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L E T T E E OF D E D I C A T I O N .
TO C H A E L E S J A M E S W A E D , Escj.
I T Las long been one of m^ ^leasantest anticipations to
look forward to the time when i might offer to you, my old
and dear friend, some such acknowledgment of the value
I place on your affection for me, and of my grateful sense
of the many acts of kindness by which that affection has
been proved, as I now gladly offer in this place. I n dedicating the present work to you, I fulfil therefore a purpose
which, for some time past, I have sincerely desh-ed to achieve;
and, more than that, I gain for myself the satisfaction of
knowing that there is one page, at least, of my book, on
which I shall always look with unalloyed pleasure—the
page that bears your name.
I have founded the main event out ot which this story
springs, on a fact within my own knowledge. I n afterwards
shaping the course of the narrative thus suggested, I have
guided it, as often as I could, where I knew by my own expei'ience, or by experience related to me by others, that it
would touch on something real and true in its progress.
My idea was that the more of the Actual I could garner
up as a text to speak from, the more certain I might feel
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of the genuineness and value of the Ideal which was 8ur8
to spring out of it. Eancy and Imagination, Grace and
Beauty, aU those qualities which are to the work of Arc
what scent and colour are to the flower, can only grow
towards heaven by taking root in earth. Is not the noblest
poetry of prose fiction the poetry of every-day truth .-*
Directing my characters and my story, then, towards the
light of Eeality wherever I could find it, I have not hesitated
to violate some of the conventionalities of sentimental fiction. Eor instance, the first love-meeting of two of the
personages in this book, occurs (where the real love-meeting
from which it is drawn, occurred) in the very last place
and under the very last circumstances which the artifices of
sentimental writing would sanction. Will my lovers excite
ridicule instead of interest, because I have truly represented
them as seeing each other where hundreds of other lovers
have first seen each other, as hundreds of people Avill readily
admit when they read the passage to which I refer ? I am
sanguine enough to think not.
So again, in certain parts of this book where I have
attempted to excite the suspense or pity of the reader, I
have admitted as perfectly fit accessories to the scene tho
most ordinary street-soimds that could be heard, and the
most ordinary street-events that could occur, at the time
and in the place rep'-esented—believing that by adding to
truth, they were aading to trap-edy—adding by aU the force
of fair contrast—adding as i.i) artifices of mere writing
possibly could add, let them be ever so cunningly introduced
by ever so crafty a hand.
Allow me to dwell a moment longer on the story whici
these pages contain.
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Believing that the Novel and the Play are twin-sisters
ui the family of Fiction; that the one is a drama narrated,
afi the other is a drama acted; and that all the strong and
deep emotions which the Play-writer is privileged to excite,
the Novel-writer is privileged to excite also, I have not
thought it either politic or necessary, while adhering to
realities, to adhere to every-day realities only. I n other
words, I have not stooped so low as to assure myself of
the reader's belief in the probability of my story, by never
once calling on him for the exercise of his faith. Those extraordinary accidents and events which happen to few men,
seemed to me to be as legitimate materials for fiction to work
with—when there was a good object in using them—as the
ordinary accidents and events which may, and do, happen
to us all. By appealing to genuine sources of interest
within the reader's own experience, I could certainly gain
his attention to begin with; but it would be only by appealing to other sources (as genuine in their way) beyond
his own experience, that I could hope to fix his interest
and excite his suspense, to occupy his deeper feelings, or to
stir his nobler thoughts.
I n writing thus—briefly and very generally—(for I mus*
not delay you too long from the story), I can but repeat,
though I hope almost unnecessarily, that I am now only
speaking of what I have tried to do. Between the purpose
hinted at here, and the execution of that purpose contained
in the succeeding pages, lies the broad line of separation
which distinguishes between the will and the deed. How
far I may fall short of another man's standard, remains to
he discovered. How far I have fallen short of my own, I
know painfully well.

VI
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One word more on the manner in which the purpose of
the following pages is worked out—and I have done.
Nobody who admits that the business of fiction is to exhibit human life, can deny that scenes of misery and crime
mast of necessity, while human nature remains what it is,
form part of that exhibition. Nobody can assert that such
scenes are unproductive of useful results, when they are
turned to a plainly and purely moral purpose. If I am
asked why I have written certain scenes in this book, m /
answer is to be found in the universally-accepted truth
which the preceding words express. I have a right to appeal to that t r u t h ; for I guided myself by it throughout.
I n deriving the lesson which the following pages contain,
from those examples of error and crime which would most
strikingly and naturally teach it, I determined to do justice
to the honesty of my object by speaking out. I n drawing
the two chara-cters, whose actions bring about the darker
scenes of my story, I did not forget that it was my duty,
while striving to pourtray them naturally, to put them to
a good moral u s e ; and at some sacrifice, in certain places, of
dramatic effect (though I trust with no sacrifice of truth to
Nature), I have shown the conduct of the vile, as always,
in a greater or less degree, associated with something that
is selfish, contemptible, or cruel in motive. Whether any
of my better characters may succeed in endearing themselves to the reader, I know n o t : but this I do certainly
know:—that I shall in no instance cheat him out of his
sympathies in favour of the bad.
To those persons who dissent from the broad principles
here adverted to ; who deny that it is the novelist's vocation
to do more than merely amuse them; who shrink from all
honest and serious reference, in books, to subjects which
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they think of in private and talk of in public everywhere;
who see covert implications where nothing is implied, and
improper allusions where nothing improper is alluded t o ;
whose innocence is in the word, and not in the thought;
whose morality stops at the tongue, and never gets on to
ihe heart—to those persons, I should consider it loss of
time, and worse, to offer any further explanation of my
motives, than the sufficient explanation which I have given
already. I do not address myself to them in this book,
and shall never think of addressing myself to them in any
other,

Those words formed part of the original introduction to
this novel. I wrote them nearly ten years since; and what
I said then, I say now.
"Basil" was the second work of fiction which I produced. On its appearance, it was condemned off-hand, by
a certain class of readers, as an outrage on their sense of
propriety. Conscious of having designed and written my
story with the strictest regard to true delicacy, as distinguished from false—I allowed the prurient misinterpretation of certain perfectly innocent passages in this book
to assert itself as offensively as it pleased, without troubling
myself to protest against an expression of opinion which
aroused in me no other feeling than a feeling of contempt.
I knew that " Basil" had nothing to fear from pure-minded
readers; and I left these pages to stand or fall on such
merits as they possessed. Slowly and surely, raj story
forced its way through all adverse criticism, to a place in
the public favour which it has never lost since. Some of
the most valued friends I now possess, were made for me
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by '' Basil." Some of the most gratifying recognitions of
my labours which 1 have received, from readers personally
strangers to me, have been recognitions of the purity
of this story, from the first page to the last. All the indulgence I need now ask for "Basil," is indulgence for
literary defects, which are the result of inexperience
which no correction can wholly remove; and which no one
fcees more plainly, after a lapse of ten years, than the writer
himself.
I have only to add, that the present edition of this book
is the first which has had the benefit of my careful revision.
While the incidents of the story remain exactly what they
were, the language in which they are told has been, I hope,
in many cases greatly altered for the better.
W I L K I E COLLINS.
Barley Street, London,
Juiy, 1862.
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am I now about to write ?
The history of little more than the events of one year, out
of the twenty-four years of my life.
Why do I undertake such an employment as this ?
Perhaps, because I think that my narrative may do good ,
because I hope that, one day, it may be put to some warning
use. I am now about to relate the story of an error, innocent in its beginning, guilty in its progress, fatal in its
results ; and I would fain hope that my plain and true record
will show that this error was not committed altogether
without excuse. When these pages are founa alter my
death, they will perhaps be calmly read and gently judged,
as relics solemnized by the atoning shadows of the grave.
Then, the hard sentence against me may be repented of;
the children of the next generation of our house may be
taught to speak charitably of my memory, and may often,
of their own accord, think of me kindly in the thoughtful
watches of the night.
Prompted by these motives, and by others which I feel,
but cannot analyse, I now begin my self-imposed occupation.
Hidden amid the far hiUs of the far West of England sur
rounded only by the few simple inhabita:\ts of a fishing
WHAT
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hamlet on the Cornish coast, there is little fear that my attention will be distracted from my task ; and as little chance
that any indolence on my part will delay its speedy accomplishment. I live under a threat of impending hostility,
which may descend and overwhelm me, I know not how soon,
or in what manner. An enemy, determined and deadly,
patient alike to wait days or years for his opportunity, is
ever lurking after me in the dark. I n entering on my new
employment, I cannot say of my time, that it may be mine
for another hour ; of my life, that it may last till evening.
Thus, it is ^ no leisure work that I begin my narrative—
and begin it, too, on my birthday! On this day I complete
my twenty-fourth year; the first new year of my life which
has not been gj-eeted by a single kind word, or a single
loving wish. But one look of welcome can still find me in
my solitude—the lovely morning look of nature, as I now
see it from the casement of my room. Brighter and brighter
shines out the lusty sun from banks of purple, rainy cloud ;
fishermen are spreading their nets to dry on the lower declivities of the rocks; children are playing round the boats
drawn up on the beach; the sea-breeze blows fresh and pure
towards the shore—all objects are brilliant to look on, all
sounds are pleasant to hear, as my pen traces the first lines
which open the story of my life.
II.
I am the second son of an English gentleman of large
fortune. Our family is, I believe, one of the most ancient
in this country. On my father's side, it dates back beyond
the Conquest; on my mother's, it is not so old, but the pedigree is nobler. Besides my elder brother, I have one sister
yunnger than myself. My mother died shortly after giving
birth to her last child.
Circumstances which will appear hereafter, have forced me
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to abandon my father's name.
I have been obliged in
honour to resign i t ; and in honour I abstain from mentioning it here. Accordingly, at the head of these pages, I have
only placed my Christian name—not considering it of any
importance to add the surname which I have assumed ; and
which I may, perhaps, be obliged to change for some other,
at no very distant period. I t will now, I hope, be understood from the outset, why I never mention my brother and
sister but by their Christian names; why a blank occurs
wherever my father's name should appear ; why my own is
kept concealed in this narrative, as it is kept concealed in
the world.
The story of my boyhood and youth has little to interest—
nothing that is new. My education was the education of
hundreds of others in my rank of life. I was first taught
at a public school, and then went to college to complete
what is termed " a liberal education."
My life at college has not left me a single pleasant recollection. I found sycophancy established there, as a principle
of action; flaunting on the lord's gold tassel in the street;
enthroned on the lord's dais in the dining-room. The most
learned student in my college—the man whose life was most
exemplary, whose acquirements were most admirable—was
shown me sitting, as a commoner, in the lowest place. The
heir to an Earldom, who had failed at the last examination,
was pointed out a few minutes afterwards, dining in solitary
grandeur at a raised table, above the reverend scholars who
had turned him back as a dunce. I had just arrived at the
University, and had just been congratulated on entering " a
venerable seminary of learning and religion."
Trite and common-place though it be, I mention this circumstance attending my introduction to college, because it
formed the first cause which tended to diminish my faith in
the institution to which I was attached, I soon grew to
regard my university training as a sort of necessary evil, to
B 2
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be patiently submitted to. I read for no honours, and
joined no particular set of men. I studied the Uterature of
Trance, Italy, and Oermany; just kept up my classical
knowledge sufficiently to take my degree ; and left coUege
with no other reputation than a reputation for indolence
and reserve.
When I returned home, it was thought necessary, as I
was a younger son, and could inherit none of the landed
property of the family, except in the case of my brother's
dying without children, that I should belong to a profession.
My father had the patronage of some valuable " livings,"
and good interest with more than one member of the government. The church, the army, the navy, and, in the last
instance, the bar, were offered me to choose from. I selected
the last.
My father appeared to be a little astonished at my choice;
but he made no remark on it, except simply telling me not
to forget that the bar was a good stepping-stone to parliament. My real ambition, however, was, not to make a name
in parliament, but a name in literature. I had already engaged myself in the hard, but glorious service of the pen ;
and I was determined to persevere. The profession which
offered me the greatest facilities for pursuing my project,
was the profession which I was ready to prefer. So I chose
the bar.
Thus, I entered life under the fairest auspices. Though
a younger son, I knew that my father's wealth, exclusive of
his landed property, secured me an independent income far
beyond my wants. I had no extravagant habits ; no tastes
that I could not gratify as soon as formed; no cares or re
sponsibilities of any kind. I might practise my profession
or not, just as I chose. I could devote myself wholly and
unreservedly to literature, knowing that, in my case, tfie
struggle for fiime could never be identical—terribly, though
gloriously identical—with the struggle for bread.
Poi
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me, the morning sunshine of life was sunshine without a
cloud
I might attempt, in this place, to sketch my own character
as it was at that time. B u t what man can say—I will
sound the depth of my own vices, and measure the height of
my own virtues; and be as good as his word ? W e can
neither know nor judge ourselves; others may judge, but
cannot know u s : God alone judges and knows too. Let
my character appear—as far as any human character can
appear in its integrity, in this world—in my actions, when I
describe the one eventful passage in my life which forms the
basis of this narrative. I n the mean time, it is first necessary that I should say more about the members of my
family. Two of them, at least, will be found important to
the progress of events in these pages. I make no attempt
to judge their characters: I only describe them—whether
rightly or wrongly, I know not—as they appeared to me.

TIL
I always considered my father—I speak of him in the
past tense, because we are now separated for ever ; because
he is henceforth as dead to me as if the grave had closed
over him—I always considered my father to be the proudest
man I ever knew ; the proudest man I ever heard of. His
was not that conventional pride, which the popular notions
are fond of characterising by a stiff, stately carriage ; by a
rigid expression of features ; by a hard, severe intonation
of voice ; by set speeches of contempt for poverty and rags,
and rhapsodical braggadocio about rank and breeding. My
father's pride had nothing of this about it. I t was that
quiet, negative, courteous, inbred pride, which only the
closest observation could detect; which no ordinary observers ever aetected at all.
W h o that observed him in communication with any of
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the farmers on any of his estates—^who that saw the man
ner in which he lifted his hat, when he accidentally met any
of those farmers' wives—who that noticed his hearty welcome to the man of the people, when that man happened to
be a man of genius—would have thought him proud ? On
such occasions as these, if he had any pride, it was impossible to detect it. But seeing him when, for instance, an
author and a new-made peer of no ancestry entered his
house together—observing merely the entirely different
manner in which he shook hands with each—remarking that
the polite cordiality was all for the man of letters, who did
not contest his family rank with him, and the polite formality all for the m9,n of title, who did—you discovered where
and how he was proud in an instant. Here lay his fretful
point. The aristocracy of rank, as separate from the aristocracy of ancestry, was no aristocracy for him. He was
jealous of it; he hated it. Commoner though he was, he
considered himself the social superior of any man, from a
baronet up to a duke, whose family was less ancient than
his own.
Among a host of instances of this peculiar pride of his
which I could cite, I remember one, characteristic enough
to be taken as a sample of all the rest. I t happened when
I was quite a child, and was told me by one of my uncles—
now dead—who witnessed the circumstance himself, and
always made a good story of it to the end of his life.
A merchant of enormous wealth, who had recently been
raised to the peerage, was staying at one of our country
houses. His daughter, my uncle, and an Italian Abbe were
the only guests besides. The merchant was a portly, purplefaced man, who bore his new honours with a curious mixture of assumed pomposity and natural good-humour. The
Abbe was dwarfish and deformed, lean, sallow, sharp-featured, with bright bird-like eyes, and a low, liquid voice.
He was a political refugee, dependent for the bread he ate,
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on the money he received for teaching languages. He might
have been a beggar from the streets; and still my father
would have treated him as the principal guest in the house,
for this all-sufficient reason—he was a direct descendant of
one of the oldest of those famous Soman families whose
names are part of the history of the Civil Wars in Italy.
On the first day, the party assembled for dinner comprised the merchant's daughter, my mother, an old lady
who had once been her governess, and had always lived,
with her since her marriage, the new Lord, the Abbe, m>j
father, and my uncle. When dinner was announced, the
peer advanced in new-blown dignity, to offer his arm as a
matter of course to my mother. My father's pale face
flushed crimson in a moment. He touched the magnificent
merchant-lord on the arm, and pointed significantly, with a
low bow, towards the decrepid old lady who had once been
my mother's governess. Then walking to the other end of
the room, where the penniless Abbe was looking over a book
in a corner, he gravely and courteously led the little, deformed, limping language-master, clad in a long, threadbare,
black coat, up to my mother (whose shoulder the Abbe's
head hardly reached), held the door open for them to pass
out first, with his own hand ; politely invited the new nobleman, who stood half-paralysed between confusion and astonishment, to follow with the tottering old lady on his arm;
and then returned to lead the peer's daughter down to
dinner himself. He oniy resumed his wonted expression
and manner, when he had seen the little Abbe—the squalid,
half-starved representative of mighty barons of the olden
time—seated at the highest place of the table by my mother's
side.
It was by such accidental circumstances as these that
you discovered how far he was proud. He never boasted
of his ancestors; he never even spoke of them, except
when he was questioned on the subject; but he never
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forgot them. They were the very breath of his life; the
deities of his social worship : the family treasures to be
held precious beyond all lands and all wealth, all ambitions
and all glories, by his children and his children's children
to the end of their race.
I n home-life he performed his duties towards his family
honourably, delicately, and kindly. I believe in his own
way he loved us all; but we, his descendants, had to share
his heart with his ancestors—we were his household property as well as his children.
Every fair liberty was
^ v e n to u s ; every fair indulgence was granted to us. H e
never displayed any suspicion, or any undue severity. W e
were taught by his direction, that to disgrace our family,
either by word or action, was the one fatal crime which
could never be forgotten and never be pardoned. W e were
formed, under his superintendence, in principles of religion,
honour, and industry; and the rest was left to our own
moral sense, to our own comprehension of the duties and
privileges of our station. There was no one point In his
conduct towards any of us that we could complain of; and
yet there was something always incomplete in our domestic
relations.
I t may seem incomprehensible, even ridiculous, to some
persons, but it Is nevertheless true, that we were none of us
ever on intimate terms with him. I mean by this, that he
was a father to us, but never a companion. There wa«
something in his manner, his quiet and unchanging manner
which kept us almost unconsciously restrained. I never in
my life felt less at my ease—I knew not why at the time
than when I occasionally dined alone with him. I never
confided to him my schemes for amusement as a boy; or
mentioned more than generally my ambitious hopes, as a
young man. I t was not that he would have received such
confidences with ridicule or severity, he was incapable of
i t ; but that he seemed above them, unfitted to enter into
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tbem, too far removed by his own thoughts from such
thoughts as ours. Thus, all holiday councils were held
with old servants; thus, my first pages of manuscript, when
I first tried authorship, were read by my sister, and never
penetrated into my father's study.
Again, his mode of testifying displeasure towards my
brother or myself, had something terrible in its calmness,
something that we never forgot, and always dreaded as the
worst calamity that could befall us.
Whenever, as boys, we committed some boyish fault, he
never displayed outwardly any irritation—he simply altered
his manner towards us altogether. W e were not soundly
lectured, or vehemently threatened, or positively punished
in any way; out, when we came in contact with him, we
were treated with a cold, contemptuous politeness (especially if our fault showed a tendency to anything mean or
ungentlemanlike) which cut us to the heart. On these
occasions, we were not addressed by our Christian names ;
if we accidentally met him out of doors, he was sure to turn
aside and avoid us ; if we asked a question, it was answered
In the briefest possible manner, as if we had been strangers.
His whole course of conduct said, as though in so many
words—Ton have rendered yourselves unfit to associate with
your father; and he is now making you feel that unfitness as
deeply as he does. W e were left in this domestic purgatory for days, sometimes for weeks together. To our boyish feelings (to mine especially) there was no ignominy like
it, while it lasted.
I know not on what terms my father lived with my mother.
Towards my sister, his demeanour always exhibited something of the old-fashioned, affectionate gallantry of a former
age. H e paid her the same attention that he would have
paid to the highest lady in the land. H e led her into the
dining-room, when we were alone, exactly as he would have
led a duchess into a banquetlng-hall. H e would allow us,
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aa boys, to quit the breakfast-table before he had risen himself; but never before she had left it. If a servant failed
in duty towards him, the servant was often forgiven; if towards her, the servant was sent away on the spot. Hia
daughter was in his eyes the representative of her mother:
the mistress of his house, as well as his child. I t was
curious to see the mixture of high-bred courtesy and
fatherly love in his manner, as he just gently touched her
forehead with his lips, when he first saw her in the morning.
In person, my father was of not more than middle height.
H e was very slenderly and delicately made; his head small,
and well set on his shoulders—his forehead more broad than
lofty—his complexion singularly pale, except in moments
of agitation, when I have already noticed its tendency to
flush all over in an instant. His eyes, large and gray, had
something commanding in their look ; they gave a certain
unchanging firmness and dignity to his expression, not often
met with. They betrayed his birth and breeding, his old
ancestral prejudices, his chivalrous sense of honour, in
every glance. I t required, indeed, all the masculine energy
of look about the upper part of his face, to redeem the
lower part from an appearance of effeminacy, so delicately
was it moulded in its fine Norman outline. His smile was
remarkable for Its sweetness—it was almost like a woman's
smile. I n speaking, too, his lips often trembled as women's
do. If he ever laughed, as a young man, his laugh must
have been very clear and musical; but since I can recollect
him, I never heard it. I n his happiest moments, In the
gayest society, I have only seen him smile.
There were other characteristics of my father's dlsposition and manner, which I might mention ; but they will appear to greater advantage, perhaps, hereafter, connected
with circumstances which especially called them forth.

BASIL.

