and Mr. Bishopriggs
separately."
" WeU ? "
'• WeU, sfr-, the resMt is unfavourable, I am sorry to say."
" W h a t do 3-011 mean ? "
" Neither the one nor the other of them, Mr. Delamayn, can give
the evidence w-e want. I have made sure of that."
" Made sure of that ? You have made an mfernal mess of it. You
don't understand the case ! "
The mulatto-lawyer smiled. The • rudeness of Ms cHent appeared
only to amuse Imn.
" Don't I ? " he said. " Suppose you teU me where I am -wrong about
i t ! Here it is m outMie only On the fourteenth of August last, your
wife w-as at an inn m Scotland. A gentleman, named Arnold Brinkworth, jouied her there. H e represented himseff to be her husband;
and he stayed -with her tUl the next mornmg. Starting from those facts,
the object you have in view, is to sue for a Divorce from your wife.
You make Mr. Arnold Brinkworth the co-respondent. And you produce
in evidence the waiter, and the landlady of the mn.—Anything wrong,
sfr, so far ? "
Nothing wrong. At one cowardly stroke, to cast Anne disgraced on
the world, and to set himseff free—there, plaiMy and truly stated, was
the scheme wMch he had devised, when he had turned back on the way
to Fulham to consult Mr. Moy.
" So much for the case," resumed the lawyer. " Now for what I
have done, on receiving your instructions. I have examined the
•witnesses ; and I have had an interview (not a very pleasant one) with
Mr. Moy. The result of those two proceecHngs is briefly tlus. Ffrst
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disijovery : I n assunung the character of the lady's husband, Mr. Brhikworth was acting under your dfrections—which teUs dead against you.
Second discovery: Not the sUghtest impropriety of conduct, not an
approach even to harmless famiharity, was detected by either of the
witnesses, whUe the lady and gentleman were together at the inn.
There is literally no evidence to produce agamst them, except that they
were together—m two rooms. How are you to assume a giiUty purpose,
when you can't prove an approach to a guUty act ? You can no more
take such a case as that mto Com-t, than you can j u m p over the roof of
tMs cottage."
He looked hard at his cUent, expectmg to receive a violent reply.
His cUent agreeably disappointed him, A very strange impression
appeared to have been produced on this reckless and headstrong man.
He got up quietly; he spoke with perfect outward composure of face and
manner, when he said his next words.
" Have you given up the case ? "
" As things are at present, Mr. Delamayn, there is no case."
" And no hope of my gettmg divorced from her ? "
" Wait a moment. Have your-wife and Mr. Brmkworth met now-hero
since they w-ere together at the Scotch m n ? "
" Nowiiere."
" As to the future, of course I can't say. As to the past, there is no
hope of your gettmg divorced fi-om her."
" Thank you. Good Mght."
" Good mght, Mr. Delamayn."
Fastened to her for Iffe—and the law powerless to cut the knot.
He pondered over that resiUt, untU he had thoroughly realized it,
and fixed it m Ms nund. Then, he took out Mrs. Glenarm's letter, and
read it through again attentively, from beginning to end.
Nothing coMd shake her devotion to Mm. Nothing woMd mduce
her to marry another man. There she was—in her own w-ords—dedicated to him; waitmg, with her fortune at her own disposal, to be his
•wffe. There also was Ms father, waitmg (so far as he knew, m the
absence of any tidings from Holchester House) to welcome Mrs.
Glenarm as a daughter-m-law, and to give Mrs. Glenarm's husband
En income of Ms own. As fair a prospect, on aU sides, as man could
desfre. And nothmg m the way of it, but the woman w-ho had caught
lum in her trap—the woman upstafr-s, who had fastened herself on Mm
for hfe.
He went out mto the garden, in the darkness of the night.
There was open commuMcation, on all sides, between the back
garden and the front. H e walked round and round the cottage—now
appearmg in a stream of Hght from a window; now disappearing again
in the darkness. The wmd blew refresMngly over Ms bare head. For
some nunutes he went round and round, faster and faster, without a
pause. W h e n he stopped at last, it was in front of the cottage. Ho
lifted Ms head slowly, and looked up at the dim Hght m the window oi
Anne's room.
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" How ? " he said to himseff. " That's the question. How ? "
He went indoors again, and rang the beU. The servant-girl who
answered it, started back at the sight of him. His fiorid colour was
all gone. His eyes looked at her, without appearing to see her.
The perspiration was standing on Ms forehead in great heavy drops,
" Are you ill, sir ? " sMd the gfrl.
He told her, with an oath, to hold her tongue and bring the brandy.
When she entered the room for the second time, he was standing with
Ms back to her, looMng out at the night. He never moved, when she
put the bottle on the table. She heard him muttering, as ff he was
talMng to himself
The same difficMty wluch had been present to his mmd in secret
under Anne's -window, was present to his nund stUl.
How ? That was the problem to solve. How ?
He turned to the brandy, and took counsel of that.

CHAPTER T H E FIFTY-FIFTH.
THE MORNING.
WHEN does the vain regret find its keenest stmg? "When is the doubtful
future blackened by its darkest cloud? When is Iffe least worth ha-vmg,
and death oftenest at the bedside ? In the terrible morning hours, when
the sun is rising in its glory, and the bfrds are smgmg m the stUlness ol
the new-born day.
Anne woke m the strange bed, and looked round her, by the Ught oi
the new mornmg, at the strange room.
The ram had aU fallen m the Mght. The sun was master in the
clear autumn sky. She rose, and opened the -window. The fresh
moming air, keen and fragrant, fiUed the room. Far and near, the
same bright stUlness possessed the view. She stood at the window,
lookmg out. Her mmd w-as clear again: she coMd thmk, she could
feel; she could face the one last question wMch the mercUess morning
now forced on her :—How wiU it end ?
Was there any hope ?—hope, for mstance, in what she might do
for herseff. What can a married woman do for herself? She can
make her misery pubhc, pro-vided it be nusery of a certain kmd—and
can reckon smgle-handed with Society when she has done it. NotMng
more.
Was there hope m what others might do for her ? Blanche might
write to her—nught even come and see her—ff her husband allowed it;
and that was aU. Sfr Patrick had pressed her hand at parting, and had
told her to rely on him. He was the firmest, the truest of friends. But
what could he do? There were outrages wMch the husband was
privUeged to commit, under the sanction of marriage, at the bare thought
of wMch her blood ran cold. CoMd Sfr Patrick protect her ? Absurd 1
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Law and Society armed her husband with his conjugal rights. Law and
Society had but one answer to give, ff she appealed to them:—You are
his •wife.
No hope in herseff; no hope m her friends; no hope anyw-here, on
earth. NotMng to be done but to wait for the end—with faith in the
Divme Mercy; with faith in the better world.
She took out of her trunk a Httle book of Prayers and Meditations—
worn with much use—which had once belonged to her mother. She
sat by the window readmg it. Now and then, she looked up from it—
thinkmg. The paraUel between her mother's position and her own
position, was now complete. Both married to husbands who hated
them; to husbands whose mterests pointed to mercenary aUiances with
other women ; to husbands whose one want and one purpose was to be
freefromthefr wives. Strange, what different ways had led mother and
daughter both to the same fate ! Would the paraUel hold to the end ?
" Shall I die," she wondered, thinldng of her mother's last moments, "in
Blanche's arms ? "
The time had passed unheeded. The mornmg movement in the house
had faffed to catch her ear. She was flrst called out of herseff' to the
sense of present and passing events, by the voice of the servant-girl,
outside the door.
" The master wants you, ma'am, downstafrs."
She rose instantly, and put away the Httle book.
" Is that aU the message ? " she asked, opening the door.
" Yes, ma'am."
She foUowed the girl dowmstafrs; recaUing to her memory the
strange words addressed to her by Geoffrey, in the presence of the
servants, on the eveMng before. Was she now to know what those
words really meant ? The doubt woMd soon be set at rest. " Be the
trial what it may," she thought to herself, " let me bear it as my mother
would have borne it."
The servant opened the door of the dinmg-room. Brealffast was on
the table. Geoffrey was standing at the window. Hester Dethridge
was waitmg, posted near the door. He came forward—with the
nearest approach to gentleness in his manner which she had ever yet
seen in it—he came forward, with a set smUe on Ms Hps, and offered her
his hand!
She had entered the room, prepared (as she beheved) for anything
that could happen. She was not prepared for this. She stood speechless, lookmg at him.
jVfter one glance at her, when she came in, Hester Dethridge looked
at him, too—and from that moment, never looked away again, as long
as Anne remained in the room.
He broke the sUence—m a voice that was not Hke his own ; with a
furtive restramt m his manner which she had never noticed in it
before.
" Won't you shake hands with your husband," he said, " when youi
husband asks you ? "
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She mechaMcaUy put her hand m his. He dropped it mstantly, vrith
a start.
" God ! how cold! " he exclaimed. His own hand was burnmg hot
and shook mcessantly.
He pointed to a chafr at the head of the table.
" WiU you make the tea ? " he asked.
She had given lum her hand mechaMcaUy; she advanced a step
mechanically—and then stopped.
" WoMd you prefer breakfastmg by yourseff? " he said.
" If you please," she answered, faintly.
" WMt a nunute. I have something to say, before you go."
She waited.
He considered with himseff; consMtmg Ms memory—visibly, unmistakably, consultmg it, before he spoke again.
" I have had the Mght to thmk in," he said. " The night has made
a new man of me. I beg your pardon, for what I said yesterday. I was
not myseff yesterday. I talked nonsense yesterday. Please •to forget
it, and forgive it. I •wish to turn over a new- leaf, and make amends—make amends for my past conduct. It shaU be my endeavour to be a
good husband. In the presence of Mrs. Dethridge, 1 request you to give
me a chance. I won't force your mcUnations. We are married—what's
the use of regrettmg it? Stay here, as you sMd yesterday, on your own
terms. I -wish to make it up. In the presence of ilrs. Dethridge, I say
I wish to make it up. I won't detain 3-ou. I request you to think of it.
Good mornmg."
He said those extraordmary words, Hke a slow boy saymg a hard
lesson; Ms eyes on the ground ; Ms fingers restlessly fastenmg and unfastenmg a button on Ms waistcoat.
Anne left the room. In the passage, she was obHged to wait, and
support herself against the waU. His unnatural poHteness w-as
horrible; Ms carefuUy-asserted repentance chUled her to the soul
\vith. dread. She had never felt—m the time of his fiercest anger
and Ms foMest language—the unutterable horror of him that she
felt now.
Hester DetMidge came out, closmg the door beMnd her. She looked
attentively at Anne—theu wrote on her slate, and held it out, with these
words on it:—
" Do you beUeve him? "
Anne pushed the slate away, and ran upstairs. She fastened the
door—and sank into a chafr.
" He is plottmg sometlung against me," she said to herself.
"What?"
A sickeMng, physical sense of dread—entfrely new in her experience
of herseff—made her shrmk from pursuing the question. The sinldng
at her heart turned her famt. She went to get the air at the open
window.
At the same moment, there w-as a rmg at the gate heU. Suspicious
of anything, and everything, she felt a sudden distrust of letting herseff
be seen. She drew back belund the curiam, and looked out
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A man-servant, in Hvery, was let in. He had a letter in Ms hand.
He said to the gfrl as he passed under Anne's wmdow, " I come from
Lady Holchester; I must see Mr. Delamayn instantly."
They went in. There was an interval. The footman reappeared,
leaving the place. There was another interval. Then, there came a knock
at the door. Anne hesitated. The Imock was repeated; and the dumb
murmuring of Hester Dethridge was heard outside. Anne opened the door.
Hester came in, with the breakfast. She pointed to a letter, among
the other thmgs on the tray. It was addressed to Anne, in Geofl'rey's
handwritmg; and it contamed these words:—
" My father died yesterday. Write your orders for your mourning
The boy wiU take them. You are not to trouble yourself to go to London
Somebody is to come here to you, from the shop."
Anne dropped the paper on her lap, -without looldng up. At the
same moment, Hester Dethridge's slate was passed stealtMly between
her eyes and the note—with these words traced on it. " His mother is
coming to-day. His brother has been telegraphed from Scotland. Ho
was drunk last night. He's drinkmg again. I know what that means.
Look out, missus—look out."
Anne signed to her to leave the room. She went out, pMling the door
to, but not closmg it behmd her.
There was another rmg at the gate beU. Once more, Anne w^ent to
the window. OMy the lad, this time; arrivmg to take Ms orders for the
day. He had barely entered the garden—when he was foUowed by the
postman, with letters. In a minute more, Geoffrey's voice was heard in
the passage, and Geoffrey's hea-vy step ascended the wooden stairs.
Anne hurried across the room to draw the bolts. Geoffrey met her before
she could close the door.
" A letter for you," he said; keepmg scrupulously out of the room.
" I don't wish to force your mcUnations—I only request you to teU me
who it's from."
His manner was as carefully subdued as ever. But the unacknowiedged distrust m him (when he looked at her) betrayed itself m
his eyes.
She glanced at the handvmting on the address.
" From Blanche," she answered.
He softly put Ms foot between the door and the post—and waited,
untU she had opened and read Blanche's letter.
" May I see it ? " he asked—and put in his hand for it, through the
door.
The spfrit in Anne wMch woMd once have resisted him, was dead m
her now. She handed him the open letter.
It was very short. Excepting some brief expressions of fondness, it
was studiously confined to statmg the purpose for which it had been
written. Blanche proposed to -visit Anne that afternoon, accompaMed
by her uncle : she sent word beforehand, to make sure of finding Anne
at home. That was all. The letter had evidently been written under
Sfr Patrick's advice.
Geoflfrey handed it back, after first waiting a moment to thmk.
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" My father died yesterday," he said. " My -wife can't receive
visitors before he is buried. I don't wish to force your inclinations. I
only say I can't let visitors m here, before the funeral—except my own
famUy. Send a note downstafrs. The lad wUl take it to your friend when
he goes to London." With those words he left her.
An appeal to the proprieties of Hfe, in the mouth of Geoffrey Dela •
mayn, could only mean one of two thmgs. Either he had spoken in
brutal mockery—or he had spoken with some ulterior object in -view.
Had he seized on the event of his father's death, as a pretext for
isolatmg Ms wifefr-omall communication with the outer world ? Were
there reasons, w-hich had not yet asserted themselves, for his dreadmg
the resMt, if he aUowed Anne to communicate with her friends ?
The hour wore on ; and Hester Dethridge appeared agam. The lad
was waiting for Anne's orders for her mournmg, and for her note to
Mrs. Arnold Brmkworth.
Anne wrote the orders and the note. Once more, the horrible slate
appeared when she had done, between the writmg-paper and her eyes,
w-ith the hard Hues of warnmg pitilessly traced on it. " He has locked
the gate. When there's a ring, we are to come to Mm for the key. He
has -ivritten to a w-oman. Name outside the letter, Mrs. Glenarm. He has
had more brandy. Like my husband. Mmd yourseff."
The one w-ay out of the Mgh waUs all round the cottage, locked.
Friends, forbidden to see her. SoHtary imprisonment, with her husband
for a jaUor.—Before she had been four-and-twenty hours in the cottage,
it had come to that. And what w-as to foUow ?
She went back mechanicaUy to the window. The sight of the outer
world, the occasional view of a passing veMcle, helped to sustain her.
The lad appeared in the front garden, departing to perform his
errands m London. Geoflfrey went with him to open the gate, and caUed
after Mm, as he passed through it, " Don't forget the books !"
The " books ? " What " books ? " Who wanted them ? The slightest
thing now raised Anne's suspicion. For hours afterwards, the books
haunted her mind.
He secured the gate, and came back again. He stopped under
Anne's -window, and called to her. She showed herseff. " When you
want air and exercise," he said, " the back garden is at your own
cUsposal." He put the key of the gate in Ms pocket, and returned to
the house.
After some hesitation, Anne decided on taking him at Ms word. In
her state of suspense, to remain withm the four waUs of the bedroom
was unendurable.
If some lurking snare lay hid under the fafrsoundmg proposal wluch Geoffrey had made, it was less repeUent to her
boldly to prove what it might be, than to wait alone pondermg over it
with her mind in the dark. She put on her hat, and went down into
the garden.
NotMng happened out of the common. "Wlierever he was, he never
showed Mmseff. She wandered up and down, keepmg on the side of
the garden wMch w-as farthest from the diMng-room -wmdow. To a
woman, escape from the place was simply impossible. Setting out of
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the question, the height of the waUs, they were armed at the top with a
tMck setting of jagged broken glass. A smaU back door, in the end
waU (mtended probably for the gardener's use) was secured by a lock—
the key ha'ving been taken out. There was not a house near. The
lands of the local growers of vegetables surrounded the garden on all
sides. In the Mneteenth century, and in the immediate neighbourhood
of a great metropohs, Anne was as absolutely isolated from aU contact
with the humaMty around her as ff she lay m her grave.
After the lapse of haff an hour, the sUence w-as broken by a noise of
carriage wheels on the pubhc road in front, and a ring at the beU. Anne
kept close to the cottage, at the back; determined, if a chance offered, on
spealdng to the -visitor, whoever the visitor nught be.
She heard voices m the diMng-room, through the open wmdow—
Geoffrey's voice and the voice of a woman. Who was the woman ?
Not Mrs. Glenarm, surely ? After a while the visitor's voice was
suddeMy raised. " Where is she ? " it said, " I wish to see her." Anne
instantly advanced to the back door of the house—and found herseff face
to face with a lady who was a total stranger to her.
" Are you my son's wife ? " asked the lady.
" I am your son's prisoner," Anne answered.
Lady Holchester's pale face turned paler stUl. It was plain that
Anne's reply had confirmed some doubt m the mother's mmd, wMch had
been already suggested to it by the son.
" What do you mean ? " she asked m a wMsper.
Geoffrey's hea-vy footstep crossed the dinmg-room. There was no time
to explam. Anne wMspered back,
" TeU my friends what I have told you."
Geoffrey appeared at the dming-room door.
"Name one of your friends," said Lady Holchester.
' Sfr Patrick Lundie."
Geoflfrey heard the answer.
" What about Sir Patrick Lundie ? " he asked.
" I wish to see Sfr Patrick Lundie," said Ms mother; " and your
VfiSe can teU me where to find him."
Anne instantly understood that Lady Holchester would commumcate
with Sir Patrick. She mentioned Ms London address. Lady Holchester
turned to leave the cottage. Her son stopped her.
" Let's set thmgs straight," he said, " before you go. My mother,"
he went on, addressing hhnseff to Anne, " don't thmk there's much
chance for us two of H-vmg comfortably together. Bear witness to the
truth—wUl you? "What did I teU you at breakfast-time? Didn't I
say it slioMd be my endeavour to make you a good husband ? Didn't
I say—m Mrs. DetMidge's presence—I wanted to make it up? " He
waited, untU Anne had answered in the affirmative; and then appealed
to Ms mother. " WeU ? what do you think now ? "
Lady Holchester decHned to reveal what she thought.
" You shaU see me, or hear from me, this evenmg," she said to
Anne. Geoflfrey attempted to repeat his unanswered question. His
mother looked at him. His eyes instantly dropped before hers. She
26
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gravely bent her head to Anne, and drew her veil. Her son followed
her out m sUence to the gate.
Anne returned to her room, sustained by the first sense of reHef
which she had felt since the morMng. " His mother is alarmed," she
said to herseff. " A change wiU come."
A change was to come^with the coming night.

CHAPTER T H E FIFTY-SIXTH.
THE PROPOSAL.
TOWARDS sunset, Lady Holchester's carriage drew up before the gate of
the cottage.
TMee persons occupied the carriage. Lady Holchester; her eldest
son (now Lord Holchester); and Sfr- Patrick Lundie.
" WUl you wait m the carriage, Sfr- Patrick ? " said Juhus. " Or
will you come m ? "
" I -wUl wait. If I can be of the least use to her send for me
instantly. In the meantime, don't forget to make the stipMation which
I have suggested. It is the one certain way of puttmg your brother's
real feeHng m this matter to the test."
The servant had rung the beU, without producmg any resMt. He
rang agam. Lady Holchester put a question to Sfr Patrick.
" If I have an opportunity of spealdng to my son's wffe alone," she
said, " have you any message to give ? "
Sfr- Patrick produced a Httle note.
" May I appeal to your ladysMp's kmdness to give her this ? " The
gate was opened by the servant-gfrl, as Lady Holchester took the note.
"Remember," reiterated Sfr Patrick, earnestly, "if I can be of the
smallest service to her—don't tMnk of my position with Mr. Delamayn.
Send for me at once."
JuUus and Ms mother were conducted mto the drawmg-room. The
girl mformed them that her master had gone upstafrs to Me do-wn, and
that he woMd be -with them immediately.
Both mother and son were too anxious to speak. Julius wandered
uneasUy about the room. Some books attracted his notice, on a table
in a comer—four dirty, greasy volumes, -with a sHp of paper projecting
from the leaves of one of them, wMch contamed tMs inscription, " With
Mr. Perry's respects." JuUus opened the volume. It was the ghastly
popular record of Criminal Trials in England, caUed The Newgate
Calendar. JuHus showed it to his mother.
" Geoffrey's taste m Hterature," he said, -with a faint snule.
Lady Holchester signed to him to put the book back.
"You have seen Geoffrey's -wffe afready — have you n o t ? " she
asked.
There was no contempt now m her tone, when she referred to Anne.
The impression produced on her by her visit to the cottage, earlier in

THE PROPOSAL.

403

the day, associated Geoffrey's wife with famUy anxieties of no trivial
kind. She nught stUl (for Mrs. Glenarm's sake) be a woman to be
dishked—but she was no longer a woman to he despised.
" I saw her when she came to Swanhaven," said JMius. " I agree
mtli Sir Patrick in thinkmg her a very interestmg person."
" What did Sir Patrick say to you about Geoffrey, this afternoon
whUe I was out of the room ? "
" Only what he said to you. H e thought thefr position towards
each other here, a very deplorable one. H e considered that the
reasons were seiio-as for our mterfermg immediately."
" Sir Patrick's own opinion, JuHus, goes farther than that."
" He has not acknowledged it, that I know ofi"
" How can he acknowledge it—to us ? "
The door opened, and Geoflfrey entered the room.
JuUus eyed Mm closely as they shook hands. His eyes were
bloodshot; Ms face was fiushed ; his utterance was tluck—the look of
him was the look of a man who had been drinMng hard.
" WeU ? " he said to Ms mother. " "What brings you back ? "
" JuUus has a proposal to make to you," L a d y Holchester answered.
" I approve of i t ; and I have come with him."
Geoflfrey turned to Ms brother.
" What can a rich man Hke you, want with a poor devU Hke me ? "
he asked.
" I want to do you justice, Geoffi-ey—ff you ^viU help me, by meetmg
me half way. Our mother has told you about the wUl ? "
" I'm not down for a halfpenny m the wUl. I expected as much.
Go on."
" You are WTong—you are down in it. There is Uberal pro-vision
made for you in a codicU. UnhappUy, my father died without signmg
it. It is neecUess to say that I consider it bmdmg on me for aU that.
I am ready to do for you, what your father woMd have done for you.
And I oMy ask for one concession m return."
" What may that be ? "
" You are H-vmg here very unhappUy, Geoffiey, -with your wffe."
" Who says so ? I don't, for one."
JuUus laid Ms hand kmdly on his brother's arm.
" Don't trifie with such a serious matter as this," he said. " Your
marriage is, m every sense of the word, a misfortune—not oMy to you,
but to your wffe. I t is impossible that you can live together. I have
come back here to ask you to consent to a separation. Do that—and
the pro-vision made for you m the unsigned codicff is yours. W h a t do
you s a y ? "
Geoflfrey shook his brother's hand off Ms arm.
" I say—No ! " he answered.
Lady Holchester interfered for the first time.
" Your brother's generous offer deserves a better answer than that,'
she said.
" My answer," reiterated Geoffrey, " is—No ! "
H e sat between them, with his clenched fists leeting on his
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knees — absolutely impenetrable to anything that either of them
could say.
" In your situation," said JuHus, " a refusal is sheer madness. I won't
accept it."
" Do as you Hke about that. My mind's made up. I won't let my
wffe be taken away from me. Here she stays."
The brutal tone m wMch he made that reply roused Lady Holchester's
indignation.
" Take care!" she sMd. " You are not oMy behaving with the
grossest mgratitude towards your brother—you are forcing a suspicion
into your mother's mmd. You have some motive that you are hiding
from us."
He turned on Ms mother, -with a sudden ferocity wMch made JuHus
spring to Ms feet. The next mstant, Ms eyes were on the ground; and
the de-vU that possessed Mm was quiet again.
" Some motive I'm Mdmg from you ? " he repeated, -with Ms head
down, and his utterance tMcker than ever. " I'm ready to have my
motive posted all over London, ff you Hke. I'm fond of her."
He looked up, as he said the last words. Lady Holchester turned
away her head—recoiling from her own son. So overwhehnmg was the
shock infUcted on her, that even the strongly-rooted prejudice which
Mrs. Glenarm had implanted m her mind, yielded to it. At that moment,
she absolutely pitied Anne !
"Poor creature! " said Lady Holchester.
He took instant offence at those two words.
" I won't have my wffe pitied by anybody."
With that reply, he dashed into the passage, and called out, "Anne!
come do-wn!"
Her soft voice answered; her Ught footfall was heard on the stairs.
She came mto the room. JuUus advanced; took her hand; and held
it kindly m his.
" We are having a Uttle fanuly discussion," he said, trymg to give
her confidence. " And Geoffrey is gettmg hot over it, as usual."
Geoffrey appealed sterMy to Ms mother.
"Look at her !" he said. " Is she starved? Is she in rags? Is she
covered with brMses ? "
He turned to Anne.
" They have come here to propose a separation. They both beheve
I hate you. I don't hate you. I'm a good CMistian. I owe it to you
that I'm cut out of my father's wUl. I forgive you that. I owe it to
you that I've lost the chance of marrying a woman -with ten thousand
a year. I forgive you that. I'm not a man who does tMngs by halves.
I said it shoMd be my endeavour to make you a good husband. I said
it was my •wish to make it up. WeU ! I am as good as my word. And
what's the consequence ? I am msulted. My mother comes here, and
my brother comes here—and they offer me money to part from you.
Money be hanged! I'U be beholden to nobody. I'U get my own living.
Shame on the people who interfere between man and •wife! Shame I—
that's what I say—shame I"
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Anne looked for an explanation, from her husband to her husband''*
mother.
" Have you proposed a separation between us ? " she asked.
" Yes—on terms of the utmost advantage to my son; arranged with
every possible consideration towards you. Is there any objection on
your side?"
" Oh, Lady Holchester! is it necessary to ask me ? What does he
say?"
" He has refused."
"Refused!"
" Yes," said Geoflfrey. " I don't go back from my word; I stick to
what I said tMs moming. It's my endeavour to make you a good husband. It's my •wish to make it up."
He paused, and then added Ms last reason :—" I'm fond of you."
Thefr eyes met, as he said it to her. JuHus felt Anne's hand
suddeMy tighten round Ms. The desperate grasp of the frail cold
fingers, the imploring terror in the gentle sensitive face as it slowly
turned Ms way, said to Mm, as ff m words, " Don't leave me friendless
to-night!"
" If you both stop here tiU domesday," said Geoflfrey, " you'U get
nothing more out of me. You have had my reply."
With that, he seated himseff doggedly m a comer of the room;
waiting—ostentatiously waiting—for Ms mother and Ms brother to take
their leave.
The position was serious. To argue the matter •with him that night,
was hopeless. To in^vite Sir Patrick's mterference woMd only be to
provoke Ms savage temper to a new outbreak. On the other hand, to
leave the helpless woman, after what had passed, without another effort
to befriend her, was, in her situation, an act of downright inhumaMty,
and nothing less. JuHus took the one way out of the difficMty that was
left,—the one way worthy of liim as a compassionate and an honourable
man.
" We •wUl drop it for to-Mght, Geoflfrey," he said. " But I am
not the less resolved, m spite of all that you have said, to return to
the subject to-morrow. It woMd save me some inconvenience—a
second journey here from town, and then going back again to my
engagements — ff I stayed -with you to-Mght. Can you give me
a bed?"
A look flashed on him from Anne, wMch thanked Mm as no words
could have thanked Mm.
" Give you a bed ? " repeated Geoffrey.
He checked Mmseff, on the point of refusing. His mother was
watching Mm; Ms •wffe was watching him—and Ms •wffe knew that the
room above them was a room to spare.
"AU right!" he resumed, in another tone, •with his eye on his
mother. " There's an empty room upstafrs. Have it, if you Hke. You
won't find I've changed my mind to-morrow—but that's your look-out.
Stop here, ff the fancy takes you. I've no objection. It don't matter
to Me.—WUl you trust Ms lordsMp under my roof? " he added, address-
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" I might have some motive that I'm Mding from you,

J'OU Imow! "

Without waiting for an answer, he turned to Anne.
" Go and tell old Dummy to put the sheets on tiie bed. Say there's
a Hve lord m the house—she's to send in somethmg devilish good for
supper!"
He burst fiercely into a forced laugh.
Lady Holchester rose at the moment when Anne was lea^ving the
room.
" I shall not be here when you return," she said. " Let me bid you
good-Mght."
She shook hands ivitli Anne—gi^vmg her Sfr Patrick's note, unseen,
at the same moment. Anne left the room. Without addressmg another
word to her second son, I^ady Holchester beckoned to JMius to give her
his arm.
" You have acted nobly towards your brother," she said to Mm. " My
one comfort and my one hope, JuHus, are in you."
They went out together to the gate; Geoffrey foUowing them with
the key in his hand.
" Don't be too anxious," JuHus wMspered to his mother. " I wUl
keep the drmk out of Ms way to-Mght—and I wiU bring you a better
account of lum to-morrow. Explain everything to Sfr Patrick, as you go
home."
He handed Lady Holchester mto the carriage; and re-entered, leaving
Geoflfrey to lock the gate.
The brothers retm-ned m silence to the cottage. JuHus had concealed
it from his mother—but he was seriously uneasy in secret. NaturaUy
prone to look at all things on their brighter side, he coMd place no
hopefiU mterpretation on what Geoflfrey had said and done that night.
The conviction that he was dehberately acting a part, in Ms present
relations -with his w-ffe, for some abommable purpose of his own, had
rooted itseff firmly in JuHus. For the first time in Ms experience of his
brother, the pecuMary consideration was not the uppermost consideration in Geoffrey's mmd.
They went back into the dra^wing-room.
" What wiU you have to drink ? " said Geoflfrey.
" NotMng."
" You won't keep me company over a drop of brandy and w-ater ? "
" No. You have had enough brandy and water."
After a moment of frownmg seff-consideration in the glass, Geoflfrey
abruptly agreed with JuHus. " I look like it," he said. " I'U soon put
that right."
He disappeared, and returned with a wet towel tied round Ms head.
"What w-Ul you do, wlule the women are getting your bed ready?
Liberty HaU here. I've taken to cultivatmg my mind—I'm a reformed
character, you know, now I'm a married man. You do what you Hke.
I shaU read."
He turned to the side-table; and, producing the volumes of the New
gate Calendar, gave one to Ms brother. JMius handed it back again.
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"You won't cMtivate your mmd," he said, "with such a book as
that. Vile actions, recorded m -yUe EngHsh, make vUe readmg, Geoffrey,
in every sense of the word."
" It •wUl do for me. I don't know good EngUsh when I see it."
With that frank acknowledgment—to wMcli the great majority of
his companions at school and coUege nught have subscribed, without
doing the shghtest mjustice to the present state of EngHsh education—
Geoffirey drew Ms chafr to the table, and opened one of the volumes of
his record of crime.
The eveMng newspaper was lying on the sofa. JuHus took it up,
and seated himseff opposite to his brother. He noticed, with some
surprise, that Geoffrey appeared to have a special object in consMting
Ms book. Instead of beginning at the first page, he ran the leaves
through Ms fingers, and turned them down at certam places, before he
entered on Ms readmg. If JuUus had looked over Ms brother's shoulder,
instead of oMy lookmg at him across the table, he woMd have seen that
Geoflfrey passed by aU the fighter crimes reported m the Calendar, and
marked for Ms o^wn private readmg the cases of Murder oMy.

CHAPTER T H E FIFTY-SEVENTH.
THE APPARITION.

THE mght had advanced. It was close on twelve o'clock, when Anne
heard the servant's voice, outside her bedroom door, askmg leave to
speak •with her for a moment.
"What is ff?"
" The gentleman dowmstafrs wishes to see you, ma'am."
" Do you mean Mr. Delamayn's brother ? "
" Yes."
" Where is Mr. Delamayn ? "
" Out m the garden, ma'am."
Anne went downstafr-s, and found Julius alone in the drawing-room.
" I ani sorry to disturb you," he said. " I am afraid Geoffiey is Ul
The landlady has gone to bed, I am told—and I don't know where to
apply for medical assistance. Do you know of any doctor m the
neighbourhood ? "
Anne, Hke JuHus, was a perfect stranger to the neigbourhood. She
suggested makmg inqufry of the servant. On speaking to the girl, it
turned out that she knew of a medical man, Hvmg withm ten mmutes'
walk of the cottage. She could give plam dfrections enabhng any
person to find the place—but she was afraid, at that hour of the night,
and in that lonely neighbourhood, to go out by herseff.
" Is he seriously Ul ? " Anne asked.
" He is in such a state of nervous irritabiUty," said JuHus, " that he
can't remain stiU for two moments together m the same place. It began
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•with incessant restiessness wMle he was readmg here. I persuaded huu
to go to bed. He coMdn't He stiU for an mstant—he came down again,
burnmg with fever, and more restless than ever. He is out in the
garden, in spite of everythmg I could do to prevent Mm; trying as he
says, to ' run it off.' It appears to be serious to me. Come and judge
for yourseff."
He led Anne mto the next room; and, opeMng the shutter, pomted
to the garden.
The clouds had cleared off; the Mght was fine. The clear starlight
showed Geoflfrey, stripped to Ms shfrt and drawers, runnmg round and
round the garden. He apparently beheved himself to be contendmg at
the FuUiam foot-race. At times, as the wMte figure circled round and
round m the starUght, they heard liim cheering for "the South." The
slackenmg thump of Ms feet on the ground, the hea^vier and hea^vier
gasps in which he drew Ms breath, as he passed the •window, gave w-arning that Ms strength was faUmg Mm. Exhaustion, ff it led to no worse
consequences, w-oiild force him to return to the house. In the state of
Ms bram at that moment, who coMd say what the resMt might be, ff
medical help was not caUed m ?
" I wUl go for the doctor," said JuUus, "if you don't mmd my
leavmg you."
It was impossible for Anne to set any apprehensions of her own
agamst the plam necessity for summoMng assistance. They found the
key of the gate m the pocket of Geoffrey's coat upstafrs. Anne went
with JuHus to let Mm out. " How can I thank you! " she said, gratefully.
" "What shoMd I have done -without you ! " " I won't be a moment
longer than I can help," he answered—and left her.
She secured the gate agam, and went back to the cottage. The
servant met her at the door — and proposed calling up Hester
DetMidge.
" We don't know what the master may do, whUe Ms brother's away,"
said the girl. " And one more of us isn't one too many, when we are
oMy women in the house."
" You are quite right," said Anne. " AVake your nustress."
After ascendmg the stafrs, they looked out into the garden, through
the wmdow at the end of the passage on the upper floor. He was still
gomg round and round, but very slowly: Ms pace was fast slackenmg
to a walk.
Anne went back to her room, and waited near the open door—ready
to close and fasten it instantly, ff anytMng occurred to alarm her. " How
changed I am!" she thought to herseff. " Everythmg frightens me,
now."
The mference was the natural one—but not the true one. The
change was not in herseff, but m the situation in which she was placed.
Her position during the mvestigation at Lady Lundie's house had tried
her moral courage, only. It had exacted from her one of those noble
efforts of self-sacrifice, wMcli the Mdden forces in a woman's nature are
essentially capable of maMng. Her position at the cottage tried her
physical courage : it called on her to rise superior to the sense of actual
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bodUy danger—whUe that danger was lurldng m the dark. There, the
woman's nature sank under the stress laid on it—there, her courage
could strike no root m the strength of her love—there, the animal inetincts were the instincts appealed to; and the firmness w-anted was the
firmness of a man.
Hester Dethridge's door opened. She walked straight mto Anne's
room.
The yeUow clay-cold colour of her face showed a famt flush of
warmth; its deathlike stUMess was stfrred by a touch of Iffe. The
stony eyes, fixed as ever in thefr gaze, shone strangely -with a dim mner
lustre. Her grey hafr, so neatly arranged at other times, was in disorder
under her cap. All her movements were qiucker than usual. Something
had roused the stagnant -vitality in the woman—it was worldng in her
mind; it was forcing itseff outwards into her face. The servants at
Windygates, in past times, had seen these signs ; and had known them
for a warning to leave Hester Dethridge to herself.
Anne asked her ff she had heard what had happened.
She bowed her head.
" I hope you don't nund bemg disturbed ? "
She wrote on her slate :—" I'm glad to be disturbed. I have been
dreaming bad dreams. It's good for me to be wakened, when sleep
takes me backwards in my Hfe. What's -wrong with you ? Frightened ? "
"Yes."
She -wrote again, and pomted towards the garden with one hand,
whUe she held the slate up with the other:—" Frightened of him } "
" Terribly frightened."
She -wrote for the thfrd time, and offered the slate to Anne -with a
ghastly smile: " I have been tMough it aU. I know. You're oMy at
the beginning now. He'U put the wrmkles in your face, and the grey
in your hafr. There -wUl come a time when you'U -wish yourself dead
and buried. You •wiU Hve through it, for aU that. Look at Me."
As she read the last three words, Anne heard the garden door
below, opened, and banged to agam. She caught Hester DetMidge by
the arm, and listened. The tramp of Geoffrey's feet, staggermg hea-vUy
in the passage, gave token of Ms approach to the stafrs. He was talldng
to himseff, stiU possessed by the delusion that he was at the foot-race.
" Five to four on Delamayn. Delamajm's won. TMee cheers for ' the
South,' and one cheer more. De^vilish long race. Night already!
Perry ! where's Perry? "
He advanced, staggermg from side to side of the passage. The
stairs below creaked as he set his foot on them. Hester Dethridge
dragged herseff free from Anne; advanced, with her candle m her hand,
and tMew open Geoffrey's bedroom-door; returned to the head of the
stairs; and stood there, firm as a rock, waitmg for him. He looked up,
as he set his foot on the next stafr, and met the view of Hester's face,
brightly illummated by the candle, lookmg do^wn at him. On the
instant, he stopped, rooted to the place on which he stood. " Ghost!
witch ! devU ! " he cried out, " take your eyes off me ! " He shook hia
fist at her furiously, with an oath—sprang back into the hall—and shut
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himseff into the dra^wmg-room from the sight of her. The paMc wMch
had seized him once afready m the Mtchen-garden at Wmdygates, under
the eyes of the dumb cook, had fastened its hold on him once more.
Frightened—absolutely frightened of Hester DetMidge !
The gate beU rang. JuUus had returned with the doctor.
Anne gave the key to the gfrl to let them m. Hester wrote on her
slate, as composedly as if nothing had happened:—" They'U find me in
the kitchen, if they want me. I shan't go back to my bedroom. My
becfroom's fMl of bad dreams." She descended the stafrs. Anne wMted
in the upper passage, looldng over into the haU below. " Your brother
is in the dra-wmg-room," she called dowm to JuUus. " The landlady is
in the Mtclien, ff you want her." She returned to her room, and waited
for what might happen next.
After a brief interval, she heard the dra^wmg-room door open, and
the voices of the men outside. There seemed to be some difficulty in
persuadmg Geoflfrey to ascend the stafrs : he persisted in declaring that
Hester Dethridge was waitmg for Mm at the top of them. After a Httle,
they persuaded him that the way was free. Anne heard them ascend
the stafrs, and close Ms bedroom door.
Another, and a longer mterval passed, before the door opened agam.
The doctor was gomg away. He said Ms partmg words to JuHus m the
passage. " Look at him from time to time, through the Mght, and give
him another dose of the sedative mixtm-e, ff he wakes. There is nothing
to be alarmed about m the restlessness and the fever. They are only
the outward manffestations of some serious miscMef Mdden under them.
Send for the medical man who has last attended him. Knowledge of
the patient's constitution is very important knowledge in this case."
As JuHus returned from lettmg the doctor out, Anne met Mm in the
haU. She was at once struck by the worn look m Ms face, and by the
fatigue which expressed itseff in aU Ms movements.
" You want rest," she said. " Pray go to your room. I have
heard what the doctor said to you. Leave it to the landlady and to me
to sit up."
JuHus o-wned that he had been traveUing from Scotland during the
previous night. But he was im-wUling to abandon the responsibUity of
watchmg Ms brother. " You are not strong enough, I am sure, to take
my place," he said kmdly. " And Geoflfrey has some unreasonmg horror
of the landlady, which makes it vei-y undesfrable that he shoMd see her
agam, m Ms present state. I wiU go up to my room, and rest on the
bed. If you hear anytMng, you have only to come and call me."
An hour more passed.
Anne went to Geoffi-ey's door, and Hstened. He was stfrrmg in Ms
bed, and muttering to himseff. She went on to the door of the next
room, which JuHus had left partly open. Fatigue had over-powered
liim : she heard, withm, the qiuet breathmg of a man in a sound sleep.
Anne turned back agam, resolved not to disturb him.
At the head of the stairs, she hesitated—not Imo-wing what to do.
Her hon-or of entering Geoffrey's room by herseff, was msm-mountable.
But who else vras to do it ? The girl had gone to bed. The reason

THE APPARITION.