11

IV.
When a family is possessed of large landed property,
the individual of that family who shows least interest In its
welfare; who is least fond of home, least connected by his
own sympathies with his relatives, least ready to learn his
duties or admit his responsibilities, is often that very individual who is to succeed to the family inheritance—the
eldest son.
My brother Ealph was no exception to this remark. W e
were educated together. After our education was completed, I never saw him, except for short periods. H e was
almost always on the continent, for some years after he left
college. And when he returned definitely to England, he
did not return to live under our roof. Both in town and
country he was our visitor, not our inmate.
I recollect him at school—stronger, taller, handsomer
than I was ; far beyond me In popularity among the little
community we lived with; the first to lead a daring exploit,
the last to abandon i t ; now at the bottom of the class, now
at the top—just that sort of gay, boisterous, fine-looking,
dare-devil boy, whom old people would instinctively turn
round and smile after, as they passed him by in a morning
walk.
Then, at college, he became illustrious among rowers and
cricketers, renowned as a pistol shot, dreaded as a singlestick player. No wine parties in the university were such
wine parties as his; tradesmen gave him the first choice of
everything that was new; young ladies in the town feU in
love with him by dozens; young tutors with a tendency to
dandyism, copied the cut of his coat and the tie of his
cravat; even the awful heads of houses looked leniently on
his delinquencies.
The gay, hearty, handsome young
English gentleman carried a charm about him that subdued
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everybody. Though I was his favourite butt, both at schoo.
jid college, I never quarrelled with him in my life. I always let him ridicule my dress, manners, and habits in his
own reckless, boisterous way, as if it had been a part of
his birthright privilege to laugh at me as much as he
chose.
Thus far, my father had no worse anxieties about him
than those occasioned by his high spirits and his heavy debts.
But when he returned home—when the debts had been
paid, and It was next thought necessary to drill the free,
careless energies Into something like useful discipline—then
my father's trials and difficulties began in earnest.
I t was impossible to make Ealph comprehend and appreciate his position, as he was desired to comprehend and appreciate it. The steward gave up in despair all attempts
to enlighten him about the extent, value, and management
of the estates he was to inherit. A vigorous effort was
made to inspire him with ambition ; to get him to go into
parliament. H e laughed at the Idea. A commission in
the Guards was iiext offered to him. H e refused It, because
he would never be buttoned up in a red- coat; because ho
would submit to no restraints, fashionable or military; because, in short, he was determined to be his own master
My father talked to him by the hour together, about his
duties and his prospects, the cultivation of his mind, and
the example of his ancestors; and talked in vain.
He
yawned and fidgetted over the emblazoned pages of his
own family pedigree, whenever they were opened before
him.
I n the country, he cared for nothing but hunting and
shooting—it was as difficult to make him go to a grand
county dinner-party, as to make him go to church. I Q
town, he haunted the theatres, behind the scenes as well aa
before; entertained actors and actresses at Eichmond;
ascended in balloons at Yauxhall; went about with deteo-
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tive policemen, seeing life among pickpockets and housebreakers ; belonged to a whist club, a supper club, a catch
club, a boxing club, a pic-nic club, an amateur theatrical
club; and. In sh rt, lived such a careless, convivial life,
that my father, outraged in every one of his family prejudices and family refinements, almost ceased to speak to him,
and saw him as rarely as possible. Occasionally, my sister's
interference reconciled them again for a short t i m e ; her
influence, gentle as it was, was always powerfully felt for
good, but she could not change my brother's nature. Persuade and entreat as anxiously as she might, he was always
sure to forfeit the paternal favour again, a few days after he
had been restored to it.
A t last, matters were brought to their climax by an awkward love adventure of Ealph's with one of our tenants'
daughters. My father acted with his usual decision on the
occasion. H e determined to apply a desperate remedy : to
let the refractory eldest son run through his career in freedom, abroad, until he had well wearied himself, and could
return home a sobered man. Accordingly, he procured for
my brother an attache's place in a foreign embassy, and
insisted on his leaving England forthwith. For once in a
way, Ealph was docile. H e knew and cared nothing about
diplomacy; but he liked the idea of living on the continent, so he took his leave of home with his best grace.
My father saw him depart, with ill-concealed agitation and
apprehension; although he affected to feel satisfied that,
flighty and Idle as Ealph was, he was Incapable of voluntarily dishonouring his family, even in his most reckless
moods.
After this, we heard little from my brother. His letters
were few and short, and generally ended with petitions foi
money. The only important news of him that reached us,
reached us through public channels.
H e was making quite a continental reputation—a repu-

14

BASIL.

tation, the bare mention of which made my father w i n o .
H e had fought a duel; he had imported a new dance from
H u n g a r y ; he had contrived to get the smallest groom
that ever was seen behind a cabriolet; he had carried off
the reigning beauty among the opera-dancers of the day
from all competitors ; a great Erench cook had composed
a great Erench dish, and christened it by his name ; he was
understood to be the " u n k n o w n friend," to whom a literary
Polish countess had dedicated her " Letters against the
restraint of the Marriage Tie ;" a female German metaphysician, sixty years old, had fallen (Platonically) in love with
him, and had taken to writing erotic romances in her old
age. Such were some of the rumours that reached my
father's ears oh the subject of his son and heir !
After a long absence, he came home on a visit. How
well I remember the astonishment he produced in the
whole household ! H e had become a foreigner in manners
and appearance. His mustachlos were magnificent; miniature toys in gold and jewellery hung in clusters from his
watch-chain ; his shirt-front was a perfect filigree of lace and
cambric. H e brought with him his own boxes of choice
liqueurs and perfumes; his own smart, impudent, Erench
valet; his own travelling bookcase of Erench novels, which
he opened with his own golden key. H e drank nothing
but chocolate In the morning; he had long interviews with
the cook, and revolutionized our dinner table. All the
Erench newspapers were sent to him by a London agent.
H e altered the arrangements of his bed-room ; no servant
but his own valet was permitted to enter it. Eamlly
portraits that hung there, were turned to the walls, and
portraits of Erench actresses and Italian singers were stuck
to the back of the canvasses. Then he displaced a beautiful
little ebony cabinet which had been In the family three
hundred years; and set up in its stead a Cyprian temple of
hiS own^ in miniature, with crystal doors, behind which
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axmg locks of hair, rings, notes written on blush-coloured
paper, and other love-tokens kept as sentimental relics.
His influence became all-pervading among us. H e seemed
to communicate to the house the change that had taken
place in himself, from the reckless, racketty young Englishman to the super-exquisite foreign dandy
I t was as if the
fiery, effervescent atmosphere of the Boulevards of Paris
had insolently penetrated into the old English mansion, and
ruffled and infected its quiet native air, to the remotest corners of the place.
My father was even more dismayed than displeased by
the alteration in my brother's habits and manners—the
eldest son was now farther from his ideal of what an eldest
son should be, than ever. As for friends and neighbours,
Ealph was heartily feared and disliked by them, before he
had been in the house a week. H e had an Ironically patient
way of listening to their conversation ; an ironically respectful manner of demolishing their old-fashioned opinions, and
correcting their slightest mistakes, which secretly aggravated
them beyond endurance. I t was worse stHl, when my father, in despair, tried to tempt him into marriage, as the
one final chance of working his reform; and invited half
the marriageable young ladles of our acquaintance to the
house, for his especial benefit.
Ealph had never shown much fondness at home, for the
refinements of good female society. Abroad, he had lived
as exclusively as he possibly could, among women whose
characters ranged downwards by infinitesimal degrees, from
the mysteriously doubtful to the notoriously bad. The
highly-bred, highly-refined, highly-accomplished young
English beauties had no charm for him. H e detected at
once the domestic conspiracy of which he was destined to
become the victim. H e often came up-stairs, at night, into
my bed-room; and while he was amusing himself by derisively kicking about my simple clothes and simple toilette
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apparatus; while he was laughing in his old careless way
at my quiet habits and monotonous life, used to slip in,
parenthetically aU sorts of sarcasms about our young lady
guests. To him, their manners were horribly inanimate ;
their innocence, hypocrisy of education. Pure complexions
and regular features were very well, he said, as far as they
went; but when a girl could not walk properly, when she
shook hands with you with cold fingers, when having good
eyes she could not make a stimulating use of them, then it
was time to sentence the regular features and pure complexions to be taken back forthwith to the nursery from
which they came. Eor his part, he missed the conversation
of his witty Polish Countess, and longed for another pancake-supper with his favourite grisettes.
The failure of my father's last experiment with Ealph
soon became apparent. Watchful and experienced mothers
began to suspect that my brother's method of flirtation was
dangerous, and his style of waltzing improper. One or
two ultra-cautious parents, alarmed by the laxity of his
manners and opinions, removed their daughters out ol
harm's way, by shortening their visits. The rest were spared
any such necessity. My father suddenly discovered that
Ealph was devoting himself rather too significantly to a
young married woman who was staying in the house. The
same day he had a long private interview with my brother.
W h a t passed between them, I know not; but it must have
been something serious. Ealph came out of my father's
private study, very pale and very silent; ordered his luggage
to be packed directly ; and the next morning departed, with
his Erench valet, and his multifarious Erench goods and
chattels, for the continent.
Another interval passed; and then we had another short
visit from him. H e was stlU unaltered. My father's temper suffered under this second disappointment. H e became
more fretful and silent j more apt to take ofi'ence than had
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been his wont. I particularly mention the change thus
produced in his disposition, because that change was destined, at no very distant period, to act fatally upon me.
On this last occasion, also, there was another serious disagreement between father and son; and Ealph left England again in much the same way that he had left it before.
Shortly after that second departure, we heard that he had
altered his manner of life. H e had contracted, what would
be termed in the continental code of morals, a reformatory
attachment to a woman older than himself, who was living
separated from her husband, when he met with her. I t
was this lady's lofty ambition to be Mentor and mistress,
both together! And she soon proved herself to be well
qualified for her courageous undertaking. To the astonishment of everyone who knew him, Ealph suddenly turned
economical; and, soon afterwards, actually resigned his
post at the embassy, to be out of the way of temptation!
Since that, he has returned to England ; has devoted himself to collecting snuff-boxes and learning the violin; and
is now living quietly in the suburbs of London, still under
the inspection of the resolute female missionary who first
worked his reform.
Whether he will ever become the high-minded, high-principled country gentleman, that my father has always desired
to see him, it is useless for me to guess. On the domains
which he is to inherit, I shall never perhaps set foot again:
in the halls where he will one day preside as master, I shall
never more be sheltered. Let me now quit the subject of
my elder brother, and turn to a theme which is nearer to
my heart; dear to me as the last remembrance left that I
can love ; precious beyond all treasures in my solitude and
my exile from home.
My sister!—well may I linger over your beloved name in
such a record as this. A little farther on, and the darkness
of crime and grief will encompass m e ; here, my recoJlec-
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tions of you kindle like a pure light before my eyes—
doubly pure by contrast with what lies beyond. May your
kind eyes, love, be the first that fall on these pages, when
the writer has parted from them for ever! May your tender hand be the first that touches these leaves, when mine
is cold ! Backward in my narrative, Clara, wherever I have
but casually mentioned my sister, the pen has trembled and
stood still. At this place, where all my remembrances of
you throng upon me unrestrained, the tears gather fast and
thick beyond control; and for the first time since I began
my task, my courage and my calmness fail me.
It is useless to persevere longer. My band trembles;
my eyes grow dimmer and dimmer. I must close my
labours for the day, and go forth to gather strength and
resolution for to-morrow on the hlU-tops that overlook the
aea.

My sister Clara is four years younger than I am. In
form of face, in complexion, and—except the eyes—in features, she bears a striking resemblance to my father. Her
expression, however, must be very like what my mother's
was. WTienever I have looked at her in her silent and
thoughtful moments, she has always appeared to freshen,
and even to increase, my vague, childish recollections of our
lost mother. Her eyes have that shght tinge of melancholy
in their tenderness, and that peculiar softness in their repose, which is only seen in blue eyes. Her complexion,
pale as my father's when she is neither speaking nor moving,
has in a far greater degree than his the tendency to fiush,
not merely in moments of agitation, but even when she Is
walking, or talking on any subject that interests her.
Without this peculiarity, her paleness would be a defect.
With it, the absence of any colour in her complexion but
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the fugitive uncertain colour which I have described, would
to some eyes debar her from any claims to beauty. And a
beauty perhaps she is not—at least, in the ordinary acceptation of the term.
The lower part of her face is rather too small for the
upper, her figure is too slight, the sensitiveness of her nervous organization is too constantly visible in her actions and
her looks. She would not fix attention and admiration in a
box at the opera; very few men passing her in the street,
would turn round to look after h e r ; very few women would
regard her with that slightingly attentive stare, that steady
depreciating scrutiny, which a dashing decided beauty so
often receives (and so often triumphs in receiving) from
her personal Inferiors among her own sex. The greatest
charms that my sister has on the surface, come from beneath
it.
When you really knew her, when she spoke to you freely,
as to a friend—then, the attraction of her voice, her smile,
her manner, impressed you indescribably. H e r slightest
words and her commonest actions interested and delighted
you, you knew not why. There was a beauty about her
unassuming simplicity, her natural—exquisitely natural—
kindness of heart, and word, and manner, which preserved
Its own unobtrusive influence over you. In spite of all other
rival influences, be they what they might. T o u missed and
thought of her, when you were fresh from the society of
the most beautiful and the most brilliant women. T o u remembered a few kind, pleasant words of hers when you
forgot the wit of the wittiest ladles, the learning of the
most learned. The influence thus possessed, and unconsciously possessed, by my sister over every one with whom
she came in contact—over men especially—may, I think,
be very simply accounted for, in very few sentences.
W e hve in an age when too many women appear to be
ambitious of morally unsexins themselves before society, by
c 2 '
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aping the language and the manners of men—especially in
reference to that miserable modern dandyism of dem,eanour,
which aims at repressing all betrayal of warmth of feeling;
which abstains from displaying any enthusiasm on any subject whatever ; which. In short, labours to make the fashionable Imperturbability of the face the faithful reflection of
the fashionable Imperturbability of the mind. Women of
this exclusively modern order, like to use slang expressions
in their conversation ; assume a bastard-masculine abruptness In their manners, a bastard-masculine licence in their
opinions ; affect to ridicule those outward developments of
feeling which pass under the general appellation of " sentiment." Nothing Impresses, agitates, amuses, or delights
them in a hearty, natural, womanly way. Sympathy looks
ironical, if they ever show i t : love seems to be an affair of
calculation, or mockery, or contemptuous sufferance, if they
ever feel it.
To women such as these, my sister Clara presented as
complete a contrast as could well be conceived. I n this
contrast lay the secret of her influence, of the voluntary
tribute of love and admiration which followed her wherever
she went.
Eew men have not their secret moments of deep feeling
—moments when, amid the wretched trivialities and hypocrisies of modern society, the image will present itself to
their minds of some woman, fresh, Innocent, gentle, sincere ;
some woman whose emotions are still warm and Impressible,
whose affections and sympathies can still appear In her actions, and give the colour to her thoughts ; some woman In
whom we could put as perfect faith and trust, as If we were
children; whom we despair of finding near the hardening
influences of the world ; whom we could scarcely venture
to look for, except in solitary places far away in the country;
in little rural shrines, shut up from society, among woods
and fields, and lonesome boundary-hil'.j. When any women
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. happen to realise, or nearly to realise, such an image as
this, they possess that universal influence which no rivalry
can ever approach. On them really depends, and by tl em
is really preserved, that clai-m upon the sincere respect and
admiration of men, on which the power of the whole sex is
based—the power so often assumed by the many, so rarely
possessed but by the few.
I t was thus with my sister. Thus, wherever she went,
though without either the inclination, or the ambition to
shine, she eclipsed women who were her superiors in
beauty, in accomplishments, in brilliancy of manners and
conversation—conquering by no other weapon than tne
purely feminine charm of everything she said, and everything she did.
But it was not amid the gaiety and grandeur of a London
season that her character was displayed to the greatest advantage. I t was when she was living where she loved to
live. In the old country-house, among the old friends and
old servants who would every one of them have died a hundred deaths for her sake, that you could study and love her
best. Then, the charm there was in the mere presence of
the kind, gentle, happy j'oung English girl, who could enter
into everybody's interests, and be grateful for everybody's
love, possessed its best and brightest influence. At picnics, lawn-parties, little country gatherings of all sorts, she
was, in her own quiet, natural manner, always the presidlnr
spirit of general comfort and general friendship. Even the
rigid laws of country punctilio relaxed before her unaifected
cheerfulness and irresistible good-nature. She always contrived—nobody ever knew how—to lure the most formal
people Into forgetting their formality, and becoming natural
for the rest of the day. Even a heavy-headed, lumbering,
silent country squire, was not too much for her. She
managed to make him feel at his ease, when no one else
v.ould undertuke the task : she could listen patiently to hia
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confused speeches about dogs, horses, and the state of the
crops, when other conversations were proceeding in which
she was really interested; she could receive any little
grateful attention that he wished to pay her—^no matter
how awkward or iU-timed—as she received attentions from
any one else, with a manner which showed she considered
it as a favour granted to her sex, not as a right accorded to
it.
So, again, she always succeeded in diminishing the long
list of those pitiful aftronts and offences, which play such
important parts in the social drama of- country society.
She was a perfect Apostle-errant of the order of Eeconciliation; and wherever she went, cast out the devil Sulklness from all- his strongholds—the lofty and the lowly
alike. Our good rector used to call her his Volunteer
Curate ; and declare that she preached by a timely word, or
a persuasive look, the best practical sermons on the blessings
of peace-making that were ever composed.
W i t h all this untiring good-nature, with all this resolute
industry in the task of making every one happy whom she
approiiched, there was mingled some indescribable influence,
which invariably preserved her from the presumption, even
of the most presuming people. I never knew anybody venturesome enough—either by word or look—to take a liberty
with her. There was something about her which Inspired
respect as well as love. My father, following the bent of
his peculiar and favourite ideas, always thought it was the
look of her race in her eyes, the ascendancy of her race in
ner manners. I believe It to have proceeded from a simpler
and a better cause. There Is a goodness of heart, which
carries the shield of its purity over the open hand of its
kindness : and that goodness was hers.
To my father, she was more, I believe, than he himself
ever imagmed—or will ever know, unless he should lose
her. H e was often, in his intercourse with the worW,
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wounded sevrj-ely enough in his peculiar prejudices and
peculiar refinsments—he was always sure to find the first
respected, and the last partaken by her. He could trust
in her implicitly, he could feel assured that she was not only
willing, but able, to share and relieve his domestic troubles
and anxieties. If he had been less fretfully anxious about
his eldest son; if he had wisely distrusted from the first
his own powers of persuading and reforming, and had allowed Clara to exercise her influence over Ealph more constantly and more completely than he really did, I am persuaded that the long-expected epoch of my brother's transformation would have really arrived by this time, or even
before it.
The strong and deep feelings of my sister's nature lay
far below the surface—for a woman, too far below it. Suffering was, for her, sUent secret, long enduring; often
almost entirely void of outward vent or development, I
never remember seeing her in tears, except on rare and very
serious occasions. Unless you looked at her narrowly, you
would judge her to be little sensitive to ordinary griefs and
troubles. At such times her eyes only grew dimmer and
less animated than usual; the paleness of her complexion
became rather more nmrked; her lips closed and trembled
involuntarily—but this was a l l : there was no sighing, n^*
weeping, no speaking even. And yet she suffered acutei;^.
The very strength of her emotions was in their silence and
their secresy. I, of all others—I, guilty of infecting with
my anguish the pura heart that loved me—ought to know
this best!
How long I might linger over all that she has done for
me! As I now approach nearer and nearer to the pages
which are to reveal my fatal story, so I am more and more
tempted to delay over those better and purer remembrances
of my sister which now occupy my mind. The first little
presents—innocent girlish presents—which she secretly sent
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to me at school; the first sweet days of our uninterruptea
intercourse, when the close of my college life restored me
to home ; her first Inestimable sympathies with my first fugitive vanities of embrj^o authorship, are thronging back fast
and fondly on my thoughts, while I now write.
But these memories must be calmed and disciplined. I
must be collected and Impartial over my narrative—if it be
only to make that narrative show fairly and truly, without
Buppresslon or exaggeration, all that I have owed to her.
Not merely all that I Aaue owed to her; but all that I
owe to her now. Though I may never see her again, but in
my thoughts ; still she infiuences, comforts, cheers me on to
hope, as if she were already the guardian spirit of the cottage where I live. Even In my worst moments of despair,
I can still remember that Clara is thinking of me and sorrowing for me : I can still feel that remembrance, as an invisible hand of mercy which supports me, sinking; which
raises me, fallen; which may yet lead me safely and tenderly
to my hard journey's end,

VI.
1 have now completed all the preliminary notices of my
near relatives, which it is necessary to present in these
pages ; and may proceed at once to the more immediate subject of my narrative.
Imagine to yourself that my father and my sister have
been living for some months at our London residence ; and
that I have recently joined them, after having enjoyed a
short tour on the continent.
My father Is engaged in his parliamentary duties. W e see
very little of him. Committees absorb his mornings—debates his evenings. When he has a day of leisure occasionally, he passes It In his study, devoted to his own affairs.
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H e goes very little Into society—a political dinner, or a scientific meeting are the only social relaxations that tempt
him.
My sister leads a life which is not much In accordance
with her simple tastes. She is wearied of balls, operas,
flower-shows, and all other London gaieties besides; and
heartily longs to be driving about the green lanes again In
her own little poney-chalse, and distributing plum-cake
prizes to the good children at the Eector's Infant School.
But the female friend who happens to be staying with her,
is fond of excitement; my father expects her to accept tho
invitations which he is obliged to decline ; so she gives up
her own tastes and inclinations as usual, and goes into hot
rooms among crowds of fine people, hearing the same glib
compliments, and the same polite inquiries, night after night,
until, patient as she Is, she heartily wishes that her fashion,
able friends all lived in some opposite quarter of the globe
the farther away the better.
My arrival from the continent Is the most welcome of
events to her. I t gives a new object and a new impulse to
her London life.
I am engaged In writing a historical romance—indeed. It is
principally to examine the localities In the country where
my story is laid, that 1 have been abroad. Clara has read
the first half-dozen finished chapters. In manuscript, and
augurs wonderful success for my fiction when it is published.
She is determined to arrange my study with her own hands ;
to dust my books, and sort my papers herself. She knows
that I am already as fretful and precise about my literary
goods and chattels, as indignant at any Interference of housemaids and dusters with my library treasures, as If I were a
veteran author of twenty years' standing; and she Is resolved
to spare me every apprehension on this score, by taking all
the arrangements of my study on herself, and keepinf; thf
key of the door when I am not In need of it.
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We have our London amusements, too, as well as oui
London employments. But the pleasantest of our relaxations are, after all, procured for us by our horses. We ride
every day—sometimes with friends, sometimes alone together.
On these latter occasions, we generally turn our
horses' heads away from the parks, and seek what country
sights we can get in the neighbourhood of London. The
northern roads are generally our favourite ridfe.
Sometimes we penetrate so far that we can bait our horses
at a little inn which reminds me of the inns near our country
home. I see the same sanded parlour, decorated with the
same old sporting prints, furnished with the same battered,
deep-coloured mahogany table, and polished elm tree chairs,
that I remember in our own village inn. Clara, also, finds
bits of commcta, out of doors, that look like our common;
and trees that might have been transplanted expressly for
her, from our park.
These excursions we keep a secret, we like to enjoy them
entirely by ourselves. Besides, if my father knew that his
daughter was drinking the landlady's fresh mUk, and his son
the landlord's old ale, in the parlour of a suburban roadside
inn, he would, I believe, be apt to suspect that both his children had fairly taken leave of their senses.
Evening parties I frequent almost as rarely as my father.
Clara's good nature is called into requisition to do duty for
mo, as well as for him. She has little respite in the task.
Old lady relatives and friends, always ready to take care of
her, leave her no excuse for staying at home.
Sometimes I
am shamed into accompanying her a little more frequently
than usual; but my old indolence in these matters soon
possesses me again. I have contracted a bad habit of writing at night—I read almost incessantly in the day time.
I t is only because I am fond of riding, that I am ever willing to interrupt my studies, and ever ready to go out at all.
Such were my domestic habits, such my regular occupa-
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tions and amusements, when a mere accident changed every
purpose of my life, and altered me irretrievably from what
I was then, to what I am now.
I t happened t h u s :