411

wMch JuUus had given for not employmg the assistance of Hester
Dethridge, was unanswerable. She listened, again at Geoffrey's door.
No sound was now audible m the room, to a person in the passage
outside. Would it be well to look m, and make sure that he had only
faUen asleep agam ? She hesitated once more—she was stUl hesitating,
when Hester DetMidge appeared from the Idtchen.
She jomed Anne at the top of the stairs—looked at her—and wrote
a line on her slate:—" Frightened to go in? Leave it to Me."
The sUence m the room justified the mference that he was asleep.
If Hester looked in, Hester could do no harm now. Anne accepted
the proposal.
" If you find anytlung wrong," she said, " don't disturb Ms brother.
Come to me first."
With that caution, she withdrew. It was then nearly two in the
mornmg. She, Hke JuHus, was smMng from fatigue. After waitmg a
little, and hearmg nothing, she threw herseff on the sofa in her room
If anything happened, a knock at the door woMd rouse her mstantly.
In the meanwhUe, Hester Detliridge opened Geoffrey's bedroom
door, and went m.
The movements and the mutterings wMch Anne had heard, had
been movements and muttermgs m his sleep. The doctor's composing
draught, partiaUy disturbed in its operation for the moment only, had
recovered its sedative influence on his bram. Geoflfrey was in a deep
and quiet sleep.
Hester stood near the door, looldng at Mm. She moved to go out
again—stopped—and fixed her eyes suddeMy on one of the inner
corners of the room.
The same smister change which had passed over her once already
in Geoffrey's presence, when they met in the Mtchen garden at Wmdygates, now passed over her agam. Her closed lips dropped apart,
iier eyes slowly dUated—moved mch by inch from the corner, foUowmg
sometMng along the empty waU, m the dfrection of the bed—stopped
at the head of the bed, exactly above Geoffrey's sleepmg face—stared,
rigid and gUttering, as if they saw a sight of horror close over it. He
sighed famtiy m Ms sleep. The sound, slight as it was, broke the
speU that held her. She slowly Iffted her -withered hands, and -wrung
them above her head; fled back across the passage; and, rushmg into
her room, sank on her knees at the bedside.
Now, m the dead of night, a strange thing happened. Now, in the
sUence and darkness, a Mdeous secret was revealed.
In the sanctuary of her o-wn room—-with aU the other mmates of
the house sleeping round her — the dumb woman threw off the
mysterious and terrible disguise under wMcli she dehberately isolated
herseff among her feUow-creatures in the hours of the day. Hester
Dethridge spoke. In low, thick, smothered accents—m a wild Utany
of her own—she prayed. She caUed upon the mercy of God for
dehverance from herseff; for deUverance from the possession of tho
Devil; for blmdness to fall on her, for death to strike her, so that she
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might never see that unnamed Horror more! Sobs shook the whole
frame of the stony woman whom nothmg human moved at other times.
Tears poured over those clay-cold cheeks. One by one, the frantic
words of her prayer died away on her Hps. Fierce shuddermg fits
shook her from head to foot. She started up from her knees m the
darkness. Light! Hght! Hght! The unnamed Honror was behind
her in his room. The unnamed Horror was lookmg at her through
his open door. She found the match-box, and Ht the candle on her
table—Ht the two other candles set for ornament oMy on the mantelpiece—and looked aU round the brightly-hghted Httle room. " Aha! "
she said to herseff, wipmg the cold sweat of her agony from her face.
" Candles to other people. God's Hght to me. Nothing to be seen!
nothmg to be seen! " Takmg one of the candles in her hand, she
crossed the passage, -with her head down; turned her back on Geoffrey's
open door; closed it qMckly and softly, stretching out her hand behind
her: and retreated again to her owm room. She fastened the door, and
took an mk-bottle and a pen from the mantelpiece. After considermg
for a moment, she hung a handkerchief over the key-hole, and laid an
old shawl longwise at the bottom of the door, so as to Mde the light in
her room from the observation of any one in the house who might wake
and come that way. TMs done, she opened the upper part of her
dress; and, sHppmg her fingers mto a secret pocket Mdden in the
inner side of her stays, produced from it some neatly-folded leaves ol
thin paper. Spread out on the table, the lea,ves revealed themselves—
aU but the last—as closely covered •with writing, m her o^wn hand.
The first leaf was headed by tMs mscription:—" My CoMession,
To be put mto my coffin, and to be buried •with me when I die."
She turned the manuscript over, so as to get at the last page. The
greater part of it was left blank. A few fines of •writmg, at the top,
bore the date of the day of the week and month, on wMch Lady
Lundie had dismissed her from her situation at Wmdygates. The
entry w-as expressed in these terms :—
" I have seen IT again to-day. The first time, for two months past.
In the Mtchen garden. Standing beMnd the young gentleman whose
name is Delamajm. Resist the Devil, and he -wUl flee from you. I
have resisted. By prayer. By meditation in soHtude. By readmg
good books. I have left my place. I have lost sight of the young
gentleman for good. "Who •wiU IT stand behmd ? and pomt to next ?
Lord have mercy upon me ! Christ have mercy upon me ! "
Under this, she now added the foUowmg Hues; first carefuUy prefixing the date:—
" I have seen IT agam to-Mght. I notice one awful change. I T
nas appeared twice, behmd the same person. TMs has never happened
before. This makes the temptation more terrible than ever. To-mght,
in Ms bedroom, between the bed-head and the waU, I have seen IT
behind young Mr. Delamayn agam. The head just above Ms face;
and the finger pointmg downwards at his throat. Twice beMnd this one
man. And never twice behmd any other Hving creature, tUl now. If
I see IT a thfrd time beMnd him—Lord deUver me! Christ deliver
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Die! I daren't thm£ of it. He shaU leave my cottage to-morrow. I
would fain have drawn back from the bargain, when the stranger took
the lodgings for Ms friend, and the friend proved to be Mr. Delamayn.
I didn't Hke it, even then. After the warnmg to-night, my mmd is
made up. He shaU go. He may have his money back, if he likes.
He shall go. (Memorandum:—Felt the temptation wMspermg this
time, and the terror tearing at me all the wlMe, as I have never felt
them yet. Resisted, as before, by prayer. Am now going downstairs
to meditate against it m soHtude—to fortffy myself agamst it by good
books. Lord be mercfful to me a sinner!)"
In those words she closed the entry, and put the manuscript back in
the secret pocket in her stays.
She went down to the little room lookmg on the garden, wMch had
once been her brother's study. There, she Ht a lamp, and took some
books from a sheff that hung agamst the waU. The books were the
Bible, a volume of Methodist sermons, and a set of coUected Memofrs
of Methodist saints. Rangmg these last carefMly round her m an
order of her o^wn, Hester Dethridge sat down with the Bible on her
lap, to watch out the Mght.

CHAPTER THE FIFTY-EIGHTH.
THE MOONLIGHT ON THE FLOOR.
WHAT had happened in the hours of darkness ?
TMs was Anne's first thought, when the sunUght poured m at her
window, and woke her the next mornmg.
She made immediate mqufry of the servant. The girl coMd only
speak for herself. Nothmg had occurred to disturb her, after she had
gone to bed. Her master was stiff, she beheved, m Ms room. Mrs.
Dethridge was at her work m the Mtchen.
Anne went to the kitchen. Hester Dethridge was at her usual
occupation at that time—preparing the breakfast. The sUght signs of
animation wMch Anne had noticed m her when they last met, appeared
no more. The dMl look was back again in her stony eyes; the Hfeless
torpor possessed all her movements. Asked ff anjihmg had happened
in the night, she slowly shook her stoHd head, slowly made the sign with
her hand which signified, " Nothmg."
Leaving the Mtchen, Anne saw JuUus in the front garden. She went
out, and jomed hfrn.
" I beUeve I have to thank your consideration for me, for some hours
of rest," he said. " It was five in the mornmg when I woke. I hope
you had no reason to regret having left me to sleep ? I went into
Geoffrey's room—and found him stfriing. A second dose of the nuxture
composed him again. The fever has gone. He looks weaker and paler
—but in other respects like himseff. We -wUl return dfrectiy to the
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question of his health. I have something to say to you first, about a
change which may be commg in your Hfe here."
" H a s he consented to the separation ? "
" No. H e is as obstinate about it as ever. I have placed the matter
before him m every possible Ught. H e stiU refuses, positively refuses,
a provision wMch woMd make him an independent man for Hfe."
" I s it the pro^vision he might have had. Lord Holchester, ff—— ? "
" I f he had married Mrs. Glenarm? No. I t is impossible, consistently -with my duty to my mother, and with what I owe to the
position m wMch my father's death has placed me, that I can offer Mm
such a fortune as Mrs. Glenarm's. StUl, it is a handsome mcome which
he is mad enough to refuse. I shaU persist m pressmg it on him. H e
must, and shall, take it."
Anne felt no re'vivmg hope roused m her by his last words. She
turned to another subject.
" Y o u had sometMng to teU me," she said. " Y o u spoke of a
change."
" True. The landlady here is a very strange person; and she has
done a very strange thmg. She has given Geoflfrey notice to qmt these
lodgings."
" Notice to quit ? " Anne repeated m amazement.
" Yes. I n a formal letter. She handed it to me open, as soon as I
was up this mornmg. I t was impossible to get any explanation from
her. The poor dumb creature simply wrote on her slate :—' H e may
have Ms money back, if he Hkes : he shaU go !' Greatly to my surprise
(for the woman inspires him with the strongest aversion), Geoffrey
refuses to go, untU his term is up. I have made the peace between them
for to-day. Mrs. Dethridge, very reluctantly, consents to give him four
and twenty hours. And there the matter rests at present."
" W h a t can her motive be ? " said Anne.
" It's useless to mqufre. H e r nund is evidently off its balance. One
thing is clear, Geoffi-ey cannot keep you here much longer. The conung
change -wiU remove you from tMs dismal place—which is one thmg
gamed. And it is qMte possible that new scenes and new surroundmgs
may have their mfluence on Geoffrey for good. H i s conduct—otherwise
qMte mcomprehensible—may be the resiUt of some latent nervous
irritation which medical help might reach. I don't attempt to disgMse
from myseff or from you, that yoiu- position here is a most deplorable
one. But before we despair of the future, let us at least inqMre
whether there is any explanation of my brother's present beha-viom- to
be found, m the present state of my brother's health. I have been considermg what the doctor said to me last night. The first tlung to do, is
to get the best medical advice on Geoffrey's case which is to be had.
W h a t do you tlunk ? "
I daren't teU you w-hat I thmk. Lord Holchester. I wiU try—it is
a very smaU return to make for your kmdness—I wUl try to see my
position with your eyes, not with mine. The best medical advice that
you can obtain, is the ad-vice of Mr. SpeedweU. I t was he who ffrst
made the discovery that your brother was in broken health."
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" The very man for our purpose ! I will send him here to-day or
to-morrow. Is there anything else I can do for you ? I shaU see Sfr
Patrick as soon as I get to to-wn. Have you any message for him ? "
Anne hesitated. LooMng attentively at her, JuHus noticed that she
changed colour when he mentioned Sir Patrick's name.
" WUl you say that I gratefuUy thank him for the letter which Lady
Holchester was so good as to give me last night ? " she rephed. " And
wfll you entreat him from me, not to expose himseff, on my account,
to
" she hesitated, and fiMshed the sentence •with her eyes on the
ground—" to what might happen, ff he came here and msisted on
seeing me?"
" Does he propose to do that ? "
She hesitated again. The Httle nervous contraction of her Hps at
one side of the mouth, became more marked than usual. "He writes
that Ms anxiety is unendm-able, and that he is resolved to see me," she
answered, softly.
" He is likely to hold to his resolution, I think," said JuHus. " When
I saw him yesterday, Sfr Patrick spoke of you m terms of admfration
"
He stopped. The bright tears were ghttering on Anne's eyelashes:
one of her hands was toying nervously with somethmg hidden (possibly
Sfr Patrick's letter) m the bosom of her dress. " I thank him with my
whole heart," she said, in low faltermg tones. " But it is best that he
shoMd not come here."
" Would you like to write to Mm ? "
" I think I shoMd prefer your giving liim my message."
Juhus understood that the subject was to proceed no further. Srr
Patrick's letter had produced some impression on her, which the sensitive
nature of the woman seemed to shrink from acknowledging, even to
herseff. They turned back to enter the cottage. At the door, they were
met by a surprise. Hester Dethridge, with her bonnet on—dressed, at
that hour of the mornmg, to go out!
" Are you gomg to market afready ?'' Anne asked.
Hester shook her head.
" "When are you commg back ? "
Hester -wrote on her slate:—" Not tUl the night-time."
Without another word of explanation, she pulled her veU do^wn over
her face, and made for the gate. The key had been left in the diningroom by JuUus, after he had let the doctor out. Hester had it in her
hand. She opened the gate; and closed the door after her, leaving the
key m the lock. At the moment when the door banged to, Geoffrey
appeared m the passage.
" Where's the key ? " he asked. " Who's gone out ? "
His brother answered the ciuestion. He looked backwards and
forwards suspiciously between Julius and Anne. " What does she go
out for at this time ? " he said. " Has she left the house to avoid Me ? "
JuHus thought this the Miely explanation. Geoflfrey went down
BulkUy to the gate to lock it, and returned to them, with the key in his
pocket.
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" I'm obUged to be carefM of the gate," he said. "The neighbourhood
swarms with beggars and tramps. If you want to go out," he added,
turnmg pointedly to Anne, " I'm at your service, as a good husband ought
to be."
After a hurried breakfast, JuHus took Ms departure.
" I don't accept your refusal," he said to Ms brother, before Anne.
" You wiU see me here agam."
Geoflfrey obstmately repeated the refusal.
" I f you come here every day of your Hfe," he said, "it wiU be just
the same."
The gate closed on JuUus. Anne returned again to the soHtude of
her own chamber. Geoflfrey entered the drawmg-room; placed the
volumes of the Neiogate Calendar on the table before Mm; and resumed
the readmg which he had been unable to contmue on the evenmg before.
Hour after hour he doggedly plodded through one case of murdeiafter another. He had read one good haff of the horrid chronicle of
crime, before Ms power of fixing Ms attention began to faU him. Then
he Ht Ms pipe ; and went out to thmk over it in the garden. However
the atrocities of wMch he had been readmg might differ in other respects,
there was one terrible pomt of resemblance, wMch he had not anticipated,
and in wMch every one of the cases agreed. Sooner or later, there was
the dead body always certam to be found; always bearing its dumb
witness, in the traces of poison or in the marks of violence, to the crime
committed on it.
He walked to and fro slowly; stUl pondering over the problem wMch
had first found its way mto Ms nund, when he had stopped m the front
garden, and had looked up at Anne's window in the dark. " H o w ? "
That had been the one question before him, from the time when the
lawyer had annihUated his hopes of a divorce. It remamed the one
question stiU. There was no answer to it in his own brain; there
was no answer to it m the book which he had been consulting. Everythmg was in his favour ff he coMd oMy find out " how." He had got
Ms hated •wffe upstafrs at Ms mercy—thanks to Ms refusal of the money
which JuHus had offered to Mm. He was H^vmg in a place absolutely
secluded from pubhc observation on aU sides of it—thanks to his resolution to remain at the cottage, even after his landlady had msMted Mm
by sendmg him a notice to qMt. Everything had been prepared, everything had been sacrificed, to the fuMhnent of one purpose—and how to
attam that purpose was stffl the same impenetrable mystery to Mm wMch
it had been from the first!
What was the other alternative? To accept the proposal wMch
JuHus had made. In other words, to give up Ins vengeance on Anne,
and to turn Ms back on the splencUd future which Mrs. Glenarm's devotion stffl offered to him.
Never! He woMd go back to the books. He was not at the end
of them. The sUghtest Mnt, in the pages which were stiU to be read,
might set his sluggish bram worHng in the right dfrection. The way to
be rid of her, -without excitmg the suspicion of any living creature, in
the house or out of it, was a way that might be found yet.
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Could a man, in Ms position in Hfe, reason in this brutal manner ?
eould he act in this mercUess way? Surely the thought of what he was
about to do must have troubled bim tMs time!
Pause for a moment—and look back at Mm in the past.
Did he feel any remorse, when he was plottmg the betrayal of Arnold
in the garden at Windygates ? The sense wMch feels remorse had not
been put mto him. What he is now, is the legitimate consequence of
what he was then. A far more serious temptation is now urging him to
commit a far more serious crime. How is he to resist ? WUl his sMU
in rowing (as Sfr Patrick once put it), his swiftness in running, his
admfrable capacity and endurance in other physical exercises, help him
to win a purely moral -victory over Ms own selfishness and Ms own
cruelty ? No! The moral and mental neglect of lumseff, wluch the
material tone of pubUc feeHng about him has tacitly encouraged, has left
him at the mercy of the worst instincts m his nature—of all that is most
vfle and of aU that is most dangerous m the composition of the natural
man. With the mass of his feUows, no harm out of the common has
come of tlus, because no temptation out of the common has passed their
way. But -with him, the case is reversed. A temptation out of the
common has passed his way. How does it find him prepared to meet
it? It finds him, HteraUy and exactly, what his training has left him,
in the presence of any temptation, smaU or great—a defenceless man.
Geoflfrey returned to the cottage. The servant stopped him in the
passage, to ask at what time he -wished to dme. Instead of answermg,
he inqufred angrily for Mrs. Dethridge. Mrs. Dethridge had not come
back.
It was now late in the afternoon; and she had been out since the
early mornmg. This had never happened before. Vague suspicions of
her, one more monstrous than another, began to rise in Geoffrey's brain.
Between the drink and the fever, he had been (as Julius had told him)
wandering in Ms nund, during a part of the Mght. Had he let anything
out, m that condition? Had Hester heard it? And was it, by any chance,
at the bott«m of her long absence and her notice to qMt? He determmed
—without lettmg her see that he suspected her—to clear up that doubt
as soon as Ms landlady returned to the house.
The eveMng came. It was past nine o'clock before there was a ring
at the beU. The servant came to ask for the key. Geoffrey rose to go
to the gate liimseff—and changed his mmd before he left the room. Her
suspicions might be roused (supposing it to be Hester who was waiting
for admission), if he opened the gate to her, when the servant was there
to do it. He gave the girl the key; and kept out of sight.
^
*
*
*
*
*
" Dead tired! "—the servant said to herseff, seeing hei mistress by
the hght of the lamp over the gate.
" Dead tfred! "—Geoffrey said to himself; observing Hester suspiciously as she passed hmi m the passage, on her way upstafrs to take
yflf her bonnet in her own room.
" Dead tfr-ed!"—Anne said to herself, meetmg Hester on the upper
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floor, and receiving from her a letter in Blanche's handwritmg; delivered
to the mistress of the cottage by the postman, who had met her at her
own gate.
*
^
*
*
*
*
Ha-vmg given the letter to Anne, Hester Dethridge withdrew to her
bedroom.
Geoffrey closed the door of the drawmg-room, in wluch the candles
were burning; and went mto the dming-room, hi which there was no
Hght. Leavmg the door ajar, he waited to intercept Ms landlady on her
way back to her supper m the kitchen.
Hester wearUy secured her door, wearily lit the candles, wearily put
the pen and ink on the table. For some minutes after this she was compelled to sit down, and rally her strength, and fetch her breath. After a
little, she was able to remove her upper clothuig. This done, she took
the manuscript inscribed," My Confession," out of the secret pocket of her
stays—turned to the last leaf, as before—and wrote another entry,
under the entry made on the previous night.
" This morning, I gave him notice to qMt, and offered him Ms money
back if he wanted it. He refuses to go. He shall go to-morrow—or I
wUl bm-n the place over Ms head. All through to-day, I have avoided
him by keeping out of the house. No rest to ease my nund, and no
sleep to close my eyes. I humbly bear my cross as long as my strength
will let me."
At those words, the pen dropped from her fingers. Her head nodded
on her breast. She roused herself with a start. Sleep was the enemy
jslie dreaded : sleep brought dreams.
She unfastened the wmdow shutters, and looked out at the night.
The peacefiU moonlight was shining over the garden. The clear depth
of the Mght sky was sootMng and beautfful to look at. What ? Fading
afready ? clouds ? darkness ? No! Nearly asleep once more. She
roused herseff again •with a start. There was the moonUght, and there
was the garden as bright under it as ever.
Dreams, or no dreams, it was useless to fight longer agamst the
weariness that overpowered her. She closed the shutters; and went
back to the bed; and put her Confession m its customary place at night,
under her pillow.
She looked round the room—and shuddered. Every corner of it was
fiUed with the terrible memories of the past Mght. She might wake
from the torture of the dreams to find the terror of the Apparition
watclung at her bedside. Was there no remedy ? no blessed safeguard
under which she nught tranquUly resign herself to sleep ? A thought
crossed her mmd. The good book—the Bible. If she slept with the
Bible under her piUow, there was hope m the good book—the hope of
sleeping m peace.
It was not worth wlule to put on the go-wn and the stays which she
had taken off. Her shawi would cover her. It was equaUy needless to
take the candle. The lower shutters woMd not be closed at that hour;
and, if they were, she coMd lay her hand on the Bible, in its place on
the parlour book-shelf, m the dark.
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She removed the Confession from under the pUlow. Not even for a
minute coMd she prevaU on herself to leave it m one room, wMle she
was away from it m another. With the manuscript folded up, and
hidden m her hand, she slowly descended the stafrs agam. Her knees
frembled mider her. She was obHged to hold by the stair-raff with the
band that was fr-ee.
Geoffrey observed her from the dining-room, on her way down the
Btairs. He wMted to see what she did, before he showed himseff, and
spoke to her. Instead of gomg on mto the Mtchen, she stopped short,
and entered the parlour. Another suspicious cfrcumstance ! What did
she want m the parlour, without a candle, at that time of Mght ?
She went to the bookcase—her dark figure plainly visible m the
moonUght that flooded the Httle room. She staggered and put her hand
to her head; giddy, to aU appearance, from extreme fatigue. She
recovered herseff, and took a book from the shelf. She leaned agamst
the waff after she had possessed herseff of the book. Too weary, as it
seemed, to get upstafrs agam, •without a Httle rest. Her arm-chafr was
near her. Better rest, for a moment or two, to be had in that than
could be got by leanmg agamst the wall. She sat down heavUy m the
chafr, •with the book on her lap. One of her arms hung over the arm of
tlie chair, •with the hand closed; apparently holding sometMng.
Her head nodded on her breast—recovered itself—and sank gently
on the cusMon at the back of the chafr. Asleep ? Fast asleep.
In less than a minute, the muscles of the closed hand that hung over
the arm of the chafr slowly relaxed. Something wMte sHpped out of
her hand, and lay in the moonUght on the floor.
Geoffi-ey took off Ms heavy shoes, and entered the room noiselessly
in his stockings. He picked up the white thmg on the floor. It proved
to be a coUection of several sheets of thin paper, neatly folded together,
and closely covered -with writing.
Writmg? As long as she was awake she had kept it hidden in
her hand.
Had he let out an3i;hing to compromise Mmself when he was Hglitheaded •with the fever the night before ? and had she taken it down m
writmg to produce agamst him ? Possessed by gnUty distrust, even that
monstrous doubt assumed a look of probabUity to Geoffi-ey's mmd. He
left the parlour as noiselessly as he had entered it, and made for the
candlehght m the drawing-room, determined to examine the manuscript
in Ms hand.
After carefuUy smoothmg out the folded leaves on the table, he
turned to the first page, and read these fines.
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-NINTH.
THE MANUSCRIPT.
1.

* MY Confession:—To be put into my coffin; and to be buried wilh me
when I die.
" TMs is the Mstory of what I did, in the time of my married Hfe.
Here—known to no other mortal creature, coMessed to my Creator alone
—is the truth.
" At the great day of the Resurrection, we shaU aU rise again in our
bodies as we have Hved. When I am called before the Judgment Seat,
I shall have this m my hand.
" Oh just and mercffM Judge, Thou knowest what I have suffered.
My trust is in Thee.
" I am the eldest of a large famUy, bom of pious parents. We
belonged to the congregation of the Primitive Methodists.
" My sisters w-ere aU mai-ried before me. I remained for some
years the only one at home. At the latter part of the time my mother's
health faUed : and I managed the house, in her place. Our spfritual
pastor, good Mr. BapchUd, used often to dme with us, on Sundays,
between the ser-vices. He approved of my management of the house,
and, m particular, of my cookmg. This was not pleasant to my
mother, who felt a jealousy of my being, as it were, set over her in her
place. My unhappmess at home began in this way. My mother's
temper got worse as her health got worse. My father was much away
from us, traveUing for Ms busmess. I had to bear it aU. About this
time, I began to think it woiUd be weU for me ff I could marry as my
sisters had done : and have good Mr. BapcMld to dinner between the
ser^vices, in a house of my own.
" In tMs frame of nund, I made acquaintance with a young man
who attended service at our chapel.
" His name was Joel Dethridge. He had a beautfful voice. When
we sang hymns, he sang off the same book with me. By trade, he was
a paper-hanger. We had much serious talk together. I walked with
him on Sundays. He was a good ten years younger than I was; and,
being oMy a journeyman, Ms worldly station was below mme. My
mother found out the Hking that had gro-wn up between us. She told
my father the next tune he was at home. Also my married sisters and
my brothers. They aU joined together to stop things from gomg
further between me and Joel Dethridge. I had a hard tune of it. Mr.
BapchUd expressed Mmseff as feeUng much grieved at the turn thmgs
were takmg. He mtroduced me into a sermon—not by name, but I
knew who it was meant for. Perhaps, I might have given way, if they
had not done one thing. They made mqufries of my young man's
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enemies, and brought wicked stories of him to me, behmd Ms back,
TMs, after we had sung off the same hymn-book, and walked together,
and agreed one with the other on reUgious subjects, was too much to
bear. I was of age to judge for myseff. Aid I married Joel Dethridge.
" My relations aU turned thefr backs on me. Not one of them
was present at my marriage; my brother Reuben, m particular, w-ho
led the rest, sajing that they had done w-ith me from that time forth.
Mr. BapcMld was much moved; he shed tears, and said he would pray
for me.
" I was married m London, by a pastor who was a stranger; and
we settled in London, -with fafr prospects. I had a Httle fortune of my
own—^my share of some money left to us girls by our aunt Hester,
whom I was named after. It was tMee huncfred pounds. Nearly one
hundred of tMs I spent m bujing furniture to fit up the little house w-e
took to Hve in. The rest I gave to my husband to put into the bank,
against the time when he wanted it to set up m busmess for himseff.
" For three months, more or less, we got on nicely—except m one
particMar. My husband never stfrred m the matter of startmg in
busmess for himseff.
" He was once or t-wice cross •with me when I said it seemed a pity
to be spending the money in the bank (which might be afterwards
wanted), instead of earnmg more in business. Good Mr. BapcliUd
happeMng about tMs time to be m London, stayed over Sunday, and
came to duie •with us between the ser^vices. He had tried to make my
peace with my relations—but he had not succeeded. At my request,
he spoke to my husband about the necessity of exertmg Mmself. My
husband took it Ul. I then saw him seriously out of temper for the
first time. Good Mr. BapcMld said no more. He appeared to be
alarmed at what had happened; and he took Ms leave early.
" Shortly afterwards, my husband went out. I got tea ready for
him—but he never came back. I got supper ready for Mm—but he
never came back. It was past twelve at Mght before I saw him again.
I was very much startled by the state he came home in. He didn't
speak Hke himseff, or look Hke Mmseff: he didn't seem to know me—•
wandered m his nund, and feU all in a lump Hke on our bed. I ran
out, and fetched the doctor to him.
" The doctor puUed him up to the Hght, and looked at him; smelt
his breath, and dropped Mm down agam on the bed; tm-ned about, and
stared at me. ' "What's the matter, sfr ? ' I says. ' Do you mean to
teU me you don't know ?' says the doctor. ' No, sir,' says I. ' Why
what sort of a woman are you,' says he, ' not to know a drunken man
when you see him i' With that, he went away, and left me standing by
the bedside, aU in a tremble from head to foot.
" This was how I first found out that I was the wffe of a drunken
Dian.
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" I have omitted to say anything about my husband's family.
" WhUe we were keepuig company together, he told me he was an
orphan—with an uncle and aunt m Canada, and an only brother settled
in Scotland. Before we were married, he gave me a letter from this
brother. It was to say that he was sorry he was not able to come to
England, and be present at my marriage, and to wish me joy and the
rest of it. Good Mr. BapchUd (to whom, in my distress, I wrote word
privately of what had happened) •wrote back m return, teUmg me to
wait a Httle, and see whether my husband did it agam.
" I had not long to wait. He was in Hquor again the next day, and
the next. Hearing this, Mr. BapclMd mstructed me to send him the
letter from my husband's brother. He reminded me of some of the
stories about my husband wMch I had refused to believe, in the time
before I was married ; and he said it might be weU to make inqufries.
" The end of the mquiries was tMs. The brother, at that very time,
was placed privately (by Ms o^wn request) under a doctor's care, to get
broken of .habits of drmMng. The cravmg for strong Hquor (the
doctor wrote) was m the famUy. They woMd be sober sometimes for
months together, drinkmg nothmg stronger than tea. Then, the fit
woMd seize them; and they would dnnk, drmk, drink, for day
after day, Hke the mad and miserable wretches that they were.
" TMs was the husband I was married to. And I had offended aU
my relations, and estranged them from me, for his sake. Here was
surely a sad prospect for a woman, after only a few months of wedded
Hfe?
" In a years time, the money m the bank was gone; and my husband
was out of emplojonent. He easU3r got w-ork—being a first-rate hand
when he was sober—and always lost it agam, when the drunken-fit
seized him. I was loth to leave our Mce Httie house, and part with
my iiretty furniture ; and I proposed to him to let me try for employment, by the day, as cook, and so keep tMngs gomg whUe he was
looldng out agam for work. He was sober, and penitent, at the time ;
and he agreed to what I proposed. And more than that, he took the
Total Abstinence Pledge, and promised to turn over a new leafi
Matters, as I thought, began to look fafrly again. We had nobody but
our two selves to thmk of I had borne no cMld, and had no prospect
of bearing one. Unlike most women, I thought this a mercy instead
of a misfortune. In my situation (as I soon grew to know) my becomuig
a mother would only have proved to be an aggravation of my hard lot.
" The sort of employment I wanted was not to be got m a day.
Good Mr. BapchUd gave me a character; and our landlord, a worthy
man (belongmg, I am sorry to say, to the Popish chiu-ch), spoke for me
to the steward of a club. StUl it took time to persuade people that I
was the thorough good cook I claimed to be. Nigh on a fortMght had
passed, before 1 got the chance I had been looking out for. I went
home, in good spirits, (for me) to report what had happened—and
found the brokers in the house; cairymg off the furnitune which I had
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bought with my o-wn money, for sale by auction. I asked them how
they dared touch it, without my leave?
They answered, ci-viUy
enough I must own, that they were acting under my husband's orders;
and they went on remo-ving it, before my own eyes, to the cart outside.
I ran upstafrs, and found my husband on the landing. H e was in
hquor again. I t is useless to say w-hat passed between us. I sliaU
only mention that this was the first occasion on wMch he Iffted his
list, and struck me.
" Ha-ving a spfrit of my own, I was resolved not to endure it. I
ran out to the PoHce-Court, hard by.
" My money had not oMy bought the furniture—it had kept the house
gomg as well; paying the taxes which the Queen and the ParHament
asked for, among other tlungs. I now went to the magistrate to see
what Queen and Parhament, in return for the taxes, would do for me,"
" ' Is your furMture settied on yourseff? ' he says, when I told lum
what had happened.
" I didn't understand what he meant. H e turned to some person
who was sittmg on the bench with liim. ' TMs is a hard case,' he says.
' Poor people in tMs condition of Hfe don't even know what a marriage
settlement means. And, if they did, how many of them coMd afibrd to
pay the lawyer's charges ? ' Upon that, he turned to me. ' Yours is a
common case,' he said. ' I n the present state of the law, I can do
nothing for you.'
" I t was impossible to beheve that. Common or not, I put my case
to Mm over agam.
" ' I have bought the furniture -with my own nione3% sfr, I says.
' It's mme, honestly come hy, -with biU and receipt to prove it. They are
taldng it away from me, by force, to seU it against my w-Ul. Don't teU
me that's the law. This is a Christian country. I t can't be.'
" ' My good creature,' says he, ' you are a married woman. The law
doesn't aUow a married woman to caU anything her ow-n—unless she
has previously (with a la^wyer's help) made a bargain to that effect with
her husband, before m a n y i n g lum. You have made no bargam. Your
husband has a right to sell your fumitm-e ff he likes. I am sorry for you;
I can't Mnder him.'
" I was obstmate about it.
" ' Please to answer me tlus, sfr,' I says. ' I've been told by wiser
heads than nunc that w-e all pay our taxes to keep the Queen and the
ParHament gomg ; and that the Queen and the Parhament make laws to
protect us, m return. I have pMd my taxes. "Wliy, ff' yon please, is there
no law to protect me in return? '
" ' I can't enter mto that,' says he. ' I must take the law as I find
it; and so must you.—I see a mark there on the side of your face. Plas
your husband been beatmg you ? If he has, summon Mm here. I can
puMsh him for that,'
" ' How can you punish him, sfr?' says I .
" ' I can fine him,' says he. ' Or I can send him to prison,'

424

MAN AND WIFE.

" ' As to the fine,' says I, 'he can pay that, out of the money he gets
by seUing my furMture. As to the prison—whUe he's in it, what's to
become of me, w-ith my money spent by Mm, and my possessions gone—
and when he's out of it, what's to become of me agam, with a husband
whom I have been the means of punisMng, and who comes home to his
wife, knowing it ? It's bad enough as it is, sfr,' says I. ' There's more
that's brMsed in me than what shows in my face. I wish you good
mornmg.'
6.
" When I got back, the furMture was gone, and my husband was
gone. There was nobody but the landlord in the empty house. He
said aU that coMd be said—Mndly enough towards me, so far as I was
concerned. When he was gone, I locked my trunk, and got away in a
cab after dark, and found a lodgmg to lay my head m. If ever there
was a lonely, broken-hearted creature in the world, I was that creature,
chat night.
" There was but one chance of earnmg my bread—to go to the
emplo3rment offered me (under a man cook, at a club). And there
was but one hope—the hope that I had lost sight of mj husband
for ever.
" I went to my work—and prospered in it—and earned my first
quarter's wages. But if s not good for a woman to be situated as I was;
friendless and alone, -with her thmgs that she took a pride in sold away
from her, and with notMng to look forward to m her Hfe to come. I was
regMar in my attendance at chapel; but I think my heart began to get
hardened, and my mmd to he overcast in secret -with its o^wn thoughts,
about tMs time. There was a change coming. Two or three days after
I had earned the wages just mentioned, my husband found me out. The
furMture-money was aU spent. He made a disturbance at the club. I
was only able to qMet him, by gi-vmg him aU the money I coMd spare
from my own necessities. The scandal was brought before the committee.
They said, if the circumstance occurred again, they should be obUged
to part •with me. In a fortMght, the cfrcumstance occurred agam. It's
useless to dweU on it. They aU said they were sorry for me. I lost the
place. My husband went back with me to my lodgings. The next mornmg, I caught him takmg my purse -with the few shillings I had in it, out
of my trunk wMch he had broken open. We quarreUed. And he struck
me again—this time knocldng me dowm.
" t went once more to the police-court; and told my stoiy—to
another magistrate tMs time. My only petition was to have my
husband kept aw-ay from me. ' I don't want to be a burden on others
(I says) ; I don't want to do anytMng but what's right. I don't even
complam of havmg been very crueUy used. All I ask is to be let to
earn an honest Hving. WUl the law protect me in the effort to do
that?'
"The answer, in substance, was that the law might protect me,
pro-vided I had money to spend m asldng some Mgher court to grant me
a separation. After aUowmg my husband to rob me openly of the oMy
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property ^ possessed—namely, my furMture—the law turned round on
me when I caUed upon it in my distress, and held out its hand to be paid.
I had just three and sixpence left in the world—and the prospect, if I
earned more, of my husband coming (•with permission of the law) and
taking it away from me. There w-as only one chance—namely, to get
time to turn round in, and to escape him agam. I got a month's freedom
from Mm, by chargmg him with knockmg me down. The magistrate
(happening to be young, and new to his business) sent him to prison,
instead of finmg him. This gave me time to get a character from the
club, as weU as a special testimonial from good Mr. BapchUd. With the
help of these, I obtained a place in a private fanuly—a place in the
coimtry, tMs time.
" I found myself now m a haven of peace. I was among worthy
kind-hearted people, who felt for my distresses, and treated me most mdulgentiy. Indeed, tMough aU my troubles, I must say I have found
one thhig hold good. In my experience, I have observed that people
are oftener quick than not to feel a human compassion for others in
distress. Also, that they mostly see plain enough what's hard and cruel
and uMafr on them m the governing of the country which they help to
keep gomg. But once ask them to get on from sittmg down and
grumbUng about it, to rising up and settmg it right; and what do you
find them ? As helpless as a flock of sheep—that's what you find them.
" More than six months passed; and I saved a little money again.
" One night, just as we were going to bed, there was a loud ring at
the beU. The footman answered the door—and I heard my husband's
voice m the haU. He had traced me, with the help of a man he knew
in the pohce ; and he had come to claim his rights. I offered Mm all
the Httle money I had, to let me be. My good master spoke to him. It
was aU useless. He was obstinate and savage. If—instead of my runnmg
off from Mm—it had been aU the other way, and he had run off from
me, somethmg might have been done (as I understood) to protect me.
But he stuck to Ms -wffe. As long as I coMd make a fartlung he stuck
to Ms wffe. Bemg married to hfrn, I had no right to have left Mm ;
I was bound to go with my husband; there was no escape for nie. I
bade them good-bye. And I have never forgotten thefr kindness to me
from that day to tlus.
" My husband took me back to London.
" As long as the money lasted, the drmldng went on. When it was
gone I was beaten again. Where was the remedy ? there was no remedy,
but to try and escape him once more. Why didn't I have Mm locked
up ? What was the good of having Mm locked up ? In a few weeks
he woMd be out of prison ; sober and penitent, and promismg amendment—and then when the fit took him, there he woMd be, the same
furious savage that he had been often and often before. My heart got
hard under the hopelessness of it; and dark thoughts beset me, mostly
at night. About this time I began to say to myseff, ' There's no
dehverance from tMs, but in death—Ms death or mine.'
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" Once or t^wice I went down to the bridges after dark, and looked
over at the river. No. I wasn't the sort of woman who ends her own
wretchedness m that way. Your blood must be in a fever, and your
head m a flame—at least I fancy so—you must be hurried mto it, Uke,
to go and make away -with yourseff. My troubles never took that efl'ect
on me. I always turned cold imder them, instead of hot. Bad for me,
I dare say; but what you are—you are. Can the EtMopian change his
skin, or the leopard Ms spots ?
" I got away from him once more, and found good employment once
more. It don't matter how; and it don't matter where. My story is
always the same thmg, over and over again. Best get to the end.
" There was one change, however, this time. My emplo3Tnent was
not in a private famUy. I was also aUowed to teach cookery to young
women, m my leisure hours. What with this, and what with a longer
time passmg on the present occasion before my husband found me out,
I was as comfortably off as in my position I coMd hope to be. When
my work was done, I went away at Mght to sleep in a lodgmg of my
own. It was only a bedroom; and I furnished it myseff—partly for
the sake of economy (the rent fieing not haff as much as for a furnished
room); and partly for the sake of cleanUness. Through all my troubles,
I always Hked things neat about me—neat, and shapely, and good.
" "WeU, it's needless to say how it ended. He found me out again
—tMs time, by a chance-meetmg •with me m the street.
" He was m rags, and haff starved. But that didn't matter now.
All he had to do, was to put Ms hand into my pocket, and take what he
wanted. There is no Hmit, m England, to w-hat a bad husband may do
—as long as he sticks to Ms -wffe. On the present occasion, he was
cunMng enough to see that he would be the loser if he disturbed me m
my employment. For awhUe, thmgs went on as smootMy as they coMd.
I made a pretence that the work was harder than usual; and I got
leave (loathmg the sight of him, I honestly own) to sleep at the place
w-here I was employed. TMs was not for long. The fit took Mm agam,
in due course ; and he came and made a disturbance. As before, this
was not to be home by decent people. As before, I lost my place.
" Another woman woMd have gone mad under it. I fancy it just
missed, by a hafr's breadth, maddenmg Me.
" When I looked at him that night, deep m Ms drunken sleep, I
thought of Jael and Sisera (See the Book of Judges, chapter 4 ; verses
17 to 21). It says, ' She took a naU of the tent, and took an hammer in
her hand, and went softly unto him and smote the nail into Ms temples,
and fastened it mto the ground: for he was fast asleep and weary. So
he died.' She did tMs deed, to deHver her nation from Sisera. If
there had been a hammer and a naff in the room, that mght, I thmk I
should have been Jael—with tlus difference, that I should have done it
to deHver myseff.
" With the mornmg tMs passed off, for the time. I went and spoke
to a lawyer.
"Most people, in my place, woMd have had enough of the law
afready. But I was one of the sort who dram the cup to the dregs.
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What I said to him was, in substance, this,' I come to ask your advice
about a madman. Mad people, as I imderstand it, are people who have
lost control over thefr own mmds. Sometimes, tMs leads them to
entertaming delusions; and sometimes it leads them to committmg
actions hurtfM to others or to themselves. My husband has lost aU
control over Ms own craving for strong drink. He requfres to be kept
from Hquor, as other madmen requfre to be kept from attemptmg thefr
own Uves, or the Hves of those about them. It's a frenzy beyond his
own control, with him—just as it's a frenzy beyond thefr own control,
with them. There are Asylums for mad people, all over the country,
at the pubHc disposal, on certam conditions. If I fulfil the conditions,
wUl the law deHver me from the misery of being married to a madman,
whose madness is drink ? ' —' No,' says the lawyer. ' The law of
England decHnes to consider an incurable drunkard as a fit object
for restramt; the law of England leaves the husbands and wives of such
people, m a perfectly helpless situation, to deal with thefr own misery
as they best can.'
" I made my acknowledgments to the gentleman, and left him. The
last chance w-as tMs chance—and tiffs had failed me.
" The thought that had once found its way into my mmd ah-eady,
now found its way back again ; and never altogether left me from that
time forth. No deUverance for me but m death—his death, or name.
" I had it before me, night and day; in chapel, and out of chapel,
just the same. I read the story of Jael and Sisera so often, that the
Bible got to open of itseff at that place.
" The laws of my own country, which ought to have protected me
as an honest woman, left me helpless. In place of the laws, I had no
friend near to open my heart to. I was shut up in myseff. And I
was married to that man. Consider me as a human creature, and say:
Was this not trymg my humanity very hardly ?
" I wrote to good Mr. BapchUd. Not going into particulars ; oMy
telHng him I •was beset by temptation, and begging Mm to come and
help me. He was confined to -Ms bed by Ulness ; he could oMy write
me a letter of good advice. To profit by good advice, people must have
a glimpse of happiness to look forward to as a reward for exertmg themselves. ReHgion itseff is obliged to hold out a reward, and to say to us
poor mortals. Be good, and you sliaU go to Heaven. I had no glimpse
of happmess. I was thanlrfM (in a duff sort of way) to good Mr. BapcMld
'—and there it ended.
" The time had been when a word from my old pastor would
have put me in the right way agam. I began to feel scared by
myseff. If the next Ul-usage I received from Joel Dethridge found
me an unchanged woman, it was borne in strongly on my mind that I
shoMd be as Hkely as not to get my deUverancefr-omliim by my own
band.
" Goaded to it by the fear of this, I humbled myself before my relations for the first time. I wrote to beg their pardon; to own that they
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had proved to be right in thefr opinion of my husband; and to entreat
them to be friends with me agam, so far as to let me visit them from
time to time. My notion was, that it might soften my heart ff I coMd
see the old place; and taUj the old taUi; and look again at the wellremembered faces. I am almost ashamed to ovm it—but, ff I had had
anythmg to give, I woMd have parted with it aU, to be aUowed to go
back into mother's Mtchen, and cook the Sunday dinner for them once
more.
" But this was not to be. Not long before my letter was received,
mother had died. They laid it aU at my door. She had been aUing for
years past, and the doctors had said it was hopeless, from the first—but
they laid it all at my door. One of my sisters wrote to say that much,
in as few w-ords as coMd possibly suffice for saymg it. My father never
answered my letter at all.
9.
" Magistrates and lawyers; relations and friends; endurance of
injuries, patience, hope, and honest work—I had tried aU these, and
tried them vaiMy. Look round me where I might, the prospect was
closed on aU sides.
" At this time, my husband had got a Httle work to do. He came
home out of temper one Mght; and I gave him a warnmg. ' Don't try
me too far, Joel, for your own sake,' was aU I said. It was one of Ms
sober days ; and, for the first time, a word from me seemed to have an
effect on him. He looked hard at me for a nunute or so. And then he
went and sat down m a corner, and held Ms peace.
" This was on a Tuesday m the week. On the Saturday he got
paid, and the drinking fit took him again.
" On Friday in the next week, I happened to come back late—
having had a good stroke of work to do that day, in the way of cooking
a pubhc cHnner for a tavern-keeper who knew me. I found my husband
gone, and the bedroom stripped of the furMture which I had put into it.
For the second time, he had robbed me of my own property, and had
turned it into money to be spent m drink.
" I didn't sa3' a word. I stood, and looked round the empty room.
What was going on in me, I hardly knew myseff at the time, and can't
describe now. All I remember is, that, after a Httle, I turned about to
leave the house. I knew the places where my husband was Hkely to
be found ; and the devil possessed me to go and find him. The landlady came out mto the passage, and tried to stop me. She was a
bigger and a stronger woman than I w-as. But I shook her off Uke
a ciMd. Thmldng over it now, I beheve she was in no condition to
put out her strength. The sight of me frightened her.
" I found him. I said—weU, I said what a woman beside herself
with fury w-oMd be likely to say. It's needless to teU how it ended.
He knocked me down.
" After that, there is a spot of darkness, like, in my memory. The
next tlung I can caU to my mind, is coming back to my senses after
some days. Three of my teeth were knocked out—^but'^that was not
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the worst of it. My head had struck agamst somethmg in faUing; and
some part of me (a nerve, I thmk they said) was injured in such a way
as to affect my speech. I don't mean that I was downright dumb—I
only mean that, aU of a sudden, it had become a labour to me to speak.
A long word was as serious an obstacle as if I was a chUd again. They
took me to the hospital. When the medical gentlemen heard what it
was, the medical gentlemen came crowdmg round me. I appeared to
lay hold of thefr interest, just as a story-book lays hold of the interest
of other people. The upshot of it was, that I might end m bemg dumb,
or I nught get my speech agam—the chances were about equal. Only
two thmgs were needful. One of them was that I slioMd live on good
nourisMng diet. The other was, that I should keep my mmd easy.
" About the diet, it was not possible to decide. My gettmg good
nourishmg food and drink depended on my gettmg money to buy the
same. As to my nund, there was no difficMty about that. If my
husband came back to me, my mmd was made up to Idll Mm.
"Horrid—I am well aware tMs is horrid. Nobody else, in my
place, woMd have ended as -wickedly as that. All the other women in
the world, tried as I was, woMd have risen superior to the trial.
10.
" I have said that people (exceptmg my husband and my relations)
were almost always good to me.
" The landlord of the house wMch we had taken when we were
married, heard of my sad case. He gave me one of Ms empty houses
to look after, and a ffttle weekly aUowance for doing it. Some of the
furMture in the upper rooms, not bemg wanted by the last tenant, was
left to be taken at a valuation if the next tenant needed it. Two of the
servants' bedrooms (m the attics), one next to the other, had all that
was wanted m them. So I had a roof to cover me, and a choice of
beds to He on, and money to get me food. All weU again—but all too
late. If that house could speak, what tales that house would have to
tell of me !
" I had been told by the doctors to exercise my speech. Bemg all
alone, with nobody to speak to, except when the landlord dropped in,
or when the servant next door said, ' Nice day, Mn't it ?' or, ' Don't
you feel lonely ? ' or such like, I bought the newspaper, and read it out
loud to myseff to exercise my speech in that way. One day, I came
upon a bit about the wives of drunken husbands. It was a report of
Something said on that subject by a London coroner, who had held
inquests on dead husbands (in the lower ranks of life), and who had
his reasons for suspectmg the wives. Examination of the body (he
said) didn't prove it; and -witnesses didn't prove it; but he thought it,
nevertheless, qmte possible, m siome cases, that, when the woman coiUd
bear it no longer, she sometimes took a damp towel, and waited tiU the
husband (drugged with Ms o-wn liquor) was sunk in Ms sleep, and then
put the towel over his nose and mouth, and ended it that way without
anybody bemg the wiser. I laid down the newspaper; and fell into
thinking. My nund was, by this time, in a prophetic way. I said to
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myseff, ' I haven't happened on this for notliing: tlus means that 1
shall see my husband agMn.
" It was then just after my dmner-time—two o'clock. That same
night, at the moment when I had put out my candle, and laid me down
hi bed, I heard a knock at the street door. Before I Ut my candle, I
said to myself, ' Here he is.'
" I huddled on a few things, and struck a Hght, and went downstairs. I called out through the door, ' Who's there ? ' And Ms voice
answ-ered, 'Let me m.'
" I sat down on a chafr m the passage, and shook all over Hke a
person struck with palsy. Not from the fear of him—but from my
mmd bemg in the prophetic way. I knew I was going to be driven to
it at last. Try as I might to keep fi-om domg it, my mind told me I
was to do it now. I sat shaldng on the chafr in the passage ; I on one
side of the door, and he on the other.
" He knocked again, and agam, and agam. I knew it was useless
to try—and yet I resolved to try. I determined not to let him in, till I
was forced to it. I determmed to let him alarm the neighbourhood,
and to see if the neighbourhood would step between us. I went
upstairs, and waited at the open stafrcase -wmdow, over the door.
" The poHceman came up, and the neighbours came out. They
w-ere aU for givmg him mto custody. The policeman laid hands on
him. He had but one word to say : he had only to point up to me at
the window, and to teU them I was Ms -wffe. The neighbours went indoors agam. The poUceman dropped hold of his arm. It was I who
was in the -wrong, and not he. I was bound to let my husband m. I
went do-wnstairs again, and let Mm m.
" NotMng passed between us that Mght. I tMew open the door ofthe
bedroom next to mine ; and went and locked myseff mto my own room.
He was dead beat with roammg the streets without a penny in hia
pocket, all day long. The bed to He on was aU he wanted for that
lUgllt.
" The next mornmg I tried again—tried to turn back on the way
that I was doomed to go ; kno-wmg beforehand that it woMd be of no
use. I offered Mm tlrree parts of my poor weekly earnmgs, to be paid
to hun regularly at the landlord's office, ff he would only keep away from
me, and from the house. He laughed m my face. As my husband, he
coMd take aU my earnings ff he chose. And as for lea-ving the house,
the house offered him free quarters to live m, as long as I was employed
to look after it. The landlord coMdn't part man and -wffe.
" I said no more. Later m the day, the landlord came. He said, i£ we
coMd make it out to Hve together peaceably he had neither the right nor
the wish to mterfere. If we made any disturbances, then he shoMd be
obhged to pro-vide himself •with some other woman to look after the
house. I had nowhere else to go, and no other employment to undertake. If, in spite of that, I had put on my bonnet, and walked out, my
husband would have walked out after me. And aU decent people would
have patted him on the back, and said,' QMte right, good man—qmte
right.'
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" So there he was, by Ms own act, and •with the approval of others,
in the same house •with me.
" I made no remark to him, or to the landlord. NotMng roused me
now. I Imew what was coming; I waited for the end. There was
some change, -visible m me to others as I suppose, though not noticeable
by myself, wMch first surprised my husband, and then daunted him.
"When the next night came, I heard Mm lock the door softly in Ms own
room. It didn't matter to me. When the time was ripe, ten thousand
locks wouldn't lock out what was to come.
" The next day, brmging my weeldy payment, brought me a step
nearer on the way to the end. Gettmg the money, he could get the
drink. TMs time, he began cunMngly—m other words, he began Ms
drinkmg by slow degrees. The landlord (bent, honest man, on trymg
to keep the peace between us) had given lum some odd jobs to do, ui
the way of smaU repafrs, here and there about the house. ' You owe
this,' he says, ' to my desfre to do a good turn to your poor wife. I am
helpmg you for her sake. Show yourseff worthy to be helped, ff you
can.'
" He said as usual that he was going to turn over a new leaf Too
late ! The time had gone by. He was doomed; and I was doomed. It
didn't matter what he said now. It didn't matter, when he locked his
door again the last thing at Mght.
" The next day was Sunday. NotMng happened. I went to chapel.
Mere habit. It did me no good. He got on a Httle with the drinldng
—but stffl cunnmgly, by slow degrees. I knew, by experience, that
this meant a long fit, and a bad one, to come.
" Monday, there were the odd jobs about the house to be begun.
He was, by tMs time, just sober enough to do Ms w-ork, and just tipsy
enough to take a spitefM pleasure m persecutmg his wffe. He went
out, and got the things he wanted—and came back, and caUed for me. A
skiUed workman like he was (he said) wanted a journeyman under him.
There were things wluch it was beneath a skilled worlanan to do for
Mmseff. He was not going to call m a man or a boy, and then have to
pay them. He was gomg to get it done for nothing, and he meant to make
a journeyman of me. Half tipsy and half sober, he went on talkmg like
that, and laying out his things, all quite right, as he wanted them. "When
they were ready, he strMghtened lumseff up; and he gave me his orders
what I was to do.
" I obeyed him, to the best of my abiUty. Whatever he said, and
whatever he did, I knew he was gomg as straight as a man coMd go,
to his ovm death by my hands.
" The rats and mice were aU over the house ; and the place generaUy
was out of repair. He ought to have begun on the Mtchen floor. But
(ha-vmg sentence pronounced agamst him) he began m the empty
parlours on the ground floor.
" These parlours were separated by, what is caUed, a ' lath-andplaster-wall.' The rats had damaged it. At one part, they had
gnawed through, and spoUt the paper. At another part they had
not got so far. "The landlord's orders were to spare the paper, because
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he had some by liim to match it. My husband began at a place where
the paper was whole. Under Ms directions, I mixed up—I won't say
what. With the help of it, he got the paper loosefr-omthe waU, without injury to it in any way, in a long, hangmg strip. Under it, was the
plaster and the laths, gnawed away m places by the rats. Though
strictly a paperhanger by trade, he could be plasterer too when he
Hked. I saw how he cut away the rotten laths, and ripped off the
plaster; and (under his dfrections again) I mixed up tiie new plaster he
wanted, and handed him the new laths, and saw how he set them. I
won't say a w-ord about how this was done, either.
" I have a reason for keeping sUence here, wluch is, to my mmd, a
very dreadful one. In everything that my husband made me do that
day, he was sho-sving me (blindfold) the way to kiU him, so that no Hving
soul, in the police or out of it, could suspect me of the deed. We fiMshed
the job on the waU just before dark. I went to my cup of tea; and ha
went to his bottle of gm.
" I left him, drinking hard, to put our two bed-rooms tidy for the
night. The place that Ms bed happened to be set in (wMch I had never
remarked particMarly before) seemed, in a manner of speakmg, to force
itseff on my notice now.
" The head of the bedstead was set agamst the waU which divided
his room from mme. From looMng at the bedstead, I got to lookmg at
the waU next. Then to wondering what it was made of. Then to
rappmg agamst it -with my knuckles. The sound told me there was
nothmg but lath and plaster under the paper. It was the same as the
wall we had been at work on dowmstafrs. We had cleared our way so
far through this last—m certain places where the repafrs were most
needed—that we had to be careful not to burst through the paper in the
room on the other side. I found myseff calling to mmd the caution my
husband had given me whUe w-e were at tlus part of the work, word for
word as he had spoken it. ' Tahe care you don't find your hands in the
next room,' That was what he had said down m the parlour. Up in
his bedroom, I kept on repeatmg it m my own nund—-with my eyes all
the wlule on the key wMch he had moved to the inner side of the door
to lock himself in—tiU the knowledge of what it meant burst on me like
a flash of Hght. I looked at the waU, at the bed head, at my ow-n two
hands—and I sMvered as if it was winter-time.
" Hours must have passed Hke nunutes whUe I was upstairs that
night. I lost all count of time. Wff en my husband came up from his
drinkmg, he found me m Ms room.
11.
" I leave the rest untold, and pass on purposely to the next
morning.
" No mortal eyes but mine -wUl ever see these Imes. StUl, there are
things a woman can't write of even to herself I shall only say this. I
suffered the last and worst of many indignities at my husband's hands
—at the very time when I first saw, set plaiMy before me, the way to
take his Hfe. He went out towards noon next day, to go his rounds
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among the pubUc-houses; my mmd being then strung up to deUvei
myseff from him for good and all, when he came back at night.
" The thmgs w^e had used on the previous day were left in the
parlour. I was aU by myseff in the house; free to put m practice the
lesson he had taught me. I proved myself an apt scholar. Before
the lamps were Ht m the street, I had m3r own way prepared (m my bedroom and in Ms) for laymg my own hands on him—after he had locked
Mmself up for the night.
" I don't remember feeHng either fear or doubt, through all those
hours. I sat down to my bit of supper with no better and no worse an
appetite than usual. The only change in me that I can caU to mmd
was that I felt a smgular longmg to have somebody with me to keep me
company. Ha-ving no friencl to ask in, I went to the street door, and
stood looking at the people passing tlus way, and that.
" A stray dog, sniffing about, came up to me. GeneraUy, I dislike
dogs and beasts of aU kinds. I caUed this one m, and gave Mm his
supper. He had been taught (I suppose) to sit up on his hind legs, and
beg for food: at any rate, that was his way of asking me for more. I
laughed—it seems impossible when I look back at it now, but for aU
that it's true—I laughed tUl the tears ran down my cheeks, at the Httle
beast on his haunches, with his ears pricked up, and his head on one
side, and his mouth watering for the victuals. I wonder whether I was
in my right senses ? I don't know.
" When the dog had got all he coMd get, he whined to be let out to
roam the streets agam.
" As I opened the door to let the creature go his ways, I saw my
husband crossmg the road to come in. ' Keep out' (I says to him).
' To-mght, of aU Mghts, keep out.' He was too drunk to heed me ; he
passed by, and blundered Ms way upstairs. I foUowed, and Hstened. I
heard him open Ms door, and bang it to, and lock it. I waited a bit, and
went up another stafr or two. I heard him drop down on to his bed.
In a nunute more, he was fast asleep and snoring.
" It had all happened as it was wanted to happen. In two nunutes
—without domg one smgle thmg to brmg suspicion on m3'-seff—I could
have smothered Mm. I went to my own room. I took up the towel
that I had laid ready. I was witlun an mch of it—when there came a
rush of sometMng up into my head. I can't say what it was. I can
only say the horrors laid hold of me, and hunted me then and there out
of the house.
" I put on my bonnet, and sHpped the key of the street door into my
pocket. It was oMy half-past Mne—or may be a quarter to ten. If I
had any one clear notion in my head, it was the notion of running
away, and never aUowmg myseff to set eyes on the house or the
husband more.
" I went up the street—and came back. I went down the street—
and came back. I tried it a third time, and went round and round and
round—and came back. It was not to be done. The house held me
chained to it, like a dog to Ms kennel. I couldn't keep away from i t
For the Iffe of me, I coMdn't keep away from it.
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" A company of gay young men and women passed me, just as I was
going to let myself m agam. They were in a great hurry. ' Step out,'
says one of the men; ' the theatre's close by, and we shall be just in
time for the farce.' 1 turned about, and foUowed them. Having been
piously brought up, I had never been inside a theatre in my life. It
struck me that I might get taken, as it were, out of myseff', if I saw
sometMng that was quite strange to me, and heard something wMch
would put new thoughts mto my mmd.
" They went mto the pit; and I went in after them.
" The thing they caUed the farce had begun. Men and women came
on to the stage, turn and turn about, and talked, and went off again.
Before long, aU the people about me m the pit were laugMng and
clappmg thefr hands. The noise they made angered me. I don't know
how to describe the state I was in. My eyes wouldn't serve me, and
my ears wouldn't serve me, to see and to hear what the rest of them
were seeing and hearmg. There must have been sometMng, I fancy, in
my mmd, that got itseff between me, and what was gomg on upon the
stage. The play looked fair enough on the surface; but there was
danger and death at the bottom of it. The players were talking and
laugMng to deceive the people—mth murder in thefr minds all the
time. And nobody knew it hut me—and my tongue was tied when I
tried to tell the others. I got up, and ran out. The moment I was m
the street, my steps turned back of themselves on the way to the house.
I caUed a cab, and told the man to drive (as far as a shilling would take
me) the opposite way. He put me down; I don't know where. Across
the street, I saw an inscription m letters of flame over an open door.
The man said it Avas a dancing-place. Dancmg was as new to me as
play-gomg. I had one more shilling left; and I paid to go in, and see
what a sight of the dancmg would do for me. The Ught from the
ceiling poured do-wn m tMs place as if it was aU on ffre. The crashing
of the music w-as dreadful. The wlurUng round and round of men and
women in each other's arms was qMte maddening to see. I don't know
what happened to me here. The great blaze of light from the ceUing
turned blood-red on a sudden. The man standing in front of the
musicians wa-vmg a stick, took the Hkeness of Satan, as seen in the
picture in our faniUy Bible at home. The wMrling men and women
went round and round, with white faces Hke the faces of the dead, and
bodies robed in windmg-sheets. I screamed out with the terror of it;
and some person took me by the arm, and put me outside the door. The
darlmess did me good; it was comforting and deHcious—Hke a cool hand
laid on a hot head, I went walldng on through it, -without knowing
where ; composmg my mmd with the beUef that I had lost my way, and
that I should find myself miles distant from home when morMng
dawned. After some time, I got too weary to go on; and I sat me
down to rest on a door-step. I dozed a bit, and w-oke up. When I got
on my feet to go on again, I happened to turn my head towards the door
of tho house. The number on it, was the same number as ours. I
looked agam. And behold, it was our steps I had been restmg on. The
door was our door.
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' AU my doubts and all my struggles dropped out of my mind when I
made that discovery. There was no mistakmg what tMs perpetual
coming back to the house meant. Resist it as I might, it was to be.
" I opened the street door, and went upstafrs—and heard him
sleeping Ms hea-vy sleep, exactly as I had heard Mm when I went out.
I sat down on my bed, and took off my b o n n e t ; qmte quiet in myseff,
because I knew it was to be. I clamped the towel; and put it ready;
and took a turn m the room.
" I t was just the dawn of day. The sparrows were chfrping among
the trees m the square hard by.
" I drew up my bUnd. The famt Hght spoke to me as if m words.
'Do it now, before I get brighter, and show too much.'
" I Hstened. The friendly sUence had a word for me too. ' Do it
now, and trust the secret to Me.'
" I waited tiU the church clock chimed before strildng the hour. At
the first stroke—without touching the lock of his door; without setting
foot m Ms room—I had the towel over Ms face. Before the last stroke,
he had coasted struggHng. W h e n the hum of the beU tlirough the
mornmg sUence was stUl and dead—he w^as stUl and dead with it.
12.
" The rest of this history is counted in my mind by four days,
Wednesday; Thursday ; Friday ; Saturday. After that, it aU fades ofl
hke; and the new years come -with a strange look—bemg the years ol a
new Hfe.
" What about the old Hfe first ? W h a t did I feel, in the horrid qMet
of the mornmg, when I had done it ?
" I don't know what I felt. I can't remember it, or I can't teU it, I
don't know which. I can •vViite the Mstory of the four days—and
that's aU.
" Wednesday.—I gave the alarm towards noon. Hours before, I had
put thmgs straight and fit to be seen. I oMy had to call for help, and to
leave the people to do as they pleased. 'The neighbours came in, and
then the poHce. They knocked, uselessly, at Ms door. Then they broke
it open, and found Mm dead m Ms bed.
" Not the ghost of a suspicion of me entered the mind "^ anj one.
There v/as no fear of human justice fincUng me out; my cnc unutte;able
dread was cfread of an Avenging Providence. I had a short sleep that
mght, and a dream, m wMch I did the deed over again. For a tin,e, my
mind was busy with thoughts of confessing to the police, and of rivmg
myself up. If I had not belonged to a respectable faimly, I slioukf have
done it. From generation to generation there had been no stain on our
good name. I t would be death to my father, and disgrace to aU iny
famffy, if I owned what I had done, and suflered for it on the pubhc
scaffold. I prayed to be gMded; and I had a revelation, towards
morMng, of what to do.
" I was commanded, in a vision, to open the Bible, and vow on it to
set my guUty self apart among my mnocent feUow-creatures from that
day forth: to Uve among them a separate and sUent Iffe: to dedicate

436

MAN AND wn'fi.

the use of my speech to the language of prayer oMy, offered up in the
soHtude of my own chamber, when no human ear coMd hear me. Alone,
in the mornmg, I saw the vision, and vowed the vow. No human ear
has heard me, from that time. No human ear ivill hear me, to the day
of my death.
" Thursday.—The people came to speak to me as usual. They found
me dumb.
" "What had happened to me m the past, when my head had been
hurt, and my speech affected by it, gave a HkeUer look to my dumbness
than it might have borne m the case of another person. They took me
back agam to the hospital. The doctors were di-vided m opinion. Some
said the shock of what had taken place in the house, commg on the back
of the other shock, nught, for all they knew, have done the mischiefi
And others said, ' She got her speech again after the accident; there
has been no new injury smce that time ; the woman is shamming dumb,
for some purpose of her o^wn.' I let them dispute it as they Hked. AU
human talk was nothing now to me. I had set myseff apart among my
feUow-creatures; I had begun my separate and sUent Hfe.
" Through all tMs time, the sense of a commg puMshment hangmg
over me, never left my mind. I had notMng to cfread, from human
justice. 'The judgment of an Avenging Providence—that was what I was
waiting for.
" Friday.—They held the mquest. He had been known for years
past as an mveterate drunkard; he had been seen overnight gomg home
in Hquor; he had been found locked up in Ms room, -with the key inside
the door, and the latch of the •wmdow bolted also. No fireplace was in
tMs garret; nothing was disturbed or altered; nobody by human
possibUity coMd have got m. The doctor reported that he had died of
congestion of the lungs; and the jm-y gave thefr verdict accordmgly.
13.
" Saturday.—Marked for ever in my calendar as the memorable day
on wluch the judgment descended on me. Towards three o'clock in the
afternoon—m the broad sunUght, under the cloudless sky, •with hundreds
of innocent human creatures all round me—I, Hester Dethridge, saw,
for the first time, the Appearance wMch is appomted to haunt me for the
rest of my Hfe.
" I had passed a terrible Mght. My mmd felt as it had felt on the
evenmg when I had gone to the play. I went out to see what the air
and the sunshme and the cool green of trees and grass would do for me.
The nearest place in which I coMd find what I wanted was the Regent's
Park. I went mto one of the qiuet walks in the nudcUe of the park,
where the horses and carriages are not aUowed to go, and where old
people can sun themselves, and chUdren play, •without danger.
" I sat me down to rest on a bench. Among the cMldren near me
was a beautfful Httle boy, playmg -with a bran-new toy, a horse and
waggon. "Wlule I was watchmg Mm busUy plucldng up the blades of
ass and loadmg his waggon •with them, I felt, for the first time, what
have often and often felt smce—a creeping cMll come slowly over my
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flesh, and then a suspicion of sometlung hidden near me, which would
steal out and show itseff ff I looked that way.
" There was a big tree hard by. I looked towards the tree, and
waited to see the something Mdden appear from behind it.
" T h e Thing stole out, dark and shadowy in the pleasant sunHglu.
At first, I saw only the dim figure of a woman. After a Httle it began
to get plamer, brighteMng fi-om withm outwards—brightening, brightening, brightenmg, tUl it set before me the vision of MY OWN SELF—repeated
as ff I was standing before a glass: the double of myseff, looking at me
•with my own eyes. I saw it move over the grass. I saw it stop belund
the beautifM Httle boy. I saw it stand and listen, as I had stood and
listened at the dawn of mornmg, for the chiming of the beU before the
clock struck the hour. W h e n it heard the stroke, it pointed down to the
boy, •with my own hand. And it said to me, with my own voice :—' KiU
him.'
" A time passed. I don't know whether it was a mmute or an hour.
The heavens and the earth disappeared from before me. I saw nothing
but the double of myseff, with the pomtmg hand. I felt nothmg but
the longmg to kiU the boy.
" Then, as it seemed, the heavens and the earth rushed back upon
me. I saw the people near, starmg m surprise at me, and wondermg ff
I was m my right mmd.
" I got, by mam force, to my feet; I looked, by main force, away
from the beautffM boy; I escaped, by main force, from the sight of the
Thmg, back mto the streets. I can oMy describe the overpowering
strength of the temptation that tried me, m one way. I t was like tearing the Hfe out of me, to tear myseff from HUmg the boy. And what it
was on tlus occasion, it has been ever smce. No remedy agamst it, but
in that torturmg effort — and no quenching the after-agony but by
sohtude and prayer.
" The sense of a coming puMshment had hung over me. And the
punishment had come. I had waited for the judgment of an Avenging
Providence. And the judgment was pronounced. With pious Da-vid I
coxAd now say. Thy fierce -wrath goeth over m e ; thy terrors have cut
me off."
Arrived at that pomt in the narrative, Geoflfrey looked up from the
manuscript for the first time. Some sound outside the room had disturbed
lum. W a s it a sound m the passage ?
H e Hstened. There was an interval of sUence. H e looked back
again at the Confession; turning over the last leaves to count how- much
was left of it, before it came to an end.
After relatmg the cfrcumstances under wMch the •writer had returned
to domestic service, the narrative was resumed no more. I t s few remaining pages were occupied by a fragmentary journal. The brief entries
all referred to the various occasions on which Hester Dethridge had
Rf am and again seen the terrible apparition of herself, pointing now to
one person,"now to another; and had agam and again resisted the
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homicidal frenzy roused in her by the hideous creation of her o-wn distemperea brain. In the effort wluch that resistance cost her, lay the
tsecret of her obstmate determination to msist on being freed from her
work at certain times, and to make it a concUtion -with any mistress who
employed her, that she shoMd be privUeged to sleep m a room of her
own, at Mght. Ha-vmg counted the pages thus fiUed, Geoffrey turned
back to the place at which he had left off, to read the manuscript through
to the end.
As his eyes rested on the first Hne, the noise m the passage—intermitted for a moment oMy—distm-bed liim again.
TMs time, there was no doubt of what the sound impHed. He heard
her hurried footsteps ; he heard her dreadfM cry. Hester DetMidge
had woke m her chafr m the parlour, and had discovered that the Confession was no longer in her o-wn hands.
He put the manuscript into the breast-pocket of his coat. On this
occasion, Ms reading had been of some use to him. Needless to go on
further with it. Needless to return to the Newgate Calendar, The
problem was solved.
As he rose to Ms feet, his hea-vy face brightened slowly with a
terrible smile. WhUe the woman's CoMession was in Ms pocket, the
woman herself was m Ms power. " If she wants it back," he said, " she
must get it on my terms." With that resolution, he opened the door,
and met Hester Dethridge, face to face, m the passage.

CHAPTER T H E SIXTIETH.
THE SIGNS OF THE END.