VIL
I had just received my quarter's allowance of pocketmoney, and had gone into the city to cash the cheque at
my father's bankers.
The money paid, I debated for a moment how I should
return homewards. Eirst I thought, of walking: then of
taking a cab. While I was considering this frivolous point,
an omnibus passed me, going westward. I n the Idle impulse of the moment, I hailed It, and got in.
I t was something more than an idle impulse though. If
I had at that time no other qualification for the literary career on which I was entering, I certainly had this one—an
aptitude for discovering points of character in others : and
its natural result, an unfailing delight in studying characters
of all kinds, wherever I could meet with them.
I had often before ridden in omnibuses to amuse myself
by observing the passengers. An omnibus has always appeared to me, to be a perambulatory exhibition-room of the
eccentricities of human nature. I know not any other
sphere in which persons of aU classes and all temperaments
are so oddly collected together, and so immediately contrasted and confronted with each other. To watch merely
the different methods of getting into the vehicle, and taking
their seats, adopted by different people, Is to study no incomplete commentary on the infinitesimal varieties of human
character—as various even as the varieties of the human
face.
Thus, in addition to the idle impulse, there was the idea
of amusement in my thoughts, as I stopped the public
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vehicle, and added one to the number of the conductor s
passengers.
There were five persons In the omnibus when I entered it.
Two middle-aged ladies, dressed with amazing splendour m
silks and satins, wearing straw-coloured kid gloves, and carrying highly-scented pocket handkerchiefs, sat apart at the
end, of the vehicle; trying to look as if they occupied it
under protest, and preserving the most stately gravity and
silence. They evidently felt that their magnificent outward
adornments were exhibited In a very unworthy locality, and
among a very uncongenial company.
One side, close to the door, was occupied by a lean,
withered old man, very shabbily dressed In black, who sat
eternally mumbling something between his toothless jaws.
Occasionally, to the evident disgust of the genteel ladies,
he wiped his bald head and wrinkled forehead with a ragged
blue cotton handkerchief, which he kept in the crown of his
hat.
Opposite to this ancient sat a dignified gentleman and a
sickly vacant-looking little girl. Every event of that day
is so indelibly marked on my memory, that I remember, not
only this man's pompous look and manner, b u t even the
words he addressed to the poor squalid little creature by his
side. When I entered the omnibus, he was telling her in
a loud voice how she ought to dispose of her frock and her
feet when people got into the vehicle, and when they got
out. H e then impressed on her the necessity in future life,
when she grew up, of always having the price of her fax©
ready before it was wanted, to prevent unnecessary delay.
Having delivered himself of this good advice, he began to
hum, keeping time by drumming with his thick Malacca
cane. H e was still proceeding with this amusement—producing some of the most acutely unmusical sounds I ever
he.ird—when the omnibus stopped to give admission to two
ladies. The first who got in was an elderly person—pale
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was a young girl.
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The second

Among the workings of the hidden life within us which
we may experience but cannot explain, are there any more
remarkable than those mysterious moral Infiuences constantly exercised, either for attraction or repulsion, by one
human being over another ? I n the simplest, as In the
most important affairs of life, how startling, how irresistible
IS their power! How often we feel and know, either pleasurably or painfully, that another Is looking on us, before wo
have ascertained the fact with our own eyes ! How often
we prophesy truly to ourselves the approach of a friend or
enemy, just before either have really appeared!
How
strangely and abruptly we become convinced, at a first introduction, that we shall secretly love this person and loathe
that, before experience has guided us with a single fact in
relation to their characters !
I have said that the two additional passengers who entered
the vehicle in which I was riding, were, one of them, an
elderly lady; the other, a young girl. As soon as the
latter had seated herself nearly opposite to me, by her companion's side, I felt her infiuence on me directly—an influence that I cannot describe—an Influence which I had
never experienced in my life before, which I shall never experience again.
I had helped to hand her in, as she passed me ; merely
touching her arm for a moment. B u t how the sense of
that touch was prolonged! I felt It thrilling through m e ^
thrilling In every nerve. In every pulsation of my fast-throbbing heart.
Had I the same Influence over her ? Or was It I that
received, and she that conferred, only ? I was yet destined
to discover; but not then—not for a long, long time.
Ilor vtil was down when I first saw her. Her features
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and her expression were but indistinctly visible to me. 1
could just vaguely perceive that she was young and beautiful ; but, beyond this, though I might imagine much, I
could see little.
Erom the time when she entered the omnibus, I have no
recollection of anything more that occurred In It. I neither
remember what passengers got out, or what passengers got
in.
My powers of observation, hitherto active enough,
had now wholly deserted me. Strange! that the capricious
rule of chance should sway the action of our faculties !—
that a trifle should set in motion the whole complicated
machinery of their exercise, and a trifle suspend it.
W e had been moving onward for some little time, when
the girl's companion addressed an observation to her. She
heard it imperfectly, and lifted her veil while it was being
repeated. How painfully my heart beat! I could almost
h,oar it—as her face was, for the first time, freely and fairly
disclosed!
She was dark. H e r hair, eyes, and complexion were
darker than usual In English women. The form, the look
altogether, of her face, coupled with what I could see ot
her figure, made me guess her age to be about twenty.
There was the appearance of maturity already in the shape
of her features ; but their expression still remained girlish
unformed, unsettled. The fire in her large dark eyes, when
she spoke, was latent. Their languor, when she was silent
—that voluptuous languor of black eyes—was still fugitive
and unsteady. The smile about her full Hps (to other
eyes, they might have looked too full) struggled to be eloquent, yet dared not. Among women, there always seems
something left incomplete—a moral creation to be superinduced on the physical—which love alone can develop and
which maternity perfects still further, when developed
I
thought, as I looked on her, how the passing colour would
fix itself brilliantly on her round, olive cheek; how tlie ex.
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pression that stiU hesitated to declare itself, would speak
out at last, would shine forth in the full luxury of its beauty
when she heard the first words, received the first kiss, from
the man she loved!
While I still looked at her, as she sat opposite speaking
to her companion, our eyes met. I t was only for a moment
—but the sensation of a moment often makes the thought
of a life ; and that one little instant made the new life of
my heart. She put down her veil again immediately; her
lips moved involuntarily as she lowered,it: I thought I
could discern, through the lace, that the slight movement
ripened to a smile.
Still there was enough left to see—enough to charm.
There was the little rim of delicate white lace, encircling
the lovely, dusky throat; there was the figure visible, where
the shawl had fallen open, slender, but already we^l developed in its slenderness, and exquisitely supple ; there was
the waist, naturally low, and left to its natural place and
natural size; there were the little millinery and jewellery
ornaments that she wore—simple and common-place enough
in themselves—yet each a beauty, each a treasure, on her.
There was all this to behold, all this to dwell on, in spite of
the veil. The veil! how little of the woman does it hide,
when the man really loves her !
W e had nearly arrived at the last point to which the
omnibus would take us, when she and her companion got
out. I followed them, cautiously and at some distance.
She was tall—tall at least for a woman. There were not
many people in the road along which we were proceeding;
but even if there had been, far behind as I was walking, I
should never have lost her—never have mistaken any one
else for her.
Abeady, strangers though we were, I felt
that I should know her, almost at any distance, oniy by her
walk.
They went on until we reached a suburb of new houses,
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intermingled with wretched patches of waste land, half
built over. Unfinished streets, unfinished crescents, unfinished squares, unfinished shops, unfinished gardens, surrounded us. At last they stopped at a new square, and
rang the bell at one of the newest of the new houses. The
door was opened, and she and her companion disappeared.
The house was partly detached. I t bore no number ; but
was distinguished as North Villa. The square—unfinished
like everything else in the neighbourhood — was called
Hollyoake Square.
I noticed nothing else about the place at that time. Its
newness and desolateness of appearance revolted me, just
then.
I had satisfied myself about the locality of the
house, and I knew that it was her home; for I had approached sufficiently near, when the door was opened, to
hear her inquire if anybody had called in her absence. Eor
the present, this was enough. My sensations wanted repose ; my thoughts wanted collecting.
I left Hollyoake
Square at once, and walked into the Eegent's Park, the
northern portion of which was close at hand.
W a s I in love ?—in love with a girl whom I had accidentally met in an omnibus ? Or, was I merely indulging
a momentary caprice—merely feeling a young man's hot,
hasty admiration for a beautiful face ? These were questions which I could not then decide. My ideas were in
utter confusion, all my thoughts ran astray. I walked on,
dreaming In full day—I had no distinct impressions, except
of the stranger beauty whom I had just seen. The more I
tried to collect myself, to resume the easy, equable feelings
with which I had set forth in the morning, the less selfpossessed I became. There are two emergencies in which
the wisest man may try to reason himself back from impulse to principle; and try in vain:—the one when a woman has attracted him for the first time ; the other, when,
for the first time, also, she has happened to offend hira.
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I know not how long I had been walking in the park,
thus absorbed yet not thinking, when the clock of a neighbouring church struck three, and roused me to the remembrance that I had engaged to ride out with my sister at
two o'clock. I t would be nearly half-an-hour more before
I could reach home. Never had any former appointment
of mine with Clara been thus forgotten! Love had not
yet turned me selfish, as it turns all men, and even all women, more or less. I felt both sorrow and shame at the
neglect of which I had been guilty; and hastened homeward.
The groom, looking unutterably weary and discontented
was still leading my horse up and down before the house.
My sister's horse had been sent back to the stables. I went
in ; and heard that, after waiting for me an hour, Clara had
gone out with some friends, and would not be back before
dinner.
No one was in the house but the servants. The place
looked dull, empty, inexpressibly miserable to me ; the distant roll of carriages along the surrounding streets had a
heavy boding sound; the opening and shutting of doors in
the domestic offices below, startled and irritated m e ; the
London air seemed denser to breathe than it had ever
seemed before. I walked up and down one of the rooms,
fretful and irresolute. Once 1 directed my steps towards
my study; but retraced them before I had entered it.
Eeading or writing was out of the question at that moment.
I felt the secret inclination strengthening within me to
return to Hollyoake Square; to try to see the girl again, or
at least to ascertain who she was. I strove—yes, I can
honestly say, strove to repress the desire. I tried to laugh
It off, as idle and ridiculous ; to think of my sister, of the
book T was writing, of anything but the one subject that
pressed stronger and stronger on me, the harder I struggled
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against it. Tlie spell of the syren was over me. I went
out, hypocritically persuading myself, that I was only animated by a capricious curiosity to know the girl's name,
which once satisfied, would leave me at rest on the matter,
and free to laugh at my own idleness and folly as soon as I
got home again.
I arrived at the house. The blinds were all drawn down
over the front windows, to keep out the sun. The little slip
of garden was left solitary—baking and cracking in the
heat. The square was silent; desolately silent, as only a
suburban square can be. I walked up and down the glaring
pavement, resolved to find out her name before I quitted the
place. While still undecided how to act, a shrill whistling
—sounding doubly shrill in the silence around—made me
look up.
A tradesman's boy—one of those town Pucks of the highway ; one of those incarnations of precocious cunning. Inveterate mischief, and impudent humour, which great cities
only can produce—was approaching me with his empty tray
under his arm. I called to him to come and speak to me.
H e evidently belonged to the neighbourhood, and might be
made of some use.
His first answer to my inquiries, showed that his master
served the household at North Villa. A present of a shilling secured his attention at once to the few questions of any Importance which I desired to put to him. I
learned from his replies, that the name of the master of the
house was " Sherwin :" and that the family only consisted of
Mr. and Mrs. Sherwin, and the young lady, their daughter.
My last Inquiry addressed to the boy was the most important of all. Did he know what Mr. Sherwin's profession
or employment was ?
His answer startled me Into perfect silence. Mr. Sherwin kept a large linen-draper's shop in one of the great
London thoroughfares! The boy mentioned the number,
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and the side of the way on which the house stood—then
asked me if I wanted to know anything more. I could oni'y
tell him by a sign that he might leave me, and that I had
heard enough.
Enough ? If he had spoken the truth, I had heard too
much.
A linen-draper's shop—a linen-draper's daughter ! Was
I still In love ?—I thought of my father ; I thought of the
name I bore; and this time, though I might have answered
the question, I dared not.
But the boy might be wrong. Perhaps, in mere mischief,
he had been deceiving me throughout. I determined to seek
the address he had mentioned, and ascertain the truth for
myself
I reached the place : there was the shop, and there the
name " Sher«Tn" over the door. One chance still remained.
This Sherwin md the Sherwin of Hollyoake Square might
not be the same.
I went in and purchased something. While the man was
tying up the parcel, I asked him whether his master lived
in Hollyoake Square. Looking a little astonished at the
question, he answered in the affirmative.
" There was a Mr. Sherwin I once knew," I said, forging
In those words the first link In the long chain of deceit
which was afterwards to fetter and degrade me—" a Mr.
Sherwin who Is now, as I have heard, living somewhere In
the Hollyoake Square neighbourhood. H e was a bachelor—
I don't know whether my friend and your master are the
same ?"
" Oh dear no, Sir! My master Is a married man, and has
one daughter—Miss Margaret—who is reckoned a very fine
young lady. Sir 1" And the man grinned as he spoke—a
grin that sickened and shocked me.
I was answered at last: I had discovered all. Margaret!
—I had heard her name, too. Margaret!—it had never
D2
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hitherto been a favourite name with me. Now I felt a sort
of terror as I detected myself repeating it, and finding a
new, unimaglned poetry in the sound.
Could this be love ?—pure, first love for a shopkeeper's
daughter, whom I had seen for a quarter of an hour in an
omnibus, and followed home for another quarter of an hour ?
The thing was impossible. And yet, I felt a strange unwillingness to go back to our house, and see my father and
sister, just at that moment.
I was still walking onward slowly, but not in the direction of home, when I met an old college friend of my brother's, and an acquaintance of mine—a reckless, good-humoured, convivial fellow. H e greeted me at once, with
uproarious cordiality; and insisted on my accompanying
him to dine at his club.
If the thoughts that still hung heavy on my mind were
only the morbid, fanciful thoughts of the hour, here was a
man whose society would dissipate them. I resolved to try
the experiment, and accepted his invitation.
At dinner, I tried hard to rival him in jest and joviality ;
I drank much more than my usual quantity of wine—but it
was useless. The gay words came fainting from my heart,
and fell dead on my lips. The wine fevered, but did not
exhilarate me. Still, the image of the dark beauty of the
morning was the one reigning image of my thoughts—still,
the influence of the morning, at once sinister and seductive,
kept its hold on my heart.
I gave up the struggle. I longed to be alone again. My
friend soon found that my forced spirits were flagging; he
tried to rouse me, tried to talk for two, ordered more wine ;
but everything failed. Tawning at last. In undisguised
despair, he suggested a visit to the theatre.
I excused myself—professed illness—hinted that the wine
had been too much for me. H e laughed, with something of
contempt as well as good-nature in the laugh; and wont
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away to the play by himself, evidently feeling that I was
still as bad a companion as he had found me at college,
years ago.
As soon as we parted I felt a sense of relief I hesitated,
walked backwards and forwards a few paces in the street;
and then, silencing all doubts, leaving my inclinations to
guide me as they would—I turned my steps for the third
time in that one day to Hollyoake Square.
The fair summer evening was tending towards twilight;
the sun stood fiery and low in a cloudless horizon; the last
loveliness of the last quietest daylight hour was fading on
the violet sky, as I entered the square.
I approached the house. She was at the window—It was
thrown wide open. A bird-cage hung rather high up,
against the shutter-pannel. She was standing opposite to
it, making a plaything for the poor captive canary of a piece
of sugar, which she rapidly offered and drew back again,
now at one bar of the cage, and now at another. The bird
hopped and fluttered up and down in his prison after the
sugar, chirping as if he enjoyed playing Aw part of the game
with his mistress. How lovely she looked! Her dark hair,
drawn back over each cheek so as just to leave the lower
part of the ear visible, was gathered up into a thick simple
knot behind, without ornament of any sort. She wore a
plain white dress fastening round the neck, and descending
over the bosom in numberless little wavy plaits. The cage
hung just high enough to oblige her to look up to it. She
was laughing with all the glee of a child; darting the piece
of sugar about incessantly from place to place. Every
moment, her head and neck assumed some new and lovely
turn—every moment her figure naturally fell into the position which showed its pliant symmetry best, The last-left
glow of the evening atmosphere was shining on her—the
farewell pause of daylight over the kindred daylight of
beauty and youth.
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I kept myself concealed behind a pillar of the garden-gate;
I looked, hardly daring either to move or breathe; for I
feared that if she saw or heard me, she would leave the window. After a lapse of some minutes, the canary touched
the sugar with his beak.
" There, Minnie !" she cried laughingly, " you have caught
the runaway sugar, and now you shall keep i t ! "
Eor a moment more, she stood quietly looking at the cage;
then raising herself on tip-toe, pouted her lips caressing] /
to the bird, and disappeared in the Interior of the room.
The sun went down; the twilight shadows fell over the
dreary square; the gas lamps were lighted far and r^ear;
people who had" been out for a breath of fresh air m the
fields, came straggling past me by ones and twos, on their
way home—and still I lingered near the house, hoping she
might come to the window again ; but she did not re-appearA t last, a servant brought candles Into the room, and drew
down the Venetian blinds. Knowing It would be useless to
stay longer, I left the square.
I walked homeward joyfully. That second sight of her
completed what the first meeting had begun. The impressions left by it made me insensible for the time to all boding
reflections, careless of exercising the smallest self-restraint.
I gave myself up to the charm that was at work on me. Prudence, duty, memories and prejudices of home, were all absorbed and forgotten in love—love that I encouraged, that
I dwelt over in the first reckless luxury of a new sensation.
I entered our house, thinking of nothing but how to see
her, how to speak to her, on the morrow ; murmuring her
name to myself, even while my hand was on the lock of my
study door. The instant I was in the room, I involuntarily
shuddered and stopped speechless. Clara was there ! I was
not merely startled ; a cold, faint sensation came over me.
My first look at my sister made me feel as if I had been detected in a crime.
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She was standing at my writing-table, and had just
finished stringing together the loose pages of my manuscript,
which had hitherto laid disconnectedly in a drawer. There
was a grand ball somewhere, to which she was going that
night. The dress she wore was of pale blue crape (my
father's favourite colour, on her). One white flower was
placed in her light brown hair. She stood within the soft
steady light of my lamp, looking up towards the door from
the leaves she had just tied together. Her slight figure appeared slighter than usual, in the delicate material that now
clothed it. Her complexion was at its palest: her face
looked almost statue-like in its purity and repose. W h a t a
contrast to the other living picture which I had seen at sunset!
The remembrance of the engagement that I had broken
came back on me avenglngly, as she smiled, and held my
manuscript up before me to look at. W i t h that remembrance
there returned, too—darker than ever—the ominous doubts
which had depressed me but a few hours since. I tried to
steady my voice, and felt how I failed in the effort, as I
spoke to h e r :
" W i l l you forgive me, Clara, for having deprived you of
your ride to-day ? I am afraid I have but a bad excuse—"
" Then don't make it, Basil; or wait till papa can arrange
it for you, in a proper parliamentary way, when he comes
back from the House of Commons to-night. See how I
have been meddling with your papers; but they were in
such confusion I was really afraid some of these leaves might
have been lost."
" Neither the leaves nor the writer deserve half the pains
you have taken with t h e m ; but I am really sorry for breaking our engagement. I met an old college fi-Iend—there
was business too, in the morning—we dined together—he
would take no denial."
" Basil, how pale you look ! Are you iU ?"
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" No; the heat has been a little too much for me—nothing more."
" Has anything happened ? I only ask, because if I can
be of any use—if you want me to stay at home—"
" Certainly not, love. I wish you all success and pleasure
at the baU."
For a moment she did not speak; but fixed her clear, kind
eyes on me more gravely and anxiously than usual. Was
she searching my heart, and discovering the new love rising,
an usurper already, in the place where the love of her had
reigned before ?
Love! love for a shopkeeper's daughter! That thought
came again, as she looked at me! and, strangely mingled with
it, a maxim I had often heard my father repeat to Ealph—
" Never forget that your station is not yours, to do as you
like with. It belongs to us, and belongs to your children.
You must keep it for them, as I have kept it for you."
" I thought," resumed Clara, in rather lower tones than
before, " that I would just look into your room before I
went to the ball, and see that everything was properly arranged for you, in case you had any idea of writing tonight; I had just time to do this while my aunt, who is
going with me, was upstairs altering her toilette. But
perhaps you don't feel inclined to write ?"
" I will try at least."
" Can I do anything more ? Would you like my nosegay left in the room ?—the flowers smell so fresh! I can
easily get another. Look at the roses, my favourite white
roses, that always remind me of my own garden at the dear
old Park!"
" Thank you, Clara ; but I think the nosegay is fitter for
your hand than my table."
" Good night, Basil."
" Good night."
She walked to the door, then turned round, and smiled as
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if she were about to speak again; but checked herself, and
merely looked at me for an instant. I n that instant, however, the smile left her face, and the grave, anxious expression came again. She went out softly. A few minutes
afterwards the roll of the carriage which took her and her
companion to the ball, died away heavily on my ear, I was
left alone in the house—alone for the night,
VIII.
My manuscript lay before me, set in order by Clara's
careful hand. I slowly turned over the leaves one by one ;
but my eye only fell mechanically on the writing. Yet one
day since, and how much ambition, how much hope, how
many of my heart's dearest sensations and my mind's
highest thoughts dwelt in those poor paper leaves, in those
little crabbed marks of pen and ink ! Now I could look on
them indifferently—almost as a stranger would have looked.
The days of calm study, of steady toil of thought, seemed
departed for ever.
Stirring ideas; store of knowledge
patiently heaped u p ; visions of better sights than this world
can show, falling freshly and sunnily over the pages of my
first book ; all these were past and gone—withered up by
the hot breath of the senses—doomed by a paltry fate, whose
germ was the accident of an Idle day!
I hastily put the manuscript aside. My unexpected Interview with Clara had calmed the turbulent sensations of
the evening: but the fatal influence of the dark beauty remained with me still. How could I write ?
I sat down at the open window. I t was at the back of
the house, and looked out on a strip of garden—London
garden—a close shut dungeon for nature, where stunted
trees and drooping flowers seemed visibly pining for the
free air and sunlight of the country, in their sooty atmosphere, amid their prison of high brick walls. But the place
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gave room for the air to blow in it, and distanced the tumult
of the busy streets. The moon was up, shrined round tenderly by a little border-work of pale yellow light. Elsewhere, the awful void of night was starless; the dark lustre
of space shone without a cloud.
A presentiment arose within me, that in this still and
solitary hour would occur my decisive, my final struggle
with myself. I felt that my heart's life or death was set on
the hazard of the night.
This new love that was in me ; this giant sensation of a
day's growth, was first love. Hitherto, I had been heartwhole. I had known nothing of the passion, which Is the
absorbing passion of humanity. No woman had ever
before stood between me and my ambitions, my occupations,
my amusements. No woman had ever before inspired me
with the sensations which I now felt.
I n trying to realise my position, there was this one question to consider; was I still strong enough to resist the
temptation which accident had thrown In my way ? I had
tnis one Incentive to resistance: the conviction that, if I
succumbed, as far as my family prospects were concerned,
I should be a ruined man.
I knew my father's character well: I knew how far his
affections and his sympathies might prevail over his prejudices—even over his principles—in some peculiar cases ;
and this very knowledge convinced me that the consequences
of a degrading marriage contracted by his son (degradinoin regard to rank), would be terrible : fatal to one, perhaps
to both. Every other irregularity—every other offence
even—he might sooner or later forgive. This irregularity
this offence, never—never, though his heart broke in the
istruggle. I was as sure of it, as I was of my own existence at that moment.
I loved her! AU that I felt, all that I knew, was summed
ap m those few words ! Deteriorating as my passion was
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in its effect on the exercise of my mental powers, and on
my candour and sense of duty in my intercourse with home,
it was a pure feeling towards her. This is truth. If I lay
on my death-bed, at the present moment, and knew that, at
the Judgment Day, I should be tried by the truth or falsehood of the lines just written, I could say with my last
breath: So be i t ; let them remain.
But what mattered my love for her ? However worthy
of it she might be, I had misplaced It, because chance—the
same chance which might have given her station and family
—had placed her In a rank of life far—too far—below
mine. As the daughter of a " gentleman," my father's
welcome, my father's affection, would have been bestowed
on her, when I took her home as my wife. As the daughter
of a tradesman, my father's anger, my father's misery, my
own ruin perhaps besides, would be the fatal dower that a
marriage would confer on her. W h a t made all this difference ? A social prejudice. Yes : but a prejudice which
had been a principle—nay, more, a religion—in our house,
since my birth; and for centuries before it.
(How strange that foresight of love which precipitates the
future Into the present! H e r e was I thinking of her as
my wife, before, perhaps, she had a suspicion of the passion
with which she had inspired me—vexing my heart, wearying my thoughts, before I had even spoken to her, as If the
perilous discovery of our marriage were already at hand!
I have thought since how unnatural I should have considered
this, if I had read it In a book.)
How could I best crush the desire to see her, to speak to
her, on the morrow ? Should I leave London, leave England, fly from the temptation, no matter where, or at what
sacrifice? Or should I take refuge In my books—the calm,
changeless old friends of my earliest fireside hours ? Had
I resolution enough to wear my heart out by hard, serioua,
slaving study ? If I left London on the morrow, could I
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feel secure, in my own conscience, that I should not return
the day after!
While, throughout the hours of the night, I was thus
vainly striving to hold calm counsel with myself, the base
thought never occurred to me, which might have occurred
to some other men, in my position: W h y marry the girl,
because I love her ? Why, with my money, my station,
my opportunities, obstinately connect love and marriage as
one idea; and make a dilemma and a danger where neither
need exist ? Had such a thought as this, in the faintest,
the most shadowy form, crossed my mind, I should have
shrunk from it, have shrunk from myself, with horror.
Whatever fresh degradations may be yet in store for me,
this one consoling and sanctifying remembrance must still
be mine. My love for Margaret Sherwin was worthy to be
offered to the purest and perfectest woman that ever God
created.
The night advanced—the noises faintly reaching me from
the streets, sank and ceased—my lamp flickered and went
out—I heard the carriage return with Clara from the ball
—the first cold clouds of day rose and hid the waning orb
of the moon—the air was cooled with its morning freshness :
the earth was purified with its morning dew—and still I
sat by my open window, striving with my burning lovethoughts of Margaret; striving to think collectedly and
usefully—abandoned to a struggle ever renewing, yet never
changing; and always hour after hour, a struggle In vain.
At last I began to think less and less distinctly—a few
moments more, and I sank into a restless, feverish slumber
Then began another, and a more perilous ordeal for me
—the ordeal of dreams. Thoughts and sensations which
had been more and more weakly restrained with each succeeding hour of wakefulness, now rioted within me in perfect liberation from all control.
This is what I dreamed:
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I stood on a wide plain. On one side, it was bounded
by thick woods, whose dark secret depths looked unfathomable to the eye: on the other, by hills, ever rising higher
and higher yet, until they were lost in bright, beautifully
white clouds, gleaming in refulgent sunlight. On the side
above the woods, the sky was dark and vaporous. I t seemed
as If some thick exhalation had arisen from beneath the
trees, and overspread the clear firmament throughout this
portion of the scene.
As I still stood on the plain and looked around, I saw a
woman coming towards me from the wood. H e r stature
was tall; her black hair flowed about her unconfined ; her
robe was of the dun hue of the vapour and mist which
hung above the trees, and fell to her feet in dark thick
folds. She came on towards me swiftly and softly, passing
over the ground like cloud-shadows over the ripe corn-field
or the calm water.
I looked to the other side, towards the hills; and there
was another woman descending from their bright summits ;
and her robe was white, and pure, and glistening. H e r
face was illumined with a light, like the light of the harvest-moon ; and her footsteps, as she descended the hills,
left a long track of brightness, that sparkled far behind
her, like the track of the stars when the winter nifrht la
clear and cold. She came to the place where the hills and
the plain were joined together. Then she stopped, and I
knew that she was watching me from afar off.
Meanwhile, the woman from the dark wood still approached; never pausing on her path, like the woman from
the fair hiUs. And now I could see her face plainly. H e r
eyes were lustrous and fascinating, as the eyes of a serpent
—large, dark and soft, as the eyes of the wild doe. H e r
hps were parted with a languid smile; and she drew back
the long hair, which lay over her cheeks, her neck, her
bosom, while I was gazing on her.
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Then, I felt as if a light were shining on me from the
other side. I turned to look, and there was the woman
from the hills beckoning me away to ascend with her towards the bright clouds above. H e r arm, as she held it
forth, shone fair, even against the fair hills ; and from her
outstretched hand came long thin rays of trembling light,
which penetrated to where I stood, cooling and calming
wherever they touched me.
But the woman from the woods still came nearer and
nearer, until I could feel her hot breath on my face. H e r
eyes looked into mine, and fascinated them, as she held out
her arms to embrace me. I touched her hand, and in an
instant the touch ran through me like fire, from head to foot.
Then, still looking Intently on me with her wild bright eyes,
she clasped her supple arms round my neck, and drew me a
few paces away with her towards the wood.
I felt the rays of light that had touched me from the
beckoning hand, depart; and yet once more I looked towards the woman from the hills. She was ascending again
towards the bright clouds, and ever and anon she stopped
and turned round, wringing her hands and letting her head
droop, as if in bitter grief. The last time I saw her look
towards me, she was near the clouds. She covered her face
with her robe, and knelt down where she stood. After this
J discerned no more of her. Eor now the woman from the
woods clasped me more closely than before, pressing her
warm Hps on mine; and it was as if her long hair fell round
us both, spreading over my eyes like a veil, to hide from them
the fair hill-tops, and the woman who was walking onward
to the bright clouds above.
I was drawn along in the arms of the dark woman, with
my blood burning and my breath failing me, until we entered
the secret recesses that lay amid the unfathomable depths
of trees. There, she encircled me in the folds of her dusky
robe, and laid her cheek close to mine, and murmured a
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mysterio-as music In my ear, amid the midnight silence and
darkness of all around us. And I had no thought of returning to the plain again ; for I had forgotten the woman
from the fair hills, and had given myself up, heart, and soul,
and body, to the woman from the dark woods.
Here the dream ended, and I awoke.
I t was broad daylight. The sun shone brilliantly, the
sky was cloudless. I looked at my watch ; It had stopped
Shortly afterwards 1 heard the hall clock strike six.
My dream was vividly impressed on my memory, especially
the latter part of It. Was it a warning of coming events,
foreshadowed in the wild visions of sleep ? But to what
purpose could this dream, or indeed any dream, tend ? W h y
had it remained incomplete, failing to show me the visionary
consequences of my visionary actions ? W h a t superstition
to ask! W h a t a waste of attention to bestow It on such
a trifle as a dream !
Still, this trifle had produced one abiding result. I knew
It not then ; but I know it now. As I looked out oh the
reviving, re-assuring sunlight, it M-as easy enough for me
to dismiss as ridiculous from my mind, or rather from my
conscience, the tendency to see in the two shadowy forms
of my dream, the types of two real living beings, whose
names almost trembled into utterance on my lips; but I
could not also dismiss from my heart the love-images which
that dream had set up there for the worship of the senses.
Those results of the night still remained within me, growing and strengthening with every minute.
If I had been told beforehand how the mere sight of the
morning would reanimate and embolden me, I should have
scouted the prediction as too outrageous for consideration;
yet so it was. The moody and boding reflections, the fear
and struggle of the hours of darkness were gone with the
daylight. The love-thoughts of Margaret alone remained,
and now remained unquestioned and unopposed. Were my
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convections of a few hours since, like the night-mists that
fade before returning sunshine ? I knew not. But I was
young; and each new morning is as much the new life of
youth, as the new life of Nature.
So I left my study and went out. Consequences might
come how they would, and when they would; I thought of
them no more. I t seemed as if I had cast off every melancholy thought, in leaving my room; as if my heart had
sprung up more elastic than ever, after the burden that had
been laid on it during the night. Enjoyment for the present, hope for the future, and chance and fortune to trust
in to the very last! This was my creed, as I walked into
the street, determined to see Margaret again, and to tell
her of my love before the day was out. I n the exhilaration
of the fresh air and the gay sunshine, I turned my steps
towards Hollyoake Square, almost as light-hearted as a boy
let loose from school, joyously repeating Shakespeare's lines
as I went:
" Hope is a lover's staff; walk hence with that,
And manage it against despairing thoughts."