THE servant, appearing the next morning m Anne's room •with the
breakfast tray, closed the door -with an afr of mystery, and announced that
strange things were gomg on m the house.
" i)id you hear notMng last Mght, ma'am," she asked, " downstafrs m
the passage ? "
" I thought I heard some voices wMspermg outside my room," Anne
repHed. " Has anything happened ? "
Extricated from the confusion m wMch she mvolved it, the gfrl'a
narrative amounted m substance to tMs. She had been startled by the
sudden appearance of her mistress m the passage, starmg about her
wUdly, Hke a woman who had gone out of her senses. Almost at the
«ame moment "the master" had flung open the dra-wmg-room door.
He had caught Mrs. DetMidge by the arm, had dragged her mto the
room, and had closed the door agam. After the two had remamed shut
up together for more than half an hour, Mrs. DetMidge had come out, as
pale as ashes, and had gone up-stafrs trembUng Hke a person in great
terror. Some time later, when the servant was m bed, but not asleep, she
had seen a light under her door, in the narrow wooden passage wMch
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separated Anne's bed-room from Hester's bed-room, and by wMch she
obtained access to her own little sleeping chamber beyond. She had
cot out of bed ; had looked through the key-hole ; and had seen " the
master " and Mrs. Dethridge stancHng together examinmg the waUs
ofthe passage. " The master" had laid Ms hand upon the waU, on the
side of his -wff'e's room, and had looked at Mrs. Detliridge. And Mrs.
Dethridge had looked back at lum, and had shaken her head. Upon
that he had said in a whisper (still with Ms hand upon the wooden waU),
"Not to be done h e r e ? " and Mrs. Dethridge had shaken her head.
He had considered a moment, and had whispered again, " The other
room -wiU do, w-on't it ? " And Mrs. Dethridge had nodded her head—
and so they had parted. T h a t was the story of the night. Early in the
moming, more strange things had happened. The master had gone out,
with a large sealed packet m his hand, covered with many stamps;
taking Ms owm letter to the post, instead of senduig the servant with it as
usual. On Ms return, Mrs. Dethridge had gone out next. Shortly
afterwards a worMng man had brought a bundle of laths, and some
mortar and plaster of Paris, wluch had been carefuUy placed together
in a corner of the scMlery. Last, and most remarkable in the series of
domestic events, the girl had received permission to go home and see
her friends m the country on that very d a y ; havmg been previously
informed, when she entered Mrs. Dethridge's service, that she was
not to expect to have a hoUday granted to her until after Christmas.
Such were the strange thmgs wMch had happened in the house
since the pre-vious Mght. W h a t was the mterpretation to be placed on
them?
The right interpretation was not easy to discover.
Some of the events pomted apparently towards commg repairs or
alterations in the cottage. B u t what Geoflfrey coMd have to do with
them (bemg at the time served with a notice to quit), and why Hester
DetMidge shoMd have shown the violent agitation which has been
described, were mysteries which it was impossible to penetrate.
Anne dismissed the girl -with a Httle present and a few kmd words.
Under other cfrcumstances, the incomprehensible proceedmgs in the
house might have made her seriously uneasy. But her mmd was now
occupied by more pressmg anxieties. Blanche's second letter (received
from Hester Dethridge on the pre-vious evening) informed her that Sfr
Patrick persisted in his resolution, and that he and Ms niece might be
expected, come what might of it, to present themselves at the cottage
on that day.
Anne opened the letter, and looked at it for the second time.
The
passages relatmg to Sfr Patrick were expressed m these terms :—
" I don't thmk, daiimg, you have any idea of the mterest that you
have roused in my uncle. Although he has not to reproach himseff', as
I have, with bemg the miserable cause of the sacrifice that you have
made—he is quite as wretched and qMte as anxious about you as I am.
'W'e talk of nobody else. H e said last night that he did not behove
there w-as your equal m the world. TMnk of that, from a man who
has siich terribly sharp eyes for the faMts of women in general, and such
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a terribly sharp tongue m talldng of t h e m ! I am pledged to secresy,
but I must teU you one other thing, between ourselves. Lord Holchester's
announcement that Ms brother refuses to consent to a separation, put
my uncle almost beside himseff. If there is not some change for the
better m 3fom- Hfe, in a few days' time. Sir Patrick wiU find out a way of
his o-wn—lawful or not, he doesn't care—for rescumg you from the
dreadful position m which you are placed ; and Arnold (mth my fuU
approval) will help liim. As w-e understand it, you are under one
pretence or another, kept a close prisoner. Sir Patrick has afready
secured a post of observation near you. H e and Arnold went aU round
the cottage last Mght, and exammed a door in your back garden w-all,
with a locksmith to help them. You wiU no doubt hear further about
this from Sfr Patrick himseff. Pray don't appear to know anytMng of
it when you see M m ! I am not in his confidence ; but Arnold is, wluch
comes to the same thing exactly. You wiU see us (I mean you wUl see
my uncle and me) to-morrow-, in spite of the brute who keeps you under
lock and key. Arnold -sviU not accompany us ; he is not to be trusted
(he owns it himseff) to control Ms indignation. Courage, dearest!
There are two people m the world to whom you are mestimably precious,
and wiio are determmed not to let your happiness be sacrificed. I am
one of t h e m ; and (for Heaven's sake keep tlus a secret also!) Sir
Patrick is the other."
Absorbed m the letter, and m the conffict of opposite feeHngs
which it roused—her colour rismg when it turned her thoughts inward
on herseff, and fadmg again when she was remuided by it ofthe coming
visit—Anne was caUed back to a sense of present events by the reappearance of the servant, charged with a message. Mr. Speedwell had
been for some time in the cottage, and he was now waitmg to see her
downstairs.
Anne found the surgeon alone in the drawing-room. H e apologized
for disturbing her at that early hour.
" I t was impossible for me to get to Fulham yesterday," he said,
" and I could only make sure of compljing with Lord Holchester's
request, by coming here before the time at which I receive patients at
home. I have seen Mr. Delamayn ; and I have requested permission to
say a word to you on the subject of his health."
Anne looked through the window; and saw Geoffrey smokmg Ms
pipe—not in the back garden as usual, but m front of the cottage, where
he could keep his eye on the gate.
" Is he ill? " she asked.
" H e is seriously Ul," answered Mr. SpeedweU. " I s h o M d not otherwise have troubled you -with this inter-view. I t is a matter of professional
duty to warn you, as his wife, that he is in danger. H e may be seized,
at an3' moment, by a paralytic stroke. The only chance for him—a very
poor one, I am bound to say—is to make him alter his present mode of
life without loss of time."
" I n one way, he wiU be obHged to alter it," said Anne. " H e has
received notice from the landlady to quit this cottage."
Mr. Speedwell looked surprised.
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" I think you wiU find that the notice has been withcfrawn," he said.
** 1 can oMy assure you that Mr. Delama3Ti distinctly mformed me, when
I advised change of afr, that he had decided, for reasons of Ms own, ou
remainmg here."
(Another, m the series of incomprehensible domestic events! Hester
Dethridge—on all other occasions, the most immovable of women—had
changed her mind!)
" Settmg that aside," proceeded the surgeon, " there are tw-o preventive
measures wMch I feel bound to suggest. Mr. Delamayn is evidently
suffermg (though he decHnes to admit it himself) from mental anxiety.
If he is to have a chance for his life, that anxiety must be set at rest, i s
it m your power to relieve it ? "
" It is not even in my power, Mr. SpeedweU, to tell you what it is."
The surgeon bowed, and went on.
" The second caution that I have to give you," he said, " is to
keep Mm from drinldng spirits. H e admits having committed an
excess in that way, the Mght before last. I n his state of health,
drinkmg means HteraUy death. If he goes back to the brandy bottle
—forgive me for saymg it plainly; the matter is too serious to be
trifled -with—if he goes back to the brandy bottle, Ms Iffe, in my
opmion, is not worth five minutes' purchase. Can you keep him from
drinldng ? "
Anne answered sadly and plainly.
" I have no influence over him. 'The terms we are Hving on here
"
Mr. SpeedweU considerately stopped her.
" I understand," he said. " I wiU see Ms brother on my w-ay home."
He looked for a moment at Anne.
" You are far from w-ell yourseff," he resumed. " Can I do anytlung
for you ? "
" WhUe I am living my present Iffe, Mr. Speedwell, not even your
sldU can help me."
The surgeon took his leave.
Anne hurried back upstairs, before Geoffrey could re-enter the
cottage. To see the man who had laid her life waste—to meet the -vindictive hatred that looked furtively at her out of Ms eyes—at the
moment when sentence of death had been pronounced on Mm, was
an ordeal from wMch every finer mstmct m her nature shrank in horror.
Hour by hour, the moming wore on—and he made no attempt to
communicate with her.
Stranger stffl, Hester Dethridge never
appeared. 'The servant came upstairs to say good-bye; and went
away for her holiday. Shortly afterwards, certain sounds reached
Anne's ears from the opposite side of the passage. Slie heard the
strokes of a hammer—and then a noise as of some heavy piece of furniture bemg moved. The mysterious repairs were apparently bemg begun
iu the spare room.
She went to the window. The hour was approaching at which Sfr
Patrick and lilanche might be expected to make the attempt to see her.
For the tMrd time, she looked at the letter.
I t suggested, on this occasion, a new consideration to her. Did the
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strong measures wMch Sir Patrick had taken m secret, indicate alarm
as weU as sympathy ? Did he beUeve she was m a position m wMch
the protection of the law was powerless to reach her ? It seemed just
possible. Suppose she were free to consMt a magistrate, and to own to
him (if words coMd express it) the vague presentiment of danger which
was then present m her mmd—what proof coMd she produce to satisfy
the mind of a stranger! The proofs w-ere all in her husband's favour.
Witnesses coMd testify to the conciUatory words wMch he had spoken
to her m thefr presence. The evidence of Ms mother and brother woMd
show that he had preferred to sacrifice Ms own pecuMary interests rather
than consent to part with her. She coMd furMsh nobody with the
smaUest excuse, in her case, for mterfermg between man and -wffe. Did
Sir Patrick see tMs ? And did Blanche's description of what he and
Arnold Brinkworth were doing, pomt to the conclusion that they were
taldng the law mto thefr own hands m despafr ? The more she thought
of it, the more Hkely it i eemed.
She was stUl pm-suing the tram of thought thus suggested, when the
gate-beU rang.
The noises in the spare room suddeMy stopped.
Anne looked out. The roof of a carriage was -visible on the other
side of the waU. Sfr Patrick and Blanche had arrived. After an interval,
Hester DetMidge appeared in the garden, and went to the grating in
the gate. Anne heard Sfr Patrick's voice, clear and resolute. Every
word he said reached her ears tMough the open -wmdow.
" Be so good as to give my card to Mr. Delamayn. Say that I bring
him a message from Holchester House, and that I can only deHver it at
a personal mterview."
Hester Dethridge returned to the cottage. Another, and a longer
interval elapsed. At the end of the time, Geoflfrey himself appeared
m the front garden, -with the key in Ms hand. Amne's heart throbbed
fast as she saw him uMock the gate, and asked herseff what was to
foUow.
To her unutterable astoMshment, Geoffrey admitted Sir Patrick
•without the shghtest hesitation—and, more stUl, he in^vited Blanche to
leave the carriage and come in !
" Let byegones be byegones," Anne heard him say to Sfr Patrick.
" I only want to do the right thmg. If it's the right thmg for visitors
to come here, so soon after my father's death—come, and v^elcome. My
owm notion was, when you proposed it before, that it was wrong. I am
not much versed m these things. I leave it to you."
" A -visitor who brmgs you messages from your mother and your
brother," Sfr Patrick answered gravely, "is a person whom it is your
duty to admit, Mr. Delamayn, under any cfrcumstances."
"And he ought to be none the less welcome," added Blanche, " when
he is accompaMed by your -wffe's oldest and dearest friend."
Geoflfrey looked, in stoUd submission, from one to the other.
" I am not much versed m these thmgs," he repeated. " I have said
afready, I leave it to you."
They were by tMs time close imder Anne's window. She showed
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herself. Sir Patrick took off Ms hat. Blanche Mssed her hand with a
cry of joy, and attempted to enter the cottage. Geoflfrey stopped her—
and caUed to Ms •wffe to come down.
" No ! no ! " sMd Blanche. " Let me go up to her in her room."
She attempted for the second time to gain the stairs. For the
second time, Geoflfrey stopped her. " Don't trouble yourseff," he said ;
"she is commg down."
Anne jomed them m the front garden. Blanche flew mto her arms
and devoured her with Hsses. Sfr Patrick took her hand in sUence.
For the flrst time m Anne's experience of him, the bright, resolute, selfrehant old man was, for the moment, at a loss what to say, at a loss what
to do. His eyes, restmg on her m mute sympathy and mterest, said
plaufly, " In your husband's presence, I must not trust myseff to
speak."
Geoflfrey broke the sUence.
" WUl you go mto the drawmg-room ? " he asked, lookmg -witii steady
attention at his wffe and Blanche.
Geoflfrey's voice appeared to rouse Sfr Patrick. He raised Ms head
—he looked Hke himseff again.
" Why go mdoors tMs lovely weather ? " he said. " Suppose we take
a turn m the garden ? "
Blanche pressed Anne's hand significantly. The proposal was
evidently made for a purpose. They turned the comer of the cottage
and gamed the large garden at the back—the two ladies walMng
together, arm m arm ; Sfr Patrick and Geoffrey foUowing them. Little
by httle, Blanche qMckened her pace. " I have got my mstructions,"
she wMspered to Anne. " Let's get out of his hearmg."
It was more easUy said than done. Geoffrey kept close behmd them.
" Consider my lameness, Mr. Delamayn," said Sfr Patrick. " Not
qmte so fast."
It was weU intended. But Geoflfrey's cunning had taken the alarm,
instead of droppmg behmd -with Sfr Patrick, he caUed to his wife.
" Consider Sfr- Patrick's lameness," he repeated. " Not qMte
so fast."
Sfr Patrick met that check -with characteristic readmess. When
Anne slackened her pace, he addressed himself to Geoflfrey, stopping
dehberately in the middle of the path. " Let me give you my message
from Holchester House," he said. The two laches were stffl slowly
walking on. Geoffi-ey was placed between the a,lternative of staymg
with Sfr Patrick and lea-ying them by themselves—or of followmg
them and lea^vmg Sir Patrick. DeUberately, on his side, he followed
the ladies.
Sfr Patrick caUed liim back. " I told you I wished to speak to you,"
he said sharply.
Driven to bay, Geoffrey openly revealed Ms resolution to give
Blanche no opportuMty of speaking m private to Anne. He called to
Anne to stop.
" I have no secrets from my wife," he said. " And I expect mj- wffe
to have no secrets from me. Give me the message in her hearing."
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Sir Patrick's eyes brightened •with indignation. H e controUed himself, and looked for an instant sigmficantly at Ms mece before he spoke
to Geoffrey.
" As you please," he said. " Your brother requests me to tell yon
that the duties of the new position in which he is placed, occupy the
whole of Ms time, and will prevent him from returnmg to FMham, as
he had proposed, for some days to come. Lady Holchester, hearing that
I w-as Hkely to see you, has charged me -with another message, from herseff. She is not well enough to leave home ; and she wishes to see you
at Holchester House to-morrow—accompaMed (as she speciaUy desires)
by Mrs. Delamaj-n."
I n givmg the two messages, he gradually raised Ms voice to a louder
tone than usual. WhUe he was spealdng, Blanche (warned to foUow her
instructions by the glance her uncle had cast at her) lowered her voice,
and said to Anne:—
" H e won't consent to the separation as long as he has got you here.
H e is trying for higher terms. Leave Mm, and he must submit. Put
a candle in your •wmdow, if you can get mto the garden to-night. If
not, any other Mght. Make for the back gate m the waU. Sfr Patrick
and Arnold •\^vUl manage the rest."
She slipped those words mto Anne's ears—s^winging her parasol to
and fro, and looldng as if the merest gossip was dropping from her hps
-—with the dexterity wluch rarely fails a w-oman when she is caUed on
to assist a deception in wluch her own mterests are concerned. Cleverly
ns it had been done, however, Geoffrey's inveterate distrust was stfrred
into action by it. Blanche had got to her last sentence, before he was
able to turn his attention from what Sir Patrick was saying to what Ms
niece was saymg. A quicker man woiffd have heard more. Geoffrey had
011I3' distinctly heard the first haff of the last sentence.
" W h a t ' s that," he asked, " about Sir Patrick and Arnold? "
" Nothmg very interestmg to you," Blanche answered, readUy. " I
w-Ul repeat it if you Hke. I was telHng Amne about my stepmother.
Lady Lundie. After what happened, that day, in Portland-place, she
has requested Sfr Patrick and Arnold to consider themselves, for the
future, as total strangers to her. That's aU."
" Oh ? " said Geofi'rey, eyeing her narrowly. " That's all ? "
" Ask my uncle," returned Blanche, " if you don't beheve that I have
reported her correctly. She gave us her cUsmissal, m her most magMficent manner, and in those very words. Didn't she, Sir Patrick ? "
I t was perfectly true. Blanche's readiness of resource had met the
emergency of the moment by describing somethmg, m connexion with
Sir Patrick and Arnold, which had really happened. Silenced on one
side, in spite of himseff, Geoffrey was at the same moment pressed ou
the .other, for an answer to Ms mother's message.
" I must take your reply to Lady Holchester," said Sfr Patrick.
" What is ff to be ? "
Geoflfrey looked hard at him without making any reply.
Sir Patrick repeated the message—with a special emphasis on that
part of it which related to Anne. The emphasis roused Geoffrey's temper.
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" You and my mother have made that message up between you, to
hy me ! " he burst out. " Damn all underhand w-ork is what / say ! "
" I am w-aitmg for 3-our answ-er," persisted Sfr Patrick, steadUy
ignoring the words wiiich had just been addressed to Mm.
Geoflfrey glanced at Anne, and suddenly recovered himseff.
" My love to my mother," he said. " I'll go to her to-morrow—and
take my wffe with me with the greatest pleasure. Do you hear that ?
With the greatest pleasm-e." H e stopped to observe the efi'ect of his
reply. Sir Patrick waited impenetrably to hear more—ff he had more
to saj', " I'm sorry I lost my temper just now%" he resumed. " I am
badly treated—I am distrusted without a cause. I ask you to bear
witness!" he added; his voice gettmg louder agam, while his eyes
moved uneasUy backwards and forwards between Sir Patrick and Anne,
" that I treat my wffe as becomes a lady. H e r friend calls on her—and
she's free to receive her friend. My mother wants to see her—and I
promise to take her to my mother's. At two o'clock to-morrow. Where
am I to blame ? You stand there looking at me, and saymg notMng.
Where am I to blame ? "
" If a man's own conscience justifies Mm, Mr. Delama3m," sMd Sfr
Patrick, " the opiMons of others are of very Httle importance. My
errand here is performed."
As he turned to bid Anne fareweU, the uneasiness that he felt at
leavmg her forced its way to view. The colour faded out of Ms face.
His hand trembled as it closed tenderly and firmly on hers. " I shall
see you to-morrow, at Holchester House," he said; giving his arm
whUe he spoke to Blanche. H e took leave of Geoffrey, without looMng
at him again, and without seeing his offered hand. I n another nunute,
they were gone.
Anne waited on the lower fioor of the cottage, wlule Geoffrey closed
and locked the gate. She had no wish to appear to avoid Mm, after the
answer that he had sent to Ms mother's message. H e returned slowly,
haff way across the front garden; looked towards the passage in wluch
she was standing; passed before the door; and disappeared round the
corner of the cottage on his way to the back garden. The mference
was not to be mistaken. I t was Geoffrey who was avoiding her. H a d
he hed to Sfr Patrick ? When the next day came, would he fincl reasons
of Ms own for refusing to take her to Holchester House?
She went upstafrs. At the same moment, Hester Dethridge opened
her bedroom door to come out. Observing Anne, she closed it again ;
and remamed mvisible m her room. Once more the inference was not
to be mistaken. Hester DetMidge, also, had her reasons for avoidmg
Anne.
What did it mean ? W h a t object could there be m common between
Hester and Geoflfrey ?
There was no fathonung the meaning of it. Anne's thoughts reverted
to the commuMcation wMcli had been secretly made to her by Blanche.
It was not m womanhood to be insensible to such devotion as Sfr
Patrick's conduct impHed. Terrible as her position had become, in its
ever-growing uncertamty, m iH never-endmg suspense, the oppression
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of it yielded for the moment to the glow of pride and gratitude wluch
warmed her heart, as she thought of the sacrifices that had been made,
of the perUs that were stiU to be encountered, solely for her sake. To
shorten the period of suspense seemed to be a duty which she owed to
Sir Patrick, as weU as to herself. Why, in her situation, wait for what
the next day might brmg forth ? If the opportuMty offered, she determmed to put the signal m the •window that Mght.
Towards evenmg she heard once more the noises wMch appeared to
indicate that repafrs of some sort were gomg on in the house. This
time the sounds were famter; and they came as she fancied, not from
the spare room as before, hut from Geoffrey's room, next to it.
The dinner was later than usual that day. Hester Dethridge did
not appear with the tray tUl dusk. Anne spoke to her, and received a
mute sign m answer. Determmed to see the woman's face plamly, she
put a question wMch requfred a written answer on the slate ; and, teUing Hester to wMt, went to the mantelpiece to Hght her candle. When
she turned round •with the Hglited candle in her hand, Hester was
gone.
Night came. She rang her bell to have the tray taken away. The
faU of a strange footstep startled her outside the door. She caUed out
" Wffo's there? " The voice ofthe lad whom Geoflfrey employed to go
on errands for lum answered her.
" What do you want here ? " she asked, through the door.
" Mr. Delamajm sent me up, ma'am. He wishes to speak to you
dfrectly."
Anne found Geoffi-ey m the dining-room. His object in wishmg to
speak to her was, on the surface of it, tri-vial enough. He wanted to
know how she woMd prefer gomg to Holchester House on the next day
—by the raUway ? or m a carriage ? " If you prefer dri-vmg," he said,
" the boy has come here for orders; and he can teU them to send a
carriagefr-omthe Hvery stables, as he goes home."
" The raUway wUl do perfectly weU for me," Anne repHed.
Instead of acceptmg the answer, and dropping the subject, he asked
her to reconsider her decision. There was an absent uneasy expression
in Ms eye, as he begged her not to consult economy at the expense of
her own comfort. He appeared to have some reason of his own for
preventmg her from lea^vmg the room. " Sit do^wn a mmute, and think
before you decide," he sMd. Ha-vmg forced her to take a chafr, he put
his head outside the door, and dfrected the lad to go upstairs, and see
if he had left his pipe m Ms bedroom. " I want you to go m comfort,
as a lady should," he repeated, •with the uneasy look more marked than
ever. Before Anne could reply, the lad's voice reached them from the
bedroom floor, raised m shrill alarm, and screammg " Ffre! "
Geoffrey ran upstafrs. Anne foffowed him. The lad met them at
the top of the stafrs. He pomted to the open door of Anne's room. She
was absolutely certam of ha-vmg left her Hghted candle, when she went
down to Geoffrey, at a safe distance from the bed-curtams. The bedcurtams, nevertheless, were m a blaze of fire.
There was a supply of water to the cottage, on the upper floor. Ths
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bedroom jugs and cans, usually in their places at an earlier hour, were
standmg that night at the cistern. An empty paU was left near them.
Directing the lad to brmg him water from these resources, Geoffrey tore
down the curtams m a flammg heap, partly on the bed and partly on
the sofa near it. Usmg the can and the pail alternately, as the boy
brought them, he drenched the bed and the sofa. It was all over in
httle more than a minute. The cottage was saved. But the bed
furmture was destroyed; and the room, as a matter of course, was
rendered uninhabitable, for that night at least, and probably for more
nights to come.
Geoflfrey set down the empty paU; and, turning to Anne, pointed
across the passage.
" You won't be much inconvenienced by this," he said. " You have
only to shift your quarters to the spare room."
With the assistance of the lad, he moved Anne's boxes, and the
chest of drawers, wMch had escaped damage, into the opposite room.
TMs done, he cautioned her to be careful with her candles for the
future—and went downstafrs, without waiting to hear what she said
in reply. The lad foUowed Mm, and was dismissed for the night.
Even in the confusion wMch attended the extingiiishuig of the flre,
the conduct of Hester Dethridge had been remarkable enough to force
itseff on the attention of Anne.
She had come out from her bedroom, when the alarm was given;
had looked at the flammg curtams; and had drawn back, stolidly submissive, into a corner to wait the event. There she had stood—to all
appearance, utterly indifferent to the possible destruction of her own
cottage. The fire extingMshed, she stffl waited impenetrably m her
comer, whUe the chest of drawers and the boxes were being moved—
then locked the door, without even a passing glance at the scorched
ceMng and the burnt bed furniture—put the key into her pocket—•
and went back to her room.
Anne had Mtherto not shared the conviction felt by most other
persons who were brought into contact with Hester Dethridge, that
the woman's mmd was deranged. After what she had just seen, however, the general impression became her impression too. She had
thought of puttmg certam questions to Hester, when they were left
together, as to the origm of the fire. Refiection decided her on
saying notMng, for that Mght at least. She crossed the passage,
and entered the spare room -— the room which she had dechned to
occupy on her arrival at the cottage, and wluch she was obHged to
sleep in now.
She was instantly struck by a change in the disposition of the
furmture of the room.
The bed had been moved. The head — set, when she had last
seen it, against the side waU of the cottage—was placed now agamst
the partition waU wMch separated the room from Geoffrey's room.
TMs new arrangement had e-vidently been effected with a settled
purpose of some sort. The hook in the ceUmg wMch supported the
curtains (the bed, unlike the bed in the other room, ha-vmg no canopy
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attached to it), had been moved so as to adapt itself to the change
that had been made. The chairs and the w-ash-hand-stand, formerly
placed against the partition waff, were now, as a matter of necessity,
sMfted over to the vacant space against the side waU of the cottage.
For the rest, no other alteration was visible m any part ofthe room.
I n Anne's situation, any event not immediately intelHgible on the
face of it, was an event to be distrusted. W a s there a motive for the
change in the position of the bed ? And was it by any chance, a motive
in which she was concerned ?
The doubt had barely occurred to her, before a startlmg suspicion
succeeded it. Was there some secret purpose to be answered by
maldng her sleep in the spare room ? Did the question wMch the
servant had heard Geoffrey put to Hester, on the previous night,
refer to this ? H a d the fire which had so unaccountably caught the
curtams m her own room, been by any possibUity, a fire purposely
kuidled, to force her out ?
She dropped into the nearest chair, faint -with horror, as those three
questions forced themselves m rapid succession, on her mind.
After waitmg a Httle, she recovered seff-possession enough to
recogMze the first plam necessity of puttmg her suspicions to the
test. I t was possible that her excited fancy had fiUed her -with a
purely visionary alarm.
For aU she knew to the contrarj"-, there
might be some undeniably sufficient reason for changmg the position
of the bed.
She went out, and knocked at the door of Hester
Dethridge's room.
" I want to speak to you," she said.
Hester came out. Anne pointed to the spare room, and led the
way to it. Hester foUow-ed her.
" "Why have j-ou changed the place of the bed," she asked, " from
the waU there, to the w-aU here ? "
Stolidly submissive to the question, as she had been stoHdly sub
nussive to the fire, pTester Dethridge wrote her reply. On all othei
occasions, she was accustomed to look the persons to whom she offered
her slate steadUy in the face. Now, for the first time, she handed it to
Anne with her eyes on the fioor. The one Ime written contained no
direct answer : the words were these :—
" I have meant to move it, for some time past."
" I ask you why you have moved it ? "
She -wrote these four words on the slate:—" The waU is damp."
Anne looked at the w-aU. There was no sign of damp on the
paper. She passed her hand over it. Feel where she might, the wall
was dry.
" T h a t is not your reason," she said.
Hester stood immovable.
" There is no dampness in the waU."
Hester pomted persistently with her pencU to the four words, still
without looldng up—waited a moment for Anne to read them again—
and left the room.
I t was plainly useless to caU her back. Anne'a iirst impulse when
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she was alone again, was to secure the door. She not only locked it,
but bolted it at top and bottom. The mortice of the lock and the
staples of the bolts, when she tried them, were firm. The lurking
treachery—wherever else it might be—was not m the fastenings of the
door.
She looked all round the room, examimng the fireplace, the v/indows
and the shutters, the mterior of the wardrobe, the hidden space under
the bed. Notlung was anywhere to be cUscovered which could justify
the most tinud person Hvmg, in feeHng suspicion or alarm.
Appearances, fafr as they were, failed to convmce her. The presentiment of some hidden treachery, steacHly getting nearer and nearer
to her m the dark, had rooted itseff firmly in her mind. She sat down,
and tried to trace her way back to the clue, through the earUer events
of the day.
The effort was fruitless: nothmg definite, notMng tangible, rcw-arded
it. Worse stiU, a new doubt grew out of it—a doubt whether the motive
wMch Sir Patrick had avowed (tluough Blanche), was the motive for
helpmg her wiiich was really in his mind.
Did he sincerely beheve Geoffrey's conduct to be animated by no
worse object than a mercenary object? and was Ms only purpose in
plannmg to remove her out of her husband's reach, to force Geoffrey's
consent to their separation on the terms which JuHus had proposed ?
Was this reaUy the sole end that he had in view ? or w-as he secretly
convinced (knowmg Anne's position as he Imew it), that she was in
personal danger at the cottage? and had he considerately kept that
conviction concealed, in the fear that he might otherwise encourage
her to feel alarmed about herself? She looked round the strange room,
in the silence of the Mght—and she felt that the latter mterpretation
was the HkeHest mterpretation of the two.
The sounds caused by the closing of the doors and wmdows,
reached her from the ground floor. What was to be done ?
It was impossible to show the signal which had been agreed on to
Sfr Patrick and Arnold. The winclow in which they expected to see
it was the window of the room in wMcli the fire had broken i mt—the
room which Hester Dethridge had locked up for the night.
It was equally hopeless to wait untU the poHceman passed on Ms
beat, and to caU for help. Even if she could prevaU upon herself to
make that open acknowledgment of distrust under her husband s roof,
and even if help was near, what valid reason could she give for raising
an alarm ? There was not the shadow of a reason to justffy any one in
placmg her under the protection of the law.
As a last resource, impeUed by her blmd distrust of the change in
the position of the bed, she attempted to move it. The utmost exertion
of her strength did not suffice to stir the heavy piece ot furniture out of
its place, by so much as a hair's-breadth.
There was no alternative but to trust to the seciuity of the locked
and bolted door, and to keep w-atch through the night—certain that Sfr
Patrick and Arnold were, on their part, also keepmg watch in the near
neighbourhood of tho cottage. She took out her work and her books'
29
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and retiuned to her chau', placing it near the table, m the middle of the
room.
The last noises wiiich told of Hfe and movement about her, died away
The breathless stilMess of the night closed round her.

CHAPTER THE

SIXTY-FIRST.

THE MEANS.

T H E new day dawned ; the sun rose ; the household w-as astir again.
Inside the spare room, and outside the spare room, nothing had
happened.
At the hour appointed for leaving the cottage to pay the promised
Visit to Holchester House, Hester Dethridge and Geoffrey w-ere alone
together in the bedroom in w-hich Anne had passed the night.
" She's dressed, and w-aiting for me in the front garden," said Geoffre3'.
" You w-anted to see me here alone. What is it ? "
Hester pointed to the bed.
" You want it moved fi-om the w-aU ? "
Hester nodded her head.
They moved the bed some feet away from the partition w-all. After
a momentary pause Geoffre3- spoke again.
" I t must be done to-night," he said. " H e r friends may interfere ;
the girl maj^ come back. It must be done to-night."
Hester bow-ed her head slowly.
" How long do you w-ant to be left by yourseff m the house ? "
She held up tliree of her fingers.
" Does that mean tluee hours ? "
She nodded her head.
" WUl it be done m that time ? "
She made the affirmative sign once more.
Thus far, she had never Iff'ied her eyes to his. I n her manner of
HsteMng to liim when he spoke, m the slightest movement that she made
w-hen necessity requfred it, the same Hfeless subiMssion to him, the same
mute hoiTor of Mm, was expressed. H e had, thus far, sUently resented
tMs, on Ms side. On the pomt of leaving the room the restramt which
he had laid on himseff gave way. For the first time, he resented it in
words.
" Why the devil can't you look at me ? " he asked.
She let the question pass, without a sign to show that she had heard
him.
H e angrily repeated it.
She -wi-ote on her slate, and held it out to him—stiU w-ithout raising
her e3'es to Ms face.
" You know you can speak," he said. " You know I have found you
out. What's the use of playmg the fool with me '> "
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,She persisted in holdmg the slate before lum. H e read these
words:—
" I am dumb to 3-011, and bhnd to you. Let me be."
" Let 3-0U be ! " he repeated. " It's a little late in the day to be
scrupulous, after what you have done. Do 3-ou want your Confession
back, or not ? "
As the reference to the Confession passed his lips, she raised her
head. A famt tinge of colour showed itseff on her Hvid cheeks; a
momentary spasm of pam stirred her deatliUke face. The one last
interest left in the woman's Hfe was the mterest of recovermg the manuscript wMch had been taken from her. To that appeal the stunned
inteMgence still faintly answered—and to no other.
" Remember the bargain on your side," Geoffrey went on ; " and I'U
remember the bargain on mine. This is how it stands, you know. I
have read your Confession; and I find one thing w-antmg. You don't
teU how it was done. I know you smothered him—but I don't know
how. I want to know. You're dumb ; and you can't tell me. You
must do to the waU here, what you cHd m the other house. You run no
risks. There isn't a soul to see you. You Jiave got the place to
yourseff. When I come back let me find this wall, like the other
waU—at that small hour of the mornmg you know, when you were
waiting, with the towel in your hand, for the first stroke of the clock.
Let me find t h a t ; and to-morrow you shall have your Confession back
again."
As the reference to the Confession passed Ms Hps for the second
time, the sinking energy in the w-oman leapt up m her once more. She
snatched her slate from her side ; and, w-riting on it rapidly, held it,
with both hands, close under Ms eyes. H e read these w-ords :—
" I won't wait. I must have it to-night."
" Do you think I keep your Confession about me ? " said Geoffrey.
" I haven't even got it in the house."
She staggered back; and looked up for the first time.
"Don't alarm yourseff," he w^ent on. " It's sealed up with my seal;
and it's safe in my bankers' keeping. I posted it to them myseff. You
don't stick at a trifie, Mrs. Dethridge. If I had kept it locked up in
the house, you might have forced the lock when my back was turned.
If I had kept it about me—I might have had that towel over my face,
in the smaU hours of the morMng! The bankers -wiU give you back your
Confession—just as they have received it from me—on receipt of an
order in my handwriting. Do what I have told you; and you shall have
the order to-night."
She passed her apron over her face, and drew a long breath of
rehef
Geoffrey t u m e d to the door.
" I -wiU be back at six this evening," he said. " ShaU I find it
done ? "
She bowed her head.
His first concUtion accepted, he proceeded to the second.
" When the o]jportuMty offers," he resumed, " I sliaU go up to my
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room. I shaU rmg the dming-room beU first. You wiU go up before
me, when you hear that—and you wUl show me how you did it m the
emjity house."
She made the affirmative sign once more.
At the same moment, the door m the passage below was opened and
closed again. Geoflfrey mstantly w-ent downstairs. I t was possible that
Anne might have forgotten something; and it w-as necessary to prevent
her from returMng to her own room.
They met in the passage.
" Tfred of waitmg in the garden ? " he asked, abruptly.
She pomted to the dining-room.
" T h e postman has just given me a letter for you, through tiie
grating m the gate," she answ-ered. " I have put it on the table in there."
H e went m. The. hancbviitmg on the address of the letter, was the
handwritmg of Mrs. Glenarm. H e put it unread mto Ms pocket, and
went back to Anne.
" Step out! " he said. " W e shall lose the tram."
They started for their -visit to Holchester House.

CHAPTER THE
THE

SIXTY-SECOND.
END.