IX.
London was rousing everywhere into morning activity, as
I passed through the streets. The shutters were being removed from the windows of public-houses: the drink-vampyres that suck the life of London, were opening their eyes
betimes to look abroad for the new day's prey! Small
tobacco and provision-shops in poor neighbourhoods ; dirty
little eating-houses, exhaling greasy-smelling steam, and
displaying a leaf of yesterday's paper, stained and fly-blown,
hanging in the windows—were already plying, or making
ready to ply, their daily trade. Here, a labouring man,
late for his work, hurried by ; there, a hale old gentleman
started for his early walk before breakfast. Now a taorket-
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cart, already unloaded, passed me on its way back to the
country ; now, a cab, laden with luggage and carrying pale,
sleepy-looking people, rattled by, bound for the morning
train or the morning steamboat. I saw the mighty vitalltj'
of the great city renewing itself in every direction; and
I felt an unwonted interest In the sight. It was as If all
things, on all sides, were reflecting before me the aspect
of my own heart.
But the quiet and torpor of the night still hung over
Hollyoake Square. That dreary neighbourhood seemed to
vindicate its dreariness by being the last to awaken even to
a semblance of activity and life. Nothing was stirring as
yet at North Villa. I walked on, beyond the last houses,
into the sooty London fields ; and tried to think of the
course I ought to pursue in order to see Margaret, and
speak to her, before I turned homeward again. After the
lapse of more than half an hour, I returned to the square,
without plan or project; but resolved, nevertheless, to carry
my point.
The garden-gate of North VUla was now open. One of
the female servants of the house was standing at it, to
breathe the fresh air, and look about her, before the duties
of the day began. I advanced ; determined, if money and
persuasion could do it, to secure her services.
She was young (that was one chance in my favour!) —
plump, florid, and evidently not by any means careless about
her personal appearance (that gave me another!) As she
saw me approaching her, she smiled ; and passed her apron
hurriedly over her face—carefully polishing it for my inspection, much as a broker polishes a piece of furniture
when you stop to look at it.
" Are you in Mr. Sherwin's service ?"—I asked, as I got to
the garden gate.
"As plain cook, Sir," answered the girl, administering
to her face a final and furious rub of the apron.
B
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" Should you be very much surprised if I asked you to do
me a great favour ?"
" Well—really. Sir—you're quite a stranger to me—I'm
ture I don't know!" She stopped, and transferred the
apron-rubbing to her arms
" I hope we shall not be strangers long. Suppose I begin
our acquaintance, by teUing you that you would look prettier
in brighter cap-ribbons, and asking you to buy some, just
to see whether I am not right ?"
" It's very kind of you to say so. Sir; and thank you.
But cap and ribbons are the last things I can buy while I'm
in this place. Master's master and missus too, here ; and
drives us half wild with the fuss he makes about our caps
and ribbons. He's such an austerious man, that he will
have our caps as he Hkes 'em. It's bad enough when a
missus meddles with a poor servant's ribbons; but to have
master come down into the kitchen, and—Well, it's no use
telling you of it, Sir—and—and thank you, Sir, for what
you've given me, all the same!"
" I hope this is not the last time I shall make you a
present. And now I must come to the favour I want to ask
of you : can you keep a secret ?"
" That I can, Sir! I've kep' a many secrets since I've been
out at service."
" Well: I want you to find me an opportunity of speaking
to your young lady—"
" To Miss Margaret, Sk ?"
"Yes. I want an opportunity of seeing Misa Mai^aret,
and speaking to her in private—and not a word must be said
to her about it, beforehand."
" Oh Lord, Su-! I.couldn't dare to do it!"
" Come! come ! Can't you guess why I want to see your
young lady, and what I want to say to her ?"
The girl smiled, and shook her head archly. " Perhaps
you're in love with Miss Margaret, Sir!—But I couldn't do
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" Very well; but you can tell me at least, whether Miss
Margaret ever goes out to take a walk ?"
" Oh, yes, Sir; mostly every day."
" Do you ever go out with her ?—^^just to take care of her
when no one else can be spared ?"
" D o n ' t ask me—please. Sir, don't!" She crumpled her
apron between her fingers, with a very piteous and perplexed
air. " I don't know you ; and Miss Margaret don't know
you, I'm sure—I couldn't. Sir, I really couldn't!"
" Take a good look at me ! Do you think I am likely to
do you or your young lady any harm ? Am I too dangerous a man to be trusted ? Would you believe me on my
promise ?"
" Yes, Sir, I'm sure I would !—being so kind and so civil
to me, too !" (a fresh arrangement of the cap followed this
speech.)
" Then suppose I promised, in the first place, not to tell
Miss Margaret that I had spoken to you about her at all.
And suppose I promised, In the second place, that, if you
told me when you and Miss Margaret go out together, I
would only speak to her while she was In your sight, and
would leave her the moment you wished me to go away
Don't you think you could venture to help me, if I promised
all that ?"
" Well, Sir, that would make a difference, to be sure. But
then, it's master I'm so altald of—couldn't you speak to
master first. Sir ?"
" Suppose you were in Miss Margaret's place, would you
like to be made love to, by your father's authority, without
your own wishes being consulted first ? would you like an
offer of marriage, delivered like a message, by means of
your father ? Come, tell me honestly, would you ?"
She laughed, and shook her head very expressively. I
knew ^he strength of my last argument, and repeated i t .
" Suppose you were In Miss Margaret's place ?"

52

BASIL.

" Hush ! don't speak so loud," resumed the girl in a confidential whisper. " I'm sure you're a gentleman. I should
like to help you—if I could only dare to do it, I should
indeed!"
" That's a good girl," I said. " Now tell me, when does
Miss Margaret go out to-day; and who goes with her ?"
" Dear! dear!—it's very wrong to say i t ; but I must.
She'll go out with me to market, this morning, at eleven
o'clock. She's done it for the last week. Master don't like
it; but Missus begged and prayed she might; for Missus
says she won't be fit to be married, if she knows nothing
about housekeeping, and prices, and what's good meat, and
what isn't, and all that, you know."
" Thank you a thousand times ! you have given me all the
help I want. I'll be here before eleven, waiting for you to
come out."
" Oh, please don't. Sir—I wish I hadn't told you—I
oughtn't, indeed I oughtn't!"
" No fear—you shall not lose by what you have told me—
I promise aU I said I would promise—good bye. And mind,
not a word to Miss Margaret till I see her!"
As I hurried away, I heard the girl run a few paces after
me—then stop—then return, and close the garden gate,
softly. She had evidently put herself once more in Miss
Margaret's place; and had given up all idea of further resistance as she did so.
How shovild I occupy the hours until eleven o'clock ?
Deceit whispered :—Go home ; avoid even the chance of exciting suspicion, by breakfasting with your family as usual.
And as deceit counselled, so I acted.
I never remember Clara more kind, more ready with all
those trifling little cares and attentions which have so ezquislte a grace, when offered by a woman to a man. and
especially by a sister to a brother, as when she and I and
my father assembled topether at the breakfast-table. I now
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recollect with shame how little I thought about her, or spoke
to her on that morning; with how little hesitation or selfreproach I excused myself from accepting an engagement
which she wished to make with me for that day. My father
was absorbed in some matter of business ; to him she could
not speak. I t was to me that she addressed all her wonted
questions and remarks of the morning. I hardly listened
to them J I answered them carelessly and briefly. The
moment breakfast was over, without a word of explanation
I hastily left the house again.
As I descended the steps, I glanced by accident at the
dining-room window. Clara was looking after me from It.
There was the same anxious expression on her face which It
had worn when she left me the evening before. She smiled
as our eyes met—a sad, faint smUe that made her look unlike
herself. But it produced no impression on me then: I had
no attention for anything but my approaching interview with
Margaret. My life throbbed and burned within me, in that
direction: it was all coldness, torpor, insensibility, in every
other.
I reached Hollyoake Square nearly an hour before the
appointed time. In the suspense and impatience of that
long interval, it was impossible to be a moment in repose.
I walked incessantly up and down the square, and round
and round the neighbourhood, hearing each quarter chimed
from a church clock near, and mechanically quickening my
pace the nearer the time came for the hour to strike.
At last, I heard the first peal of the eventful eleven. Before
the clock was silent, I had taken up my position within view
of the gate of North Villa.
Five minutes passed—ten—and no one appeared. In my
impatience, I could almost have rung the beU and entered
the house, no matter who might be there, or what might be
the result. The first quarter struck; and at that very
moment I heard the door open, and saw Margaret, and
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the servant with whom I had spoken, descending tbs
steps.
They passed out slowly through the garden gate, and
walked down the square, away from where I was standing.
The servant noticed me by one significant look, as they went
on. Her young mistress did not appear to see me. At
first, my agitation was so violent that I was perfectly incapable of following them a single step. I n a few moments I
recovered myself; and hastened to overtake them, before
they arrived at a more frequented part of the neighbourhood.
As I approached her side, Margaret turned suddenly and
looked at me, with an expression of anger and astonishment
in her eyes. The next instant, her lovely face became tinged
all over with a deep, burning blush; her head drooped a
little; she hesitated for a moment; and then abruptly
quickened her pace. Did she remember me ? The mere
chance that she did, gave me confidence : I —
—No ! I cannot write down the words that I said to her.
EecoUecting the end to which our fatal interview led, I recoil at the very thought of exposing to others, or of preserving In any permanent form, the words in which I first confessed my love. I t may be pride—miserable, useless pride
—which animates me with this feeling: but I cannot overcome it. Eememberlng what I do, I am ashamed to write,
ashamed to recal, what I said at my first Interview with
Margaret Sherwin. I can give no good reason for the sensatlous which now influence m e ; I cannot analyse them ;
and I would not if I could.
Let it be enough to say that I risked everything, and
spoke to her. My words, confused as they were, came
hotly, eagerly, and eloquently from my heart. I n the space
of a few minutes, I confessed to her all, and more than all
that I have here painfully related in many pages. I made
use of my name and my rank In life—even now, my checks
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bum while I think of it—to dazzle her girl's pride, to make
her listen to me for the sake of my station, if she would not
for tho sake of my suit, however honourably urged. Never
before had I committed the meanness of trusting to my
social advantages, what I feared to trust to myself. It ia
true that love soars higher than the other passions ; but it
can stoop lower as well.
Her answers to all that I urged were confused, commonplace, and chilling enough. I had surprised her—frightened
her—it was impossible she could listen to such addresses
from a total stranger—it was very wrong of me to speak,
and of her to stop and hear me—I should remember what
became me as a gentleman, and should not make such advances to her again—I knew nothing of her—it was Impossible I could really care about her in so short a time—she
must beg that I would allow her to proceed unhindered.
Thus she spoke; sometimes standing still, sometimes
moving hurriedly a few steps forward.
She might bjive
expressed herself severely, even angrily; but nothing she
could have said would have counteracted the fascination that
her presence exercised over me. I saw her face, loveHer than
ever in its confusion, in its rapid changes of expression ; I
saw her eloquent eyes once or twice raised to mine, then instantly withdrawn again—and so long as I could look at her,
I cared not what I listened to. She was only speaking what
she had been educated to speak; it was not in her words
that I sought the clue to her thoughts and sensations ; but
in the tone of her voice. In the language of her eyes, in the
whole expression of her face. All these contained indications which reassured me. I tried everything that respect,
that the persuasion of love could urge, to win her consent
to our meeting again; but she only answered with repetitions of what she had said before, walking onward rapidly
while she spoke. The servant, who had hitherto lingered a
few paces behind, now advanced to her young mistress's
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side, with a significant look, as if to remind me of my promise. Saying a few parting words, I let them proceed: at
this first interview, to have delayed them longer would have
been risking too much.
As they walked away, the servant turned round, nodding
her head and smiling, as if to assure me that I had lost nothing by the forbearance which I had exercised. Margaret
neither lingered nor looked back. This last proof of modesty
and reserve, so far from discouraging, attracted me to hei
more powerfully than ever. After a first interview, it was
the most becoming virtue she could have shown All my
love for her before, seemed as nothing compared with my
lovo for her now that she had left me, and left me without
a parting look.
W h a t course should I next pursue ? Could I expect
that Margaret, after what she had said, would go out again
at the same hour on the morrow ? N o : she would not
so soon abandon the modesty and restraint that she had
shown at our first interview. How communicate with her ?
how manage most skilfully to make good the first favourable
impression which vanity whispered I had already produced ?
I determined to write to her.
How different was the writing of that letter, to the writing of those once-treasured pages of my romance, which I
had now abandoned for CA^er! How slowly I w c k e d ; how
cautiously and diffi^dently I built up sentence after sentence,
and doubtlngly set a stop here, and laboriously rounded off
a paragraph there, when I toiled in the service of ambition!
Now, when I had given myself up to the service of love,
how rapidly the pen ran over the paper; how much more
freely and smoothly the desires of the heart flowed into
words, than the thoughts of the mind! Composition was
an Instinct now, an art no longer. I could write eloquently,
and yet write without pausing for an expression or blotting
a word—It was the slow progress up the hill, in the service
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of ambition ; it was the swift (too swift) career down It, in
the service of love!
There is no need to describe the contents of my letter to
Margaret; they comprised a mere recapitulation of what I
had already said to her. I insisted often and strongly on
the honourable purpose of my suit; and ended by entreating her to write an answer, and consent to allow me another
interview.
The letter was delivered by the servant. Another present,
a little more timely persuasion, and above all, the regard I
had shown to my promise, won the girl with all her heart
to my interests. She was ready to help me in every way,
as long as her interference could be kept a secret from her
master.
I waited a day for the reply to my letter; but none came.
The servant could give me no explanation of this silence. H e r
young mistress had not said one word to her about me, since
the morning when we had met. Still not discouraged, I
wrote again. The letter contained some lover's threats this
time, as well as lover's entreaties ; and it produced its effect
—an answer came.
I t was very short—rather hurriedly and tremblingly
written—and simply said that the difference between my
rank and hers made it her duty to request of me, that neither
by word nor by letter should I ever address her again.
" Difference in rank,"—that was the only objection then !
" Her duty"—It was not from Inclination that she refused
me! So young a creature ; and yet so noble In self-sacrifice,
so firm in her Integrity ! I resolved to disobey her injunction, and see her again. My rank ! W h a t was my rank ?
Something to cast at Margaret's feet, for Margaret to
trample on!
Once more I sought the aid of my faithful ally, the servant. After delays which half maddened me with impatience, insignificant though they were, she contrived to folfil
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my wishes. One afternoon, while Mr. Sherwin was away at
business, and while his wife had gone out, I succeeded m
gaining admission to the garden at the back of the house
where Mai'garet was then occupied in watering some
flowers.
She started as she saw me, and attempted to return to
tne house. I took her hand to detain her. She withdrew
it, but neither abruptly nor angrily. I seized the opportunity, while she hesitated whether to persist or not in retiring ; and repeated what I had already said to her at our
first interview (what Is the language of love but a language
of repetitions ?). She answered, as she had answered me
in her letter : the difference in our rank made it her duty
to discourage me.
" But if this difference did not exist," 1 said: " if we were
both living in the same rank, Margaret—"
She looked up quickly ; then moved away a step or two,
as I addressed her by her Christian name.
" Are you oflended with me for calling you Margaret so
soon? I do not think of you as Miss Sherwin, but as Margaret—are you offended with me for speaking as I think ?"
No : she ought not to be offended with me, or with anybody, for doing that.
" Suppose this difference in rank, which you so cruelly insist on, did not exist, would you tell me not to hope, not to
speak then, as coldly as you tell me now ?"
I must not ask her that—it was no use—the difference in
rank did exist.
" Perhaps I have met you too late ?—perhaps you are
already—"
" N o ! oh, no!"—she stopped abruptly, as the words
passed her lips. The same lovely blush which I had before
seen spreading over her face, rose on it now. She evidently
felt that she had unguardedly said too much: that she had
given me an answer in a case where, according to every ea-
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tablished love-law of the female code, I had no right to expect one. H e r next words accused me—but in very low and
broken tones—of having committed an intrusion which she
should hardly have expected from a gentleman in my position.
" I will regain your better opinion," I said, eagerly catching at the most favourable interpretation of her last words,
" by seeing you for the next time, and for all times after,
with your father's full permission. I will write to-day, and
ask for a private interview with him. I will tell him all 1
have told you: I will tell him that you take a rank in beauty
and goodness, which is the highest rank in the land—a lar
higher rank than mine—the only rank I desire." (A smile,
which she vainly strove to repress, stole charmingly to her
lips.) " Yes, I will do this ; I will never leave him till his
answer is favourable—and then what would be yours ? One
word, Margaret; one word before I go—"
I attempted to take her hand a second time; but she
broke from me, and hurried into the house.
What more could I desire ? W h a t more could the modesty and timidity of a young girl concede to me ?
The moment I reached home, I wrote to Mr. SherwinThe letter was superscribed " Private ;" and simply requested
an interview with him on a subject of Importance, at any
hour he might mention. Unwilling to trust what I had
written to the post, I sent my note by a messenger—not
one of our own servants, caution forbade that—and instructed the man to wait for an answer: if Mr. Sherwin
was out, to wait till he came home.
After a long delay—long to me; for my impatience
would fain have turned hours into minutes—I received a
reply. I t was written on gilt-edged letter-paper, in a handwriting vulgarised by innumerable flourishes. Mr. Sherwin
presented his respectful comphments, and would be happy
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to have the honour of seeing me at North Villa, if quite
convenient, at five o'clock to-morrow afternoon.
I folded up the letter carefully: it was almost as precioui
as a letter from Margaret herself. That night I passed
sleeplessly, revolving in my mind every possible course that
I could take at the interview of the morrow. I t would be
a difficult and a delicate business. I knew nothing of Mr.
Sherwin's character; yet I must trust him with a secret
which I dared not trust to my own father. Any proposals
for paying addresses to his daughter, coming from one in
my position, might appear open to suspicion. W h a t could
I say about marriage ? A public, acknowledged marriage
was Impossible: a private marriage might be a bold, if not
fatal propqsal. I could come to no other conclusion,
reflect as anxiously as I might, than that it was best for me
to speak candidly at all hazards. I could be candid enough
when it suited my purpose !
I t was not till the next day, when the time approached
for my interview with Mr. Sherwin, that I thoroughly roused
myself to face the plain necessities of my position. Determined to try what Impression appearances could make
on him, I took unusual pains with my dress; and more I
applied to a friend whom I could rely on as likely to ask
no questions—I write this in shame and sorrow: I tell
truth here, where it Is hard penance to tell it—I applied, I
say, to a friend for the loan of one of his carriages to take
me to North Villa; fearing the risk of borrowing my father's
carriage, or my sister's—knowing the common weakness of
rank-worship and wealth-worship In men of Mr. Sherwin's
order, and meanly determining to profit by it to the utmost.
My friend's carriage was willingly lent me. By my directions, it took me up at the appointed hour, at a shop where
I was a regular customer
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X
On my arrival at North Villa, I was shown info what 1
presumed was the drawing-room.
Everything was oppressively new. The brilliantly-varnished door cracked with a report like a pistol when It was
opened; the paper on the walls, with its gaudy pattern of
birds, trellis-work, and flowers, in gold, red, and green on
a white ground, looked hardly dry yet; the showy windowcurtains of white and sky-blue, and the still showier carpet
of red and yellow, seemed as if they had come out of the
shop yesterday ; the round rosewood table was in a painfully
high state of polish; the morocco-bound picture books that
lay on it, looked as if they had never been moved or opened
since they had been bought; not one leaf even of the
music on the piano was dogs-eared or worn. Never was a
richly furnished room more thoroughly comfortless than
this — the eye ached at looking round it. There was
no repose anywhere. The print of the Queen, hanging
lonely on the wall, in its heavy gilt frame, with a large
crown at the top, glared on you: the paper, the curtains,
the carpet glared on you: the books, the wax-flowers in
glass-cases, the chairs in flaring chintz-covers, the china
plates on the door, the blue and pink glass vases and cups
ranged on the chimney-piece, the over-ornamented chiffoniers
with Tonbridge toys and long-necked smelling bottles on
their upper shelves—all glared on you. There was no look
of shadow, shelter, secrecy, or retirement In any one nook or
lorner of those four gaudy walls. All surrounding objects
seemed startlingly near to the eye; much nearer than they
really were. The room would have given a nervous mai.
the headache, before he had been in it a quarter of an hour.
I was not kept waiting long. Another violent crack from
^be new door, announced the entrance of Mr. Sherwin
oimself.
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H e was a tail, thin man : rather round-shouldered; weak
at the knees, and trying to conceal the weakness in the
breadth of his trowsers. H e wore a white cravat, and an
absurdly high shirt collar. His complexion was sallow ; his
eyes were small, black, bright, and incessantly in motion—
indeed, all his features were singularly mobile : they were
affected by nervous contractions and spasms which were
constantly drawing up and down in aU directions the brow,
the mouth, and the muscles of the cheek. His hair had
been black, but was now turning to a sort of iron-grey ; it
was very dry, wiry, and plentiful, and part of it projected
almost horizontally over his forehead. H e had a habit of
stretching it in this direction, by irritably combing it out,
from time to time, with his fingers. His lips were thin and
colourless, the lines about them being numerous and strongly
marked. H a d I seen him under ordinary circumstances,
I should have set him down as a little-minded man; a small
tyrant in his own way over those dependent on h i m ; a
pompous parasite to those above him—a great stickler for
the conventional respectablhties of life, and a great believer
in his own infallibility. But he was Margaret's father; and
I was determined to be pleased with him.
H e made me a low and rather a cringing bow—then
looked to the window, and seeing the carriage waiting for
me at his door, made another bow, and insisted on relieving
me of my hat with his own hand. This done, he coughed,
and begged to know what he could do for me.
I felt some difficulty in opening my business to him. I t
was necessary to speak, however, at once—I began with an
apology.
" I am afraid, Mr. Sherwin, that this intrusion on the
part of a perfect stranger—"
" Not entirely a stranger, Sir, if I may be allowed to say
BO."