AX a few minutes before six o'clock, that eveMng, Lord Holchester's
carriage brought Geofl'rey and Anne back to the cottage.
Geoflfrey prevented the servant from rmging at the gate. H e had
taken the key with him, when he left home earUer in the day. Ha-ving
admitted Anne, and ha\-mg closed the gate agam, he went on before her
to the Mtchen -wmdow, and caUed to Hester Dethridge.
" Take some cold water into the cfra-ivmg-room, and fUl the vase on
the chimney-piece," he said. " The sooner you put those flowers mto
w-ater," he added, turning to Ms w-ffe, " the longer they wUl last."
H e pomted as he spoke, to a nosegay m Anne's hand, which Juhus
had gathered for her from the conservatory at Holchester House.
Lea-ylng her to arrange the flowers in the vase, he went upstafrs.
After waitmg for a moment, he was joined by Hester DetMidge.
" Done ? " he asked, in a w-hisper.
Hester made the affirmative sign. Geoffi-ey took off his boots, and
led the way mto the spare room. They noiselessly moved the bed back
to its place agamst the partition wall—and left the room again. When
Anne entered it, some nunutes afterw-ards, not the slightest change of
any kmd was -visible, since she had last seen it m the nuddle of the day.
She removed her bonnet and mantle, and sat down to rest.
The whole course of events, smce the pre-vious Mght, had tended one
way, and had exerted the same delusive mfiuence over her mind. It
was impossible for her any longer to resist the con-viction that she had
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distrusted appearances without the' slightest reason, and that she had
permitted purely -visionary suspicions to fiU her with purely causeless
alarm. I n the firm heUef that she was m danger, she had watched
through the Mght—and notMng had happened.
I n the confident
anticipation that Geoffrey had pronused what he was resolved not to
perform, she had wMted to see what excuse he would find for keeping
her at the cottage. And when the time came for the -^isit, she found
him ready to fulfil the engagement w-Mch he had made. At Holchester
House, not the shghtest interference had been attempted with her
perfect Hberty of action and speech. Resolved to mform Sir Patrick that
she had changed her room, she had described the alarm of fire and the
events wluch had succeeded it, in the fifflest detail—and had not feeen
once checked by Geoffiey from beginning to end. She had spoken in
confidence to Blanche, and had never been interrupted. Walking round
the conservatory, she had cfropped behmd the others with perfect
impuMty, to say a gratefM word to Sir Patrick, and to ask ff the
interpretation that he placed on Geoffrey's conduct was reaUy the interpretation which had been hinted at by Blanche. They had talked
together for ten minutes or more. Sir Patrick had assured her that
Blanche had correctly represented Ms opmion. H e had declared his
conviction that the rash way was, in her case, the right way ; and that
she w-oMd do weU (with his assistance) to take the iMtiative, m the
matter of the separation, on herself. " As long as he can keep 3^011
under the same roof with Mm," Sfr Patrick had said, " so long he will
speculate on our anxiety to release you from the oppression of living w-ith
him; and so long he wUl hold out with his brother (m the character of
a penitent husband) for higher terms. Put the signal in the window, and
try the experiment to-night. Once find yo-ur w-ay to the garden door, and
I answer for keepmg you safely out of his reach untU he has submitted to
the separation, and has signed the deed." I n those words he had urged
Anne to prompt action. H e had received in return her promise to be
guided by Ms advice. She had gone back to the drawing-room; and
Geoffrey had made no remark on her absence. She had returned to
Fulham, alone -with liim m Ms brother's carriage ; and he had asked no
questions. What was it natural, with hermeans of judging, to infer fronf
aU tMs? CoMd she see mto Sir Patrick's mind, and detect that he w-as
dehberately conceaUng Ms own conviction, hi the fear that he might
paralyse her energies ff he acknowledged the alarm for her that he reaUy
felt ? No. She coiUd only accept the false appearances that siurounded
her in the disgMse of truth. She could only adopt, m good faith. Sir
Patrick's assumed point of view, and beheve, on the e-vidence of her ow-u
observation, that Sir Patrick was right.
Towards dusk, Anne began to feel the exhaustion which w-as tho
necessary resMt of a night passed without sleep. She rang her bell
and asked for some tea.
Hester Dethridge answered the beU. Instead- of maldng the usual
sign, she stood considermg, and then-\vrote on her slate. These were
tiie words :—" I have aU tlie work to do, now the girl has gone. If you
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woiffd have 3-oiir tea in the drawing-room, 3-ou woMd save me another
journey upstafrs."
Anne at once engaged to comply w-ith the request.
" Are 3'OU ill ? " she asked; noticing, fMnt as the Hght now was,
something strangely altered in Hester's manner.
Without looldng up, Hester shook her head.
" H a s anythmg happened to vex j-ou ? "
The negative sign w-as repeated.
" Have I offended you ? "
She suddeMy advanced a step ; suddenly looked at Anne ; checked
herself, with a dumb moan, Hke a moan of p a i n ; and hurried out of the
room.
Concluding that she had inadvertently said or done something to
offend Hester Dethridge, Anne determmed to return to the subject at
the first favourable opportunitv-. I n the meantime, she descended to
the ground-floor. The duiing-room door, standing wide open, showed
her Geoffrey sitting at the table, w-ritmg a letter, with the fatal brandybottle at his side.
After what Mr. Speedw-eU had told her, it w-as her duty to interfere.
She performed her duty, without an instant's hesitation.
" Pardon me for interrupting you," she said. " I think you have
forgotten what Mr. SpeedweU told 3-011 about that."
She pointed to the bottle. Geoffrey looked at i t ; looked down again
at Ms letter; and mipatientlv shook Ms head. She made a second
attempt at remonstrance—again w-ithout effect. H e only said, " All
r i g h t ! " in lower tones than were customary with Mm, and continued his
occupation. I t w-as useless to court a third repulse. Anne went into
the drawing-room.
The letter on which he w-as engaged w-as an answ-er to Mrs. Glenarm,
who had written to teU Mm that she w-as leaving town. H e had reached
his tw-o concluding sentences when Anne spoke to him. The3' ran as
foUow-s :—" I may have new-s to bring you, before long, wiiich you don't
look for. Stay w-liere j-ou are through to-morrow-, and wait to hear
from me."
After seaUng the envelope, he emptied his glass of brandy and
water; and waited, looking through the open cloor. When Hester
Dethridge crossed the passage w-ith the tea-tray, and entered the dra\ving-room, he gave the sign which had been agreed on. H e rang his
bell. Hester came out again, closing the drawing-room door belund her.
" I s she safe at her t e a ? " he asked, removing his lieavj- boots, and
putting on the shppers which w-ere placed ready for him.
Hester bow-ed her iiead.
Pie pointed up the stairs. " You go first," he w-hispered. " No
nonsense ! and no noise ! "
She ascended the stairs. H e foUow-ed slowty. Although he had
only drank one glass of brandy and -.vater, his step was uncertain afready.
With one hand on the w-aU, and one hand on the stair-rail, he made his
way to the top ; stopped, and listened for a moment; then jomed Hester
in his owm room, and softly locked the door.
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•' WeU ? " he said.
She w-as standing motioMess in the middle of the room—-not Hke a
hving w-oman—Mce a machine w-aiting to be set m movement. F m d m g
it useless to speak to her, he touched her (with a strange sensation of
sMhikmg m him as he did it), and pomted to the partition w-aU.
The touch roused her. With slow step and vacant face—movmg as
ff she was w-alking in her sleep—she led the w-ay to the papered w-all;
kuelt down at the sldrting-board ; and, taking out tw-o small sharp naUs,
hfted up a long strip of the paper, wMch had been detached from the
plaster beneath. Mountmg on a chafr, she turned back the strip, and
pinned it up, out of the w-aj-, using the tw-o naUs, w-Mch she had kept
ready m her hand.
By the last dim ra3-s of tw-iUght Geoffrey looked at the w-all.
A hoUow space met Ms view. At a distance of some three feet fron
the floor, the laths had been sawn aw-ay, and the plaster had been ripped
out, piecemeal, so as to leave a cavity, sufficient in height and w-idth
to aUow free pow-er of w-o.rking in an3' direction, to a man's arms. The
cavity completely pierced the substance of the wall. Nothing but the
paper on the other side prevented eye or hand from penetratmg mto
the next room.
Hester DetMidge got down from the chafr, and made signs for a
fight.
Geoffiey took a match from the box. The same strange uncertauity
which had already possessed his feet, appeared now to possess Ms
hands. H e struck the match too heavUy against the sand-paper, and
broke it. H e tried another, and struck it too liglitl3- to Idndle the flame.
Hester took the box out of Ms hands. Having h t the candle, she held
it low, and pointed to the sldrting-board,
Tw-o little hooks w-ere fixed into the fioc, near the part of the w-all
from wluch the paper had been removed, Tw-o lengths of fine and strong
string w-ere tw-isted once or twice round the hooks. The loose ends of
the strmg, extending to some length be3-ond the twisted parts, w-ere
neatly coUed away against the skirting-board. The other ends, drawn
tight, disappeared in two small holes drilled through the wall, at a height
of a loot fi-om the fioor.
After first untwistuig the strings from the hooks. Hester rose, and
held the caudle so as to light the cavit3- in the wall. Tw-o more pieces of
the fine strmg w-ere seen here, resting loose upon the uneven surface which
marked the low-er boundary of the hoUow-ed space. Lifting these higher
strings, Hester lifted the loosened paper in the next room—the lower
strings, which had previously held the strip firm and fiat against the
sound portion of the w-all, w-orkuig in their holes, and allowing the paper
to move up freely. As it rose higher and higher. GeoiTrey saw tluu
strips of cotton wool lightly attached, at intervals, to the back of the
paper, so as elfectually to prevent it from making a grating sound against
the w-aU. Up and up it came slowly, till it eoidd be pulled through the
hollow space, and pinned up out of the way. as the strip previously hfted
had been pinned before it. Hester drew back, and made way for
Geoflfrey to look through. Tiiere was Anne's room, visible through t h e
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waU! H e softly parted the Hght curtains that hung over the bed. There
was the pillow on wiiich her head would rest at Mght, witfun reach of
Ms h a n d s !
The deadly dexterity of it struck him cold. His nerves gave way.
H e drew back -with a start of guUty fear, and looked romid the room. A
pocket fiask of brandy lay on the table at Ms bedside. H e snatched it
up, and emptied it at a cfraught—and felt Hke himself agam.
H e beckoned to Hester to approach him.
" Before we go further," he said, " there's one tlung I w-ant to know.
How is it aU to be put right agam ? Suppose tMs room is examined ?
Those strings w-Ul show."
Hester opened a cupboard, and produced a jar. She took out the
cork There was a mixture inside wiiich looked like glue. Partly by
signs, and partly by help of the slate, she showed how the mixture
could be appUed to the back of the loosened strip of paper in the next
room—how the paper coiUd be glued to the sound part of the wall, by
tightenmg the lower strings—how the strmgs, having served that purpose,
coMd be safely removed—how the same process coMd be foUowed in
Geoffi-ey's- room, after the hoUow-ed place had been filled up again with
the materials w-aiting m the scullery, or even without filling up the
hoUowed place if the time faUed for doing it. I n either case, the
refastened piaper would hide eyer3i;limg; and the waU would tell
no tales.
Geoffrey w-as satisfied. H e pointed next to the tow-els in his room.
" Take one of them," he said; '' and show me how 3-ou did it, with
your ow-n hands."
As he said the ^vords, Anne's voice reached Ms ear from below,
calling for " Mrs. Dethridge."
I t w-as impossible to sa}- w-hat might happen next. I n snotiier
minute she might go up to her room, and cUscover everythmg. Geoffrey
pointed to the w-aU.
" Put it right agam," he said. " Instanth-! "
I t w-as soon done. AU that was necessary was to let the two strips
of paper drop back into their places—to fasten the strip to the wall in
Anne's room, by tightening the tw-o low-er strings—and then to replace
the naUs which held the loose strip on Geoffre3-'s side. I n a mmute, the
wall had re-assumed its customary aspect.
They stole out, and looked over the staffs into the passage below.
After calMig uselessly for the second time, Anne appeared; crossed
over to the Idtchen; and, retiunmg agam, with the kettle m her hand,
closed the drawmg-room door.
Hester Dethridge waited impenetrably to receive her next directions.
There were no further directions to give. The hideous dramatic representation of the woman's crime for which Geoffrey had asked, was in
no respect necessary: the means w-ere aU prepared, and the manner of
usmg them w-as seff-evident. Nothing but the opportunity, and the
resolution to profit by it, were wanting to lead the way to the end.
Geoffrey signed to Hester to go downstairs.
" Get back mto the Idtchen," he said, " before she conies out again.
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I shaU keep m the garden. When she goes up into her room for the
night, show yourseff at the back door—and I shall know."
Hester set her foot on the first stafr—stopped—turned round—and
looked slowly along the two walls of the passage, from end to end—
shuddered—shook her head—and went slow-ly on down the stafrs.
" "What are you lookmg for ? " he wMspered after her.
She neither answered, nor looked back—she went her way into the.
kitchen.
He waited a mmute, and then foUowed her.
On Ms way out to the garden, he w-ent into the dinmg-room. The
moon had risen : and the wmdow shutters were not closed. I t was easy
to find the brandy and the jug of water on the table. H e iMxed the tw-o,
and emptied the tumbler at a draught.
" My head's queer," he
whispered to himseff. H e passed Ms handkercMef over his face. " Plow
infernaUy hot it is to-Mght! " H e made for the door. I t was open, and
plainly visible—and yet, he faUed to find Ms w-ay to it. Twice, he found
liimseff ti-3ing to walk tlirough the wall, on either side. The third time,
he got out, and reached the garden. A strange sensation possessed him
as he walked round and round. H e had not drunk enough, or nearly
enough, to intoxicate him. His mind, in a dull way, felt the same a;j
usual; but his body was like the bocty of a drunken man.
The night advanced; the clock of Putney clim-ch struck ten.
Anne appeared agam from the drawing-room, with her bed-room
candle m her hand.
" Put out the Hghts ! " she said to Hester, at the Mtchen-door; " I
am gomg upstairs."
She entered her room. The insupportable sense of w-eariness, after
the sleepless night that she had passed, weighed more heavily on her
than ever. She locked her door, but forbore on this occasion to fasten
the bolts. The dread of danger was no longer present to her m m d ; and
there was tlus positive objection to usmg tlie bolts, that the unfastening
of them would mcrease the difficulty of leaving the room noiselessly
later in the Mght. She loosened her dress, and Hfted her hair from her
temples, and paced to and fi-o m the room wearUy, thinldng. Geoffi-ey's
habits were irregular; Hester seldom w-ent to bed early. Two hours at
least—more probably three—must pass, before it woMd be safe to commuMcate with Sir Patrick by means of the signal m the wmdow. H e r
strength was fast faUing her. If she persisted for the next three hours
in denying herself the repose wluch she sorely needed, the chances were
that her nerves might fail her, through sheer exhaustion, when t"lie tune
came for facing the risk and making the effort to escape. Sleep was
falling on her even now, and sleep she must have. She liad no fear of
faihng to wake at the needful time. FalHng asleep, with a special
necessity for rising at a given hour present to her nund, Anne (Uke most
other sensitively-orgaiuzed people) coMd trust herseff to wake at that
given hour, mstinctively. She put her lighted candle in a safe position,
and laid down on the bed. I n less than five mmutes she w-as in a
deep sleep.
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The church clock struck the quarter to eleven.
Hester DetMidge showed herseff at the back garden door. Geoffiey
crossed the lawn, and jomed her. The Ught of the lamp in the passage
feU on his face. She started back fr-om the sight of it.
" What's wTong? " he asked.
She shook her head, and pomted tMough the dmmg-room door to
the brandy-bottle on the table.
" I'm as sober as j'ou are, j-ou fool," he said. " Whatever else it is,
it's not that."
Hester looked at him again. H e was right. However imsteady his
gait might be, Ms speech w-as not the speech, Ms eyes were not the eyes,
of a drunken man.
" Is she m her room for the night ? "
Hester made the affirmative sign.
Geoffrey ascended the stairs, swaymg from side to side. Pie stopped
at the top, and beckoned to Hester to join him. H e w-ent on into Ms
room; and signmg to her to foUow, closed the door.
H e looked at the partition waU, without approaclung it. Hester
waited behmd hmi.
" Is she asleep? " he asked.
Hester w-ent to the w-all; Hstened at i t ; and made the affirmative
reply.
l i e sat do^wn. " My head's queer," he said. " Give me a drink of
water." H e cfrank part of the water, and poured the rest over his
head. Hester tumed tow-ards the door to leave him. H e mstantly
stopped her. " / can't imwind the strings. I can't Hft up the paper.
Do ff."
She sternly made the sign of refusal; she resolutelj- opened the
door to leave hun. " D o you want j-our Confession back? " he asked.
She closed the door, stoUdlj- submissive in an instant; and crossed to
the partition wall.
She Iffted the loose strips of paper on either side of the w-all—•
pointed through the hoUowed place—and drew back again to the other
end of the room.
H e rose and w-alked uiisteadilj- from the chafr-, to the foot of Ms bed.
Holding by the v.-oodw-ork of the bed, he waited a Uttle. WhUe he
w-aited, he became conscious of a change m the strange sensations that
possessed Mm. A feehng as of a breath of cold air, passed over the
right side of Ms head. H e became stead3r agam : he could calcMate Ms
distances : he could put his hands tlirough the hoUowed place, and draw
aside the Hght curtains, hangmg from the hook in the ceiHng over the
head of her bed. H e could look at his sleepmg wife.
She w-as dhnl3r visible, by the Hght of the candle placed at the other
end of her room. The w-orn and weary look had cHsappeared from her
face. AU that had been jiurest and sweetest in it, in the b3-egone time,
Beenied to be renewed by the deep sleep that held her genth". She was
young again in the dim Ught: she was beautiful in her calm repose.
H e r head lay back on the pUlow. H e r upturned face was in a position
wMcli placed her completely at the mercy of the man under w-liose eyes
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5he w-as sleeping—the man who w-as looldng at her, with the mercUess
resolution in Mm to take her Hfe.
After w-aitmg a w-hile, he drew back. " She's more like a cliUd than
a woman to-Mght," he muttered to himseff under Ms breath. H e glanced
across the room at Hester Dethridge. The lighted candle wluch she
had brought upstafrs with her, was burnmg near the place where she
stood. " Blow it out," he whispered. She never moved. H e repeated
the direction. There she stood, deaf to him.
^\^lat was she doing? She was looking fixedly into one of the
corners of the room.
He turned Ms head agam towards the hoUow-ed place in the w-all.
He looked at the peaceful face on the pUlow, once more. H e dehberately
revived Ms own vindictive sense of the debt that he ow-ed her. " B u t
for you," he whispered to himself, " I should have w-on the race: but
for 3-0U, I shoMcl have been fiiends with my father: but for you, 1 might
marry Mrs. Glenarm." H e turned back again into the room while the
sense of it w-as at its fiercest in him. H e looked round and round Mm.
He took up a towel; considered for a moment; and threw it down again.
A new idea struck hun. I n two steps he was at the side of his bed.
He seized on one of the piUow-s, and looked suddenly at Hester. " It's
not a drunken brute tlus time," he said to her. " It's a w-oman w-ho wiU
fight for her Hfe. The pillow's the safest of the two." She never
answ-ered Mm, and never looked tow-ards him. H e made once more for
the place m the wall; and stopped midway between it and his bed—
stopped, and cast a backward glance over his shoulder.
Hester Dethridge w-as stfriing at last.
With no tMrd person in the room, she was looking, and mo-ving,
nevertheless, as if she w-as foUow-mg a thfrd person along the wall, from
the corner. H e r lips were parted in horror ; her eyes, opeMng -wider
and wider, stared rigid and glittering at the eiiiptj- wall. Step by step,
she stole nearer and nearer to Geoffrey, stUl loUowing some -visionary
Tlung, wMch was stealing nearer and nearer, too. H e asked himself
what it meant ? Was the terror of the deed that he was about to do,
more than the woman's bram coiffd bear ? Would she burst out
screammg, and w-ake Ms wife ?
He hurried to the place in the w-all—to seize the chance, w-hile the
chance was Ms.
He steadied his strong hold on the pillow.
He stooped to pass it through the openmg.
He poised it over Anne's sleeping face.
At the same moment, he felt Hester Dethridge's hand laid on him
from behind. The touch ran through Mm, from head to foot, like a
touch of ice. H e drew back with a start, and faced her. H e r eyei^
w-ere staring straight over his shoulder, at somethuig behind hun—
looking as they had looked m the garden at V/hidygates.
Before he coiffd speak, he felt the fiasli of her eyes m Ms eyes. For
(he thfrd time, she had seen the Apparition behind him. The honucidal
frenzy possessed her. She fiew- at Ms throat lUvC a w-ild beast. The
feeble old woman attacked the athlete !
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H e dropped the pUlow, and Hfted his terrible right arm to brush her
from Mm, as he nught have brushed an msect fi-om liim.
Even as he raised the arm, a frightful distortion seized on his face.
As ff with an invisible hand, it dragged down the brow and the eyehd,
on the right; it cfragged down the mouth, on the same side. H i s arm
fell helpless; his whole hody, on the side under the arm, gave way.
H e dropped on the floor Hke a man shot dead.
Hester Dethridge pounced on his prostrate body—knelt on his
broad chest—and fastened her ten fingers on his throat.
*

•»

-;f

*

*

The shock of the faU w-oke Anne on the instant. She started up—
looked round—and saw a gap in the w-aU at the head of her bed, and
the candlelight glimmering in the next room. Panic-stricken; doubting,
for the moment, if she were m her right mmd, she drew back, waiting—•
listenmg—looldng. She saw notlung, but the glimmering Hght m the
room; she heard nothmg but a hoarse gasping, as of some person labouring for breath. The sound ceased. There was an mterval of silence. Then
the head of Hester Dethridge rose slowly mto sight through the gap in
the wall—rose with the ghttering light of madness in the eyes; and
looked at her.
She flew to the open window-, and screamed for help.
Sir Patrick's voice answ-ered her, from the road in front of the
cottage.
" Wait for me, for God's sake ! " she cried.
She fled from the room, and rushed do-wn the stafrs. I n another
moment, she opened the door, and was out m the front garden.
As she ran to the gate, she heard the voice of a strange man on the
other side of it.
Su- Patrick caUed to her encouragingly. " The
ipohceman is with us," he said, " H e patrols the garden at night—he
has a key," As he spoke, the gate w-as opened from the outside. She
saw Sir Patrick, Arnold, and the poHceman, She staggered towards
them as they came in—she was just able to say, " Upstairs ! " before
her senses failed her, Sfr Patrick saved her from faMng. H e placed
her on the bench m the garden, and w-aited by her, while Arnold and
the poHceman hurried into the cottage.
" Where first? " asked Arnold.
" The room the lacly called fi-om," said the poHceman.
They mounted the stau-s, and entered Anne's room. The gap m the
w-all was instantly observed by both of them. They looked through it.
Geoffrey Delamayn's dead body lay on the floor. Hester Dethridge
was kneeling at his head, praying.
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A MORNING CALL.

THE newspapers have announced the return of Lord and L a d y Plolchester
to thefr residence m London, after an absence on the Contment of more
than six months.
I t is the height of the season. All day long, within the canonical
hours, the door of Holchester House is perpetuaUy opeMng to receive
visitors. The vast majority leave their cards, and go aw-ay again.
Certain pri-vUeged mdividuals only, get out of thefr- carriages, and enter
the house.
Among these last, arri-ving at an earlier hour than is customary, is
a person of distinction who is positively bent on seemg either the master
or the mistress of the house, and who wUl take no denial. While this
person is parle3ing w-ith the chief of the servants. Lord Holchester,
passmg from one room to another, happens to cross the mner end of the
haU. The person mstantly darts at him with a cry of " Dear Lord
Holchester! " JuUus turns, and sees—Lady LuncUe !
H e is fafrly caught, and he gives way -with Ms best grace. As he
opens the door of the nearest room for her ladyship, he furtively consults
his watch, and says m Ms mmost soul, " How am I to get rid of her
before the others come ? "
Lady Lundie settles do^wn on a sofa m a whfrlwind of sUk and lace,
and becomes, m her own majestic w-ay, "perfectly charmmg." She
makes the most affectionate mqufries about Lady Holchester, about the
Dow-ager Lady Holchester, about JuHus himseff. Where have they
been ? what have they seen ? have time and change helped them to
recover the shock of that dreadful event, to wMcli Lady LiuncUe dare
not more particMarly aUude ? JuUus answers resigned^, and a little
absently. H e makes poUte mqufries, on Ms side, as to her lady-ship's
plans and proceedings—with a mind uneasUy conscious of the inexorable
lapse of time, and of certain probabUities which that lapse may brmg
with it. Lady Lundie has very Uttle to say about herself She is only
in town for a few weeks. H e r Hfe is a Hfe of retfrement. " My modest
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round of duties at Wmdygates, Lord Holchester ; occasionaUy relieved,
when my mind is overworked, by the society of a few earnest friends
whose views harmoMze with my own—my existence passes (not qmte
tiselessly, 1 hope) in that way. I have no news ; I see notMng—
except, indeed, yesterday, a sight of the saddest kmd." She pauses
there. JuUus observes that he is expected to make mqufries, and makes
them accordmgly.
Lady Lundie hesitates; announces that her news refers to that
painfM past event which she has afready touched on ; acknowiedges
that she could not flnd herself in London, without feeling an act of duty
involved m making inqmries at the asylum in which Hester Dethridge
is confined for Hfe; announces that she has not only made the inquiries,
but has seen the unhappy woman herseff, has spoken to her, has found
her unconscious of her dreadfM position, mcapable of the smaUest exertion of memory, resigned to the existence that she leads, and likely (in
the opinion of the medical supermtendent) to live for some years to
come. Havmg stated these facts, her ladyship is about to make a few
of those " remarks appropriate to the occasion," in wiuch she excels,
when the door opens; and Lady Holchester, in search of her missing
husband, enters the room.

T H E E E is a new outburst of affectionate interest on Lady Lundie's part
•—met ci-villy, but not cordiaUy, bj- Lady Holchester. Julius's w-ife
seems, hke JuUus, to be uneasily conscious of the lapse of time. Like
JuHus agMn, she privately w-onders how long Lady Lundie is gomg to
stay.
Lady Lundie show-s no signs of leaving the sofa. She has evidently
come to Holchester House to say something—and she has not said it
yet. Is she going to say it ? Yes. She is going to get, by a roundabout
way, to the object in view. She has another mqufry of the affectionate
sort to make. May she be permitted to resume the subject of liord and
LadJ' Holchester's travels? They have been at Rome. Can they confirm
the shocking inteUigence w-hich has reached her of the " apostacy " of
Mrs. Glenarm ?
Lady Holchester can confirm it, by personal experience. Mrs.
Glenarm has renounced the world, and has taken refuge m the bosom
of the Holy Catholic Church. Lady Holchester has seen her in a
convent at Rome. She is passing through the period of her probation;
and she is resolved to take the veil. Lady Lundie, as a good Protestant,
Hfts her hands in horror—declares the topic to be too pamful to dweU
on—and, by way of varymg it, goes straight to the pomt at last. H a s
Lady Holchester, in the course of her Continental experience, happened
to meet with, or to hear of, Mrs. Arnold Brinkworth ?
" I have ceased, as you know, to hold any communication with my
relatives," Lady Lundie explains. " The course they took at the time
of our family trial—the sympathy they felt with a Person whom I cannot
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even now trust myself to name more particularlj-—alienated us from
each other. I may be grieved, dear Lacly Holchester ; but I bear no
mahce. A i d I shall alw-ays feel a motherly interest in hearmg of
Blanche s welfare, I have been told that she and her husband were
travelling, at the time w-hen you and Lord Holchester were travelHng,
Did you meet w-ith them ? "
Julius and his wife look at each other. Lord Holchester is dumb.
Lady Holchester replies,
" We saw Mr, and i l r s , Arnold Brinkworth at Florence, and afterwards at Naples, Lady Lundie, They returned to England a week
since, in anticipation of a certain happy event, which will possibly
increase the members of your famffy circle. They are now in London.
Indeed, I may tell you that we expect them here to lunch to-day,"
Having made this plain statement. Lady Holchester looks at L a d y
Lundie, (If that doesn't hasten her departure, nothmg will!)
Quite useless! Lady Lundie holds her ground. Having heard
absolutely nothing of her relatives for the last six months, she i&,burning with curiosity to hear more. There is a name she has not mentioned yet. She places a certain constraint upon herseff, and mentions
it now.
"And Sfr P a t r i c k ? " says her ladyship, subsiding into a gentle
melancholy, suggestive of past injuries condoned by Christain forgiveness. " I oMy know what report tells me. Did you meet with Sir
Patrick at Florence and Naples, also ?
JuHus and his wife look at each other again. The clock in the haff
strikes. Julius shudders. Lady Holchester's patience begms to give
w-ay. There is an awkw-ard pause. Somebody must say something.
As before. Lady Holchester repHes,
" Sir Patrick went abroacl. Lady Lundie, with his Mece and he.?
husband ; and Sir Patrick has come back with them,"
" I n good health ? " her ladyship inqufres,
" Younger than ever," Lady Holchester rejoms.
Lady Lundie smUes satfricaUy. Lady Holchester notices the smile ;
decides that mercy shown to this woman is mercy misplaced; and
announces (to her husband's horror) that she has new-s to tell of Sir
Patrick, which -will probably take his sister-in-law by surprise.
Lady Lundie waits eagerly to hear what the news is.
" I t is no secret," Lady Holchester proceeds—"though it is only
known as yet to a few intimate friends. Sir Patrick has made an
important change m Ms life."
Lady Lundie's charmmg smUe suddenly dies out.
" Sir Patrick is not only a very clever and a very agreeable man,"
Lady Holchester resumes a Httle maliciously; " h e is also, m aU his
habits and ways (as you well know), a man younger than Ms years—•
who stUl possesses many of the quaUties which seldom fail to attract
women."
Lady Lundie starts to her feet.
" "You don't mean to teU me, Lady Holchester, that Sfr Patrick ia
married?"
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" I do."
H e r ladyship drops back on the sofa; helpless, really and truly
helpless, under the double blow that has fallen on her. She is not
only struck out of her place as the chief woman of the family, but (stUl
on the right side of forty) she is socially superannuated, as The Dowager
Lady Lundie, for the rest of her Hfe !
" At Ms age ! " she exclaims, as soon as she can speak,
" Pardon me for remmding you," Lady Holchester answers, " that
plenty of men marry at Sfr Patrick's age. I n Ms case, it is only due to
Mm to say that his motive raises him beyond the reach of ridicule or
reproach. H i s marriage is a good action, m the highest sense of the
word. I t does honour to Mm, as w-eU as to the lady who shares his
position and Ms name."
" A young gfrl, of course ! " is Lacly Limdie's next remark.
" No. A woman w-ho has been tried by no common suffering, and
who has borne her hard lot nobly. A woman who deserves the calmer
and the happier Ufe on wMcli she is entermg now."
" May 1 ask who she is ? "
Before the question can be answered, a knock at the house door
announces the arrival of visitors. For the tlm-d time JuHus and his
wff'e look at each other. On tMs occasion, JuUus mterferes.
" My wife has afready told you. Lady Lundie, that we expect Mr. and
]Mrs. Brinkw-orth to lunch. Su- Patrick, and the new Lady Limdie,
accompany them. H I am mistaken m supposmg that it might not be
quite agreeable to you to meet them, I can only ask your jiardon. If I
am right, I •wiU leave Lady Holchester to receive our friends, and wUl
do 1113-self the honour of takmg you mto another room."
H e glances at the door of an inner room. H e offers Ms arm to
Lady Lundie. H e r ladyship stands immovable ; determmed to see the
w-oman who has supplanted her. I n a moment more, the door of entrance
from the liaU is tMown open; and the servant announces, " Sir Patrick
-and Lacly Lundie. Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Brmkworth."
Lacly Lundie looks at the w-oman who has taken her place at the
head of the family; and sees—ANNE SILVESTER !
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NOTE A.
I HAVE no desire to encumber the concluding pages of this book with needless
leferences to newspaper reports which are accessible to everybody. Bnt the
riot at the Oxford Commemoration of 1869, and the sacking of the Christ
Church Library, at the same University, in May 1870, present themselves so
remarkably in the relations of cause and effect, that an abridged report of the
proceedings on these two occasions maybe admitted here, as foiftning an episode
in the social history of England in our time. For the benefit of my foreign
readers, it may be necessary to explain that the " Commemoration " at Oxford
is an annual assemblage of the Heads of the University, of the Students, and
of Visitors ; the object of the meeting being to confer honorary degrees, and to
hear the recitation of prize compositions in poetry and prose. Let it be further
remembered in this connexion—by English as well as by foreign readers—that
the riotous proceedings in the students' gallery have been customary and licensed
proceedings for many years past. The destruction of the works of art in the
Christ Church Library some months later will then appear in its true aspect, as
the necessary result of a system of University misgovernment, which is happily
without a parallel in the ci^vilized world.

MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF YOUNG ENGLISH GENTLEMEN.
[FIRST SPECIMEN.]

Abridged Report of Proceedings at the Oxford Commemoration of 1869. " The
Times," Thursday, June 10, 1869.
" - . The storm opened with a few preliminai-y growls a t ' hats ' retained
on the heads by strangers who had recently entered the area ; but these murmurs
were soon superseded by a furious onslaught on an unfortunate bachelor whc
had happened unthinkingly to adorn his neck with a somewhat conspicuous
kerchief. Shouts of' green tie ' arose, and were repeated for the space of fully
three quarters of an hour. The person was asked to retire ; those in bis neighbourhood were invited to ' turn him out ; ' he was entreated to change his tie
or to take it off. All seemed for nearly an hour to be in vain ; but importunity
at length prevailed ; the offender, amid volleys of applause, quitted tho bouse,
and the academic youths were able to turn their attention to other matters.
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" .
T h e Vice-Chancellor opened the proceedings in tolerable quiet, bnt
the delivery of the Crewian Oration by the Public Orator-w-as the signal for the
renewal of disturbance ; the speaker was interrupted by a running fire of questions and remarks, which w-ere more witty than complimentary, and very little
of his speech reached any other ears than his own. W h e n he finally sat down, the
Vice-Chancellor rose, and, having with great difficulty obtained silence, announced that if the proceedings were interrupted any more the Encaenia would
be abruptly closed. T h e recitation of the prizes (there being no honorary
Degrees) then commenced ; but very little could be heard of any, except the
Newdigate, which was listened to with tolerable attention, and interrupted less
than u s u a l T h e series of recitations approached completion, when attention
was unfortunately attracted to a ' white hat,' held, though not worn, by a
gentleman in the area. T h e Undergraduate (that is to say, the Oxford Student)
is afflicted by a disease, which, for want of a better name, we may term ' Piteo'dbo-phobia,' A t the sight of a hat of the obnoxious hue, he foams, he shrieks ;
he is no longer master of his actions. The solemn warning had been given by
the Vice-Chancellor ; the warning w-as understood to imply a probability, at
least, of the abolition of Commemoration in time to come—a terrible consequence this, which those present would, one might have thought, fully
appreciate. B u t all was in vain. W i t h the hated ' white h a t ' before their
eyes, the infuriated mob of Undergraduates could do nothing but rave and
hoot ; and the Vice-Chancellor, unable to obtain attention, rose from his
Beat, and, accompanied by the Doctors, left the building."

[SECOND

SPECIMEN.]

dmusements of the Stvdents in their lei.^nre hours. Materials for a University
bonfire, taken from a Universitt/ Library. Remarks on proceedings at Christ
Church, Oxford,
" The Times," May 18, 1870.
" .
. T h e most brutal and senseless act of Vandalism t h a t has disgraced
our time has been committed by members of the great foundation of Christ
Church, young men belonging to the higher classes of England, brought up in
the midst of the most refined civilization, and receiving the most costly education that the country can provide. T h e account of the matter is that on the
night of Tuesday in last week, the Library of Christ Church w-as entered, and
several busts, together with a marble statue of Venus of great value, were
carried out by certain Undergraduates. In the course of the night a pile was
made of fagots and mats, the sculptures w-ere put upon it, the whole set on fire,
and the works of art totally destroyed. There has been as yet no official statement concerning the outrage and its perpetrators, but of course the facts are
tolerably well kno-^vn in Undergraduate circles. T h e report is that two distinct
sets of men were engaged in the business. T h e one took the statues out of the
Library and stuck them up about Peckw-ater (one of the principal Quadrangles)
as a joke. T h e other set found them in Peckwater, took them do-wn, made the
bonfire, and destroyed them.
T h e thought necessarily suggests itself, that there must be faults of
disciphne where the freaks of Undergraduates thus culminate in an indictable
offence. If no one becomes all at once very bad, so no society can produce
such a set of rioters unless a great denl in the same style, though less serioup,
has been tolerated in former years. If this be so, -w-e cannot but think that it
is the duty of the authorities to intimate to the "Undergraduates that excesses
of the kind will be more seriously dealt with in future. These things are
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fdniply a stupid tradition which each year hands on to the next. The men
cannot, and we are certain do not, feel any strong desire to engage in those
so-called ' larks,' but there is a fashion, and it is followed. It used to be worse
in the Army not many years ago ; an unpopular new comer, for instance, waa
subjected, in property and person, to-persecutions fhat were almos« incredible.
Public indignation at a particular case, forced the Horse Guards to act, and
the smashing of furniture and so forth was put an end to at once. The same
firmness would produce the same effect at the University."
It is necessary to add, that the persons actually concerned in this outrage
have since received such punishment as it is in the power of the University
authorities to inflict. What those authorities, after this warning, will do
towards improving the discipline of the University generalh', and spreading
" the blessings of civilization " among their own Urtdergraduates, remains to
be seen.

NOTE B.
Authority consulted on the State of the Marriage Laws, in Ireland and
Scotland,
There are certain readers who feel a disposition to doubt Facts, when
they meet with them in a work of fiction. Persons of this w-ay of thinking
may be profitably referred to the book w-hich first suggested to me the idea
of writing the present Novel. That book is " The Keport of The Royal
Commissioners on The Laws of Marriage." Published by the Queen's
Printers. For Her Majesty's Stationery office. (London, 1868.) What Sir
Patrick says professionally of Scotch marriages, is taken from this high
authority. What the lawyer (in the Prologue) says professionally of Irish
marriages, is also derived from the same source. As a means of satisfying
my readers that they may depend on me, I subjoin an extract from my list
of references to the Report of the Marriage Commission, which any persons
who may be so inclined can verify for themselves.
Irish Marriages (in the Prologue).—See Report, pages xii, xiii. xxiv
Irregular Marriages in Scotland,—Statement of the law by Lord Deas.
Report, page xvi.—Marriages of children of tender years. Examination of
Mr. Muirhead by Lord Chelmsford (Question 689).—Interchange of consent,
established by inference. Examination of Mr. Muirhead by Lord Justice
Clerk (Question 654).—Marriage where consent has never been interchanged.
Observations of Lord Deas. Report, page xix.—Contradiction of opinions
between authorities. Report, pages xix.—xx.—Legal provisions for the sale
of horses and dogs. No legal provision for the marriage of men and women.
Mr. Seeton's Remarks. Report, page xxx.—Conclusion of the Commissioners.
In spite of the arguments advanced before them, in favour of not interfering
•(vith Irregular Marriages in Scotland, the Commissioners declare their opinion
that, " Such marriages ought not to continue." (Report, page xxxiv.)
In reference to the arguments (alluded to above) in favour of allowing the
present disgraceful state of things to continue, I find them resting mainly on
these grounds :—That Scotland doesn't like being interfered with by
England (!). That Ii-regular Marriages cost nothing (! 1). That they are
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diminishing in number, and may therefore be trusted, in course of tune, tc
exhaust themselves (! ! !). That they act, on certain occasions, in the
capacity of a moral trap to catch a profligate man ( ! ! ! !). Such is th(
elevated point of view from which the Institution of Marriage is regarded bj
some of the most pious and learned men in Scotland. A legal enactmeni
providing for the sale of your wffe, when you have done with her, or of yom
husband, when you " really can't put up with him any longer," appears to be
all that is wanting to render this North British estimate of the " Estate of
Matrimony " practically complete. It is only fair to add that, of the witnesse^
giving evidence—oral and written—before the Commissioners, fully one halt
regard the Irregular Marriages of Scotland, from the Christian and the,
civilized point of view, and entirely agree with the authoritative conclusion
fdready cited—that such marriages ought to be abolished.
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Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. BELLEW, Portrait
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Gabriel Conroy : A Novel. Post Bvo,
iUustrated boards, 2s.
An Heiress of Red Dog, and other
Stories. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
The Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap.
8vo, picture cover, Is.; crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Luck of Roaring Camp, and other
Sketches. Post 8vo, illust, bds., 2s.
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. Fcap. 8vo,
picture cover. Is.; cloth extra, 2s. 6d.
Flip. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Californian Stories (including THE
TWINS OF TABLE MOUNTAIN, J E F F
BRIGGS'S LOVE STORY, &C.) Post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Maruja: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust.
bds., 2s. r cloth limp, 2s. 6d. [Sept,

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by :
T h e Reader's H a n d b o o k o f Allusions,
References, Plots, a n d S t o r i e s .

Fourth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a

COMPLETE ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY.

Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Authors and their Works, with t h e
Dates: Being the Appendices to
"The Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 23.
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d..; half-bound, 9s.

Brewster(SirDavid),Works by:
More Worlds t h a n One: The Creed
of the Philosopher and the Hope of
the Christian. With Plates. Post
8vo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d.
T h e Martyrs of Science: Lives of
GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and KEP-

LER. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth
extra, 4s. 6d.
Letters on Natural Magic. A New
Edition, with numerous Illustrations,
and chapters on the Being and
Faculties of Man, and Additional
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by
J. A. SMITH. Post 8vo, cloth extra,
4s. 6d.

Briggs, Memoir o f Gen. John.
By Major EVANS BELL,

With a Por-

trait. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.

Brillat-Savarin.—Gastronomy
a s a Fine Art. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN.
Translated by R. E. ANDERSON, M.A.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.

BY

B u r n e t t (Mrs.), Novels b y :
Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 23.
Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. Bvo,
picture cover. Is.
Lindsay's Luck. Fcap. 8vo, picture
cover, Is.
Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo,
picture cover. Is.

Buchanan's (Robert) W o r k s :

Ballads o f Life, Love, a n d H u m o u r .

With a Frontispiece by ARTHUR
HUGHES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan.
With Frontispiece by T. DALZIEL.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Undertones. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
London Poems. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s.
The Book of Orm. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s.
White Rose and Red: A Love Story.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Idylls and Legends of Inverburn.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.
St. Abe and his Seven Wives: A Tale
of Salt Lake City. With a Frontispiece by A. B. HOUGHTON. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 53.
Robert Buohanan'sComplete Poetical Works. With Steel-plate Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.
The Hebrid isles: Wanderings in the
Land of Lome and the Outer Hebrides. With Frontispiece by W.
SMALL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
A Poet's Sketch-Book: Selections
from the Prose Writings of ROBERT
BUCHANAN. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 6s.
The Shadow of t h e Sword: A Romance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
33. 6d,; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.
A Child of Nature: A Romance. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 33,6d,; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
God and t h e Man : A Romance. With
Illustrations

by

FRED.

BARNARD.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Martyrdom of Madeline: A
Romance. With Frontispiece byA.W.
COOPER. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.;
post 8vo, iUustrated boards, 23.
Love Me for Ever. With a Frontispiece by P, MACNAB. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s, 6d,; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Annan Water: A Romance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illust, boards, 2s.
TheNewAbelard:ARomance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
lUust. boards, 2s,
Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.
M a t t : A Story of a Caravan Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.

CHATTO

&- WINDUS,

Burton (Robert):

C A R L Y L E (THOMAS), continued—

The A n a t o m y of Melancholy. A
New Edition, complete, corrected
and enriched by Translations of t h e
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.
M e l a n c h o l y A n a t o m i s e d : Being a n
Abridgment, for popular use, of B U R T O N ' S ANATOMY O F M E L A N C H O L Y .

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 23. 6d.

Burton (Captain), Works b y :
T o t h e Gold C o a s t f o r G o l d : A Personal Narrative. By RICHARD F . B U R TON a n d V E R N E Y L O V E T T C A M E R O N .

With Maps and Frontispiece. T w o
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2l3.
T h e Book of t h e S w o r d : Being a
History of the Sword and its Use in
all Countries, from t h e Earliest
Times.

By R I C H A R D

F . BURTON.

With over 400 Illustrations.
8vo, cloth extra, 323.

Square

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress.
Edited by Rev. T . S C O T T . With 17
Steel Plates by STOTHARD, engraved
by GOODALL, and n u m e r o u s Woodcuts.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron (Lord):

Byron's L e t t e r s a n d J o u r n a l s . W i t h
Notices of his Life. By T H O M A S
MOORE. A Reprint of t h e Original
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.
B y r o n ' s Don J u a n . Complete in One
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Cameron

( C o m m a n d e r ) and

C a p t a i n B u r t o n . — T o t h e Gold C o a s t
for G o l d : A Personal Narrative. By
RICHARD F . B U R T O N a n d V E R N E Y
L O V E T T CAMERON.
Frontispiece and

Maps.

T W O Vols., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 21s.

Cameron

(Mrs. H. Lovett),

Novels b y :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. e a c h ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
J u l i e t ' s G u a r d i a n . | D e c e i v e r s Ever.

Campbell.—White and B l a c k :
Travels in the United States.
GEORGE CAMPBELL, M.P.

By Sir

D e m y 8vo,

cloth extra, 14s.

Carlyle (Thomas):
T h o m a s C a r l y l e : L e t t e r s a n d Rec o l l e c t i o n s . By MoNcuRE D . CONWAY, M.A. Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 63.
On t h o C h o i c e of Books. By THOMAS
CARLYLE. W i t h a Life of the Author
by R. K. S H E P H E R D .

PICCADILLY

New and Re-

vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra,
Illustrated, I s . 6d.

T h e C o r r e s p o n d e n c e of T h o m a s
C a r l y l e a n d Ralph W a l d o E m e r s o n ,
1834 to 1872. E d i t e d by C H A R L E S
E L I O T NORTON. W i t h Portraits. T w o
Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, 24s.

Chapman's (George) W o r k s :
Vol. I, contains t h e Plays complete,
including the doubtful ones. Vol, II.,
the Poems a n d Minor T r a n s l a t i o n s ,
with a n Introductory Essay by ALGERNON

CHARLES SWINBURNE.

Vol. I I I . ,

the Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo, cloth
_ ^ x t r a , 18s.; or separately, 6s. each.

C h a t t o & Jackson.—ATreatise
o n Wood

E n g r a v i n g , Historical a n d

Practical,

By W M . A N D R E W C H A T T O

and JOHN JACKSON. W i t h an Additional Chapter by H E N R Y G . BOHN ;
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint
of t h e last Revised Edition. L a r g e
4to, half-bound, 28s.

Chaucer:
C h a u c e r f o r C h i l d r e n : A Golden
Key. By Mrs. K, R. H A W E I S . With
Eight Coloured Pictures a n d n u merous W o o d c u t s by t h e Author.
N e w Ed,, small 410, cloth extra, 6s.
C h a u c e r f o r S c h o o l s . By Mrs. H , R.
H A W E I S , Demy Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.6d.

Clodd.— M y t h s and Dreams.
By EDWARD CLODD, F.R.A.S., Author
of " T h e Childhood of Religions," &c.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 5 s .

City (The) of D r e a m : A Poem.
Fcap. Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. [/» the press.

Cobban.—The Cure o f Souls :
A Story.

By J. M A C L A R E N

COBBAN.

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

C o l e m a n . — C u r l y : A Novelette.
By J O H N C O L E M A N . I l l u s t r a t e d by J. C .

DOLLMAN.

Cr. 8vo, I s . ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar
S i n i s t e r : A Story. By C. A L L S T O N
C O L L I N S . Post Bvo, iUustrated bds.,2s.

Collins ( M o r t i m e r & Frances),
Novels b y :
S w e e t a n d T w e n t y . Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.
F r a n c e s . Post Bvo, illust. bds., 2s.
B l a c k s m i t h a n d S c h o l a r . Post Bvo,
iUustrated boards, 2s. ; crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 38. 6d.
T h e Village C o m e d y . Post Bvo, illust.
boards, 23.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
You Play Me F a l s e . Post Bvo, illust.
boards, 2s,; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by :

Conway (Moncure D.), Works

S w e e t A n n e Page. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2 s , ; crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.
T r a n s m i g r a t i o n . Post Bvo, illust,bds.,
2s.; crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. Bd.
F r o m M i d n i g h t t o M i d n i g h t . Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
A F i g h t w i t h F o r t u n e . Post 8vo,
illustrated board?, 23.

by:
Demonology and Devil-Lore, T w o
Vols,, royal Bvo, with 65 lllusts., 28s,
A N e c k l a c e of S t o r i e s . Illustrated
by W . J. H E N N E S S Y . S q u a r e 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.
T h e Wandering Jew. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 6s.
T h o m a s C a r l y l e : L e t t e r s a n d Recollections.
With
Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s,

Collins

(Wilkie), Novels by.

E a c h post Bvo, iUustrated boards, 2s;
cloth limp, 2s. 6 d . ; or crown Bvo,
cloth extra. Illustrated, 3s. 6d.
A n t o n i n a . Illust. by SirJoHNGiLBERT.
Basil. Illustrated by S i r J O H N G I L BERT a n d J. M A H O N E Y .

Hide a n d Seek.

Illustrated b y S i r

J O H N G I L B E R T a n d J. M A H O N E Y .

T h e Dead S e c r e t . Illustrated by Sir
JOHN GILBERT.

Q u e e n of H e a r t s .

Illustrated by Sir

JOHN G I L B E R T .

My M i s c e l l a n i e s .

With a Steel-plate

P o r t r a i t of W I L K I E C O L L I N S .

T h e W o m a n in W h i t e .

With Illus-

t r a t i o n s by Sir J O H N G I L B E R T
F . A. F R A S E R .

and

T h e M o o n s t o n e . W i t h Illustrations
b y G . DuMAURiERand F . A. F R A S E R .
Man a n d Wife, Illust, by W , SMALL.
P o o r Miss Finch,
Illustrated by
G. D u
MAURIER
HUGHES.

and

EDWARD

Miss o r M r s . P W i t h Illustrations by
S. L . F i L D E s a n d H E N R Y W O O D S .

T h e New M a g d a l e n .

Illustrated by

G. D u M A U R I E R a n d C. S. R A N D S .

The

Frozen

Deep,

Illustrated by

G . D u M A U R I E R a n d J, M A H O N E Y ,

T h e L a w a n d t h e Lady,

Illustrated

by S, L . FiLDES a n d SYDNEY H A L L ,

T h e T w o Destinies,
T h e H a u n t e d Hotel.

IUustrated by

ARTHUR HOPKINS.

T h e Fallen L e a v e s .
Jezebel's Daughter.
T h e Black Robe.
H e a r t a n d S c i e n c e : A Story of t h e
Present T i m e ,
" 1 S a y No." Crown Bvo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d,

H o u r s with t h e Players, With a
Steel Plate Frontispiece, N e w and
Cheaper Edit,, cr. Bvo, cloth extra,63.
N i g h t s a t t h e P l a y : A View of t h e
English Stage. N e w a n d Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s,
L e o : A Novel. Post Bvo, iUustrated
boards, 2s.
Paul F o s t e r ' s D a u g h t e r . Post Bvo,
illustrated b o a r d s , 2 s . ; crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 3s. .6d.

Copyright.—A

Handbook o f

English a n d Foreign C o p y r i g h t in
L i t e r a r y a n d D r a m a t i c W o r k s . By
SIDNEY

JERROLD,

of

the

Middle

T e m p l e , Esq., Barrister-at-Law.
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Post

Cornwall.—Popular Romances
of t h e West o f England; or. The
Drolls, T r a d i t i o n s , a n d Superstitions
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited
by R O B E R T

HUNT, F . R . S .

N e w and

Revised Edition, with Additions, and
Two
Steel-plate
Illustrations by
GEORGE

CRUIKSHANK.

Crown

Bvo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6 d . .

Creasy.—Memoirs o f Eminent
E t o n i a n s : with Notices o f t h e Early
History of E t o n College.
By Sir
EDWARD

CREASY,

Author

of

" The

Fifteen Decisive Battles ofthe World."
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13
Portraits, 7s. 6d.

Cruikshank (George):

Colman's Humorous Works :
" Broad G r i n s , " " My Nightgown a n d
Slippers," and other H u m o r o u s Works,
Prose a n d Poetical, of G E O R G E C O L MAN. W i t h Life b y G. B . BUCKSTONE,
and Frontispiece by H O G A R T H . Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Convalescent

Cook (Dutton), Works b y :

Cookery:

A

FamUy Handbook,
By C A T H E R I N E
RYAN. Crown Bvo, I s , ; cloth, Is. 6d.

T h e Comic Almanack.

Complete in

T w o S E R I E S : T h e F I R S T from 1835

to 1B43; t h e S E C O N D from 1844 to
1853. A Gathering of t h e B E S T
HuMOURof THACKERAY, H O O D , MAYHEW, A L B E R T S M I T H , A ' B E C K E T T ,

R O B E R T BROUGH, & C . W i t h 2,000
Woodcuts a n d Steel Engravings by
CRUIKSHANK, H I N E , L A N D E L L S , & C .

Crown Bvo, cloth gilt, two very thick
volumes, 7s. 6d. each.

CHATTO &• WINDUS,
CRUIKSHANK ( G . ) , continued—
T h e Life of G e o r g e C r u i k s h a n k . By
BLANCHARD

JERROLD,

Author

of

" T h e Life of Napoleon I I I . , " &c.
With 84 Illustrations. N e w a n d
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Additional Plates, and a very carefully
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Robinson C r u s o e . A beautiful r e production of Major's Edition, with
37 Woodcuts a n d T w o Steel Plates
by G E O R G E

CRUIKSHANK,

choicely

printed.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
7s. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies,
printed on hand-made p a p e r , with
India proofs of the Illustrations, 36s.

Cussans.—Handbook o f Hera l d r y ; with Instructions for T r a c i n g
Pedigrees a n d Deciphering Ancient
MSS.,

&c.

By

JOHN

E.

CUSSANS.

Entirely N e w a n d Revised Edition,
illustrated with over 400 W o o d c u t s
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold : A
Novel. By W I L L I A M C Y P L E S . Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Daniel. — Merrie

England in

t h e Olden T i m e . By G E O R G E DANIEL.
With Illustrations by R O B T . CRUIKSHANK. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—Port Salvation ; or.
The

Evangelist.

DAUDET.

Translated

By
by

ALPHONSE
C.

HARRY

MELTZER.
With Portrait of t h e
Author.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.; post Bvo, illust. boards, 2s.

Davenant. — What shall my
Son be ? Hints for Parents on t h e
choice of a Profession or T r a d e for
their Sons. By FRANCIS DAVENANT,
M.A. Post BVO, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

bavies (Dr. N. E.), Works b y :
One Thousand Medical Maxims.
Crown Bvo, I s . ; cloth, I s . 6d.
N u r s e r y H i n t s : A Mother's Guide.
Crown Bvo, I s . ; cloth, I s . 6d.
Aids t o Long Life. Crown Bvo, 2 s . ;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works, including Psalms I.
to L. in Verse, a n d other hitherto Unpublished MSS., for t h e first time
Collected and Edited, with MemorialIntroduction a n d Notes, by t h e R e v .
A. B. GROSART, D . D . T w o Vols,,
crown Bvo, cloth boards 12s,

PICCADILLY

De Maistre.—A Journey Round
My

Room.

By X A V I E R D E M A I S T R E .

Translated by H E N R Y A T T W E L L . Post
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

De Mille.—A Castle in Spain.
A Novel. By JAMES D E M I L L E . W i t h
a Frontispiece.
Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6 d , ; post Bvo, Ulust, bds., 2s.

Dervvent (Leith), Novels b y :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
O u r L a d y of T e a r s .
Circe's Lovers.

Dickens (Charles), Novels b y :
Post Bvo, iUustrated boards, 2s. each.
S k e t c h e s by Boz. [ N i c h o l a s N i c k l e b y .
Pickwick P a p e r s . | Oliver T w i s t .
T h e Speeches o f Charles Dickens.
(Mayfair Library,)
Post Bvo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.
T h e Speeches o f Charles Dickens,
1B41-1B70. W i t h a New Bibliography,
revised a n d enlarged. E d i t e d a n d
Prefaced by R I C H A R D H E R N E S H E P -

HERD.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

About England w i t h Dickens. By
A L F R E D RIMMER. W i t h 57 Illustrations by C. A. V A N D E R H O O F , A L F R E D

RIMMER, a n d others.
extra, 10s, 6d,

Sq. Bvo, cloth

Dictionaries:
A D i c t i o n a r y of M i r a c l e s : Imitative,
Realistic, a n d Dogmatic. By t h e
Rev, E , C, B R E W E R , L L . D . Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d,; hf-bound, 9s.
T h e R e a d e r ' s H a n d b o o k of Allusions, References, Plots, a n d
S t o r i e s . By the Rev. E, C, B R E W E R ,
LL.D.
Fourth Edition, revised
throughout, with a N e w Appendix,
containing a Complete English Bibliography. Crown Bvo, 1,400 pages,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Authors a n d t h e i r Works, with t h e
D a t e s . Being t h e Appendices to
" T h e Reader's Handbook," separately printed.
By t h e Rev. D r
B R E W E R . Crown Bvo, cloth limp, 23.
F a m i l i a r A l l u s i o n s : A Handbook
of Miscellaneous Information; including t h e N a m e s of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities,
and the like. By W M . A: W H E E L E R
and CHARLES G . WHEELER.

Demy

Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
S h o r t S a y i n g s of G r e a t Men. W i t h
Historical a n d Explanatory Notes.
By SAMUEL A. B E N T , M , A . D e m y

Bvo, cloth extra 7s. 6d.

BOOKS PUBLISHED

8

DICTIONARIES, continued—
A Dictionary of t h e D r a m a : Being
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,
Playwrights.Players, and Playhouses
ofthe United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times.

By W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.

A thick volume, crown Bvo, halfbound, 12s. 6d.
[In preparation.
T h e S l a n g Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 63. 6d.
W o m e n of t h e D a y : A Biographical
Dictionary.

By FRANCES H A Y S .

Cr.

Bvo, cloth extra, 5s.
Words, F a c t s , a n d P h r a s e s : A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Outof-the-Way Matters, By ELIEZER
EDWARDS, New and Cheaper Issue.
Cr. Bvo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.; hf-bd., 93.
Diderot.—The P a r a d o x o f Acting. Translated, with Annotations,
from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le
Comedien,"

by

WALTER

KERRIES

POLLOCK. With a Preface by HENRY
IRVING. Cr. Bvo, in parchment, 43.6d.

Dobson (W. T.), Works by :
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics. Post Bvo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6d.
Poetical Ingenuities a n d Eccentric i t i e s . Post Bvo, cloth limp, 23. 6d.

Doran. — Memories

of our

G r e a t T o w n s ; with Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and
their Oddities. By Dr. JOHN DORAN,
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. N e w
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s, 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of the.
Being a comprehensive Guide to the
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Present Times.
By W. DAVENPORT
ADAMS.
(Uniform with BREWER'S
" Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8vo,
half-bound, 12s. 6d.
[Inpreparation.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex.. Vignette Portraits, 63. per Vol.
Ben J o n s o n ' s Works. With Notes
Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by W M . GIFFORD.
Edit, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. 3 Vols.
C h a p m a n ' s Works.
Complete in
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the
Plays complete, including doubtful
o n e s ; V o l . II., Poems and Minor I
Translations,withIntroductoryEssay
by A . C . S W I N B U R N E ; Vol.III.,Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
Marlowe's Works.
Including his
Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.

^Y

DRAMATISTS, T H E OLD, continued—
Massinger's Plays. From the Text of
WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Col.
CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.

Dyer. — The
Plants.

Folk-Lore

By T. F . THISELTON

of
DYEK,

M.A., &c. Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
7s. 6d.
[In preparatien.

Early English Poets. Edited,
with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D . D . Crown
Bvo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume.
Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) C o m p l e t e
P o e m s . One Vol.
Davies'
(Sir John)
Complete
Poetical Works. T w o Vols.
Herrlck's (Robert) C o m p l e t e Collected P o e m s . Three Vols.
Sidney's
(Sir Philip) C o m p l e t e
Poetical Works. Three Vols.
Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury's P o e m s .
Edited, with Introduction, by J.
CHURTON

COLLINS.

Crown

8vo,

parchment, 8s.

Edwardes(Mrs.A.), Novels by:
A Point of Honour. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Archie Lovell. Post Bvo, illust. bds.,
23.; crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Eggleston.—Roxy: ANovel. By
EDWARD EGGLESTON. Post Bvo, illust.
boards, 23.

Emanuel

On Diamonds and

Precious s t o n e s : their History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality. By HARRY
EMANUEL, F . R . G . S . With numerous
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s.

Englishman's House, T h e : A
Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House, with
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c.
By C. J. RICHARDSON. Third Edition.
Nearly600lllusts. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78,6d.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),
Works b y :
S t o r i e s from t h e S t a t e Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 63.
T h e Life a n d T i m e s o f Prince
C h a r l e s S t u a r t , Count of Albany,
commonly called the Young Pretender. From the State Papers and
other Sources. N e w and Cheaper
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
Studies
Re-studied:
Historical
Sketches from Original Sources.
Demy Bvo, cloth extra, 12s.

CHATTO &- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.

Eyes, The.—How t o Use o u r F l e t c h e r s (Giles, B.D.) ComEyes, a n d H o w to Preserve T h e m . By
JOHN BROWNING, F.R.A.S., &c. W i t h
52 Illustrations. I s . ; cloth. I s . 6d.

Falrholt.—Tobacco : Its History a n d Associations; with a n Account of t h e P l a n t a n d its Manufacture, a n d its Modes of U s e in all
Ages a n d Countries. By F . W . F A I R HOLT, F.S.A. W i t h u p w a r d s of 100
Illustrations by t h e Author. Crown
8vo. cloth extra, 68.

Familiar Allusions:

A Hand-

book of Miscellaneous Information;
including t h e N a m e s of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets,
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, a n d t h e
like.

By

WILLIAM

A.

WHEELER,

Author of " Noted N a m e s of F i c t i o n ; "
and

CHARLES G . WHEELER.

Demy

Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Faraday (Michael), Works by :

p l e t e P o e m s : Christ's Victorie in
H e a v e n , Christ's Victorie on E a r t h ,
Christ's T r i u m p h over Death, a n d
Minor Poems. W i t h Memorial-Introduction a n d Notes by t h e Rev. A. B .
GROSART, D.D. Cr. Bvo, cloth bds., 6s.

Fonblanque.—Filthy L u c r e : A
Novel.

By ALBANY D E F O N B L A N Q U E .

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 23.

Francillon (R. E!), Novels b y :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . e a c h ;
post Bvo, illust. boards, 23. each.
Olympia.
I Queen Cophetua.
One by One.
| A Real Queen.
E s t h e r ' s Glove. F c a p . Bvo, picture
cover. Is.

French L i t e r a t u r e , History of.
By H E N R Y V A N L A U N .

Complete

in

3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. b d s . , 7s. 6d. each.

Frere.—Pandurang Hari ; or,
Memoirs of a Hindoo, With a Preface

T h e C h e m i c a l H i s t o r y of a C a n d l e :
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience a t t h e R o y i l Institution.

by Sir H , B A R T L E F R E R E , G , C , S . I . , &C.

E d i t e d by W I L L I A M C R O O K E S , F . C . S .

Friswell.—Oneof Two: ANovel.

Post Bvo, cloth extra, with n u m e r o u s
Illustrations, 4s. 6d.
On t h e V a r i o u s F o r c e s o f N a t u r e ,
and their Relations t o each o t h e r :
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience a t t h e Royal Institution.
Edited by W I L L I A M CROOKES, F.C.S.
Post Bvo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations, 4 s . 6d.

Farrer. — Military

Manners

and Customs.
By J . A. FARRER,
Author of " P r i m i t i v e M a n n e r s a n d
Customs," &c. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

Fin-Bec-The

Cupboard

P a p e r s : Observations on t h e Art of
Living and Dining. By F I N - B E C . Post
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by :
T h e R e c r e a t i o n s of a L i t e r a r y Man ;
or. Does Writing P a y ? W i t h Recollections of some Literary M e n ,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
T h o World Behind t h e S c e n e s .
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
L i t t l e E s s a y s : Passages from t h e
Letters of CHARLES L A M B . Post
Bvo, cloth limp, 23. 6d.
Post Bvo, Ulustrated boards, 23. each.
Bella Donna. | Never F o r g o t t e n .
T h e Second Mrs. T i l l o t s o n .
Polly.
Seventy-flve Brooke Street.
T h e Lady of B r a n t o m e .

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post
Bvo, Ulustrated boards,-23.
By H A I N F R I S W E L L .
trated boards, 2s.

Post Bvo, illus-

Frost (Thomas), Works by :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
T h e Lives o f t h e Conjurers.
T h e Old Showmen a n d t h e Old
London Fairs.

Fry.—Royal Guide t o London
C h a r i t i e s , 1 8 8 5 - 6 . By H E R B E R T F R Y .
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation,Objects,Income,Ofiicials,&c. P u b lished Annually. Cr. Bvo, cloth, I s . 6d.

Gardening Books:
A Y e a r ' s W o r k in G a r d e n a n d G r e e n h o u s e : Practical Advice to Amateur
G a r d e n e r s a s to the Management of
the Flower,Fruit, and F r a m e Garden.
By G E O R G E G L E N N Y .

P o s t Bvo, I s . :

cloth. Is. 6d.
O u r K i t c h e n G a r d e n : T h e Plants w e
Grow, and H o w w e Cook T h e m .
By T O M JERROLD. Post Bvo, I s . ;
cloth limp. I s . 6d.
H o u s e h o l d H o r t i c u l t u r e : A Gossip
about Flowers. By ToM a n d JANE
JERROLD. Illustrated. Postbvo, I s . :
cloth limp, I s . 6d.
T h e G a r d e n t h a t Paid t h e R e n t .
By T O M JERROLD. Fcap. Bvo, illustrated cover. I s . ; cloth limp, I s . 6d.
My G a r d e n Wild, a n d W h a t I Grew
there. B y F . G . H E A T H . Crown 8VO,
cloth extra, 5s.; gilt edges, 6s,

BOOKS PUBLISHED
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Garrett.—The Capel G i r l s : A
Novel,

By EDWARD GARRETT.

Post

8vo,iUust.bds., 2s.; cr.Bvo, cl.ex,, 3s, 6d.

Gentleman's Magazine (The)
for 1885. One Shilling Monthly. A
New Serial Story, entitled " T h e
Unforeseen," by ALICE O'HANLON,

begins in the JANUARY Number.
"Science Notes," by W. MATTIEU
WILLIAMS, F,R,A.S., and " T a b l e
Talk," by SYLVANUS URBAN, are also

continued monthly.
"*,* Now ready, the Volume for]AKVARY
to JUNE, 1885, cloth extra, price 8s. 6d.;
Cases for binding, 2s. each,

German Popular S t o r i e s . Collected by the Brothers GRIMM, and

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. Edited,
with an Introduction, by JOHN RUSKIN.

With 22 lUustrations on Steel by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

Square Bvo,

cloth extra, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Robin Gray
For Lack o f Gold.
What will t h e
World Say?
In Honour Bound.
In Love and War,
For t h e King.
Queen
cf the
Meadow.

in PasturesGreen
Braes o f Y a r r o w .
T h e Flower of t h e
Forest.
A H e a r t ' s Problem.
TheGoldenShaft.
Of High Degree.

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Dead Heart.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Bd, each.
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream.
By Mead and Stream. Three Vols,,
crown Bvo, 31s, 6d.
A Hard Knot. Three Vols., 3Is. 6d.
Heart's Delight. Three Vols., crown
8vo, 31s. 6d.

Gilbert (William), Novels by :
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
T h e Wizard o f t h e M o u n t a i n .
James Duke, Costermonger.

Gilbert (W. 87), Original Pla^s
by: In Two Series, each complete in
itself, price 2s. 6d. each.
The FIRST SERIES contains —The

Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea — Charity — The Princess — The
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The SECOND SERIES contains—Bro-

ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb—
H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The
Pirates of Penzance.

BY

Glenny.—A Year's Work

in

Garden and Greenhouse; Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden.
By GEORGE
GLENNY. Post Bvo, Is.; cloth. Is. 6d.

Godwin.—Lives of t h e Necromancers.
By WILLIAM
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

GODWIN.

Golden L i b r a r y , T h e :
Square i5mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth
limp, 2s. per volume.
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of t h e
Echo Club.
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad H i s t o r y
of England.
Bennett's (Dr.) Songs f o r Sailors.
Byron's Don Juan.
Godwin's (William) Lives o f t h e
Necromancers.
Holmes's A u t o c r a t o f t h e Break

fast Table. With an Introduction
by G. A. SALA.
Holmes's Professor a t t h e Break
f a s t Table.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Complete. All the original lUustrations,

Irving's (Washington) Tales o f a
Traveller,
Irving's (Washington) Tales of t h e
Aihambra,
Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc
c u p a t i o n s o f a C o u n t r y Life.
Lamb's Essays o f Ella. Both Series

Complete in One Vol.
Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces.
With Portrait, and Introduction by
EDMUND OLLIER.

Mallory's
(Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table, Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Introductionand Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D.
Pope's Poetical Works, Complete.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral
Reflections. With Notes, and Introductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE.
St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and
The Indian Cottage. Edited,with
Life, by the Rev. E. CLARKE.

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen
Mab.

With Essay by LEIGH HUNT.

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and
Cythna, &c.

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the
Shelley Papers, &c.

CHATTO &' WINDUS,
G O L D E N LIBRARY, T H E ,

continued—

S h e l l e y ' s P r o s e W o r k s , including A
Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, S t .
Irvyne, &o.
W h i t e ' s N a t u r a l H i s t o r y of Selb o r n e . Edited, with Additions, by
THOMAS BROWN, F . L . S .

Golden Treasury o f Thought,

PICCADILLY

H A K E ' S (Dr, T . G.) P O E M S ,

II
continued—

New S y m b o l s . Cr.Bvo, cloth extra, 63.
L e g e n d s of t h e M o r r o w . Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 6s.
T h e S e r p e n t Play. Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 63.

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Character. By Mrs. S. C, HALL. With

T h e : An E N C V C L O P / E D I A O F Q U O T A -

n u m e r o u s lUustrations on Steel a n d

TIONS from Writers of all T i m e s a n d
Countries. Selected a n d E d i t e d by
THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown Bvo, cloth
gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

and G. CRUIKSHANK. Medium Bvo,
cloth extra, gilt, 7s, 6d,

Gordon Cumming(C. F.),Works
by:
in t h e H e b r i d e s . W i t h Autotype Facsimile and numerous full-page Illustrations. Demy Bvo, cloth extra,
8s, 6d.
I n t h e Himalayas and on t h e Indian
P l a i n s . W i t h n u m e r o u s Illustrations. Demy Bvo, clot'n extra, 8s. 6d.
Via C o r n w a l l t o E g y p t .
With a
Photogravure Frontispiece. D e m y
Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Graham. — The Professor's
Wife : A Story, By LEONARD GRAHAM.
Fcap. Bvo, picture cover, I s . ; cloth
extra, 2s, 6d^

Greeks and Romans, The Life
of t h e . Described from Antique Monuments.

By

ERNST

GUHL

and

W.

KoNER. Translated from t h e T h i r d
German Edition, a n d E d i t e d b y D r .
F. H U E F F E R . W i t h 545 Illustrations.
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Bvo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Greenwood (James),Works by:
T h e Wilds of L o n d o n . Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 3s, 6d,
Low-Life D e e p s : An Account of t h e
Strange Fish to b e F o u n d T h e r e .
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s, 63.
Dick T e m p l e : A Novel. Post 8vo,
iUustrated boards, 2s.

Guyot.—The Earth and Man ;
or. Physical Geography in its relation
to t h e History of Mankind.
By
ARNOLD G U Y O T . W i t h Additions by
Professors AGASSIZ, P I E R C E , a n d G R A Y ;

12 Maps a n d Engravings on Steel,
some Coloured, a n d copious I n d e x .
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. 6d.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in
Health, W e a k n e s s , a n d Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.
PiNcus, Crown Bvo, Is,; cloth. I s . 6d.

Hake (Dr. Thomas
Poems by:
Maiden E c s t a s y .
extra, 8s.

Gordon),

Small 4to, cloth

W o o d by M A C L I S E , G I L B E R T , H A R V E Y ,

Hall Caine.—The Shadow of a
C r i m e : A Novel. By H A L L C A I N E .
Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
[Shortly,

Halliday.—Every-day Papers.
By

ANDREW

HALLIDAY.

Post

Bvo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. W i t h over 100 Facsimiles and Explanatory Text. By D O N F E L I X D E
SALAMANCA. Post Bvo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d.

Hanl<y-Panky : A Collection of
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks,
W h i t e Magic, Sleight of H a n d , &c.
Edited by W . H , CREMER. W i t h 200
lllusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d.

Hardy

(Lady Duffus). — Paul

W y n t e r ' s S a c r i f i c e ; A Story, By
Lady D U F F U S HARDY. Post 8vo, illust.
boards, 2s,

Hardy (Thomas),—Under t h e
G r e e n w o o d T r e e . By T H O M A S HARDY,
Author of " F a r from t h e Madding
C r o w d . " Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
3s, 6 d . ; post Bvo, illustrated bds., 2s.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by :
T h e A r t of D r e s s . W i t h numerous
Illustrations. Small Bvo, Ulustrated
cover. I s . ; cloth limp, I s . 6d.
T h e A r t of B e a u t y . N e w and Cheaper
Edition.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Coloured Frontispiece and Illustrations, 6s.
T h e A r t of D e c o r a t i o n . Square 8vo,
handsomely bound a n d profusely
Illustrated, 10s. 6d.
C h a u c e r f o r C h i l d r e n : A Golden
Key. W i t h Eight Coloured Pictures
and numerous Woodcuts. N e w
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.
C h a u c e r f o r S c h o o l s . Demy Bvo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists.

Including WASHINGTON

IRVING, OLIVER W E N D E L L HOLMES,
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS
W A R D , M A R K T W A I N , and B R E T H A R T E .
By t h e R e v . H . R. H A W E I S , M.A.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 63.

BOOKS PUBLISHED
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Hawthorne(Julian), Novels by.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Garth.
| Sebastian S t r o m e .
Elllce Q u e n t i n . I Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Fortune's Fool.
B e a t r i x Randolph.
Mrs.
Gainsborough's
Diamonds.
F c a p . 8vo, illustrated cover, IS. ;
cloth extra, 2s. 6d.
M iss C a d o g n a . Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.
[
IIUPORTANT
NEW
BIOGRAPHY

Hawthorne
h i s Wife.

(Nathaniel) a n d

By J U L I A N

HAWTHORNE.

W i t h 6 Steel-plate Portraits. T w o
Vols,, crown Bvo, cloth extra, 24s.
[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de
Luxe, printed on t h e best hand-made
p a p e r , large Bvo size, a n d with India
proofs of t h e Illustrations, a r e reserved
for sale in England, price 48s. p e r s e t .
Immediate application should be m a d e
by anyone desiring a copy of this
special and very limited Edition.]

Hays.—Women o f t h e D a y : A
Biographical Dictionary of Notable
Contemporaries.

By F R A N C E S H A Y S .

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 5s.

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden
Wild, and W h a t I G r e w T h e r e .
FRANCIS GEORGE

HEATH,

By

Autlior of

" T h e F e r n W o r l d , " &c. Crown Bvo,
cl. ex., 5 s . ; cl. gUt, gUt edges, 63.

Helps (Sir A r t h u r ) , Works by :
Animals a n d their Masters.
Post
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Social P r e s s u r e . Post Bvo, cloth limp.
2s. 6d.
I v a n d e B i r o n : A Novel. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia

(The);

or, The

Seven against Sense.
A C a p with
Seven Bells. Cr. Bvo, c l o t h ^ x t r a . 6s.

Herbert.—The Poelns o f Lord
H e r b e r t of C h e r b u r y .

Edited

with

I n t r o d u c t i o n , by J. C H U R T O N C O L L I N S .

Crown Bvo, J3£und in p a r c h m e n t , 8s,

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble N u m b e r s , a n d Complete Collected Poems. W i t h Memorial-Introduction a n d Notes by t h e Rev. A. B
GROSART, D . D . , Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&c. T h r e e Vols., crown Bvo, cloth, lEs!

BY

Hesse-Wartegg

(ChevalieP

E r n s t von), Works by :
T u n i s : T h e L a n d a n d t h e People.
W i t h 22 Illustrations. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 33. 6d.
T h e New S o u t h - W e s t : Travelling
Sketches from Kansas, N e w Mexico,
Arizona, a n d N o r t h e r n Mexico.
W i t h 100 fine Illustrations and T h r e e
Maps.
Demy Bvo, cloth extra,
14s.
Q/» preparation.

Hind ley (Charles), Works by :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 33.6d. each.
T a v e r n A n e c d o t e s a n d S a y i n g s : Including t h e Origin of Signs, a n d
Reminiscences
connected
with
T a v e r n s , Coffee H o u s e s , Clubs, &c.
W i t h lUustrations.
T h e Life a n d A d v e n t u r e s of a C h e a p
J a c k . By O n e of t h e Fraternity.
E d i t e d by C H A R L E S H I N D L E Y .

Hoey.—The

Lover's

Creed.

By Mrs. C A S H E L H O E Y . With 12 Illustrations by P . M A C N A B . T h r e e Vols.,
crown Bvo, 31s. 6d,

Holmes (O.Wendell),Works by:
T h e A u t o c r a t of t h e B r e a k f a s t T a b l e . Illustrated by J. GORDON
THOMSON.
Post Bvo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.; another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction b y G. A.
SALA. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.
T h e Professor a t t h e BreakfastT a b l e ; with the Story of Iris. Post
Bvo, cloth limp, 23.

Holmes. — The

Science

of

Voice P r o d u c t i o n a n d Voice P r e s e r v a t i o n : A Popular Manual for t h e
Use of S p e a k e r s a n d Singers. By
GORDON H O L M E S , M . D . W i t h Illustrations. Crown Bvo, I s . ; cloth. I s . 6d.

Hood (Thomas):
H o o d ' s C h o i c e W o r k s , in Prose a n d
Verse. Including the Cream of t h e
Comic Annuals. W i t h Life of t h e
Author, Portrait, a n d 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 73.6d.
H o o d ' s W h i m s a n d O d d i t i e s . Complete. W i t h all t h e original Illustrations. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hood (Tom), Works b y :
From Nowhere t o t h e N o r t h Pole!
A Noah's Arkaeological N a r r a t i v e .
With 25 Illustrations by W . BRUNTON a n d E . C. BARNES.
Square
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.
A Golden H e a r t : A Novel. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

CHATTO & WINDUS,
Hook's ( T h e o d o r e ) C h o i c e Hum o r o u s W o r k s , including his Ludicrous Adventures,Bons Mots, P u n s and
Hoaxes. With a N e w Life of t h e
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, a n d
lUusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, gilt, 73.6d.

Hooper.—The House of Raby :
A Novel.

By Mrs. G E O R G E

HOOPER.

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Home.—C)^rion : An Epic Poem,
in T h r e e Books. By RICHARD H E N GIST H O R N E .
W i t h Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by S U M MERS.
T e n t h Edition, crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 73.

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital
a n d L a b o u r , Historically a n d E c o nomically c o n s i d e r e d : Being a History and Review of t h e T r a d e U n i o n s
of Great Britain, showing their Origin,
Progress, Constitution, a n d Objects, in
their Political, Social, Economical,
and Industrial Aspects. By G E O R G E
HowELL. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hugo. — The

Hunchback

of

Notre Dame.
By V I C T O R H U G O .
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A T a l e for a Chimney Corner, a n d
other Pieces. W i t h Portrait and Introduction by E D M U N D O L L I E R . Post
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels b y :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. e a c h ;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Thornlcroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.

Ingelow.—Fated t o be Free : A
Novel. By JEAN INGELOW. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post Bvo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Irish W i t and Humour, Songs
of. Collected a n d Edited by A, P E R C E VAL G R A V E S . Post Bvo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d.

Irving (Washington),Works by.Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. each.
T a l e s of a T r a v e l l e r .
T a l e s of t h e A i h a m b r a .

Janvier.—Practical Keramics
for S t u d e n t s .
By C A T H E R I N E A.
JANVIER. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 65.

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each
crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; or post
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.
T h e Dark Colleen.
T h e Queen of Connaught.

PICCADILLY.
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Jefferies (Richard), Works b y :
Nature near London. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 63.
T h e Life of t h e Fields. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 63.