" Indeed!"
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" I had tne great pleasure, Sir, and profit, and—and,
indeed, advantage—of being shown over your town residence last year, when the family were absent from London.
A very beautiful house—I happen to be acquainted with
the steward of your respected father: he was kind enough
to allow me to walk through the rooms. A treat; quite an
intellectual treat—the furniture and hangings, and so on,
arranged in such a chaste style—and the pictures, some of
the finest pieces I ever saw—I was delighted—quite dehghted, indeed."
He spoke in under-tones, laying great stress upon particular words that were evidently favourites with him—
such as, " indeed." Not only his eyes, but his whole face,
seemed to be nervously blinking and winking all the time
he was addressing me. In the embarrassment and anxiety
which I then felt, this peculiarity fidgetted and bewildered
me more than I can describe. I would have given the
world to have had his back turned, before I spoke to him
again.
" I am delighted to hear that my family and my name are
not unknown to you, Mr. Sherwin," I resumed. " Under
those circumstances, I shall feel less hesitation and difficulty
in making you acquainted with the object of my visit."
" Just so. May I offer you anything ?—a glass of sherry,
a—"
" Nothing, thank you. In the first place, Mr. Sherwin,
I have reasons for wishing that this interview, whatever
results it may lead to, may be considered strictly confidential.
I am sure I can depend on your favouring me thus far?"
" Certainly—most certainly—the strictest secrecy of
course—pray go on."
He drew his chair a little nearer to me. Through all
his blinking and winking, I could see a latent expression
of cunning and curiosity in his eyes. My card was in his
hand: he was nervously rolling and unrolling it, without
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a moment's cessation, in his anxiety to hear what I had to
say.
" I must also beg you to suspend your judgment until
von have heard me to the end. You may be disposed to
view—to view, I say, unfavourably at first—in short, Mr.
Sherwin, without further preface, the object of my visit is
connected with your daughter, with Miss Margaret Sherwin—"
" My daughter! Bless my soul—God bless my soul, I
reaUy can't imagine—"
He stopped, half-breathless, bending forward towards me,
and crumpling my card between his fingers into the smallest possible dimensions.
" Eather more than a week ago," I continued, " I accidentally met Miss Sherwin in an omnibus, accompanied by a
lady older than herself—"
" My wife ; Mrs. Sherwin," he said, impatiently motioning
with his hand, as if " Mrs. Sherwin" were some Insignificant
obstacle to the conversation, which he wished to clear out
of the way as fast as possible.
" You will not probably be surprised to hear that I was
struck by Miss Sherwin's extreme beauty. The impression
she made on me was something more, however, than a mere
momentary feeling of admiration. To speak candidly, I
felt—You have heard of such a thing as love at first sight,
Mr. Sherwin ?"
" In books, Sir." He tapped one of the morocco-bound
volumes on the table, and smiled—a curious smile, partly
deferential and partly sarcastic.
" You would be inclined to laugh, I dare say, if I asked
you to believe that there is such a thing as love at first sight
out of books. But, without dwelling further on that, it is my
duty to confess to you, in all candouj and honesty, that the
impression Miss Sherwin produced on me was such as to
make me desire the privilege of becoming acquainted with
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her. In plain words, I discovered her place of residence
by following her to this house."
•' Upon my soul this is the most extraordinary proceeding
!"
" Pray hear me out, Mr. Sherwin: you will not condemn
my conduct, I think, if you hear all I have to say."
He muttered something unintelligible; his complexion
turned yellower ; he dropped my card, which he had by this
time crushed into fragments; and ran his hand rapidly
through his hair until he had stretched it out like a penthouse over his forehead—blinking all the time, and regarding me with a lowering, sinister expression of countenance.
I saw that it was useless to treat him as I should have
treated a gentleman. He had evidently put the meanest
and the foulest construction upon my delicacy and hesitation in speaking to him: so I altered my plan, and came to
the point abruptly—" came to business," as he would have
called it.
" I ought to have been plainer, Mr. Sherwin; I ought
perhaps to have told you at the outset, in so many words, that
I came to—" (I was about to say, " to ask your daughter's
hand in marriage;" but a thought of my father moved
darkly over my mind at that moment, and the words would
not pass my hps).
"Well, Su-! to what?"
The tone in which he said this waa harsh enough to
rouse me. It gave me back my self-possession immediately.
" To ask your permission to pay my addresses to Miss
Sherwin—or, to be plainer still, if you like, to ask of you
her hand in marriage."
The words were spoken. Even If I could have done so
I would not have recalled what I had just said; but still, I
trembled in spite of myself, as I expressed in plain, blunt
words what I had only rapturously thought over, or delicately hinted at to Margaret, up to this time.
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" God bless m e ! " cried Mr. Sherwin, suddenly sitting
back bolt upright in his chair, and staring at me in such
surprise, that his restless features were actually struck with
immobility for the moment—" God bless me, this is quite
another story. Most gratifying, most astonishing—highly
flattered I am sure; highly indeed, my dear Sir! Don't
suppose, for one moment, I ever doubted your honourable
feeling. Young gentlemen in your station of life do sometimes fail in respect towards the wives and daughters of
their—in short, of those who are not in their rank exactly
B u t that's not the question—quite a misunderstanding—
extremely stupid of me, to be sure. Pray let me offer you
a glass of wine!"
" No wine, thank you, Mr. Sherwin. I must beg your
attention a little longer, while I state to you, in confidence,
how I am situated with regard to the proposals I have made.
There are certain circumstances—"
"Yes—yes?"
H e bent forward again eagerly towards me, as he spoke;
looking more inquisitive and more cunning than ever.
" I have acknowledged to you, Mr. Sherwin, that I have
found means to speak to your daughter—to speak to her
twice. I made my advances honourably. She received them
with a modesty and a reluctance worthy of herself, worthy
of any lady, the highest lady in the land." (Mr. Sherwin
looked round reverentially to his print of the Queen ; then
looked back at me, and bowed solemnly.) " Now, although
in so many words she directly discouraged me—it Is her
due that I should say this—still, I think I may without
vanity venture to hope that she did so as a matter of duty,
more than as a matter of inclination."
"Ah—yes, yes! I understand. She would do nothing
without my authority, of course ?"
" No doubt that was one reason why she received me as
she did; but she had another, which she communicated to
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me in the plainest terms — the difference in our rank of
life."
" A h ! she said that, did she ? Exactly so—she saw a
difficulty there ? Yes — yes! high principles. Sir — high
principles, thank God!"
" I need hardly tell you, Mr. Sherwin, how deeply I feel
the delicate sense of honour which this objection shows on
your daughter's part. You will easily Imagine that It is
no objection to me, personally. The happiness of my
whole life depends on Miss Sherwin; I desire no higher
honour, as I can conceive no greater happiness, than to be
your daughter's husband. I told her this: I also told her
that I would explain myself on the subject to you. She
made no objection ; and I am, therefore, I think, justified
in considering that if you authorised the removal of
scruples which do her honour at present, she would not
feel the delicacy she does now at sanctioning my addresses."
" Very proper—a very proper way of putting it. Practical, if I may be allowed to say so. And now, my dear Sirj
the next point is : how about your own honoured family—
eh?"
" I t is exactly there that the difficulty Hes. My father,
on whom I am dependent as the younger son, has very
strong prejudices—convictions I ought perhaps to call them
'—on the subject of social inequalities."
" Quite so—most natural; most becoming, indeed, on the
part of your respected father. I honour his convictions,
Sir, Such estates, such houses, such a family as his—connected, I believe, with the nobility, especially on your late
lamented mother's side. My dear Sir, I emphatically repeat it, your father's convictions do him honour ; I respect
them as much as I respect him; I do, indeed."
" I am glad you can view my father's ideas on social subjt'cia in so favourable a light, Mr. Sherwin. Y<QU will bo
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less surprised to hear how they are likely to affect me in
the step I am now taking."
" H e disapproves of It, of course — strongly, perhaps.
Well, though my dear girl is worthy of any station ; and a
man like me, devoted to mercantile. Interests, may hold his
head up anywhere as one of the props of this commercial
country,"(he ran his fingers rapidly through his hair, and
tried to look Independent), " still I am prepared to admit,
under all the circumstances—I say under all the circumstances—that his disapproval Is very natural, and was very
much to be expected—very much indeed."
" H e has expressed no disapprovid, Mr. Sherwin,"
" You don't say so !"
" I have not given him an opportunity. My meeting with
your daughter has been kept a profound secret from him, and
from every member of my family; and a secret it must remain. I speak from my intimate knowledge of my father,
when I say that I hardly know of any means that he would
not be capable of employing to frustrate the purpose of
this visit, if I had mentioned It to him. H e has been the
kindest and best of fathers to m e ; but I firmly believe,
that if I waited for his consent, no entreaties of mine, or
of any one belonging to me, would induce him to give his
sanction to the marriage I have come to you to propose."
" Bless my soul! this is carrying things rather far, though
—dependent as you are on him, and all that. Why, what
on earth can we do—eh ?"
" W e must keep both the courtship and the marriage
secret."
" Secret! Good gracious, I don't at all see my way—"
" Yes, secret—a profound secret among ourselves, until
I can divulge my marriage to my father, with the best
chance of—"
'• .But I teU you. Sir, I can't see my way through it at all.
Chance! what chance would there be, after what you have
told me ?"
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" There might be many chances. Eor instance, when the
marriage was solemnised, I might introduce your daughter
to my father's notice—without disclosing who she was—
and leave her, gradually and unsuspectedly, to win his affection and respect (as with her beauty, elegance, and
amiability, she could not fail to do), while I waited until
the occasion was ripe for confessing everything. Then If I
said to him, ' This young lady, who has so interested and
delighted you, is my wife;' do you think, with that powerful argument in my favour, he could fail to give us his pardon ? If, on the other hand, I could only say, ' This young
lady Is about to become my wife,' his prejudices would assuredly induce him to recall his most favourable impressions,
and refuse his consent. I n short, Mr. Sherwin, before marriage, it would be Impossible to move him—after marriage;
when opposition could no longer be of any avail, it would
be quite a different thing : we might be sure of producing,
sooner or later, the most favourable results. This is why
it would be absolutely necessary to keep our union secret
at first."
I wondered then—I have since wondered more—how it
was that I contrived to speak thus, so smoothly and so unhesitatingly, when my conscience was giving the lie all the
while to every word I uttered.
" Yes, yes ; I see—oh, yes, I see !" said Mr. Sherwin,
rattling a bunch of keys in his pocket, with an expression
of considerable perplexity ; " but this is a ticklish business,
you know—a very queer and ticklish business indeed. To
have a gentleman of your birth and breeding for a son-inlaw, is of course—but then there Is the money question.
Suppose you failed with your father after all—my money is
out in my speculations—J can do nothing. Upon my word,
you ha^'e placed me in a position that I never was placed
in before."
" I have Influential friends, Mr. Sherwin, in many direc-
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tions—there are appointments, good appointments, which
would be open to me, if I pushed my Interests. I might
provide In this way against the chance of failure."
" Ah!—well—yes.
There's something in that, cer^
tainly."
" I can only assure you that my attachment to Miss Sherwin Is not of a nature to be overcome by any pecuniary
considerations. I speak in all our interests, when I say
that a private marriage gives us a chance for the future, a3
opportunities arise of gradually disclosing it. My offer to
you may be made under some disadvantages and difficulties,
perhaps; for, with the exception of a very small independence,
left me by my mother, I have no certain prospects. But I
really think my proposals have some compensating advantages to recommend them
"
" Certainly! most decidedly so! I am not insensible,
my dear Sir, to the great advantage, and honour, and so
forth. But there Is something so unusual about the whole
affair. W h a t would be my feelings, if your father should
not come round, and my dear girl was disowned by the
family? Well, well! that could hardly happen, I think,
with her accomplishments and education, and manners too,
so distinguished—though perhaps I ought not to say so. Her
schooling alone was a hundred a-year, Sii', without including
extras
"
" I am sure, M t. Sherwin
"
"
A school. Sir, where it was a rule to take in nothing lower than the daughter of a professional man—they
only waived the rule In my case—the most genteel school,
perhaps, In all London ! A drawing-room-deportment day
once every week—the girls taught how to enter a room and
leave a room with dignity and ease—a model of a carriage
door and steps, in the back drawing-room, to practise the
girls (with the footman of the establishment in attendance)
in getting into a carriage and getting out again, in a lady-
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like manner ! No duchess has had a better education than
KT.y Margaret !^
"
" Permit me to assure you, Mr. Sherwin
•"
" A n d then, her knowledge of languages—her Erench,
and Italian, and German, not discontinued in holidays, or
after she left school (she has only just left it) ; but all kept
up and improved every evening, by the kind attention of
Mr. Mannion
"
" May I ask who Mr. Mannion is ?" The tone in which
I put this question, cooled his enthusiasm about his daughter's education immediately. H e answered in his former
tones, and with one of his former bows:
" Mr. Mannion is my confidential clerk. Sir—a most superior person, most highly talented, and well read, and all
that."
" Is he a young man P"
" Young! Oh, dear n o ! Mr. Mannion is forty, or a
year or two more, if he's a day—an admirable man of business, as well as a great scholar. He's at Lyons now, buying
silks for me. When he comes back I shall be delighted to
introduce
"
" I beg your pardon, but I think we are wandering away
from the point, a little."
" I beg yours—so we are. Well, my dear Sir, I must be
allowed a day or two—say two days—to ascertain what my
daughter's feelings are, and to- consider your proposals,
which have taken me very much by surprise, as you may in
fact see. But I assure you I am most flattered, most honoured, most anxious
"
" I hope you will consider my anxieties, Mr. Shei-wlu, and
let me know the result of your deliberations as soon as
possible."
" Without fail, depend upon it. Let me see: shall we
say the second dny from this, at the same time, if you can
favour me with a visit ?"
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« Certamly."
" And between that time and this, you will engage not to
hold any communication with my daughter ?"
" I promise not, Mr. Sherwin—because I beheve that
your answer will be favourable."
" Ah, well—well! lovers, they say, should never despair.
little consideration, and a little talk with my doar girl—
really now, won't you change your mind and have a glass of
sherry ? (No again ?) Very well, then, the day after tomorrow, at five o'clock."
With a louder crack than ever, the bran-new draWingroom door was opened to let me out. The noise w«is instantly succeeded by the rustling of a silk dress, and the
banging of another door, at the opposite end of the passage. Had anybody been listening ? Where was Margaret ?
Mr. Sherwin stood at the garden-gate to watch my departure, and to make his farewell bow. Thick as was the
atmosphere of illusion in which I now lived, I shuddered
involuntarily as I returned his parting salute, and thought
of him as my father-in-law!
XL
The nearer I approached to our own door, the more reluctance I felt to pass the short interval between my first
and second Interview with Mr. Sherwin, at home. When
I entered the house, this reluctance increased to something
almost like dread. I felt unwilling and unfit to meet the
eyes of my nearest and dearest relatives. It was a relief
to me to hear that my father was not at home. My sister
was in the house: the servant said she had just gone into
the library, and inquired whether he should teU her that I
had come in. I desired him not to disturb her, as it was
my intention to go out again immediately.
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1 went into my study, and wrote a short note there to
Clara; merely telling her that I should be absent in the
country for two days. I had sealed and laid it on the table
for the servant to deliver, and was about to leave the room,
when I heard the library door open. I instantly drew back,
and half-closed my own door again. Clara had got the
book she wanted, and was taking it up to her own sittingroom. I waited till she was out of sight, and then left the
house. I t was the first time I had ever avoided my sister
—my sister, who had never In her life asked a question, or
uttered a word that could annoy m e ; my sister, who had
confided all her own little secrets to my keeping, ever since
we had been children. As I thought on what I had done,
I felt a sense of humiliation which was almost punishment
enough for the meanness of which I had been guilty.
I went round to the stables, and had my horse saddled
immediately. No idea of proceeding in any particular direction occurred to me. I simply felt resolved to pass my
two days' ordeal of suspense away from home—far enough
away to keep me faithful to my promise not to see Margaret,
Soon after I started, I left my horse to his own
guidance, and gave myself up to my thoughts and recollections, as one by one they rose within me. The animal took
the direction which he had been oftenest used to take during
my residence in London—the northern road.
I t was not until I had ridden half a mile beyond the
suburbs that I looked round me, and discovered towards
what part of the country I was proceeding. I drew the
rein directly, and turned my horse's head back again, towards the south. To follow the favourite road which I had
so often followed with Clara ; to stop perhaps at someplace
where I had often stopped with her, was more than I had
the courage or the insensibility to do at that moment.
I rode as far as Ewell, and stopped there : the darkness
bad overtaken me, and it was useless to tire my horse by
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going on any greater distance. The next morning, I was
up almost with sunrise ; and passed the greater part of the
day in walking about among villages, lanes, and fields, just
as chance led me. During the night, many thoughts that I
had banished for the last week had returned—those thoughts
of evil omen under which the mind seems to ache, just as
the body aches under a dull, heavy pain, to which we can
assign no particular place or cause. Absent from Margaret,
I had no resource against the oppression that now overcame
me. I could only endeavour to alleviate it by keeping
incessantly in action; by walking or riding, hour after hour,
In the vain attempt to quiet the mind by wearying out the
body. Apprehension of the failure of my application to
Mr. Sherwin had nothing to do with the vague gloom which
now darkened- my thoughts; they kept too near home for
that. Besides, what I had observed of Margaret's father,
especially during the latter part of my interview with him,
showed me plainly enough that he was trying to conceal,
under exaggerated surprise and assumed hesitation, his
secret desire to profit at once by my offer ; which, whatever
conditions might clog it, was infinitely more advantageous
in a social point of view, than any he could have hoped for. It
was not his delay in accepting my proposals, but the burden
of deceit, the fetters of concealment forced on me by the
proposals themselves, which now hung heavy on my heart.
That evening I left Ewell, and rode towards home again,
as far as Eichmond, where I remained for the night and the
forepart of the next day. I reached London in the afternoon ; and got to North ViUa—without going home first—
about five o'clock.
The oppression was still on my spirits. Even the sight
of the house where Margaret Lived failed to invigorate or
arouse me.
On this occasion, when I was shown into tne drawmgroom, both Mr. and Mrs. Sherwin were awaiting me there.
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On the table was the sherry which had been so perseveringly
pressed on me at the last interview, and by it a new pound
cake. Mrs. Sherwin was cutting the cake as I came in,
while her husband watched the process with critical eyes.
The poor woman's weak white fingers trembled as they moved
the knife under conjugal inspection.
" Most happy to see you again—most-happy indeed, Tiiy
dear Sir," said Mr. Sherwin, advancing with hospitable
smile and outstretched hand. " Allow me to introduce my
better half, Mrs. S."
His wife rose in a hurry, and curtseyed, leaving the knife
sticking in the cake; upon which Mr. Sherwin, with a stern
look at her, ostentatiously pulled it out, and set it down
rather violently on the dish.
Poor Mrs. Sherwin! I had hardly noticed her on the day
when she got into the omnibus with her daughter—it was
as if I now saw her for the first time. There is a natur.«d
communicativeness about women's emotions. A happy woman imperceptibly diffuses her happiness around her; she
has an influence that is something akin to the influence of a
sunshiny day. So, again, the melancholy of a melancholy
woman is invariably, though silently, infectious ; and Mrs.
Sherwin was one of this latter order. H e r pale, sickly,
moist-looking skin; her large, mild, watery, light-blue eyes ;
the restless timidity of her expression; the mixture of useless hesitation and involuntary rapidity in every one of her
actions—all furnished the same significant betrayal of a life
of incessant fear and restraint; of a disposition full of
modest generosities and meek sympathies, which had been
crushed down past rousing to self-assertion, past ever seeing
the light. There, in that mild, wan face of hers—in those
painful startings and hurryings when she moved; In that
tremulous, faint utterance when she spoke—there, I could
see one of those ghastly heart-tragedies laid open before me,
which are acted and re-acted, scene by sceu^ "^A year by
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year, in the secret theatre of home; tragedies whicli are
ever shadowed by the slow falling of the black curtain that
drops lower and lower every day—that drops, to hide all at
last, from the hand of death.
" We have had very beautiful weather lately. Sir," said
Mrs. Sherwin, almost inaudibly; looking as she spoke, with
anxious eyes towards her husband, to see if she was justified in uttering even those piteously common-place words,
" Very beautiful weather to be sure," continued the poor
woman, as timidly as if she had become a little child again,
and had been ordered to say her first lesson in a stranger's
presence.
" Delightful weather, Mrs. Sherwin. I have been enjoying it for the last two days in the country—in a part of
Surrey (the neighbourhood of Ewell) that I had not seen
before."
There was a pause. Mr. Sherwin coughed ; it was evidently a warning matrimonial peal that he had often rung
before—for Mrs. Sherwin started, and looked up at him
directly.
" As the lady of the house, Mrs. S , it strikes me that you
might offer a visitor, like this gentleman, some cake and
Ivlne, without making any particular hole in your manners!"
" Oh dear me! I beg your pardon! I'm very sorry, I'm
sure"—and she poured out a glass of wine, with such a
trembling hand that the decanter tinkled all the while against
the glass. Though I wanted nothing, I ate and drank something immediately, in common consideration for Mrs. Sherwin's embarrassment.
Mr. Sherwin filled himself a glass—held it up admiringly
to the light—said, " Your good health. Sir, your very good
health ;" and drank the wine with the air of a connoisseur,
and a most expressive smacking of the lips. His wife (to
whom he offered nothing) looked at him all the time with
the most reverential attention.
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" You are taking nothing yourself, Mrs. Sherwin," I said.
" Mrs. Sherwin, Sir," interposed her husband, " never
drinks wine, and can't digest cake. A bad stomach—a very
bad stomach. Have another glass yourself Won't you,
indeed ? This sherry stands me in six shillings a bottle—
ought to be first-rate wine at that price: and so it is.
Well, If you won't have any more, we will proceed to business. H a ! h a ! business as I call i t ; pleasure I hope it will
be to you."
Mrs. Sherwin coughed—a very weak, small cough, halfstifled in its birth.
" There you are again!" he said, turning fiercely towards
her—" Coughing again! Six months of the doctor—a six
months' bill to come out of my pocket—and no good done
—no good, Mrs. S."
" Oh, I am much better, thank you—It was only a
little—"
" W e l l , Sir, the evening after you left me, I had what you
may call an explanation with my dear girl. She was naturally a little confused and—and embarrassed. Indeed. A very
serious thing of course, to decide at her age, and at so short
a notice, on a point Involving the happiness of her whole life
to come."
Here Mrs. Sherwin put her handkerchief to her eyes—
quite noiselessly; for she had doubtless acquired by long
practice the habit of weeping In silence. Her husband's
quick glance turned on her, however. Immediately, with anything but an expression of sympathy.
" Good God, Mrs. S.! what's the use of going on in that
way ?" he said, indignantly. " W h a t is there to cry about ?
Margaret isn't ill, and isn't unhappy—what on earth's the
matter now ? Upon my soul this Is a most annoying circumstance : and before a visitor too ! You had better leave
me to discuss the matter alone—you always were In the way
of business, and it's my opinion you always wiU be."
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Mrs. Sherwin prepared, without a word of remonstrance,
to leave the room. I sincerely felt for her; but could say
nothing. I n the impulse of the moment, I rose to open the
door for h e r ; and immediately repented having done so.
The action added so much to her embarrassment that she
kicked her foot against a chair, and uttered a suppressed exclamation of pain as she went out.
Mr. Sherwin helped himself to a second glass of wine,
without taking the smallest notice of this.
" I hope Mrs. Sherwin has not hurt herself?" I said.
" Oh dear no! not worth a moment's thought—awkwardness and nervousness, nothing else—she always was nervous
—the doctors (all humbugs) can do nothing with her—it's
very sad, very sad indeed ; but there's no help for it."
By this time (in spite of all my efforts to preserve some
respect for him, as Margaret's father) he had sunk to his
proper place in my estimation.
" Well, my dear Sir," he resumed, " to go back to where I
was interrupted by Mrs. S. Let me see : I was saying that
my dear girl was a little confused, and so forth. As a matter
of course, I put before her all the advantages which such a
connection as yours promised—and at the same time, mentioned some of the little embarrassing circumstances—the
private marriage, you know, and all that—besides telling
her of certain restrictions in reference to tlie marriage, if it
came off, which I should feel it my duty as a father to Impose ; and which I shall proceed, in short, to explain to you.
As a man of the world, my dear Sir, you know as well as I
do, that young ladies don't give very straightforward answers on the subject of their prepossessions in favour of
young gentlemen. But I got enough out of her to show me
that you,had made pretty good use of your time—no occasion to despond, you know—I leave you to make her speak
plain; it's more In your line than mine, more a good deal.
And now let us come to the business part of the transac-
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tion. All I have to say is this :—if you agree to my proposals, then I agree to yours. I think that's fair enough—
Eh?"
" Quite fan-, Mr. Sherwin."
" Just so. Now, in the first place, my daughter is too
young to be married yet.
She was only seventeen last
birthday."
" You astonish m e ! I should have imagined her three
years older at least."
" Everybody thinks her older than she is—everybody, my
dear Sir—and she certainly looks It. She's more formed,
more developed I may say, than most girls at her age. However, that's not the point. The plain fact is, she's too young
to be married now—too young in a moral point of view ; too
young in an educational point of view; too young altogether.
Well: the upshot of this is, that I could not give my consent
to Margaret's marrying, until another year Is out—say a year
from this time. One year's courtship for the finishing off
of her education, and the formation of her constitution—you
understand me, for the formation of her constitution."
A year to wait! At first, this seemed a long trial to endure, a trial that ought not to be imposed on me. But the
next moment, the delay appeared in a different light.
Would it not be the dearest of privileges to be able to see
Margaret, perhaps every day, perhaps for hours at a time ?
Would it not be happiness enough to observe each development of her character, to watch her first maiden love for
me, advancing nearer and nearer towards confidence and
maturity the oftener we met ? As I thought on this, I answered Mr. Sherwin without further hesitation.
" I t will be some trial," I said, " t o my patience, though
none to my constancy, none to the strength of my affection
—I will wait the year."
"Exactly so," rejoined Mr. Sherwin ; "such candour and
such reasonableness were to be expected from one who is
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quite the gentleman. And now comes my grand difficulty
in this business—in fact, the little stipulation I have to
make."
He stopped, and ran his fingers through his hair, in all
directions ; his features fidgetting and distorting themselves
ominously, while he looked at me.
" Pray explain yourself, Mr. Sherwin. Your silence
gives me some uneasiness at this particular moment, I assure you."
" Quite so—I understand. Now, you must promise me
not to be huffed—offended, I should say—at what I am
going to propose."
" Certainly not."
" Well, then, it may seem odd; but under all the circumstances—that is to say, as far as the case concerns you
personally—I want you and my dear girl to be married at
once, and yet not to be married exactly, for another year, I
don't know whether you understand me ?"
" I must confess I do not."
He coughed rather uneasily; turned to the table, and
poured out another glass of sherry—his hand trembling a
little as he did so. He drank off the wine at a draught;
cleared his throat three or four times after i t ; and then
spoke again.
" Well, to be still plainer, this is how the matter stands :
If you were a party In our rank of life, coming to court
Margaret with your father's full approval and permission—
when once you had consented to the year's engagement,
everything would be done and settled ; the bargain would
hare been struck on both sides; and there would be an end
of it. But, situated as you are, I can't stop here safely
I mean, I can't end the agreement exactly in this way."
He evidently felt that he got fluent on wine; and helped
himself, at this juncture, to another glass.
" You will see what I am driving at, my dear Sir, direct'v"
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he continued. " Suppose now, you came courting my
daughter for a year, as we settled ; and suppose your father
found It out—we should keep it a profound secret of course :
but still, secrets are sometimes found out, nobody knows
how. Suppose, I say, your father got scent of the thing,
and the match was broken off; where do you think Margaret's reputation would be ? If it happened with somebody
In her own station, we might explain it all, and be believed :
but happening with somebody in yours, what would the
world say ? Would the world believe you had ever intended to marry her ? That's the point—that's the point
precisely."
" But the case could not happen—I am astonished you
can imagine it possible. I have told you already, I am of
age."
" Properly urged—very properly, indeed. But you also
told me. If vou remember, when I first had the pleasure of
seeing you, that your father, if he knew of this match, would
stick at nothing to oppose it—al nothing—I recollect you
said so. Now, knowing this, my dear Sir—though I have
the most perfect confidence in your honour, and ijour resolution to fulfil your engagement — I can't have confidence in your being prepared beforehand to oppose all your
father might do if he found us out; because you can't tell
yourself what he might be up to, or what influence he
might set to work over you. This sort of mess is not very
probable, you will say; but if it's at aU possible — and
there's a year for it to be possible in—by George, Sir, I
must guard against accidents, for my daughter's sake—I
must indeed !'•'
" In Heaven's name, Mr. Sherwin, pass over all these impossible difficulties of yours! and let me hear what you
have finally to propose."
" Gently, my dear Sir! gently, gently, gently! I propose
this, to begin with : that you should marry my daughter—
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privately marry her—in a week's time. Now, pray compose
yourself!" (I was looking at him in speechless astonishment.) " T a k e it easy; pray take it easy!
Supposing,
then, you marry her in this way, I make one stipulation. I
require you to give me your word of honour to leave her
at the church door; and for the space of one year never to
attempt to see her, except in the presence of a third party.
A t the end of that time, I wiU engage to give her to you,
as your wife in fact, as well as in name. There! what do
you say to that—eh ?"
I was too astounded, too overwhelmed, to say anything at
that moment; Mr. Sherwin went on:
" This plan of mine, you see, reconciles everything. If
any accident does happen, and we are discovered, why your
father can do nothing to stop the match, because the match
wIU have been already made. And, at the same time, I secure
a year's delay, for the formation of her constitution, and the
finishing of her accomplishments, and so forth. Besides,
what an opportunity this gives of sailing as near the wind
as you choose, in breaking the thing, bit by bit, to your
father, without fear of consequences. In case he should run
rough after all. Upon my honour, my dear Sir, I think I
deserve some credit for hitting on this plan—it makes everything so right and straight, and suits of course the wishes
of all parties! I need hardly say that you shall have every
facility for seeing Margaret, under the restrictions—under
the restrictions, you understand. People may talk about
your visits ; but having got the certificate, and knowing It's
all safe and settled, I shan't care for that. AVell, what do
you say ? take time to think, if you wish It—only remember that I have the most perfect confidence in your honour
and that I act from a fatherly feeling for the interests of
my dear g h l ! " H e stopped, out of breath from the extraordinary volubility of his long harangue.
Some men more experienced in the world, less mastered
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by love than I was, would, in my position, have recognised
m this proposal an unfair trial of self-restraint—perhaps,
something like an unfair humllltatlon as well.
Others
would have detected the selfish motives which suggested it ^
the mean distrust of my honour, integrity, and firmness of
purpose which it implied; and the equally mean anxiety on
Mr. Sherwin's part to clench his profitable bargain at once^
for fear It might be repented of I discerned nothing of this.
As soon as I had recovered from the natural astonishment
of the first few moments, I only saw In the strange plan
proposed to me, a certainty of assuring—no matter with
what sacrifice, what hazard, or what delay—the ultimate
triumph of my love. When Mr. Sherwin had ceased speaking, I replied at once :
" I accept your conditions—I accept them with all my
heart."
He was hardly prepared for so complete and so sudden
an acquiescence in his proposal, and looked absolutely
startled by it, at first. But soon resuming his self-posses*
sion—his wily, " business-like" self-possession—he started
up, and shook me vehemently by the hand.
" Delighted—most delighted, my dear Sir, to find how
soon we understand each other, and that we pull together
so well. We must have another glass; hang it, we really
must! a toast, you know; a toast you can't help drinking—
your wife! Ha! ha !—I had you there !—my dear, dear
Margaret, God bless her !"
" We may consider all difficulties finally settled then,"
I said, anxious to close my interview with Mr. Sherwin as
speedily as possible.
" Decidedly so. Done, and double done, I may say.
There will be a little insurance on your life, that I shall ask
you to effect for dear Margaret's sake ; and perhaps, a memorandum of agreement, engaging to settle a certain proportion of anv property you may become possessed of, on
tj 2
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her and her children. You see I am looking forward to
ray grandfather days already! B u t this can wait for a
future occasion—say in a day or two."
" Then I presume there will be no objection to my seeing
Miss Sherwin now ?"
" None whatever—at once, if you like. This way, my
dear Sir ; this way," and he led me across the passage, into
the dining-room.
This apartment was furnished with less luxury, but with
more bad taste (if possible) than the room we had just left.
Near the window sat Margaret—it was the same window at
which I had seen her, on the evening when I wandered into
the square, after our meeting In the omnibus. The cage
with the canary-bird hung in the same place. I just noticed
•—with a momentary surprise—that Mrs. Sherwin was sitting far away from her daughter, at the other end of the
room ; and then placed myself by Margaret's side. She was
dressed in pale yellow—a colour which gave new splendour
to her dark complexion and magnificently dark hair. Once
more, all my doubts, all my seif-upbraidings vanished, and
gave place to the exquisite sense of happiness, the glow of
joy and hope and love which seemed to rush over my heart,
the moment I looked at her.
After staying in the room about five minutes, Mr. Sherwin whispered to his wife, and left us. Mrs. Sherwin still
kept her place ; but she said nothing, and hardly turned to
look round at us more than once or twice. Perhaps she was
occupied by her own thoughts ; perhaps, from a motive of
delicacy, she abstained even from an appearance of watching
her daughter or watching me. Whatever feelings influenced
her, I cared not to speculate on them. I t was enough that
I had the privilege of speaking to Margaret uninterruptedly ;
of declaring my love a^ last, without hesitation and without
reserve.
How much I had to say to her, and how short a time