Jennings (H. J.), Works b y :
Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Lord
T e n n y s o n : A Biographical
Sketch. W i t h a P h o t o g r a p h - P o r trait. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jennings

(Hargrave). — The

R o s l c r u c l a n s : T h e i r Rites a n d Mysteries. W i t h Chapters on t h e Ancient
F i r e a n d Serpent W o r s h i p p e r s . By
HARGRAVE JENNINGS. W i t h Five fullpage Plates and u p w a r d s of 300 Illustrations. A N e w Edition, crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 73, 6d.
__^__^

Jerrold (Tom), Works b y :
T h e Garden t h a t Paid t h e Rent.
By T O M JERROLD. F c a p . BVO, illus •
trated cover. I s . ; cloth limp. I s . 6d.
H o u s e h o l d H o r t i c u l t u r e : A Gossip
about Flowers. By T O M a n d JANE
JERROLD. Illustrated. Post Bvo, I s . ;
cloth. I s . 6d.
O u r Kitchen G a r d e n : T h e Plants
we Grow, a n d H o w we Cook T h e m .
By T O M J E R R O L D .
Post Bvo, I s . ;
cloth limp. I s . 6d.

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. By EDWARD
JESSE.

Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s,

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works b y :
Finger-Ring L o r e : Historical, L e gendary, and Anecdotal. W i t h over
200 lllusts. Cr, Bvo, cl. extra, 73. 6d.
C r e d u l i t i e s , P a s t a n d P r e s e n t ; including t h e Sea and Seamen, Miners,
T a l i s m a n s . W o r d a n d Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
W i t h an Etched Frontispiece. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.
C r o w n s a n d C o r o n a t i o n s : A History
of Regalia in all T i m e s and C o u n tries. W i t h O n e H u n d r e d lUustrations. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Jonson's (Ben) Works.

With

Notes Critical and Explanatory, a n d
a Biographical Memoir by W I L L I A M
GIFFORD.
Edited by Colonel C U N NINGHAM. T h r e e Vols,, crown Svo,
cloth extra, 18s,; or separately, 63, each.

Josephus,TheCompleteWork8
of. Translated by W H I S T O N . Containing both " T h e Antiquities of t h e
Tews " and " T h e W a r s of t h e J e w s . "
T w o Vols., Svo, with 52 Illustrations
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 143.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
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Kavanagh.—The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy Stories. By
BRIDGET and JULIA KAVANAGH.

With

Thirty Illustrations by J. MOYR SMITH,

Small Svo, cloth gUt, 6s.

Kempt.—Pencil and Palette:

LANE'S ARABIAN NIGHTS, continued—

Arabian Society in t h e Middle Ages:
Studies from " T h e Thousand and
One Nights." By EDWARD WILLIAM

LANE, Author of " T h e Modern
Egyptians," &c. Edited by STANLEY
LANE-POOLE. Cr. 8vo,cloth extra, 6s.

Chapters on Art and Artists. By ROBERT
KEMPT. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lares and Penates; or, The

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by :

Background of Life. By FLORENCE
CADDY. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 63.

Each crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.;
or post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
Oakshott Castle, | Number Seventeen

Knight.—The Patient's Vade
Mecum: How to get most Benefit
from Medical Advice. By WILLIAM
KNIGHT,
M . R . C . S , , and
KNIGHT, L . R . C . P . Crown

cloth. Is. 6d,

EDWARD
Bvo, I s . ;

Lamb (Charles):
Mary and Charles L a m b : Their
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With
Reminiscences and Notes by W.
CAREW HAZLITT.

With HANCOCK'S

Portrait of the Essayist, FacsimUes
of the Title-pages of the rare First
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's
Works, and numerous Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 10s, 6d.
Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose
and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many Pieces
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on
Roast Pig.'' Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
The Essays of Ella. Complete Edition. Post Bvo, cloth extra, 2s.
Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus.

By CHARLES LAMB.

Care-

fuUy reprinted from unique copies.
Small Svo, cloth extra, 53.
Little Essays : Sketches and Characters. By CHARLES LAMB. Selected
from his Letters by PERCY FITZ-

GERALD, Post Bvo, cloth Ump, 2s, 6d.

Lane's Arabian Nights, See,:
The Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, " T H E
ARABIAN

NIGHTS'

ENTERTAIN-

MENTS." A New Translation from
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by
EDWARD WILLIAM LANE. Illustrated

by many hundred Engravings on
Wood, from Original Designs by
WM. HARVEY. A New Edition, from
a Copy annotated by the Translator,
edited by his Nephew, ED-AfARD

STANLEY POOLE. With a Preface by
STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols.,

demy Bvo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. each.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by:
The Story of t h e London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 33, 6d.
Clerical Anecdotes. Post Bvo, cloth
limp, 2s, 6d.
Forensic Anecdotes Post Svo, cloth
limp, 23, 6d.
Theatrical Anecdotes. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by :
Carols of Cockayne. With numerous
Illustrations. Post Bvo, cloth limp.
2s, 6d.
Jeux d'Esprlt. CoUected and Edited
by HENRY S.LEIGH,

limp, 2s. 6d.

Post BVO, cloth

Life in London ; or, The History
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of CRUIKSHANK'S Illustrations, in Colours, after
the Originals. Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
7s. 6d.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by :
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Witch stories.
The True Story of Joshua Davidson.
Ourselves : Essays on Women.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of t h e Family.
" My Love ! "
lone.
L o c k s a n d Keys,—On the Development and Distribution of Primitive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen.
PITT-RIVERS, F.R.S. With numerous

burglities!- ""'"^ ''°' '^^'f K°--

CHATTO &• WINDUS,
Longfellow:

MacDonald

Longfellow's C o m p l e t e P r o s e W o r k s .
Including " Outre M e r , " " Hyperion," " K a v a n a g h , " " T h e Poets and
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood."
With Portrait a n d Illustrations by
VALENTINE

BROMLEY.

C r o w n Bvo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Longfellow's P o e t i c a l W o r k s . Carefully Reprinted from t h e Original
Editions. W i t h n u m e r o u s fine Illustrations o n Steel and Wood. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Long Life, Aids t o : A Medical,
Dietetic, a n d General Guide in
Health a n d Disease.
By N . E .
DAVIES, L.R.C.P. Crown Bvo, 2 s ;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lucy.—Gideon Fieyce: A Novel.
By H E N R Y

W . LUCY.

C r o w n Bvo,

cb extra, 33.6d.; post Svo, illust. bds.,2s.

Lusiad

(The) o f

Camoens.

Translated into English Spenserian
Verse

by

ROBERT

FFRENCH

Demy Bvo, with Fourteen
Plates, cloth boards, 183.

DUFF.

full-page

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works
by:
A H i s t o r y of O u r O w n T i m e s , from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to
the General Election of 1880. F o u r
Vols, demy 8"o, cloth extra, 12s.
each.—Also a P O P U L A R E D I T I O N , in

F o u r Vols. cr. Svo, cl. extra, 6s. each.
A S h o r t H i s t o r y of O u r Own T i m e s .
One Vol., crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
H i s t o r y of t h e F o u r G e o r g e s . F o u r
Vols, demy Bvo, cloth extra, 12s.
each.
[Vol. I. now ready.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Bvo, iUustrated boards, 2s. each.
Dear Lady Disdain.
T h e Waterdale Neighbours.
My E n e m y ' s D a u g h t e r .
A Fair Saxon.
Linley Rochford
Miss M i s a n t h r o p e .
Donna Quixote.
T h e C o m e t of a Season.
Maid of A t h e n s .

McCarthy

PICCADILLY.

(Justin

H., M",P,),

Works b y :
An O u t l i n e o f t h e H i s t o r y of Ireland,
from the Earliest T i m e s to the Present Day. Cr. Bvo, I s . ; cloth, Is. 6d.
E n g l a n d u n d e r G l a d s t o n e . SECOND
E D I T I O N , revised and brought down
to date. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
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(George,

LL.D.),

Works b y :
T h e P r i n c e s s a n d C u r d l e . W i t h 11
lllustrationsby JAMES A L L E N . Small
crown Bvo, cloth extra, 5s.
G u t t a p e r c h a Willie, t h e Working
Genius. With g Illustrations by
A R T H U R H U G H E S . Square Bvo, cloth
extra, 33. 6d.
Paul F a b e r , S u r g e o n . With a Frontispiece by J. E . M I L L A I S . Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post Bvo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
T h o m a s Wingfold, C u r a t e . With a
Frontispiece by C. J. STANILAND.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post
Bvo, illustrated boards, 23.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel.

By

AGNSS

MACDONELL.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players.

Notes on Popular G a m e s .

By R O B E R T MACGREGOR.

Post

Bvo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of I l l u s t r i o u s L i t e r a r y C h a r a c t e r s ;
with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical,
Bililiographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of t h e Literature of the former
half of t h e Present Century. By
W I L L I A M B A T E S , B.A. With 85 Portraits printed on an India Tint. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Macquold (Mrs.), Works b y :
In t h e A r d e n n e s . With 50 fine Illustrations by T H O M A S R . M A C Q U O I D .

Square Svo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d.
P i c t u r e s a n d L e g e n d s f r o m Norm a n d y a n d B r i t t a n y . With numerous Illustrations by THOMAS R .
MACQUOID. Square Bvo, cloth gilt,
10s. 6d.
T h r o u g h N o r m a n d y . With 90 Illustrations b y T . R . MACQUOID. Square
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
T h r o u g h B r i t t a n y . With numerous
Illustrations by T . R. MACQUOID.
Square Svo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.
A b o u t Y o r k s h i r e . With 67 Illustrations by T . R. MACQUOID, Engraved
by SWAIN. Square Svo, cloth extra,
10s. 6d.
T h e Evil Eye, and other Stories.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
L o s t Rose, and other Stories. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d ; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

BOOKS
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Mackay.—Interludes and Und e r t o n e s : or. Music at Twilight. By
CHARLES MACKAY, LL.D.

Crown Bvo,

cloth extra, 6s.

Masterman.—Half

a

Dozen

Daughters: A Novel. By J. MASTERMAN. Post Svo, iUustrated boards, 2s.

Mark Twain, Works b y :

Magic Lantern (The), and its
Management: including Full Practical Directions for producing the
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C.
HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations.
Crown Bvo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Magician's Own Book ( T h e ) :
Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. Edited by
W. H. CREMER. With20o Illustrations.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Magic No Mystery: Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully
descriptive Directions; the Art of
Secret Writing; Training of Performing Animals, &c. With Coloured
Frontispiece acd many Illustrations.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 43. 6d.

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile of the Original in the British

Museum, printed on fine plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price Ss.

Mallook (W. H.), Works b y :
The New Republic; or,Culture,Faith
and Philosophy in an English Country
House. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.;
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2s.
The New Paul and Virginia; or. Positivism on an Island. Post Bvo, cloth
limp, 23. 6d.
Poems. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8s.
Is Life worth Living? Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) M o r t
d'Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round Table.
Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.

Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.

Marlowe's Works.

BY

Including

his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. CUNNING-

HAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

M a r r y a t (Florence), Novels by:
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 33.6d. each; or,
post Bvo, iUustrated boards, 2s.
Open! Sesame!
W r i t t e n In Fire.

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting t h e Air,

The Choice Works of Mark Twain.
Revised and Corrected throughout by
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and
numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
With III Illustrations. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
*^* Also a Cheap Edition, post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
An Idle Excursion,and other Sketches.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Prince and t h e Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 73. 6d.
The Innocents Abroad; or. The New
Pilgrim's Progress: Being some Account of the Steamship " Quaker
City's" Pleasure Excursion to
Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 73. 6d. CHEAP EDITION (under
thetitleof" MARKTWAIN'SPLEASURE

TRIP "), post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.
Roughing It, and •The Innocents a t
Home. With 200 Illustrations by
F. A. ERASER. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

T h e Glided Age. By MARK TWAIN
and CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER.

With 212 Illustrations by T. COPPIN.
Crown BVO, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
A T r a m p Abroad. With314Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.;
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Stolen White Elephant, &c.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.; post Bvo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
Life on t h e Mississippi. With about
300 Original Illustrations. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
T h e Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by
E . W . KEMBLE. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 73. 6d.

Massinger's~~Plays.

From the

Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited
by Col. CUNNINGHAM.
Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 63,

Mayhew.—London Characters
and t h e Humorous Side of London
Life.

By HENRY

MAYHEW.

numerous Illustrations.
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

With

Crown Svo,

Mayfair Library, T h e :
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d. per Volume.
A Journey Round My Room. By
XAVIER DE MAISTRE.
by HENRY ATTWELL.

Latter-Day Lyrics.

DAVENPORT ADAMS.

Translated

Edited by W

CHATTO &• WINDUS.
MAYFAIR LIBRARY,

Quips

MAYFAIR LIBRARY,

continued-

and Quiddities.

Selected by

W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.

Balzac's "Comedie H u m a i n e " and
its Author.
With Translations by
H . H . WALKER.

Melancholy A n a t o m i s e d : A Popular
Abridgment of "Burton's Anatomy
of Melancholy."
G a s t r o n o m y a s a Fine Art. By
BRILLAT-SAVARIN ,

T h e S p e e c h e s of C h a r l e s Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics. By W. T. DOBSON.
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricit i e s . Selected and Edited by W. T .
DOBSON.

T h e Cupboard Papers. B y F I N - B E C .
Original Plays by W . S. GILBERT,
Containing:

The

Wicked World — Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity — The Princess—
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
Original Plays by W . S. GILBERT.
SECOND SERIES. Containing: Broken
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinafore — T h e Sorcerer
—^The Pirates of Penzance.
S o n g s o f Irish Wit a n d Humour.
Collected and Edited by A, PERCEVAL
GRAVES.

Animals and t h e i r M a s t e r s .

By Sir

ARTHUR K E L P S .

Social Pressure. By Sir A. H E L P S .
Curiosities o f Criticism. By HENRY
J. JENNINGS.

T h e A u t o c r a t o f t h e Breakfast-Table.
By OLIVER W E N D E L L H O L M E S .
Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON.

Pencil a n d P a l e t t e .

By ROBERT

KEMPT.

Littie E s s a y s : Sketches and Characters. By CHAS. LAMB. Selected from
his Letters by PERCY FITZGERALD.

Clerical Anecdotes.

By JACOB LAR-

WOOD.

Forensic A n e c d o t e s ; or. Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of
Law.

By JACOB LARWOOD.

Theatrical

Anecdotes.

By JACOB

LARWOOD.

Carols of Cockayne.

By HENRY S .

LEIGH.

Jeux d'Esprlt.

Edited by HENRY S .

LEIGH.

T r u e History o f J o s h u a Davidson.
By E. L Y N N LINTON.

Witch S t o r i e s . By E. LYNN LINTON.
O u r s e l v e s : Essays on Women. By
E. LYNN LINTON.

P a s t i m e s a n d Players.
MACGREGOR,

continued—

N e w Paul a n d Virginia.

By

T h e New Republic. By MALLOCK.
Puck o n Pegasus. By H.CHOLMONDELEV-PENNELL.

Introduction, by A L I C E CLAY.

SERIES.

The
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W . H. MALLOCK.

T h e Agony Column of " T h e T i m e s , "
from 1800 to 1B70. Edited, with an

FIRST

PICCADILLY.

By ROBERT

P e g a s u s Re-Saddled. By H. CHOLMONDELEY-PENNELL. Illustrated by
GEORGE D U MAURIER.

M u s e s of Mayfair.

Edited by H ,

CHOLMONDELEY-PENNELL.

T h o r e a u : H i s Life and Aims.

By

K. A. PAGE.
P u n i a n a . B y the Hon. H U G H ROWLEY.

More Puniana.

By the Hon. H U G H

ROWLEY.

T h e Philosophy of Handwriting. By
DON

F E L I X DE SALAMANCA.

By S t r e a m a n d S e a . By WILLIAM
SENIOR.

[THOENBURY.

Old S t o r i e s R e t o l d .
By W A L T E R
L e a v e s from a N a t u r a l i s t ' s NoteBook.

By Dr, ANDREW W I L S O N .

Medicine, Family.—One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgiaal
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age.

By N. E . D A V I E S ,

L.R.C.P. Lend. Cr.Bvo, Is.; cL,Is.6d.

Merry Circle (The): A Book of
New Intellectual Games and Amusements. By CLARA BELLEW.
With
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Mexican

Mustang

(On a).

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A N e w Book of American Humour. By A L E X . E , S W E E T and

J. ARMOY KNOX, Editors of " T e x a s
Siftings." 265 lUusts. Cr. Bvo, cloth
extra, 7s, 6d.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by:
T o u c h and Go, Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 3s,6d,; postBvo, Ulust. bds,, 2s.
Mr. Dorillion. PostBvo,illust.bds., 2s.

Miller. — Physiology for t h e
Young; or. T h e House of Life: H u man Physiology, with its application
to the Preservation of Health. For
Classes and Popular Reading. With
numerous lllusts. By Mrs. F. FENWICK
MILLER. Small Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Milton (J. L), Works by^
T h e Hygiene of t h e Skin. A C o n c i s )
Set of Rules for the Management o"
the Skin; with Directions for Diet,
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small Bvo,
I s . ; cloth extra. Is, 6d,
T h e B a t h in D i s e a s e s of t h e Skin.
Small Bvo, l 3 , ; cloth extra. Is. 6d.
T h e Laws of Life, and their Relation
to Diseases of the Skin. Small Bvo,
I s . ; cloth extra, Is, 6d.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
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MoncriefF. — The Abdication;

Ouida, Novels by. Crown Bvo,

or. T i m e Tries All. A n Historical
D r a m a . By W . D . S C O T T - M O N C R I E F F .
W i t h Seven Etchings by JOHN P E T T I E ,

cloth extra, 5s. e a c h ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

R.A., W . Q, ORCHARDSON, R , A , , J.
MACWHIRTER, A,R,A,, COLIN HUNTER,
R. M A C B E T H , a n d T O M GRAHAM. L a r g e

4to, bound in buckram, 21s.

M u r r a y (D. Christie), Novels
by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s, 6d, each ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each,
A Life's A t o n e m e n t .
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals o f Fire.
By t h e Gate of t h e Sea.
Val Strange.
Hearts.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each.
T h e Way o f t h e World.
A B i t of H u m a n N a t u r e ,

North Italian Folk.
C O M Y N S CARR.

CALDECOTT.

lUust. by

By Mrs.
RANDOLPH

S q u a r e 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d.
[
Number Nip (Stories about),
the Spirit of t h e Giant Mountains.
Retold for Children by W A L T E R
GRAHAME. W i t h lUustrations bv J.
MoYR S M I T H . Post Bvo, cloth extra,
5s^
^

Nursery

Hints:

A Mother's

Guide in Health a n d Disease. By N .
E . DAVIES, L . R . C . P . Crown Svo, I s . ;
cloth, I s . 6d.

Oliphant. — Whiteladies: A
Novel.

W i t h Illustrations by A R T H U R

HOPKINS and HENRY WOODS.

Crown

Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsfleld
ABiography. B y T . P . O ' C O N N O R , M,P.
Sixth Edition, with a N e w Preface,
bringing t h e work d o w n to t h e Death
of Lord Beaconsfield.
Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d.

O'Reilly.—Phoebe's Fortunes :
A Novel. W i t h Illustrations by H E N R Y
T u c K ^ P o s t Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

6'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works
by:
Songs o f a Worker. Fcap. Svo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.
Music and Moonlight.
Fcap. Svo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d
L a y s of F r a n c e . Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, IDs. 6d.

Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under T w o Flags.
Cecil
Castlem a i n e ' s Gage.
Idalia.
Tricotrin.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
TwoLittieWooden
Shoes.
A Dog o f Flanders.

Pascarel.
Signa.
In a W i n t e r City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths.
Piplstrello.
A Village Commune.
Bimbi.
In M a r e m m a .
Wanda.
Frescoes.

B i m b i : PRESENTATION EDITION.

Sq

Bvo, cloth gUt, cinnamon edges!
7s, 6d,
Princess Napraxine.
New and
Cheaper Edition. Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 5s.
W i s d o m , Wit, a n d P a t h o s . Selected
from t h e W o r k s of O U I D A by F .
SYDNEY M O R R I S . Small crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 5s.

Page (H. A.), Works by :
T h o r e a u : H i s Life and A i m s : A Study.
With a Portrait.
Post Svo, cloth
Ump, 2s. 6d.
L i g h t s o n t h e W a y : Some T a l e s within a T a l e . By t h e late J . H . ALEXANDER, B.A.

E d i t e d by H . A. P A G E

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
N e w Translation, with Historical Introduction a n d Notes, by T . M ' C R I E ,
D.D. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum:
H o w to get most Benefit from Medical A d v i c e .
By W I L L I A M
M.R.C.S., and
EDWARD

KNIGHT,
KNIGHT,

L.R.C.P. Crown Bvo, I s . ; cloth, l s . 6 d .

Paul F e r r o l l :
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Paul Ferroll : A Novel.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed h i s Wife.

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By
MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
With a
F r o n t i s p i e c e by H E L E N
PATERSON.

Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d . ; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2a.

CHATTO
Payn

(James),

S- WINDUS,

Novels

by.

Crown Bvo, clotti extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
T h e Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
[ Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her.
Less Black t h a n we're Painted.
By Proxy.
1 High S p i r i t s .
Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Year.
A Confidential Agent.
Some Private View/s.
A Grape f r o m a T h o r n .
For Cash Only. | From Exile.
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinck's T u t o r .
Murphy's Master.
A C o u n t y Family.
At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Cecil's T r y s t .
T h e ClyfTards of CiyfTe.
T h e Family S c a p e g r a c e
T h e Foster B r o t h e r s .
Found Dead.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Humorous Stories.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath H i m .
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but V/on.
T w o Hundred Pounds Reward.
K i t : A Memory.
T h e Canon's V/ard.
In Peril a n d P r i v a t i o n : Stories of
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book
for Boys. W i t h n u m e r o u s Illustrations. Crown Svo, 6s.
[Sept.

Pennell

(H.

Cholmondeley),

W o r k s b y : Post Svo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d. each.
Puck on P e g a s u s . W i t h Illustrations.
T h e M u s e s of M a y f a i r .
Vers de
Societe, Selected and Edited by H .
C. P E N N E L L ,

P e g a s u s Re-Saddled. W i t h T e n fullpage lUusts. by G. D u MAURIER.

Phelps.—Beyond
By

ELIZABETH

the
STUART

Gates.
PHELPS,

Author of " T h e Gates Ajar." Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d.
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Pirkis (Mrs. C. L.) Novels by:
T r o o p i n g w i t h Crows. Fcap. Bvo,
picture cover. Is.
Lady L o v e l a c e . T h r e e Vols., cr. Bvo,
31S. 6rf.

Planche (J. R.), Works by:
T h e Cyclopsedia of C o s t u m e ; or.
A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, E c clesiastical, Civil, and Military—from
the Earliest Period in England to the
Reign of George the T h i r d . Including Notices of Contemporaneous
Fashions on the Continent, and a
General History of the Costumes of
the Principal Countries of E u r o p e .
T w o Vols., demy 4to, half morocco
profusely Illustrated with Coloured
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts,
£ 7 7s. T h e Vols, may also be had
separately (each complete in itself)
at £ 3 13s. 6d. each : Vol. I. T H E
D I C T I O N A R Y . Vol. I I . A G E N E R A L
H I S T O R Y OF C O S T U M E IN E U R O P E .

T h e P u r s u i v a n t of A r m s ; or, Heraldry Founded upon F a c t s .
With
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. Cr, Bvo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
S o n g s a n d P o e m s , from 1819 to 1B79.
Edited, with an Introduction, by his
Daughter, Mrs, MACKARNESS. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 6s,

Play-time: Sayings and Doings
of Baby-land. By E, STANFORD. Large
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 5s.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek,
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by JOHN and
WILLIAM

LANGHORNE.

Two

'Vols,,

Bvo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOs. 6d.

Poe (Edgar Allan):—
T h e C h o i c e W o r k s , in Prose and
Poetry, of EDGAR ALLAN P O E . With
an Introductory Essay by CHARLES
BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown Svo, cl, extra, 7s. 6d.
T h e M y s t e r y of M a r i e Roget, and
other Stories. Post Svo, illust.bds.,2s.
Pope's Poetical Works.
Complete in One Vol. Post Svo, cl.limp, 23.

Price (E. C), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Valentina.
| T h e Foreigners.
Mrs. L a n c a s t e r ' s Rival.
Gerald.

T h r e e Vols., cr. Svo, 31s. Cd,
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works b y ;
Flowers of t h e Sky. With 55 lllusts.
Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.
Easy S t a r Lessons. With Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Drawings of the Constellations, &c.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
Familiar Science Studies. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Rough . Ways made Smooth : A
Series of Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra,63.
Our Place among Infinities: A Series
of Essays contrasting our Little
Abode in Space and Time with the
Infinities Around us. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 63.
The Expanse of Heaven: A Series
of Essays on the Wonders of the
Firmament. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
Saturn and its System. New and
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates.
Demy Bvo,.cloth extra, lOs. 6d.
The Great Pyramid: Observatory,
Tomb, and Temple.
With Illustrations, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
Mysteries of Time and Space, With
lllusts. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
The Universe of Suns, and other
Science Gleanings. With numerous
lllusts. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d,
Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown Svo, Is. 6d.

Pyrotechnist'sTreasury(The);
or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By THOMAS KENTISH. With numerous

Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 4s. 6d.

Rabelais'

Works.

Faithfully

Translated from the French, with
variorum Notes, and numerous characteristic Illustrations by GUSTAVE
DOR6. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular

Astro-

nomy. By J. RAMBOSSON, Laureate
of the Institute of France. Translated by C. B. PITMAN. Crown Svo,
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations,
and a beautifully executed Chart of
Spectra, 73. 6d..

R e a d e r ' s H a n d b o o k ( T h e ) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and
stories.

By the Rev. Dr. BREWER.

Fourth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a
COMPLETE ENGLISH

BIBLIOGRAPHY.

Cr. Bvo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Richardson. — A M i n i s t r y o f
Health, and other Papers. By BENJAMIN WARD RICHARDSON, M.D., &c.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

BY

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels
by. Post Bvo, illust., bds., 23. each j
or cr. Svo, cl. ex., illust .3s, 6d. each.
Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L.
FiLDES, A.R.A.
Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by
WILLIAM SMALL.

It is Never Too Late t o Mend. Illustrated by G. J. PiNWELL.
T h e Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth. Illustrated by HELEN
PATERSON.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of all Trades; and James Lambert.
Illustrated by MATT STRETCH.

Love me Little, Love me Long. Illustrated by M . ELLEN EDVV-ARDS.

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sit
JOHN GILBERT, R.A.,andC. KEENE.

The Cloister and t h e Hearth. Illustrated by CHARLES KEENE.

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. LAWSON.
Grifflth Gaunt. IUustrated by S. L.
FiLDES, A.R.A., and WM. SMALL.
Foul Play. Illust. by Du MAURIER.
Put Yourself In His Place. Illustrated by ROBERT BARNES.

A Terrible Temptation.

Illustrated

by EDW. HUGHES and A. W. COOPER.

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by
H. PATERSON, S . L . FILDES, A.R.A.,
C. GREEN, and H. WOODS, A.R.A.

A Simpleton.

Illustrated by KATE

CRAUFORD.

A Woman-Hater.

IUustrated

by

THOS. COULDEEY.

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait
of CHARLES READE.

Singleheart and Doubleface: A
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated
by P. MACNAB.

Good Stories of Men and other
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. ABBEY,
PERCY MACQUOID, and JOSEPH NASH.

The J lit, and other Stories. Illustrated
by JOSEPH NASH.

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels b y :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
Her M o t h e r ' s Darling.
T h e Prince o f Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories.
T h e U n i n h a b i t e d House.
Fairy W a t e r .

Rimmer (Alfred), Works b y :
Our Old C o u n t r y T o w n s . W i t h over
50 lllusts, Sq. Svo, cloth gilt, 108.6d.
Rambles Round Eton a n d Harrow.
50 lllusts. Sq. Svo, cloth gUt, lOs. 6d.
About England w i t h Dickens. With

SSIllusts.byALFREDRiMMER and C. A.
V A N D E R H O O F . Sq.Bvo, cl.gilt,10s.6d

CHATTO & WINDUS,
Robinson (F. W.), Novels b y :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6 d . ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
Women a r e Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
T h e P o e t s ' Birds. Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 73. 6 d .
T h e P o e t s ' B e a s t s . Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, 73. 6d.
[/M the press,

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful
reproduction of Major's Edition, with
3j Woodcuts and T w o Steel Plates by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, choicely printed.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s, 6a. A few
Large-Paper copies, printed o n handmade paper, with India proofs of t h e
Illustrations, price 36s.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and
Moral R e f i e c t l o n s . W i t h Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by S A I N T E B E U V E . Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s.
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Saunders (Katharine), Novels
by:
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. e a c h ;
post Bvo, Ulustrated boards, 2s. each.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret a n d Elizabeth.
T h e High Mills.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 33, 6d. each.
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian.
G i d e o n ' s Rock.

Science Gossip: An Illustrated

Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. E d i t e d by J. E .
TAYLOR, F.L.S., &c. Devoted t o Geology, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, P h y siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; o r
53. per year, post free. E a c h N u m b e r
contains a Coloured Plate and numerous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to X I V . m a y
be h a d a t 7s. 6d. e a c h ; and Vols. X V .
to XX. (1B84), at 5s. each. Cases for
Binding, I s . 6d. each.

(Sir Walter) Marmion.
Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, Scott's
An entirely N e w Edition of this famous
A List of t h e Principal W a r r i o r s who
came over from Normandy with William t h e Conqueror, a n d Settled in
this Country, A.D. 1066-7. W i t h t h e
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5s.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by:
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each.
P u n i a n a : Riddles a n d J o k e s . W i t h
numerous Illustrations.
More P u n i a n a . Profusely Illustrated.

Russell (W. Clark), Works by:
Round t h e Galley-Fire. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 68.; post Svo, illustrated
boards, 2s.
On t h e Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection
of Yarns a n d S e a Descriptions.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight.
By G E O R G E

AUGUSTUS

SALA.

Post

Bvo, illustrated boards, 23.

Sanson.—Seven

Generations

of E x e c u t i o n e r s : Memoirs of t h e
Sanson Family (16BB to 1847). Edited
byHENRYSANSON. Cr.Bvo,cl.ex.33.6d.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each ;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Bound t o t h e Wheel.
O n e A g a i n s t t h e World.
Guy W a t e r m a n .
T h e Lion In t h o P a t h .
T h e Two Dreamers-

and popular Poem, with over 100 n e w
Illustrations by leading Artists. E l e gantly and appropriately bound, small
4to, cloth extra, 163.
[ T h e immediate success of " T h e
Lady of t h e L a k e , " published in 18S2,
h a s encouraged Messrs. C H A T T O a n d
WiNDUs to bring o u t a Companion
Edition of this n o t less popular a n d
famous poem. P r o d u c e d in the same
form, and with t h e s a m e careful a n d
elaborate style of illustration, regardless of cost, M r . A n t h o n y ' s skilful
supervision is sufficient guarantee that
t h e work is elegant and tasteful as well
as correct.]

" S e c r e t O u t " Series, T h e :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 43. 64. each.
T h e Secret O u t : One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, a n d other R e creations ; with Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or " W h i t e
Magic." By W . H . CREMER. 300
Engravings.
T h e P y r o t e c h n i s t ' s T r e a s u r y ; or.
Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By THOMAS K E N T I S H . W i t h numerous Illustrations.
T h e A r t of A m u s i n g : A Collection of
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles,
and Charades.

By F R A N K

BELLEW.

W i t h 300 Illustrations.
H a n k y - P a n k y : Very Easy T r i c k s ,
Very Difiicult T r i c k s , White Magic,
Sleight of H a n d . Edited by W . H .
CREMER. W i t h 200 Illustrations.
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S E C R E T O U T " S E R I E S , continued—

T h e M e r r y C i r c l e : A Book of New
Intellectual Games and Amusements.
,-

By

CLARA B E L L E W .

With

many

Illustrations.
M a g i c i a n ' s Own Book: Performances
with Cups a n d Balls, Eggs, Hats,
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual
Experience, Edited by W . K . CREMER. 200 Illustrations.
Magic No M y s t e r y : Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fuUy
descriptive Directions; t h e Art of
Secret W r i t i n g ; T r a i n i n g of Performing Animals, &c. With Coloured Frontis. and many lllusts.

Senior (William), Works by :
T r a v e l and T r o u t In t h e Antipodes.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 63.
By S t r e a m a n d S e a . Post Bvo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Seven S a g a s (The) of P r e h i s toric Man. By JAMES H. STODDART,
Author of " T h e VUlage Life."
Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

Crown

Shakespeare:

Shelley's Complete Works, in
F o u r Vols., post Svo, cloth limp, 8 3 . ;
or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. contains his E a r l y Poems, Queen Mab,
&c,, with a n Introduction by L E I G H
H U N T ; Vol. I I . , his L a t e r Poems,
Laon a n d Cythna, & c . ; Vol. I I I . ,
Posthumous Poems,tbe Shelley Papers,
&c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose W o r k s , including A Refutation of Deism, Z a s trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

Sheridan:—
Sheridan's Complete Works, with
Life a n d Anecdotes. Including his
Dramatic Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his W o r k s in
Prose a n d Poetry, Translations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 fullpage T i n t e d Illustrations, 7s. 6d.
S h e r i d a n ' s C o m e d i e s : T h e Rivals,
and T h e School f o r Scandal.
Edited, with a n Introduction and
N o t e s to each Play, a n d a Biographical Sketch of Sheridan, by
B R A N D E R M A T T H E W S . W i t h Decora-

T h e First Folio Shakespeare.—MR.
W I L L I A M SHAKESPEARE'S Comedies,

Histories, and Tragedies. Published
according to the true Originall Copies.
L o n d o n , P r i n t e d by ISAAC IAGGARD

a n d E D . B L O U N T . 1623.—A Reproduction ofthe extremely rare original,
in reduced facsimile, by a photographic process—ensuring t h e strictest
accuracy in every detail. Small Svo,
half-Roxburghe, 73. 6d.
T h e L a n s d o w n e S h a k e s p e a r e . Beautifully printed in r e d a n d black, in
small b u t very clear type. •With
engraved facsimile of D R O E S H O U T ' S
Portrait. Post Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Shakespeare for Children: Tales
f r o m S h a k e s p e a r e . By C H A R L E S
and

BY

MARY L A M B .

With

numerous

Illustrations, coloured a n d plain, by
J. MoYR S M I T H . Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s.
The
H a n d b o o k of S h a k e s p e a r e
Music. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, set to W o r d s taken
from the Plays and Poems of Shakespeare, t h e compositions ranging
from t h e Elizabethan Age to t h e

tive Vignettes and lofull-page lllusts.
Demy Svo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d.

Short Sayings o f Great Men.
With

Historical

Notes

by

and

SAMUEL

A.

Explanatory
BENT,

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
P o e t i c a l W o r k s , including all those in
" Arcadia." W i t h Portrait, MemorialIntroduction, Notes, &c., by t h e R e v .
A. B . GROSART, D.D. T h r e e Vols.,
crown Bvo, cloth boards, 18s.

Signboards:

Their

JACOB

LARWOOD a n d

JOHN

How t h e P o o r Live.
by F R E D . B A R N A R D .

W i t h 60 lllusts.
L a r g e 4to, I s .

R o g u e s a n d V a g a b o n d s . Post Bvo,
illu3t^oardSj^2s^; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Crown

Svo, cloth extra, 83.
T h e D r a m a t i c W o r k s of S h a k e s p e a r e : T h e Text of t h e First
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight
Vols,, demy Svo, cloth boards, 403.
*** Only 250 Sets have been printed,
each one numbered. T h e volumes will
not be sold separately.

extra,

Sims (George R.), Works b y :

Sketchley.—A Match

CHARLES SWINBURNE.

CAMDEN

H O T T E N . - Crown Svo, cloth
with 100 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

By A L F R E D R O F F E .

NON

History.

W i t h Anecdotes of F a m o u s T a v e r n s
a n d Remarkable Characters. By

4to, half-RoxbHrghe, 7s.
A S t u d y of S h a k e s p e a r e . By ALGER-

Present Time.

M.A.

D e m y Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Dark.

in t h e

By A R T H U R S K E T C H L E Y .

Post

S l a n g D i c t i o n a r y , T h e : Etymological, Historical, a n d Anecdotal.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by :
T h e P r i n c e of Argol i s : A Story of the
Old Greek Fairy T i m e . By J. MOYR
S M I T H . Small SVO, cloth extra, with
130 lUustrations, 3s. 6d.

CHATTO &• WINDUS,
S M I T H ' S (J. M O Y R ) W O R K S ,

T a l e s of Old T h u l e .

continued—

Collected a n d

I l l u s t r a t e d by J. M O Y R S M I T H .

Cr.

Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Illust., 63.
T h e Wooing o f t h e W a t e r W i t c h :
A Northern Oddity. By EVAN D A L DORNE.

SMITH.

Society

Illustrated

by

J.

MOYR

SmaU Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

in London.

By a

FOREIGN R E S I D E N T . Eighth Edition.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demonology : An Essay in Illustration of
the Belief in the Existence of DevUs,
and t h e Powers possessed by T h e m .
By

T.

ALFRED

SPALDING, L L . B .

Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 5s.

Spanish Legendary Tales. By
Mrs. S. G. C. MIDDLEMORE, Author of
" Round a Posada F i r e . " Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 63.

Speight. — The Mysteries o f
H e r o n Dyke. By T . W . S P E I G H T .
W i t h a Frontispiece by M. E L L E N
EDWARDS. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
3s. 6 d . ; post Svo, iUustrated boards, 2s.

Spenser f o r Children.

By M.

H . TOWRY. W i t h lUustrations by
W A L T E R J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, with
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s.

Staunton.—Laws and Practice
of C h e s s ; Together with an Analysis
of t h e Openings, a n d a Treatise on
E n d G a m e s . By H O W A R D S T A U N T O N .
E d i t e d by R O B E R T B . W O R M A L D , N e w

Edition, small cr, Bvo, cloth extra, 5s,

Sterndale.—The Afghan Knife:
A N o v e l . ByROBERXARMITAGESTERNDALE. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d,; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by:
T r a v e l s w i t h a Donkey in t h e
C e v e n n e s . Frontispiece by W A L T E R
CRANE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
An I n l a n d Voyage. With Front, by
W, CRANE. Post Bvo, cl. Ip., 23. 6d.
V i r g i n i b u s P u e r i s q u e , a n d other
Papers. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
F a m i l i a r S t u d i e s of Men a n d Books.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.
New A r a b i a n N i g h t s . Crown Bvo,
cl. extra, 6s.; post Svo, Ulust. bds., 2s.
T h e Silverado Squatters.
With
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Gs.
P r i n c e O t t o : A Romance.
Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s, [In preparation,

St, John.—A Levantine Family.
By BAYLE S T . JOHN.
trated boards, 2.3,

Post Bvo, Ulus-
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Stoddard.—Summer Cruising
in t h e S o u t h S e a s .

By CHARLES

W A R R E N STODDARD. I l l u s t . by W A L L I S

MACKAY. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 3s. 6a.

St. Pierre.—Paul and Virginia,
and T h e I n d i a n C o t t a g e . By B E R NARDiN S T . P I E R R E . Edited, with Life,
by Rev, E , CLARKE. PostSvo, cl.lp,,2s.

S t o r i e s from Foreign Novelists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings.

By H E L E N ' a n d A L I C E Z I M -

MERN; a n d a Frontispiece.
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.

Crown

S t r u t t ' s Sports and Pastimes
o f t h e People of E n g l a n d ; including
t h e Rural ftnd Domestic Recreations,
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, a n d Pompous
Spectacles, from t h e Earliest Period
to t h e Present T i m e . With 140 Illustrations. Edited by W I L L I A M H O N E .
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.

Suburban

Homes

(The) o f

L o n d o n : A Residential Guide to
Favourite London Localities, their
Society, Celebrities, and Associations.
W i t h Notes on their Rental, Rates, and
House Accommodation. W i t h Map of
Suburban London. Cr.Svo,cl.ex.,7s,6d.

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose
and Verse, With Memoir, Portrait,
and FacsimUes of t b e Maps in t h e
Original
Edition
of " Gulliver's
T r a v e l s , " Cr, Svo, cloth extra, 7S, 6d.

Swinburne

(Algernon

C),

Works b y :
T h e Queen M o t h e r and Rosamond.
F c a p . Svo, 53.
A t a i a n t a i n C a l y d o n . Crown Bvo, 6s.
C h a s t e l a r d . ATragedy. Cr. Bvo, 7s.
Poems a n d Ballads. FIRST SERIES.
Fcap. Bvo, 9s. Cr. Svo, same price.
P o e m s a n d B a l l a d s . SECOND S E R I E S .
F c a p . Svo, 9s. Cr. Svo, same price.
N o t e s o n P o e m s a n d Reviews. Svo,Is.
William B l a k e : A Critical Essay.
With Facsimile Paintings.
Demy
Bvo, 16s.
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, I03.6d,
B o t h w e l l ; ATragedy. Cr.Svo,12s.6d.
George Chapman : An Essay, Crown
Bvo, 7s.
Songs of T w o Nations. Cr, Svo, 6s.
Essays and Studies. Crown Bvo, 12s.
E r e c h t h e u s : ATragedy. Cr.Svo,6s.
Note of an English Republican on
t h e Muscovite Crusade. Svo, Is.
A Note on C h a r l o t t e Bronte, Crown
Bvo, 63.
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr, Bvo, 8s,
Songs of t h e Springtides, Cr.Bvo, 6s.
Studies in Song. Crown Bvo, 7s.
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SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.) WORKS, con,

Mary S t u a r t : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 8s.
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other
Poems. Crown Svo, 9s.
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to,
cloth extra, 8s.
A Midsummer Holiday, and other
Poems. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s.
Marino Faliero: ATragedy. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 63.

Symonds.—Wine, Women and
Song: Mediaeval Latin Students'
Songs. Nowfirst translated into English •Verse, with Essay by J. ADDINGTON
SYMONDS. Small Bvo, parchment, 63.

Syntax's (Dr.) Three T o u r s :
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
of Consolation, and in Search of a
Wife. With the whole of ROWLANDSON'S droUpage Illustrations in Colours
and a Life of the Author by J. C.
HOTTEN. Med. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Talne's

History

Literature.
VAN LAUN.

of

English

Translated by HENRY
Four Vols., small Bvo,

cloth boards, 30s.—POPULAR EDITION,

Two Vols., crown Bvo, cloth extra, 15s.

T a y l o r (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works
by:

T h e Sagacity and Morality of
P l a n t s : A Sketch of the Life and
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom.
With Coloured Frontispiece and lOO
lllusts. Crown Bvo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.
Our Common British Fossils, and
Where to Find Them. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions

of t h e Echo Club: Burlesques of
Modern Writers. Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s.

Taylor's

(Tom)

Historical

BY

T h o m a s (Bertha), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each
post Bvo, iUustrated boards, 2s. each.
Cressida.
Proud Maisle
The Violin-Playei'.

Thomas (M.).—A Fight f o r Life:
A Novel. By W. MOY THOMAS. Post
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomson's S e a s o n s and Castle

of Indolence. With a Biographical
and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CUNNINGHAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood., Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

T h o r n b u r y (Walter), Works by
Haunted

London.

Edited by E D -

WARD WALFORD, M.A.

With Illus-

trations by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
T h e Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his
Friends and fellow Academicians.
With numerous lllusts. in Colours,
facsimiled from Turner's Original
Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.
Old Stories Re-told. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.
Tales for t h e Marines. Post Bvo,
illustrated boards, 23.

Timbs (John), Works b y :

The History of Clubs and Club Life
In London. With Anecdotes of its
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries,
and Taverns. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.
English Eccentrics and Eccentricities: Stories of Wealth and
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 lllusts.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Dramas:
"Clancarty,"
"Jeanne
Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," " The
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife,"
"Anne Boleyn,'' " Plot and Passion.''
One Vol., cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
•*** The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. each.

Torrens. — 'The

Tennyson (Lord):

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by:

A Biogra-

phical Sketch. By K. J. JENNINGS.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown
Svo, cloth extra. 6s.

T h a c k e r a y a n a : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches

by WILLIAM

MAKEPEACE

THACKERAY, depicting
Humorous
Incidents in his School-life, and
Favourite Characters in the books of
his every-day reading-. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, 78. 6d.

IVIarquess

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An
Historic Portrait. By W. M. ToRRENS, M.P. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 148.
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
T h e Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Kept in t h e Dark.
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
T h e Land-Leaguers.

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
T h e Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate,

CHATTO (S- WINDUS,
Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6 d . ; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 28.
Like Ships upon t h e Sea.
Mabel's Progress.
Anne Furness.

Trollope(T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond,

a n d other

Stories.

T . ADOLPHUS T R O L L O P E .

By

Cr. Svo, c l .

ex.. 33. 6d.; post Svo, illust. b o a r d s , 23.

Trowbridge.—Farnell's Folly:
A N o v e l . By J. T . T R O W B R I D G E . T W O
Vols., crown Svo, 12s.

Turgenieff (Ivan), &c. Stories
from Foreign Novelists.
illustrated boards, 2s.

Post Svo,

T y t l e r (Sarah), Novels b y :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 33.6d.
B e a u t y a n d t h e B e a s t . T h r e e Vols.,
crown Bvo, 31s. 6d.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mistress Judith: A Novel. By C. C.
FRASER-I-YTLER. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra,
3s. 6 d . ; post Bvo, iUust. boards, 23.

Van Laun.—History of French
Literature.

By H E N R Y

VAN LAUN.

Complete in T h r e e Vols., demy Bvo,
cloth boards, 73. 6d. each.

Villari. — A

Double

Bond: A

Story.
By LINDA V I L L A R I .
Svo, picture cover. Is.

Fcap.

Walcott.—Church Work and
Life In English M i n s t e r s ; a n d t h e
English Student's Monasticon. By t h e
Rev. MACKENZIE E . C . W A L C O T T , B.D.

T w o Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra,
with Map and Ground-Plans, 143.

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by:

T h e C o u n t y F a m i l i e s of t h e U n i t e d
KingdoiTi. Containing Notices of
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more t h a n 12,000 distinguished H e a d s of Families, their
H e i r s Apparent or Presumptive, the
Offices they hold or have held, their
T o w n and Country Addresses, Clubs,
&c. Twenty-fifth Annual Edition,
for 18B5, cloth, full gilt, 60s.
T h e Shilling P e e r a g e (1885). C o n taining an Alphabetical List of t h e
House of Lords, Dates of Creation,
Lists of Scotch a n d Irish P e e r s ,
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, I s .
Published annually.
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W A L F O R D ' S ( E D W . , M.A.) W O R K S , con.—

T h e Shilling B a r o n e t a g e (1885).
Containing a n Alphabetical List ot
the Baronets of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth. I s . Published annually.
T h e S h i l l i n g K n i g h t a g e (1885). Cdntaining a n Alphabetical List of t h e
Knights of t h e United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, D a t e s
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth. I s . Published annually.
T h e Shilling House of C o m m o n s
(1885). Containing a List of all t h e
Members of Parliament, their T o w n
and Country Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth. I s . Published annually.
T h e Complete Peerage, Baronetage, K n i g h t a g e , a n d H o u s e o f
C o m m o n s (1885). I n One Volume,
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges,
5s. Published annually.
Haunted London.
By W A L T E R
THORNBURY.

Edited

by

EDWARD

W A L F O R D , M.A. W i t h Illustrations
by F . W . F A I R H O L T , F.S.A. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Walton andCotton'sComplete

A n g l e r ; or, T h e Contemplative M a n ' s
Recreation; being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, F i s h a n d Fishing,
w r i t t e n by IZAAK W A L T O N ; a n d

In-

structions how to Angle for a T r o u t or
Grayling in a clear Stream, by C H A R L E S
C O T T O N . W i t h Original Memoirs and
N o t e s by Sir

HARRIS NICOLAS,

and

61 Copperplate Illustrations.
Large
crown Bvo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d.

Wanderer's Library, T h e :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each.
W a n d e r i n g s in P a t a g o n i a ; or. Life
among t h e Ostrich H u n t e r s . By
J U L I U S BEERBOHM.

Illustrated.

C a m p N o t e s : Stories of Sport a n d
Adventure in Asia, Africa, a n d
America.

By F R E D E R I C K B O Y L E .

S a v a g e Life. By FREDERICK B O Y L E .
M e r r i e E n g l a n d In t h e Olden T i m e .
By G E O R G E D A N I E L . W i t h lUustrations by R O B T . CRUIKSHANK.

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
By T H O M A S FROST.

T h e Lives of t h e Conjurers. By
•THOMAS FROST.

T h e Old Showmen and t h e Old
London Fairs. By THOMAS FROST.
Low-Life D e e p s . An Account of t h e
Strange Fish to b e found there. By
JAMES GREENWOOD.

T h e Wilds of London.

By JAMES

GREENWOOD.

T u n i s : T h e L a n d a n d t h e People.
By t h e Chevalier d e H E S S E - W A R TEGQ. With 22 Illustrations.
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WANDERER'S LIBRARY, T H E , continued—

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY.

The World Behind t h e Scenes. By
PERCY FITZGERALD.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings:
Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By CHARLES HINDLEY. With lllusts.

The Genial Showman : Life and Adventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P .
KINGSTON. With a Frontispiece.
The Story of t h e London Parks.
By JACOB LARWOOD. With lllusts.
London Characters. By HENRY MAY-

HEW. Illustrated.
Seven Generations of Executioners:
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688
to 1847). Edited by HENRY SANSON.

Summer Cruising

In t h e South

Seas. By C. WARREN STODDARD.
Illustrated by WALLIS MACKAY.

Warner.—A R o u n d a b o u t J o u r ney. By CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER,

Author of " My Summer in a Garden."
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

W a r r a n t s , &c.:—

Warrant t o Execute Charles I. An
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals.
Carefully printed on paper to imitate
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 2s.
Warrant t o Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a FacsimUe of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s.
Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
of the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List
of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this
Country, A.D. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Price 5s.

W e a t h e r , How t o Foretell t h e ,
with t h e Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W. CORY, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met.
Soc, &c. 'VVith 10 lUustrations. Crown
8vo,Jlsj_cloth,_lS^^^
W e s t r o p p . — H a n d b o o k of Pottery and Porcelain; or, History of
those Arts from the Earliest Period.
By HODDER M . WESTROPP.

With nu-

merous Illustrations, and a List of
Marks. Crown Bvo cloth limp, 4s. 6d.

BY

W h i s t l e r v. R u s k i n :

Art and

Art Critics.
By J. A. MACNEILL
WHISTLER. 7th Edition^sq.8yo^ls^_

White's

Natural

H i s t o r y of

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by
THOMAS BROWN, F.L.S.

cloth limp, 2s.

Post Svo,

Williams (W. M a t t i e u , F.R.A.S.),
Works by:
Science Notes. See the GENTLEMAN'S
MAGAZINE.

IS. Monthly.

Science in Short Chapters.
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
A Simple Treatise on Heat.
Bvo, cloth limp, with lllusts,,
The Chemistry of Cookery.
Bvo, cloth extra, 6S.

Crown
Crown
23. 6d.
Crown

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.),
Works b y :

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular
History of the Darwinian and
Allied Theories of Development.
Second Edition. Crown Bvo, cloth
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.
Leaves from a Naturalist's Notebook. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. Third Edition, with a New
Preface. Crown Bvo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 6s.

W i n t e r (J. S.), S t o r i e s by :
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each.
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends.
W o m e n o f t h e D a y : A Biographical Dictionary of Notable Contemporaries. By FRANCES HAYS.

Crown

8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

W o o d . — S a b i n a : A Noveh By
Lady WOOD. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

Words, Facts, and P h r a s e s :
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-'Way Matters. By ELIEZER
EDWARDS. New and cheaper issue,
cr. Bvo, cl. ex., 73.6d.; half-bound, 9s.

W r i g h t (Thomas), W o r k s b y :
Caricature History of t h e Georges.
(The House of Hanover,) With 400
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 73.6d. .
History of Caricature and of t h e
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely
Illustrated

by F. W. FAIRHOLT,

F,S,A, Large post Bvo, cl. ex., 7s.6d.

Yates (Edmund), Novels by :
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope.
Land a t Last.

CHATTO

&• WINDUS,
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NOVELS BY T H E BEST AUTHORS.
Mrs.CASHEL HOEY'S NEW NOVEL.

NEW

The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. CASHEL
HOEY, Author of " The Blossoming of

Philistia.

an Aloe," &c. With 12 Illustrations

by P. MACNAB. Three Vols., crown

Bvo.
SARAH TYTLER'S

NEW

NOVEL.

Beauty and t h e Beast. By SARAH
TYTLER, Author of " The Bride's Pass,"

" Saint Mungo's City," " Citoyenne
Jacqueline," &c. Three Vols., crown
Bvo.

NEW

NOVELS BY CHAS. GIBBON.

By Mead and Streani. By CHARLES
GIBBON, Author of "Robin Gray,"

"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the
Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr. Bvo,

A Hard Knot.

By CHARLES GIBBON.

Three Vols,, crown Bvo.

POWER.

By CECIL POWER.

Three

NEW

NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR
OF
"VALENTINA."

Gerald.

By ELEANOR C. PRICE. Three

Vols., crown Bvo.
"The

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL.
Wearing of t h e Green." By

BASIL, Author of " Love the Debt,"

" A Drawn Game," &c. Three Vols.,
crown Svo.
NEW NOVEL BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE.
Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown Bvo,
123.
Mrs. PIRKIS'S NEW NOVEL.
Lady Lovelace. By C L . PIRKIS, Author

Heart's Delight. By CHARLES GIBBON.

Three Vols., crown Svo.

THE

NOVEL BY CECIL

Vols., crown Bvo.

of " A Very Opal.'' Three Vols., crown
Svo.

PICCAD ILLY NOVELS.

Popular Stories by the Best Authors, LIBRARY EDITIONS, many Illustrated,
crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
BY MRS. H. LOVETT
CAMERON.
Maid, Wife, or Widow?
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian.
BY BASIL.
BY MORTIMER
COLLINS.
A Drawn Game.
Sweet Anne Page.

BY W. BESANT & JAMES
RICE.
Ready-Money M o r t i b o y .
My L i t t l e G i r l .
T h e Case of Mr. L u c r a f t .
T h i s Son o f Vulcan.
W i t h Harp and C r o w n .
T h e Golden B u t t e r f l y .
By Celia's A r b o u r .
T h e Monks of T h e l e m a .
'Twas in T r a f a l g a r ' s Bay,
T h e Seamy Side,
T h e T e n Years' T e n a n t .
T h e Chaplain of t h e Fleet.
D o r o t h y Forster.
BY WALTER
BESANT.
All S o r t s and Conditions of Men.
T h e C a p t a i n s ' Room.
All In a Garden Fair.
D o r o t h y Forster.
BY ROBERT
BUCHANAN.
A Child of Nature.
God and t h e Man.
T h e Shadow o f t h e Sword.
T h e M a r t y r d o m of Madeline.
Love Me f o r Ever.
Annan Water.
I T h e New Abelard.
Matt.
I Foxglove Manor.

Transmigration.
From M i d n i g h t t o Midnight.
MORTIMER
& FRANCES
COLLINS.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
T h e Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY WILKIE
Antonina.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
T h e Dead Secret.
Queen o f Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman in White.
T h e Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch,
Miss or Mrs. P

COLLINS.
New Magdalen.
T h e Frozen Deep.
T h e Law and t h e
Lady,
T h e T w o Destinies
Haunted Hotel.
T h e Fallen Leaves
Jezebel'sDaughter
T h e Black Robe.
Heart and Science
I Say No.

BY DUTTON COOK.
Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY

WILLIAM

CYPLES.

Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET
Port Salvation.
BY JAMES DE MILLE,
A Castle in Spain.
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PICCADILLY NOVELS, continued—

BY J, LEITH
DERWENT,
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
BY M.
BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia.
j Kitty.
BY MRS, ANNIE
EDWARDES,
Archie Lovell.
BY R, E, FRANCILLON,
Olympia.
I One by One.
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen.
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE
FRERE,
Pandurang Hari.
BY EDWARD
GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.
BY CHARLES
GIBBON,
Robin Gray.
| For Lack of Gold.
In Love and War.
What will t h e World Say.»
For the King.
| In Honour Bound.
Queen of t h e Meadow.
In Pastures Green.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart's Problem..
T h e Braes of Yarrow.
T h e Golden Shaft. | Of High Degree.
Fancy Free.
| Loving a Dream.

BY HALL
CAINE,
The Shadow of a Crime.
BY THOMAS
HARDY.
Under t h e Greenwood Tree.
BY JULIAN
HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
| Ellice Quentin.
Sebastian Strome.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Dust.
I Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna.
BY SIR A, HELPS,
Ivan de Biron.
BY MRS. ALFRED
HUNT.
Thornlcroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.
BY JEAN
INGELOW.
Fated t o be Free.
BY HARRIETT
JAY.
The Queen of Connaught
The Dark Colleen.
BY HENRY
KINGSLEY.
Number Seventeen.
Oakshott Castle.

BY

PICCADILLY NOVELS, csntinued—

BY E, LYNN
LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord? '
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of t h e Family
"My Love!"
| lone.
BY HENRY W, LUCY,
Gideon Fieyce.
BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY,
M,P.
T h e Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Linley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Miss Misanthrope. I Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL,D.
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.
BY MRS. MACDONELL,
Quaker Cousins.
BY KATHARINE
S, MACQUOID.
Lost Rose
I The Evil Eye.
BY FLORENCE
MARRYAT,
Open ! Sesame ! | w r i t t e n In Fire.
BY JEAN
MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go.
BY D. CHRISTIE
MURRAY,
Life's Atonement.
Coals of Fire.
Joseph's Coat.
Val Strange.
A Model Father.
Hearts.
By t h e Gate of t h e Sea
T h e Way of t h e World.
A Bit of Human Nature.
BY MRS. OLIPHANT,
Whiteladies.
BY MARGARET A, PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.
BY JAMES PAYN,

Lost Sir Massingberd.
Best of Husbands
Fallen Fortunes.
Halves.
Walter's Word.
What He Cost Her
Less Black t h a n
We're Painted.
By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One Roof.
BY E, C
Valentina.
|
Mrs. Lancaster's

Carlyon's Year.
A
Confidential
Agent.
From Exile.
A Grape from £
Thorn.
For Cash Only.
Some
Private

Views.
Kit: A Memory.
The
Canon's
Ward.
PRICE,

The Foreigners.
Rival.

CHATTO

&- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY NOVELS, continued—

BY CHARLES READE, D.CL.
It is Never Too Late t o Mend.
Hard Cash.
I Peg Woflflngton.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and t h e Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself In His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir. 1 A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
I Readiana.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
The Jilt.
[mals.
Good Stories of Men and other AniBY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party.
Weird Stories.
BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women a r e Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
BY JOHN
SAUNDERS,
Bound t o t h e Wheel.

Guy Waterman, j Two Dreamers.
One Against t h e World.
The Lion in t h e Path.
BY KATHARINE
SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock.
I Heart Salvage.
The High Mills. I Sebastian.

PICCADILLY,
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PICCADILLY NOVELS, continued—

BY T, W, SPEIGHT,
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
BY R, A,
STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.
BY BERTHA
THOMAS.
Proud Maisle. | Cressida.
The Violin-Player.
BY ANTHONY
TROLLOPS.
The Way we Live Now.
The American Senator
Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay.
Kept In t h e Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
T h e Land-Leaguers.
BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon t h e Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.
BY T, A, TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond
By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Others.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.
BY SARAH
TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
BY C, C,
FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.
BY J, S, WINTER,
Cavalry Life.
Regimental Legends.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.

Post Svo, Ulustrated boards, 2s. each.
BY BESANT AND RICE, continued—
BY EDMOND ABOUT.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Fellah.
The Seamy Side.
BY HAMILTON AWE,
The Ten Years' Tenant.
Carr of Carrlyon. I Confidences.
The Chaplain of t h e Fleet.
BY MRS,
ALEXANDER,
BY WALTER
BESANT,
Maid, Wife, or Widow ?
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
Valerie's Fate.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
BY SHELSLEY
BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.
BY FREDERICK
BOYLE,
Camp Notes. I Savage Life.
BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE,
Chronicles of No-man's Land.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
BY BRET
HARTE,
With Harp and Crown.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl.
The
Luck
of
Roaring
Camp.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
Californian Stories.
The Golden Butterfiy.
Gabriel Conroy. |
Flip.
By Celia's Arbour.
Maruja.
The Monks of Thelema.
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BY

CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued—

CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued—

BY ROBERT
BUCHANAN,
The Shadov/ of TheMartyrdomof
t h e Sword.
Madeline,
AChild of Nature. Annan Water.
God and t h e Man. The New Abelard.
Love Me for Ever.
BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.
BY MRS. LOVETT
CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian.
BY MACLAREN
COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.
BY C. ALLSTON
COLLINS,
The Bar Sinister.
BY WILKIE
COLLINS.
Miss or Mrs, ?
Antonina.
New Magdalen,
Basil.
The Frozen Deep,
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret. Law and t h e Lady.
Queen of'Hearts. TheTwo Destinies
My Miscellanies. Haunted Hotel.
Woman in White. The Fallen Leaves.
The Moonstone. Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch. Heart and Science
BY MORTIMER
COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page. ] From Midnightto
Transmigration. 1 Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.
MORTIMER & FRANCES
COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty, j Frances.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.
BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo.
I Paul Foster's Daughter.
BY WILLIAM
CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.
BY ALPHONSE
DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation.
BY DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.
BY J. LEITH
DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
BY CHARLES
DICKENS.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby
BY MRS. ANNIE
EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. 1 Archie Lovell.
BY M.
BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia.
|
Kitty.
BY EDWARD
EGGLESTON.
Roxy.

BY PERCY
FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna, | Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Polly.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantome.
BY ALBANY DE
FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.
BY R. E.
FRANCILLON.
Olympia.
I Queen Cophetua.
One by One. | A Real Queen.
Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE
FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.
BY HAIN
FRISWELL,
One of Two.
BY EDWARD
GARRETT
The Capel Girls.
BY CHARLES
GIBBON,
Queen o f t h e MeaRobin Gray.
dow.
For Lack of Gold.
What will
t h e The Flower ofthe
Forest.
World Say ?
In Honour Bound. A Heart's Problem
Braes of YarThe Dead Heart. The
row.
In Love and War.
TheGoldenShaft.
For t h e King.
Of High Degree.
In PasturesGreen
BY WILLIAM
GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of t h e Mountain.
James Duke.
BY -JAMES GREENWOOD,
Dick Temple.
BY ANDREW
HALLIDAY.
Every-Day Papers.
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.
BY THOMAS
HARDY.
Under t h e Greenwood Tree.
BY JULIAN
HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
i Sebastian Strome
Ellice Quentin.
| Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph.
BY SIR ARTHUR
HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.
BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.
BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER.
The House of Raby,
BY VICTOR HUGO.
The Hunchback of Notre Dame.

CHATTO

&• WINDUS,

CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued—

BY MRS. ALFRED
HUNT.
Thornlcroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.
BY JEAN
INGELOW,
Fated t o be Free.
BY HARRIETT
JAY.
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.
BY HENRY
KINGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle, j Number Seventeen
BY E, LYNN LINTON,
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Weil Lost.
Under which Lord ?
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of t h e Family.
"My Love!"
| lone.
BY HENRY W. LUCY,
Gideon Fieyce.
BY JUSTIN

MCCARTHY,

M.P.

Linley Rochford.
MissMlsanthrope
Donna Quixote.
Neighbours.
The Comet of a
My Enemy's
Season.
Daughter.
Maid of Athens.
A Fair Saxon.
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD,
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.
BY MRS, MACDONELL,
Quaker Cousins.
BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID.
The Evil Eye.
j Lost Rose.
BY W, H, MALLOCK,
The New Republic.
BY FLORENCE
MARRYAT.
Open I Sesame!
A Littie Stepson.
A Harvest of Wild Fighting t h e Air.
Oats.
Written In Fire.
BY J, MASTERMAN,
Half-a-dozen Daughters.
BY JEAN
MIDDLEMASS,
Touch and Go. | Mr. DoBillion
BY D. CHRISTIE
MURRAY,
ALIfe'sAtonement By t h e Gate ofthe
A Model Father.
Sea,
Joseph's Coat.
Val Strange.
Coals of Fire.
Hearts,
BY MRS, OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies.
Dear LadyDlsdain
The Waterdale

PICCADILLY.
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CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued—

BY MRS, ROBERT
Phcebe's Fortunes.

O'REILLY,

BY OUIDA.
Held In Bondage. TwoLittieWooden
Shoes.
Strathmore.
In a Winter City.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags, Ariadne.
Friendship.
Idalia.
Moths.
Cecil CastlePiplstrello.
maine.
A Village ComTricotrin.
mune.
Puck.
Bimbi.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders. In Maremma.
Wanda.
Pascarel.
Signa.
Frescoes.
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.
BY JAMES PAYN,
Lost Sir Massing- Like Father, Like
berd,
Son.
A Perfect Trea- A Marine Resisure.
dence.
Bentinck's Tutor. Married Beneath
Him.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family. Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but
At Her Mercy.
Won.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Less Black t h a n
Cecil's Tryst.
We're Painted.
Clyffards of CiyfTe By Proxy.
The FamiiyScape- Under One Roof.
grace.
High Spirits.
Foster Brothers. Carlyon's Year,
Found Dead.
A Confidential
Best of Husbands
Agent.
Walter's Word.
Some Private
Halves.
Viev/s.
Fallen Fortunes. From Exile.
What He Cost Her A Grape from a
Humorous Stories
Thorn.
Gwendoline's Har- For Cash Only.
vest.
Kit: A Memory,
£200 Reward
The Canon sWard
BY EDGAR A, POE,
The Mystery of Marie Roget.
BY E, C, PRICE.
Valentina.
| The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
BY CHARLES
READE.
It is Never Too Late t o Mend
Hard Cash.
| Peg Wofflngton.
Christie Johnstone.
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CHEAP POPULAR N O V E L S , continued—
By CHARLES R E A D E , continued.

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
T h e Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
Foul Play.
T h e C l o i s t e r a n d t h e Hearth.
T h e Course of T r u e Love.
Autobiography o f a Thief.
A Terrible T e m p t a t i o n .
T h e Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton.
I A Woman-Hater.
Readiana.
| T h e Jilt.
S i n g l e h e a r t a n d Doubleface.
Good S t o r i e s of Men a n d o t h e r
Animals.
BY MRS. J. H.
RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince o f Wales's Garden Party.
Weird S t o r i e s .
T h e Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.
BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women a r e S t r a n g e .
T h e Hands o f J u s t i c e .
BY W. CLARK
RUSSELL.
Round t h e Galley Fire.
BY BAYLE ST. JOHN.
A L e v a n t i n e Family.
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS
SALA,
G a s l i g h t a n d Daylight.
BY JOHN SA UNDERS.
Bound t o t h e Wheel.
One Against t h e World.
Guy Wsiterman.
T h e Lion In t h e P a t h .
Two Dreamers.
BY KATHARINE
SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret a n d Elizabeth.
T h e High Mills.
BY GEORGE R. SIMS.
Rogues a n d V a g a b o n d s .
BY ARTHUR
SKETCHLEY,
A Match in t h e Dark.
BY T, W,
SPEIGHT.
T h e M y s t e r i e s o f Heron Dyke.
BY R, A,
STERNDALE,
T h e Afghan Knife.
BY R, LOUIS
STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.
BY BERTHA
THOMAS,
Cressida.
| Proud Maisle.
T h e Violin-Player.
BY W. MOY THOMAS,
A Fight f o r Life.
BY WALTER
THORNBURY.
T a l e s for t h e Marines.
BY T, ADOLPHUS
TROLLOPE.
Diamond C u t Diamond.

CHEAP POPULAR N O V E L S ,

continued—

BY ANTHONY
TROLLOPE.
T h e Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Frau F r o h m a n n .
Marion Fay.
Kept In t h e Dark.
Mr. S c a r b o r o u g h ' s Family.
T h e Land-Leaguers.
T h e Golden Lion o f Granpere.
John Caldigate.
By FRA NCES ELBA NOR
TROLLOPE
Like S h i p s u p o n t h e S e a .
Anne F u r n e s s .
Mabel's Progress.
BY IVAN TURGENIEFF,
&c.
S t o r i e s from Foreign Novelists,
BY MARK
TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer.
An Idle Excursion.
A Pleasure T r i p o n t h e C o n t i n e n t
of Europe.
A T r a m p Abroad.
T h e Stolen White Elephant.
BY a, C,
FRASER-TYTLER.
M i s t r e s s Judith.
BY SARAH
TYTLER.
What S h e Came Through.
T h e Bride's P a s s .
BY J. S,
WINTER,
Cavalry Life, j R e g i m e n t a l Legends.
BY LADY
WOOD,
Sabina.
BY EDMUND
YATES.
Castaway.
| T h e Forlorn Hope.
Land a t Last.
ANONYMOUS,
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed h i s Wife.
Fcap. Bvo, picture covers, Is. each.
Jeff Briggs's Love S t o r y . B y B R E T
HARTE.

T h e T w i n s of T a b l e Mountain. By
BRET HARTE.

Mrs. Gainsborough's D i a m o n d s . By
JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author
of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of
" That Lass o' Lowrie's."
P r e t t y Polly P e m b e r t o n . By the
Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."
T r o o p i n g w i t h Crows.
By Mrs.
PIRKIS.

T h e Professor's Wife.
GRAHAM.
A Double Bond.

B y LEONARD

By LINDA VILLARI.

E s t h e r ' s Glove. By R. E. FRANCILLON.
T h e Garden t h a t Paid t h e Rent.

By TOM JERROLD.
Curly.
B y JOHN COLEMAN.
trated by J. C. DOLLMAN.
J. OGDEN AND CO., PRINTERS, I72, ST. JOHN STREET, E.C.

IUus-

THE BEST REMEDY FOR INDIGESTION.

Sold Everywhere, BotUea, la. Ijd., 2a. 9d., and 11a.

©AMOMILE f ILLS
Are confidently recommended as a simple but certain Remedy fot
Indigestion., which is the cause of nearly all the diseases to which
we are subject^ being a medicine so uniformly grateful and beneficial that it is with justice called the " Natural Strengthener of
the Human Stomach." " NortotHs Pills " act as a powerful
tonic and gentle aperient; are mild in their operation, safe under
any circumstances, and thousands of persons can now bear testimony to the benefits to be derived from their use, as they have
been a never-failing Family Friend for upwards of ^o years.
Sold in Bottles at is. i^d., 2s. <jd., and i \s. each, in every
Town in the Kingdom.
CAUTION.
Be sure to askfor " NOR TON'S PILLS," and do not be persuaded
to purchase an imitation.

fi ©LEAR eOMPLEXION.
GODFREY'S EXTRACT OF ELDER FLOWERS
has long been known for its surprising effect in softening, improving, and preserving the Skin, and in rendering the Complexion clear and beautiful. It
removes Tan, Sunburn, Redness, &c.; cures Pimples, Humours and other
Eruptions and by persevering in its use the Skin becomes delicately soft, clear,
and smooth. G O D F R E Y ' S E X T R A C T O F E L D E R F L O W E R S
possesses a delightful fragrance, and is an indispensable adjunct to the Toilet
and Nursery.
^.
'iold in Bottles, price 2S, gd., hy all Chemists and Perfumers.
\Ouida.^

Dr. B R O W N E discovered the Medicine,
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And invented the word " Chlorodyne " in 1856.

SPECIAI.TIES
FOR ALL

JACKSON'S

RUSMA.
JACKSON'S

BENZINE
EEOT.

Sold by the principal Druggists
at Home and Abroad.

THE YEAR
ROUND.

For the removal of Hair without a
Razor, from the Arms, Neck, or Face,
as well as Sunburn or Tan.
The activity of this depilatory is notable.
It is easy and safe. It leaves a 'Whole Skin
and a Clean Complexion,

By Post,

For taking out Grease, Oil, Paint, &c.,
from all absorbent Fat)rics, Dress, or
Drapery; Furs, Gloves, Slippers, Books,
and Manuscripts, it cleans with equal
success. It may be freely used to wash
Gilt surfaces to which water is destructive.

At6d,,ls.,
and 2s. 6d.
Parcel Post,
3d. extra.

At Is.

la. 2d,

JACKSON'S CHINESE DIAMOND CEMENT,
For China, Glass, and tvJiat not.
able to do duty alongside
T. J., in making this
the sound ones. It surCement, has constantly
passes in neatness, in
kept in view the producstrength, in cheapness,
tion of an article fit for
and retains its virtues in
general household purall climates.
It has
poses, and which would.
with average care, repair j,^,.^^^^.„.^^,^„j^^ stood the test of time
damages, so that the on the Wrapper of and in all quarters of the
mended articles should be every Bottle of the world.
Genuine A rticle.

Sold, in Bottles at Gd. and Is. eacli; by Inland Post, Is. 2d
Dainty morsels, in the form of tiny Silver Bullets, which dissolve in the mouth and surrender
to the breath their hidden fragrance.
PriticeAlbert's
T h e little Caskets containing the Cachoux bear
a Medallion of the late Prince Consort. They
are also furnished with " T h e Albert Gate Latch ''
(registered), being THOMAS JACKSON'S contrivance for paying out the Cachoux singly.

H.R.H.

CACHOUX
JACKSON'S

A SPAKKLINQ- means of Incensing a Domicile,
and of Exorcising Evil Smells.

INCENSE
SPILLS.

An enchanter's little wand, that on being
iired becomes to the receptive as a Medium
which quickens the fancy, be its mood grave or
gay, kindly leading the captive to that ladder,
the top of which reaches through the clouds to
the borders of Fairyland.

From

1885.

the Laboratort/

THOMAS

of

JACKSON,

Strangeways, Manchester.

At 6d.
By Post, 7d,

At 6d.
By Post, 7d,

POSTAGE
for Abroad, at
Letter Rate
to same place.

R. ROOKE
ORieNTAL i-ILLS & SOUR ELIXIR.
THESE VyEs^jL-KNOWN FAMILY MEDICINES have liad a continually increasing
sale ttiro-aeh'>-dt the United Kingdom and the British Colonies since their introd-aotion
in mi.,, an 1 are especially noted for their STEENG'l H-ENINCT and KESTOEATIVE
Properties, ileuee their invariable snccess inithp i<KLITJP and CURB of
PULMONA RY CONSUMPTION,
INDIGESTION,
RHEUM ATl:=:M,
LIVER COMPLAINTS,
GOUT, .SLi.'OFULA,
ASTHMA,
BRONCHITIS,
GENERAL DEBILITY,
and all Diseases of the NERVOUS SYSTEM,
wkether arising from a sedentary mode of life, unhealthy occupation, insalubrious
climate, or any other cause.

T H E O R I E N T A L P I L L S AND S O L A R

ELIXIR

Are prepared only by CHARLES ROOKE, M.D., SCARBOROUGH. Th- PILLS
are sold in B.'..xfs, at Is. lid. and 4s. 6d, each; the ELIXIR in Bottles at 4s, 6d, and
lis. each, duty iuclu^led. Around each Box iiud Bottle are wrapped Direclions for
the GuiJaace of Patients iu all Diseases.

BE. EOOKE'S ANTI-LANCET.
All who wish to preserve health and thus pi-olong life, .should read DK. ItOOKE'S
" ANTI-LANCBT," or "HANDY GUIDE TO DOMESTIC MBDICINK," which
contains 172 pages, and is replete with anecdotcf, sketches, biographion! mutter, portraits (>>' eminent men, &c. Concerning this book, the late eminent author, I-JHFRIDAN
KNOWLES, observed:—

"It will be an incalculable boon to eve'y person who can read and think."'

"DR. eOOKE'S HANDY POCKET-GyiDElOEALTH^AND"
HEALTH-RESTORiO PLACES;'
Fall of Pleasing lUustrations and V^-finl 'njormotlov, 88 Pages,
These Books may be obtained GRATIS of any CHlilMIST, or P O G T F R E E
from DR. ROOKE, Scarborough, England.

Is the !eadiii,!:f Medicine of the day, and is specially recommended by seve.al eminent
Physicians, xt lias been u.sed with the most signal success for Astiima, Bron'^hilis, Consumption, Coutfixs, Influenza, Consiimptive Night-Sweats, Spitting of Blood., Shortness
of Breath, and all A^tfections of the Throat and Chest.
CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR is sold everywhere, by all Chemists
and Patent Medicine Vendors, at the following prices —Is. l^d.. Is. 9d., 4s. 6d. and
Us. each Bottle. A great saving is effected by purchasing the large Bottles. Full
Directions with each Bottle.