BASIL.

St

seemed to be left me that evening to say it in ! How short
a time to teU her all the thoughts of the past which she
had created in me ; all the self-sacrifice to which I had
cheerfully consented for her sake; all the anticipations of
future happiness which were concentrated in her, which
drew their very breath of life, only from the prospect of her
rewarding love ! She spoke but little ; yet even that little
it was a new delight to hear. She smiled now; she let me
take her hand, and made no attempt to withdraw it. The
evening had closed i n ; the darkness was stealing fast upon
u s ; the still, dead-still figure of Mrs. Sherwin, always
in the same place and the same attitude, grew fainter and
fainter to the eye, across the distance of the room—but no
thought of time, no thought of home ever once crossed my
mind. I could have sat at the window with Margaret the
long night through; without an idea of numbering the
hours as they passed.
Ere long, however, Mr. Sherwin entered the room again,
and effectually roused me by approaching and speaking to
us. I saw that I had stayed long enough, and that we
were not to be left together again, that night. So I rose
and took my leave, having first fixed a time for seeing Margaret on the morrow. Mr. Sherwin accompanied me with
great ceremony to the outer door. J u s t as I was leaving
him, he touched me on the arm, and said In his most confidential tones:
" Come an hour earlier, to-morrow; and we'll go and get
the licence together. No objection to that—eh ? And the
marriage, shall we say this day week ? J u s t as you like,
you know—don't let me seem to dictate. A h ! no objection
to that, either, I see, and no objection on Margaret's side,
I'll warrant! W i t h respect to consents, in the marrying part
of the business, there's complete mutuality—isn't there r
Good n i g h t : God bless yov '"
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That night I went home with none of the reluctance or
the apprehension which I had felt on the last occasion, when
I approached our own door. The assurance of success contained in the events of the afternoon, gave me a trust in
my own self-possession—a confidence in my ov^n capacity
to parry all dangerous questions—which I had not experienced before, I cared not how soon, or for how long a
time, I might find myself in company with Clara or my
father. It was well for the preservation of my secret that
I was in this frame of mind; for, on opening my study door,
I was astonished to see both of them in my room.
Clara was measuring one of my over-crowded book-shelves,
with a piece of string; and was apparently just about to
compare the length of it with a vacant space on the wall
close by, when I came in. Seeing me, she stopped; and
looked round significantly at my father, who was standing
near her, with a file of papers in his hand.
" You may well feel surprised, Basil, at this invasion of
your territory," he said, with peculiar kindness of manner
—" you must, however, apply there, to the prime minister
of the household," pointing to Clara, " for an explanation.
I am only the instrument of a domestic conspiracy on your
sister's part,"
Clara seemed doubtful whether she should speak. It
was the first time I had ever seen such an expression in her
face, when she looked into mine.
" W e are discovered, papa," she said, after a momentary
silence, " and we must explain; but you know I always
leave as many explanations as I can to you."
"Very well," said my father smiling; "my task in this
instance wiU be an easy one. I was intercepted, Basil, on
my way to my own room by your sister, and taken in here

BASIL.

87

to advise about a new set of bookcases for you, when I
ought to have been attending to my own money matters.
Clara's idea was to have had these new bookcases made in
secret, and put up aa a surprise, some day when you were
not at home. However, as you have caught her In the act
of measuring spaces, with all the skill of an experienced
carpenter, and all the impetuosity of an arbitrary young
lady who rules supreme over everybody, further concealment is out of the question. W e must make a virtue of
necessity, and confess everything."
Poor Clara! This was her only return for ten days' utter
neglect—and she had been half afraid to tell me of it herself I approached and thanked her; not very gratefully,
I am afraid, for I felt too confused to speak freely. I t
seemed like a fatality. The more evil I was doing in secret,
evil to family ties and family principles, the more good was
unconsciously returned to me by my family, through my
sister's hands.
" I made no objection, of course, to the bookcase plan,"
continued my father. " More room is really wanted for the
volumes on volumes that you have collected about you ; but
I certainly suggested a little delay in the execution of the
project. The bookcases will, at all events, not be required
here for five months to come. This day vreek we return to
the country."
I could not repress a start of astonishment and dismay
Here was a difficulty which I ought to have provided for;
but which I had most unaccountably never once thought of,
although it was now the period of the year at which on all
former occasions we had been accustomed to leave London.
This day week too! The very day fixed by Mr. Sherwin for
my marriage!
" I am afraid. Sir, I shall not be able to go with you and
31ara so soon as you propose. I t was my wish to remain
n London some time longer." I said this In a low voice,
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without venturing to look at my sister. But I could not
help hearing her exclamation as 1 spoke, and the tone in
which she uttered it.
My father moved nearer to me a step or two, and looked
in my face intently, with the firm, penetrating expression
which peculiarly characterized him.
" This seems an extraordinary resolution," he said, his
tones and manner altering ominously while he spoke. " I
thought your sudden absence for the last two days rather
odd; but this plan of remaining in London by yourself is
really incomprehensible. W h a t can you have to do ?"
An excuse—no ! not an excuse ; let me call things by
their right names In these pages—a lie was rising to my
lips; but my father checked the utterance of it. H e detected my embarrassment immediately, anxiously as I strove
to conceal it.
" Stop," he said coldly, while the red flush which meant
so much when it rose on his cheek, began to appear there
for the first time. " Stop! If you must make excuses, Basil,
I must ask no questions. You have a secret which you
wish to keep from me ; and I beg you will keep it. I have
never been accustomed to treat my sons as I would not
treat any other gentlemen with whom I may happen to be
associated. If they have private affairs, I cannot Interfere
with those affairs. My trust In their honour is my only
guarantee against their deceiving me ; but in the intercourse
of gentlemen that Is guarantee enough. Eemain here as
long as you like: we shall be happy to see you in the
co'intry, when you are able to leave town."
H e turned to Clara. " I suppose, my love, you want me
no longer. While I settle my own matters of business,
you can arrange about the book-cases with your brother.
Whatever you wish, I shall be glad to do." And he left
the room without speaking to me, or looking at me again.
I sank into a chair, feeling disgraced In my own estimation
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by the last words he had spoken to me. His trust in my
honour was his only guarantee against my deceiving him.
As I thought over that declaration, every syllable of it
seemed to sear my conscience ; to brand Hypocrite on my
heart.
I turned towards my sister. She was standing at a little
distance from me, silent and pale, mechanically twisting
the measuring-string, which she still held between her
trembling fingers; and fixing her eyes upon me so lovingly,
so mournfully, that my fortitude gave way when I looked at
her. At that instant, I seemed to forget everything that had
passed since the day when I first met Margaret, and to be
restored once more to my old way of life and my old homesympathies. My head drooped on my breast, and I felt the
hot tears forcing themselves Into my eyes.
Clara stepped quietly to my side ; and sitting down by me
in silence, put her arm round my neck.
When I was calmer, she said gently:
" I have been very anxious about you, Basil; and perhaps
I have allowed that anxiety to appear more than I ought.
Perhaps I have been accustomed to exact too much from
you—you have been too ready to please me. But I have
been used to it so long ; and I have nobody else that I can
speak to as I can to you. Papa is very kind ; but he can't
be what you are to me exactly; and Ealph does not live
with us now, and cared little about me, I am afraid, when he
did. I have friends, but friends are not—"
She stopped again; her voice was falling her. Eor a moment, she struggled to keep her self-possession—struggled as
only women can—and succeeded in the effort. She pressed
her arm closer round my neck ; but her tones were steadier
and clearer when she resumed:
" It will not be very easy for me to give up our country
rides and walks together, and the evening talk that we always
bad at dusk in the old library at the park. But I think 1
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can resign aU this, and go away alone with papa, for the
first time, without making you melancholy by anything I
say or do at parting, if you wiU only promise that when you
are in any difficulty you wiU let me be of some use. I think
I could always be of use, because I should always feel an
interest in anything that concerned you. I don't want to
intrude on your secret; but if that secret should ever bring
you trouble or distress (which I hope and pray it may not),
I want you to have confidence in my being able to help you,
in some way, through any mischances. Let me go into the
country, Basil, knowing that you can stlU put trust in me,
even though a time should come when you can put trust in
no one else—let me know this : do let me!"
I gave her the assurance she desired—gave it with my
whole heart. She seemed to have recovered all her old influence over me by the few simple words she had spoken.
The thought crossed my mind, whether I ought not in common gratitude to confide my secret to her at once, knowing
as I did, that it would be safe in her keeping, however the
disclosure might startle or pain her, I believe I should have
told her all. In another minute, but for a mere accident—the
trifling interruption caused by a knock at the door.
It came from one of the servants. My father desired to
see Clara on some matter connected with their impending
departure for the country. She was unfit enough to obey
such a summons at such a time ; but with her usual courage
in disciplining her own feelings into subserviency to the
wishes of any one whom she loved, she determined to obey
immediately the message which had been delivered to her.
A few moments of silence; a slight trembling soon repressed ; a parting kiss for me ; these few farewell words of
encouragement at the door; " Don't grieve about what papa
has said ; you have made me feel happy about you, Basil; I
will make him feel ha]>py too," and Clara was gone.
With those few minutes of interruption, the time for the
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disclosure of my secret had passed by. As soon as my
sister was out of the room, my former reluctance to trust it
to home-keeping returned, and remained unchanged throughout the whole of the long year's probation which I had engaged to pass. But this mattered little. As events turned
out. If I had told Clara all, the end would have come In the
same way, the fatality would have been accomplished by the
same means.
I went out shortly after my sister had left me. I could
give myself to no occupation at home, for the rest of that
night; and I knew that it would be useless to attempt to
sleep just then. As I walked through the streets, bitter
thoughts against my father rose in my mind—bitter thoughts
against his inexorable family pride, which Imposed on me the
concealment and secrecy, under the oppression of which I
had already suffered so much—bitter thoughts against those
social tyrannies, which take no account of human sympathy
and human love, and which my father now impersonated, as
It were, to my ideas. Gradually these reflections merged in
others that were better. I thought of Clara again; consoling myself with the belief, that, however my father might
receive the news of my marriage, I might count upon my
sister as certain to love my wife and be kind to her, for my
sake. This thought led my heart back to Margaret—led it
gently and happily. I went home, calmed and reassured
again—at least for the rest of the night.
The events of that week, so fraught with importance for
be future of my life, passed with ominous rapidity.
The marriage license was procured; all remaining prehminaries with Mr. Sherwin were adjusted ; I saw Margaret
every day, and gave myself up more and more unreservedly
to the charm that she exercised over me, at each succeeding
Interview. At home, the bustle of approaching departure ;
the farewell visitings; the multitudinous minor arrangements preceding a journey to the country, seemed to hurry
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the hours on faster and faster, as the parting day for Clara,
and the marriage day for me, drew near. Incessant interruptions prevented any more lengthened or private conversations with my sister; and my father was hardly ever accessible for more than five minutes together, even to those
who specially wished to speak with him. Nothing arose to
embarrass or alarm me now, out of my intercourse with
home.
The day came. I had not slept during the night that preceded i t ; so I rose early to look out on the morning.
I t is strange how frequently that instinctive beUef in
omens and predestinations, which we flippantly term Superstition, asserts its natural prerogative even over minds
trained to repel it, at the moment of some great event in our
lives. I believe this has happened to many more men than
ever confessed It; and it happened to me. At any former
period of my life, I should have laughed at the bare imputation of a " superstitious" feehng ever having risen in my
mind. But now, as I locked on the sky, and saw the black
clouds that overspread the whole firmament, and the heavy
rain that poured down from them, an irrepressible sinking
of the heart came over me. Eor the last ten days the sun
had shone almost uninterruptedly—with my marriage-day
came the cloud, the mist and the rain. I tried to laugh myself out of the forebodings which this suggested, and tried
in vain.
The departure for the country was to take place at an
early hour. W e all breakfasted together; the meal was
hurried over comfortlessly and silently. My father wa
either writing notes, or examining the steward's accounts,
almost the whole time ; and Clara was evidently incapable
of uttering a single word, without risking the loss of her
self-possession. The silence was so complete, while we sat
together at the table, that the fall of the rain outside (which
bad grown softer and thicker as the morning advanced), axxi
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the quick, quiet tread of the servants, as they moved about
the room, were audible with a painful distinctness. The
oppression of our last family breakfast in London, for that
year, had an influence of wretchedness which I cannot describe—which I can never forget.
At last the hour of starting came. Clara seemed afraid
to trust herself even to look at me now. She hurriedly
drew down her veU the moment the carriage was announced.
My father shook hands with me rather coldly. I had hoped
he would have said something at parting; but he only bade
me farewell in the simplest and shortest manner. I had
rather he would have spoken to me in anger than restrained
himself as he did, to what the commonest forms of courtesy
required. There was but one more slight, after this, that he
could cast on me; and he did not spare it. While my sister
was taking leave of me, he waited at the door of the room
to lead her down stairs, as if he knew by intuition that this
was the last little parting attention which I had hoped to
show her myself.
Clara whispered (in such low, trembling tones that I could
hardly hear her) :
" Think of what you promised in your study, Basil, whenever you think of me : I will write often."
As she raised her veil for a moment, and kissed me, I felt
>n my own cheek the tears that were falling fast over hers.
t followed her and my father down stairs. When they
•eached the street, she gave me her hand—-it was cold and
powerless. I knew that the fortitude she had promised to
show, was giving way, in spite of all her efforts to preserve
It; so I let her hurry into the carriage without detaining
her by any last words. The next instant she and my father
were driven rapidly from the door.
When I re-entered the house, my watch showed me that
I had still an hour to wait, before it was time to go to North
Villa.
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Between the different emotions produced by my impressions of the scene I had just passed through, and my anticipations of the scene that was yet to come, I suffered in that
one hour as much mental conflict as most men suffer in a
life. I t seemed as if I were living out all my feelings in this
short interval of delay, and must die at heart when It was
over. My restlessness was a torture to m e ; and yet I could
not overcome it. I wandered through the house from room
to room, stopping nowhere. I took down book after book
from the library, opened them to read, and put them back on
the shelves the next instant. Over and over again I walked
to the window to occupy myself with what was passing in
the street; and each time I could not stay there for one
minute togerther. I went into the picture-gallery, looked
along the walls, and yet knew not what I was looking at.
At last I wandered into my fathers study—the only room I
had not yet visited.
A portrait of my mother hung over the fireplace: my
eyes turned towards it, and for the first time I came to a
long pause. The picture had an influence that quieted m e ;
but what influence I hardly knew. Perhaps it led my spirit
up to the spirit that had gone from us—perhaps those secret
voices from the unknown world, which only the soul can
listen to, were loosed at that moment, and spoke within me.
While I sat looking up at the portrait, I grew strangely and
suddenly calm before it. My memory flew back to a long
illness that I had suffered from, as a child, when my little
cradle-couch was placed by my mother's bedside, and she
used to sit by me In the dull evenings and hush me to sleep.
The remembrance of this brought with it a dread imagining
that she might now be hushing my spirit, from her place
among the angels of God. A stillness and awe crept over
me ; and I hid my face in my hands.
The striking of the hour from a clock in the room, startled
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me back to the outer world. I left the house and went at
once to North Villa.
Margaret and her father and mother were in the drawingroom when I entered it. I saw immediately that neither of
the two latter had passed the morning calmly. The impending event of the day had exercised its agitating influence
over them, as well as over me. Mrs. Sherwin's face was
pale to her very Hps : not a word escaped her. Mr. Sherwin
endeavoured to assume the self-possession which he was evidently far from feeling, by walking briskly up and down the
room, and talking incessantly—asking the most commonplace questions, and making the most common-place jokes.
Margaret, to my surprise, showed fewer symptoms of agitation than either of her parents. Except when the colour
came and went occasionally on her cheek, I could detect no
outward evidences of emotion in her at all.
The church was near at hand. As we proceeded to it, the
rain fell heavily, and the mist of the morning was thickening to a fog. W e had to wait in the vestry for the officiating clergyman. All the gloom and dampness of the day
seemed to be collected in this room—a dark, cold, melancholy
place, with one window which opened on a burial-ground
steaming in the wet. The rain pattered monotonously on
the pavement outside. While Mr. Sherwin exchanged remarks on the weather with the clerk, (a tall, lean man, arrayed in a black gown), I sat silent, near Mrs, Sherwin and
Margaret, looking with mechanical attention at the white
surplices which hung before me in a half-opened cupboard
—at the bottle of water and tumbler, and the long-shaped
books, bound in brown leather, which were on the table. I
was incapable of speaking—incapable even of thinking—
during that Interval of expectation.
At length the clergyman arrived^ and we went into the
church—the church, with its desolate array of empty pewo,
and Its cliill, l^'^^vy, week-day atmosphere. As we ranged
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ourselves round the altar, a confusion overspread all my
faculties. My sense of the place I was in, and even of the
ceremony in which I took part, grew more and more vague
and doubtful every minute.
My attention wandered
throughout the whole service. I stammered and made mistakes in uttering the responses. Once or twice I detected
myself in feeling impatient at the slow progress of the ceremony—it seemed to be doubly, trebly longer than Its usual
length. Mixed up with this impression was another, wild
and monstrous as If it had been produced by a dream—an
impression that my father had discovered my secret, and was
watching me from some hidden place in the church; watching through the service, to denounce and abandon me
publicly at the end. This morbid fancy grew and grew on
me until the termination of the ceremony, until we had left
the church and returned to the vestry once more.
The fees were paid; we wrote our names in the books
and on the certificate ; the clergyman quietly wished me
happiness ; the clerk solemnly imitated him; the pew-opener
smiled and curtseyed; Mr. Sherwin made congratulatory
speeches, kissed his daughter, shook hands with me, frowned
a private rebuke at his wife for shedding tears, and, finallj^,
led the way with Margaret out of the vestry. The raia
was stiU falHng, as they got into the carriage. The fog was
still thickening, as I stood alone under the portico of the
church, and tried to realise to myself that I was married.
Married ! The son of the proudest man in England, the
inheritor of a name written on the roll of Battle Abbey,
wedded to a linen-draper's daughter! And what a marriage ! W h a t a condition weighed on i t ! W h a t a probation was now to follow i t ! W h y had I consented so easily
to Mr. Sherwin's proposals? Would he not have given
way, if I had only been resolute enough to insist on my
own conditions ?
How useless to mquire! I had made the engagement
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ajid must abide by it—abide by it cheerfully untH the year
was over, and she was mine for ever. This must be my
all-sufficing thought for the future. No more reflections on
consequences, no more forebodings a.bout the effect of the
disclosure of my secret on my family—the leap into a new
life had been taken, and, lead where it might, it was a leap
that could never be retraced!
Mr. Sherwin had insisted, with the immovable obstinacy
which characterises all feeble-minded people in the management of their Important affairs, that the first clause In our
agreement (the leaving my wife at the church-door) should
be performed to the letter. As a due compensation for
this, I was to dine at North Villa that day. How should
T employ the interval that was to elapse before the dinnerhour ?
I went home, and had my horse saddled. I was in no
mood for remaining In an empty house, in no mood for
calling on any of my friends—I was fit for nothing but a
gallop through the rain. All my wearing and depressing
emotions of the morning, had now merged Into a wild excitement of body and mind. When the horse was brought
round, I saw with delight that the groom could hardly hold
him. " Keep him well in hand. Sir," said the man, " he's
not been out for three days." I was just in the humour for
such a ride as the caution promised me.
And what a ride it was, when I fairly got out of London ;
and the afternoon brightening of the foggy atmosphere,
showed the smooth, empty high road before me! The dashing through the rain that stUl fell; the feel of the long,
powerful, regular stride o^ the horse under me; the thrill
of that physical sympathy which establishes itself between
the man and the steed; the whirling past carts and waggons, saluted by the frantic barking of dogs inside them;
the flying by roadside alehouses, with the cheering of boys
and half-drunken men sounding for an instant behind mOj
u
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then lost in the distance—this was indeed to occupy, to
hurry on, to annihilate the tardy hours of solitude on my
wedding day, exactly as my heart desired!
I got home wet through; but with my body in a glow
from the exercise, with my spirits boiling up at fever heat.
When I arrived at North Villa, the change in my manner
astonished every one. At dinner, I required no pressing
now to partake of the sherry which Mr. Sherwin was so
fond of extolling, nor of the port which he brought out
afterwards, with a preliminary account of the vintage-date
of the wine, and the price of each bottle. My spirits,
factitious as they were, never flagged. Every time I looked
at Margaret, the sight of her stimulated them afresh. She
seemed pre-occupied, and was unusually silent during dinner ; but her beauty was just that voluptuous beauty which
is loveliest in repose. I had never felt its influence so
powerful over me as I felt it then.
In the drawing-room, Margaret's manner grew more familiar, more confident towards me than it had ever been
before. She spoke to me in warmer tones,. looked at me
with warmer looks. A hundred little incidents marked
our wedding-evening—trifles that love treasures up—which
still remain in my memory. One among them, at least, wiU
never dOpart from it. I first kissed her on that evening.
Mr. Sherwin had gone out of the room; Mrs. Sherwin
was at the other end of it, watering some plants at the window ; Margaret, by her father's desire, was showing me some
rare prints. She handed me a magnifying glass, through
which I was to look at a particular part of one of the engravings, that was considered a master-piece of delicate
workmanship. Instead of applying the magnifying test to
the print, for which I cared nothing, I laughingly applied it
to Margaret's face. Her lovely lustrous black eye seemed
to flash iflto mine through the glass; her warm, quick
feareathing played on my cheek—it was but for an instant,

BASIL.

99

and in that instant I kissed her for the first time. What
sensations the kiss gave me then !—what remembrances it
has left me now!
It was one more proof how tenderly, how purely I loved
her. that, before this time, I had feared to take the fiirst
love-privilege which I had longed to assert, and might well
have asserted, before. Men may not understand this; women, I believe, will.
The hour of departure arrived; the inexorable hour
which was to separate me from my wife on my wedding
evening. Shall I confess what I felt, on the first performance of my Ul-considered promise to Mr. Sherwin ? No :
I kept this a secret from Margaret; I will keep it a secret
nere.
I took leave of her as hurriedly and abruptly as possible
—I could not trust myself to quit her in any other way.
She had contrived to slip aside into the darkest part of the
room, so that I only saw her face dimly at parting.
I went home at once. When I lay down to sleep—then
the ordeal which I had been unconsciously preparing for
myself throughout the day, began to try me. Every
nerve in my body, strung up to the extremest point of
tension since the morning, now at last gave way. I felt
my limbs quivering, till the bed shook under me. I was
possessed by a gloom and horror, caused by no thought, and
producing no thought: the thinking faculty seemed paralysed within me, altogether. The physical and mental reaction, after the fever and agitation of the day, was so sudden
and severe, that the faintest noise from the street now
terrified—yes, literally terrified me. The whistling of the
wind—which had risen since sunset—made me start up in
bed, with my heart throbbing, and my blood aU chill. When
no sounds were audible, then I hstened for them to come
—listened breathlessly, without daring to move. At last
the agony of nervous prostration grew more than I could
H2
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bear—grew worse even than the child's horror of walking
in the darkness, and sleeping alone on the bed-room fioor,
which had overcome me, almost from the first moment when
I laid down. I groped my way to the table and Ht the
candle again ; then wrapped my dressing-gown round me,
and sat shuddering near the light, to watch the weary
bours out till morning.
And this was my wedding-night! This was hew the da'y
ended which had begun by my marriage with Margaret
Sherwin!
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As epoch in my narrative has now arrived. U p to the
time of my marriage, I have appeared as an active agent in
the different events I have described. After that period,
and—with one or two exceptional cases—throughout the
whole year of my probation, my position changed with the
change In my life, and became a passive one.
During this Interval year, certain events happened, some
of which, at the time, excited my curiosity, but none my
apprehension—some affected me with a temporary disappointment, but none with even a momentary suspicion. I
can now look back on them, as so many timely warnings
which I treated with fatal neglect. I t is in these event?
that the history of the long year through which I waited
to claim my wife as my own, is really comprised. Ttiey
marked the lapse of time broadly and significantly; and to
them I must n )w confine myself, as exclusively as may be^
•a the present portion of my narrative.
I t will be firftt necessary, however, that I should descilbo
what was the nature of my Intercourse with Margaret, during the probationary period which followed our marriage.
Mr. Sherwin's anxiety was to make my visits to North
Vnia as few as possible: he evidently feared the consequence^
of my seeing his daughter too often. But on this point, 1
was resolute enough in asserting my own interests, to over«

102

BASIL.

power any resistance on his part. I required him to concede to me the right of seeing Margaret every day—leaving
all arrangements of time to depend on his own convenience.
After the due number of objections, he reluctantly acquiesced
in my demand. I was bound by no engagement whatever,
limiting the number of my visits to Margaret; and I let
him see at the outset, that I was now ready in my turn, to
impose conditions on him, as he had already imposed them
on me.
Accordingly, it was settled that Margaret and I were to
meet every day. I usually saw her in the evening. When
any alteration in the hour of my visit took place, that alteration was produced by the necessity (which we all recognised
alike) of avoiding a meeting with any of Mr. Sherwin's
friends.
Those portions of the day or the evening which I spent
with Margaret, were seldom passed altogether in the Elysian
idleness of love. Not content with only enumerating his
daughter's school-accomplishments to me at our first interview, Mr, Sherwin boastfully referred to them again and
again, on many subsequent occasions; and even obliged
Margaret to display before me, some of her knowledge of
languages—which he never forgot to remind us had been
lavishly paid for out of his own pocket. It was at one of
these exhibitions that the idea occurred to me of making
a new pleasure for myself out of Margaret's society, by
teaching her really to appreciate and enjoy the literature
(vhlch she had evidently hitherto only studied as a task.
My fancy revelled by anticipation In all the delights of
such an employment as this. It would be like acting the
story of Abelard and Helolse over again—reviving all the
poetry and romance in which those immortal love-studies of
old had begun, with none of the guilt and none of the
misery that had darkened their end.
I had a definite purpose, besides, in wishing to assume
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the direction of Margaret's studies. Whenever the secret
of my marriage was revealed, my pride was concerned in
being able to show my wife to every one, as the all-sufficient
excuse for any imprudence I might have committed for her
sake, i was determined that my father, especially, should
have no other argument against her than the one ungracious argument of her birth—that he should see her, fitted
by the beauty of her mind, as well as by all her other beauties, for the highest station that society could offer. The
thought of this gave me fresh ardour in my project; I assumed my new duties without delay, and continued them
with a happiness which never once suffered even a momentary decrease.
Of all the pleasures which a man finds in the society of
a woman whom he loves, are there any superior, are there
many equal, to the pleasure of reading out of the same book
with her ? On what other occasion do the sweet familiarities of the sweetest of all companionships last so long without cloying, and pass and re-pass so naturally, so delicately,
so inexhaustibly between you and her ? Wlien is your face
so constantly close to hers as it is then ?—when can your
hair mingle with hers, your cheek touch hers, your eyes
meet hers, so often as they can then ? That is, of all times,
the only time when you can breathe with her breath for
hours together ; feel every little warming of the colour on
her cheek marking its own changes on the temperature of
yours; follow every slight fluttering of her bosom, every
faint gradation of her sighs, as if her heart was beating,
lier life glowing, within yours. Surely it is then—if ever
—that we realize, almost revive, in ourselves, the love of the
first two of our race, when angels walked with them on the
same garden paths, and their hearts were pure from the
pollution of the fatal tree!
Evening after evening passed away—one more happily
than another—in what Margaret and I called our lessons.
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Never were» lessons of literature so like lessons of love.
W e read oftenest the lighter Italian poets—we studied the
poetry of love, written in the language of love. But, as for
the steady, utilitarian purpose I had proposed to myself of
practically improving Margaret's intellect, that was a purpose which insensibly and deceitfully abandoned me as completely as if it had never existed. The little serious teaching I tried with her at first, led to very poor results. Perhaps, the lover interfered too much with the t u t o r ; perhaps,
I had over-estimated the fertility of the faculties I designed
to cultivate—but I cared not, and thought not to inquire
where the fault lay, then. I gave myself up unreservedly
to the exquisite sensations which the mere act of looking
on the same jpage with Margaret procured for m e ; and
neither detected, nor wished to detect, that it was I who
read the difficult passages, and left only a few even of the
very easiest to be attempted by her.
Happily for my patience under the trial imposed on me
by the terms on which Mr. Sherwin's restrictions, and my
promise to obey them, obliged me to live with Margaret, it
was Mrs. Sherwin who was generally selected to remain In
the room with us. By no one could such ungrateful duties
of supervision as those imposed on her, have been more delicately and more considerately performed.
She always kept far enough away to be out of hearing
when we whispered to each other. W e rarely detected her
even in looking at us. She had a way of sitting for hours
together In the same part of the room, without ever chang
ing her position, without occupation of any kind, without
uttering a word, or breathing a sigh. I soon discovered
that she was not lost in thought, at these periods (as I had
at first supposed) : but lost in a strange lethargy of body
and mind; a comfortless, waking trance, into which she fell
from sheer physical weakness—it was like the vacancy and
feebleness of a first convalescence, after a long illness. She
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never changed: nevar looked better, never worse. I often
spoke to her: I tried hard to show my sympathy, and win
her confidence and friendship. The poor lady was always
thankful, always spoke to me gratefully and kindly, but
very briefly. She never told me what were her sufferings or
her sorrows. The story of that lonely, lingering life was an
impenetrable mystery for her own family—for her husband
and her daughter, as well as for me. I t was a secret between her and God.
W i t h Mrs. Sherwin as the guardian to watch over Margaret, it may easily be imagined that I felt none of the
heavier oppressions of restraint.
Her presence, as the
third person appointed to remain with us, was not enough
to repress the little endearments to which each evening's
lesson gave rise ; but was just sufficiently perceptible to
invest them with the character of stolen endearments, and
to make them all the more precious on that very account.
Mrs. Sherwin never knew, I never thoroughly knew myself
till later, how much of the secret of my patience under my
year's probation lay in her conduct, while she was sitting in
the room with Margaret and me.
I n this solitude where I now write—in the change of life
and of all life's hopes and enjoyments which has come over
me—when I look back to those evenings at North Villa, I
shudder as I look. At this moment, I see the room again
—as in a dream—with the little round table, the reading
lamp, and the open books. Margaret and I are sitting together : her hand is in mine ; my heart Is with hers. Love,
and Youth, and Beauty—the mortal Trinity of this world's
worship—are there, in that quiet softly-lit room ; but not
alone. Away In the dim light behind, is a solitary figure,
ever mournful and ever still. I t Is a woman's form ; but
how wasted and how weak !—a woman's face; but how
ghastly and changeless, with those eyes that are vacant*
those lips that are motionless, those cheeks that the blood
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never tinges, that the freshness of health and happiness
shall never visit again! Woful, warning figure of dumb
sorrow and patient pain, to fill the background of a picture
of Love, and Beauty, and Youth!
I am straying from my task. Let me return to my narrative : its course begins to darken before me apace, while I
now write.
The partial restraint and embarrassment, caused at first
by the strange terms on which my wife and I were living
together, gradually vanished before the frequency of my
visits to North Villa. We soon began to speak with all
the ease, all the unpremeditated frankness of a long intimacy, Margaret's powers of conversation were generally
only employed to lead me to exert mine. She was never
tired of inducing me to speak of my family. She listened
with every appearance of interest, while I talked of my
father, my sister, or my elder brother; but whenever she
questioned me directly about any of them, her inquiries invariably led away from their characters and dispositions, to
their personal appearance, their every-day habits, their dress,
their intercourse with the gay world, the things they spent
their money on, and other topics of a similar nature.
Eor instance; she always listened, and listened attentively, to what I told her of my father's character, and
of the principles which regulated his life. She showed
every disposition to profit by the instructions I gave her beforehand, about how she should treat his peculiarities when
she was introduced to him. But, on all these occasions
what really interested her most, was to hear how many servants waited on him; how often he went to Court; how
many lords and ladies he knew ; what he said or did to his
servants, when they committed mistakes ; whether he was
ever angry with his children for asking him for money; and
whether he limited my sister to any given number of dresses
in the course of the year ?
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Again; whenever our conversation turned on Clara, if I
began by describing her kindness, her gentleness and goodness, her simple winning manners—I was sure to be led
insensibly into a digression about her height, figure, complexion, and style of dress. The latter subject especially
interested Margaret; she could question me on it, over and
over again. What was Clara's usual morning dress ? How
did she wear her hair ? What was her evening dress ?
Did she make a difference between a dinner party and a
ball? What colours did she prefer? What dressmaker
did she employ ? Did she wear much jewellery ? Which
did she like best in her hair, and which were most fashionable, fiowers or pearls ? How many new dresses did she
have In a year ; and was there more than one maid especially
to attend on her ?
Then, again: Had she a carriage of her own ? What
ladies took care of her when she went out ? Did she like
dancing ? What were the fashionable dances at noblemen's
houses ? Did young ladles in the great world practise the
pianoforte much ? How many offers had my sister had ?
Did she go to Court, as well as my father ? What did she
talk about to gentlemen, and what did gentlemen talk about
to her ? If she were speaking to a duke, how often would
she say " your Grace" to him ? and would a duke get her a
chau', or an ice, and wait on her just as gentlemen without
titles waited on ladies, when they met them in society ?
My replies to these and hundreds of other questions like
them, were received by Margaret with the most eager attention. On the favourite subject of Clara's dresses, my answers were an unending source of amusement and pleasure
to her. She especially enjoyed overcoming the difficulties
of interpreting aright my clumsy, circumlocutory phrases
in attempting to describe shawls, gowns, and bonnets;
and taught me the exact millinery language which I ought
to have made use of, with an arch expression of triumph
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and a burlesque earnestness of manner, that always
enchanted me. At that time, every word she uttered, no
matter how frivolous, was the sweetest of all music to my
ears. I t was only by the stern test of after-events that
I learnt to analyse her conversation. Sometimes, when I
was away from her, I might think of leading her girlish
curiosity to higher things; but when we met again, the
thought vanished; and it became delight enough for me
simply to hear her speak, without once caring or considering what she spoke of
Those were the days when I lived happy and unreflecting
in the broad sunshine of joy which love showered round me
—my eyes were dazzled; my mind lay asleep unaer it.
Once or .twice, a cloud came threatening, with chill and
shadowy Influence ; but it passed away, and then the sunshine returned—to fne, the same sunshine that it was before.

n.
The first change that passed over the calm uniformity of
the life at North YUla, came in this manner:
One evening, on entering the drawing-room, I missed
Mrs. Sherwin ; and found to my great disappointment that
her husband was apparently settled there for the evening.
H e looked a little flurried, and was more restless than
usual. His first words, as we met, Informed me of an
event In which he appeared to take the deepest interest.
" News, my dear sir !" he said. " Mr. Mannion has come
back—at least two days before I expected him!"
At first, I felt Inclined to ask who Mr. Mannion was, and
what consequence It could possibly be to me that he had
come back. But immediately afterwards, I remembered
that this Mr. Mannion's name had been mentioned during
my first conversation with Mr. Sherwin; and then I recalled
to mind the description I had heard of hjm, as " confiden-
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•ial clerk;" as forty years of age; and as an educated man,
who had made his information of some use to Margaret in
keeping up the knowledge she had acquired at school. I
knew no more than this about him, and I felt no curiosity
to discover more from Mr. Sherwin.
Margaret and I sat down as usual with our books about
us.
There had been something a little hurried and abrupt in
her manner of receiving me, when I came in. When we
began to read, her attention wandered incessantly; she
looked round several times towards the door. Mr. Sherwin
walked about the room without intermission, except when
he once paused on his restless course, to tell me that Mr.
Mannion was coming that evening; and that he hoped I
should have no objection to be introduced to a person who
was " quite like one of the family, and well enough read to
be sure to please a great reader like me." I asked myself
rather impatiently, who was this Mr. Mannion, that his
arrival at his employer's house should make a sensation ?
When I whispered some'-hing of this to Margaret, she
smiled rather uneasily, and said nothing.
At last the bell was rung. Margaret started a little at
the sound. Mr. Sherwin sat down ; composing himself into
rather an elaborate attitude—the door opened, and Mr. Man •
nion came in.
Mr. Sherwin received his clerk with the assumed superiority of the master In his words ; but his tones and manner
flatly contradicted them. Margaret rose hastily, and then
as hastily sat down again, while the visitor very respectfully
took her hand, and made the usual Inquiries. After this,
he was Introduced to me ; and then Margaret was sent away
to summon her mother down stairs. While she was out of
the room, there was nothing to distract my attention from
Mr. Mannion. I looked at him with a curiosity and interest,
which I co'^^^'f hardly account for at first.
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If extraordinary regularity of feature were alone sufficient
to make a handsome man, then this confidential clerk of
Mr. Sherwin's was assuredly one of the handsomest men I
ever beheld. Viewed separately from the head (which was
rather large, both in front and behind) his face exhibited,
throughout, an almost perfect symmetry of proportion.
His bald forehead was smooth and massive as marble; his
high brow and thin eyelids had the firmness and immobility
of iparble, and seemed as cold; his delicately-formed lips,
when he was not speaking, closed habitually, as changelessly
still as if no breath of life ever passed them. There was
not a wrinkle or line anywhere on his face. But for the
baldness in front, and the greyness of the hair at the back
and sides of his head, it would have been impossible from
his appearance to have guessed his age, even within ten
years of what it really was.
Such was his countenance in point of form; but in that
which is the outward assertion of our immortality—in expression—It was, as I now beheld it, an utter void. Never
had I before seen any human face which baffled all inquiry
like his. No mask could have been made expressionless
enough to resemble i t ; and yet it looked like a mask
It told you nothing of his thoughts, when he spoke t
nothing of his disposition, when he was silent. His cold
grey eyes gave you no help in trying to study him. They
never varied from the steady, straightforward look which
was exactly the same for Margaret as it was for me • for
Mrs. Sherwin as for Mr. Sherwin—exactly the same whether
he spoke or whether he listened; whether he talked of
indifferent, or of Important matters. Who was he ? What
was he ? His name and calling were poor replies to those
questions. Was he naturally cold and unimpressible at
heart ? or had some fierce passion, some terrible sorrow
ravaged the life within him, and left It dead for ever after ?
Impossible to conjecture! There was the impenetrable
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face before you, wholly inexpressive—so inexpressive that
it did not even look vacant—a mystery for your eyes and
your mind to dwell on—hiding something; but whether
vice or virtue you could not tell.
H e was dressed as unobtrusively as possible, entirely in
black; and was rather above the middle height. His manner was the only part of him that betrayed anything to the
observation of others. Viewed in connection with his station, his demeanour (unobtrusive though it was) proclaimed
itself as above his position in the world. H e had all the
quietness and self-possession of a gentleman. H e maintained
his respectful bearing, without the slightest appearance of
cringing; and displayed a decision, both in word and action,
that could never be mistaken for obstinacy or over-confidence.
Before I had been in his company five minutes, his manner
assured me that he must have descended to the position he
now occupied.
On his introduction to me, he bowed without saying
anything. When he spoke to Mr. Sherwin, his voice was
as void of expression as his face: it was rather low in tone,
but singularly distinct in utterance. H e spoke deliberately,
but with no emphasis on particular words, and without
hesitation in choosing his terms.
When Mrs. Sherwin came down, I watched her conduct
towards him. She could not repress a slight nervous shrinking, when he approached and placed a chair for her. I n
answering his inquiries after her health, she never once
looked at him; but fixed her eyes all the time on Margaret
and me, with a sad, anxious expression, wholly indescribable, which often recurred to my memory after that day. She
always looked more or less frightened, poor thing, in her
husband's presence; but she seemed positively awe-struck
before Mr. Mannion.
I n truth, my first observation of this so-called clerk, at
North Villa, was enough to convince me t h a t La waa
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master there—master in his own quiet, unobtrusive way.
That man's character, of whatever elements it might be
composed, was a character that ruled. I could not see this
in his face, or detect it in his words ; but I could discover
it in the looks and manners of his employer and his employer's family, as he now sat at the same table with them.
Margaret's eyes avoided his countenance much less frequently than the eyes of her parents ; but then he rarely
looked at her in return—rarely looked at her at all, except
when common courtesy obliged him to do so.
If any one had told me beforehand, that I should suspend
my ordinary evening's occupation with my young wife, for
the sake of observing the very man who had interrupted it,
and that.man only Mr. Sherwin's clerk, I should have
laughed at the idea. Yet so it was. Our books lay neglected
on the table—neglected by me, perhaps by Margaret too,
for Mr. Mannion.
His conversation, on this occasion at least, baffled all curiosity as completely as his face. I tried to lead him to
talk. He just answered me, and that was all; speaking with
great respect of manner and phrase, very intelligibly, but
very briefiy. Mr. Sherwin—after referring to the business
expedition on which he had been absent, for the purchase of
silks at Lyons—asked him some questions about Erance and
the Erench, which evidently proceeded from the most ludicrous ignorance both of the country and the people. Mr.
Mannion just set him right; and did no more. There was
r.ot the smallest inflection of sarcasm in his voice, not the
slightest look of sarcasm in his eye, while he spoke. When
we talked among ourselves, he did not join in the conversation ; but sat quietly waiting untH he might te pointedly
and personally addressed again. At these times a suspicion
crossed my mind that he might really be studying my character, as I was vainly trying to study his; and I often
turned suddenly round or Sm, to see whether he was look-
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ing at me. This was never the ease. His hard, chill grey
eyes were not on me, and not on Margaret: they rested
most frequently on Mrs. Sherwin, who always shrank before
them.
After staying little more than half an hour, he rose to go
away. While Mr. Sherwin was vainly pressing him to remain longer, I walked to the round table at the other end of
the room, on which the book was placed that Margaret and
I had intended to read during the evening. I was standing
by the table when he came to take leave of me. H e just
glanced at the volume under my hand, and said in tones too
low to be heard at the other end of the room:
" I hope my arrival has not interrupted any occupation
to-night. Sir. Mr. Sherwin, aware of the interest I must
feel in whatever concerns the family of an employer whom
I have served for years, has informed me in confidence—a
confidence which I know how to respect and preserve—o^
your marriage with his daughter, and of the peculiar circumstances under which the marriage has been contracted.
[ may at least venture to congratulate the young lady on a
change of life which must procure her happiness, having
begun already by procuring the increase of her mental resources and pleasures." H e bowed, and pointed to the book
on the table.
" I believe, Mr. Mannion," I said, " that you have been of
great assistance in laying a foundation for the studies to
which I presume you refer."
" I endeavoured to make myself useful in that way, Sir,
as in all others, when my employer desired it." H e bowed
again, as he said this; and then went out, followed by Mr.
Sherwin, who held a short colloquy with him in the hall.
What had he said to me ? Only a few civil words, spoken
m a very respectful manner. There had been nothing In his
tones, nothing in his looks, to give any peculiar significance
to what he uttered. Still, the moment his back was turned,
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I found myself speculating whether his words contained
any hidden meaning; trying to recall something in his voice
or manner which might guide me in discovering the real
sense he attached to what he said. It seemed as if the
most powerful whet to my curiosity, were supplied by my
own experience of the impossibility of penetrating beneath
the unassailable surface which this man presented to me.
I questioned Margaret about him. She could not tell me
more than I knew already. He had always been very kind
and useful; he was a clever man, and could talk a great
deal sometimes, when he chose ; and he had taught her more
of foreign languages and foreign literature in a month, than
she had learned at school In a year. While she was telling
me this, I hardly noticed that she spoke in a very hurried manner, and busied herself in arranging the books
and work that lay on the table. My attention was more
closely directed to Mrs. Sherwin. To my surprise, I saw
her eagerly lean forward while Margaret was speaking, and
fix her eyes on her daughter with a look of penetrating
scrutiny, of which I could never have supposed a person
usually so feeble and unenergetic to be capable. I thought
of transferring to her my questionings on the subject of
Mr. Mannion; but at that moment her husband entered
the room, and I addressed myself for further enlightenment
to him.
" Aha!"—cried Mr. Sherwin, rubbing his hands triumphantly—" I knew Mannion would please you, I told you so,
my dear Sir, if you remember, before he came. Curious
looking person—isn't he?"
" So curious, that I may safely say I never saw a face in
the slightest degree resembling his In my life. Your clerk,
Mr. Sherwin, is a complete walking mystery that I want to
solve. Margaret cannot give me much help, I am afraid.
When you came in, I was about to apply to Mrs. Sherwin
for a little assistance."

BASIL.

115

" Don't do any such thing ! You'll be quite in the wrong
box there. Mrs. S. is as sulky as a bear, whenever Mannion
and she are in company together. Considering her behaviour to him, I wonder he can be so civil to her as he is."
" W h a t can you tell me about him yourself, Mr. Sherwin ?"
" I can tell you there's not a house of business In London
has such a managing man as he is : he's my factotum—my
right hand, in short; and my left too, for the matter of that.
H e understands my ways of doing business; and, in fact,
carries things out in first-rate style. Why, he'd be worth
his weight in gold, only for the knack he has of keeping the
young men in the shop In order. Poor devils ! they don't
know how he does i t ; but there's a particular look of Mr.
Mannion's that's as bad as transportation and hanging to
them, whenever they see it. I'll pledge you my word of
honour he's never had a day's illness, or made a single mistake, since he's been with me. He's a quiet, steady-going,
regular dragon at his work—he is ! 4Jid then, so obliging
in other things. I've only got to say to him: ' Here's Margaret at home for the holidays ;' or, ' Here's Margaret a little
out of sorts, and going to be nursed at home for the halfyear—what's to be done about keeping up her lessons ? I
can't pay for a governess (bad lot, governesses !) and school
too.'—I've only got to say t h a t ; and up gets Mannion from
his books and his fireside at home. In the evening—which
begins to be something, you know, to a man of his time of
life—and turns tutor for me, gratis; and a first-rate tutor,
too! That's what I call having a treasure! And yet,
though he's been with us for years, Mrs. S. there won't take
to him!—I defy her or anybody else to say why, or wherefore !"
" Do you know how he was employed before he came to
you?"
" A h ! now you've hit it—that's where you're right in
I 2
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saying he's a mystery. W h a t he did before I knew him, ia
more than I can tell—a good deal more. H e came to ma
with a capital recommendation and security, from a gentleman whom I knew to be of the highest respectabihty.
I
had a vacancy In the back office, and tried him, and found
out what he was worth, in no time—I fiatter myself I've a
knack at that with everybody. W e l l : before I got used to
his curious-looking face, and his quiet ways, I wanted badly
enough to know something about him, and who his connections were. Eirst, I asked his friend who had recommended
him—the friend wasn't at liberty to answer for anything
but his perfect trustworthiness. Then I asked Mannion
himself point-blank about It, one day. H e just told me that
he had reasons for keeping his family affairs to himself—nothing more—but you know the way he has with him ; and,
damn it, he put the stopper on me, from that time to this.
I wasn't going to risk losing the best clerk that ever man
had, by worrying him about his secrets. They didn't interfere with business, and didn't interfere with me ; so I put
my curiosity in my pocket. I know nothing about him,
but that he's my right-hand man, and the honestest fellow
that ever stood in shoes. H e may be the Great Mogul himself, in disguise, for anything I care! I n short, you may
be able to find out all about him, my dear Sir; but I
can't."
" There does not seem much chance for me, Mr. Sherwin,
after what you have said."
" W e l l : I'm not so sure of that—aplenty of chances here,
you know. You'll see him often enough: he lives near, and
drops in constantly of evenings. W e settle business matters that won't come into business hours, in my private
snuggery up stairs. I n fact, he's one of the family; treat
him as such, and get anything out of him you can—the more
the better, as far as regards that. A h ! Mrs. S., you may
stare, Ma'am ; but I say again, he's one of the family;
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may be, he'U be my partner some of these days—yon'U
have to get used to him then, whether you like it or not."
" One more question : is he married or single ?"
" Single, to be sure—a regular old bachelor, if ever there
was one yet."
During the whole time we had been speaking, Mrs.
Sherwin had looked at us with far more earnestness and
attention than I had ever seen her display before. Even
her languid faculties seemed susceptible of active curiosity
on the subject of Mr. Mannion—the more so, perhaps,
from her very dislike of him. Margaret had moved her
chair into the background, while her father was talking;
and was apparently httle interested in the topic under
discussion. I n the first interval of silence, she complained
of headache, and asked leave to retire to her room.
After she left us, I took my departure: for Mr. Sherwin evidently had nothing more to tell me about his clerk
that was worth hearing. On my way home, Mr. Mannion
occupied no small share of my thoughts. The idea of
trying to penetrate the mystery connected with him was
an idea that pleased m e ; there was a promise of future
excitement in it of no ordinary kind. I determined to have
a little private conversation with Margaret about him; and
to make her an ally in my new project. If there really had
been some romance connected with Mr. Mannion's early
life—if that strange and striking face of his was indeed a
sealed book which contained a secret story, what a triumph
and a pleasure, if Margaret and I should succeed in discovering it together!
When I woke the next morning, I could hardly believe
ihat this tradesman's clerk had so Interested my curiosity
that he had actually shared my thoughts with my young
wife, during the evening before. And yet, when I next
saw him, he produced exactly the same impression on me
again.
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Some weeks passed away; Margaret and I resumed om
usual employments and amusements; the life at North
Villa ran on as smoothly and obscurely as usual—and still
I remained Ignorant of Mr. Mannion's history and Mr.
Mannion's character. H e came frequently to the house,
in the evening ; but was generally closeted with Mr. Sherwin, and seldom accepted his employer's constant invitation
to him to join the party in the drawing-room. At those
rare intervals when we did see him, his appearance and
behaviour were exactly the same as on the night when I
had met him for the first time; he spoke just as seldom,
and resisted just as resolutely and respectfully the many
attempts made on my part to lead him into conversation
and familiarity. If he had really been trying to excite mj''
interest, he could not have succeeded more efl"ectually. I
felt towards him much as a man feels in a labyrinth, when
every fresh failure in gaining the centre, only produces
fresh obstinacy in renewing the effort to arrive at it.
Erom Margaret I gained no sympathy for my newlyaroused curiosity. She appeared, much to my surprise, to
care little about Mr. Mannion; and always changed the
conversation, if it related to him, whenever it depended
upon her to continue the topic or not.
Mrs. Sherwin's conduct was far from resembling her
daughter's, when I spoke to her on the same subject. She
always listened intently to what I said; but her answers
were invariably brief, confused, and sometimes absolutely
incomprehensible. I t was only after great difficulty that I
induced her to confess her dislike of Mr. Mannion.
Whence it proceeded she could never tell. Did she. suspect anything? I n answering this question, she always
stammered, trembled, and looked away from me. " How
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could she suspect anything ? If she did suspect, it would
be very wrong without good reason: but she ought not to
suspect, and did not, of course."
I never obtained any replies from her more intelligible
than these. Attributing their confusion to the nervous
agitation which more or less affected her when she spoke
on any subject, I soon ceased making any efforts to induce her to explain herself; and determined to search for
the clue to Mr. Mannion's character, without seeking assistance from any one.
Accident at length gave me an opportunity of knowing
soinething of his habits and opinions ; and so far, therefore,
of knowing something about the man himself.
One night, I met him in the hall at North VlUa, about
to leave the house at the same time that I was, after a
business-consultation in private with Mr. Sherwin. W e
went out together. The sky was unusually black; the
night atmosphere unusually oppressive and stUl. The roU
of distant thunder sounded faint and dreary all about us.
The sheet lightning, flashing quick and low in the horizon,
made the dark firmament look like a thick veil, rising and
falling incessantly, over a heaven of dazzling light behind
it. Such few foot-passengers as passed us, passed running
—for heavy, warning drops were falling already from the
sky. W e quickened our pace ; but before we had walked
more than two hundred yards, the rain came down, furloua
and drenching; and the thunder began to peal fearfully,
right over our heads.
" M y house is close by," said my companion, just as
quietly and deliberately as usual—" pray step in. Sir, until
the storm is over."
I followed him down a bye street; he opened a door
with his own key; and the next instant I was sheltered
under Mr. Mannion's roof.
H e led me at once into a room on the ground floor
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The fire was blazing in the grate; an arm-chair, with a
reading easel attached, was placed by i t ; the lamp was
ready l i t ; the tea-things were placed on the table; the
dark, thick curtains were drawn close over the window;
and, as if to complete the picture of comfort before me, a
large black cat lay on the rug, basking luxuriously in the
heat of the fire. While Mr. Mannion went out to give
some directions, as he said, to his servant, I had an opportunity of examining the apartment more in detail. To
study the appearance of a man's dwelling-room, is very
often nearly equivalent to studying his own character.
The personal contrast between Mr. Sherwin and his
clerk was remarkable enough, but the contrast between the
dimensions. and furnishing of the rooms they lived in, was
to the full as extraordinary. The apartment I now surveyed was less than half the size of the sitting-room at
North Vnia. The paper on the walls was of a dark red;
the curtains were of the same colour; the carpet was
brown, and if it bore any pattern, that pattern was too
quiet and unpretending to be visible by candlelight. One
wall was entirely occupied by rows of dark mahogany
sheh-es, completely filled with books, most of them cheap
editions of the classical works of ancient and modem
literature. The opposite wall was thickly hung with
engravings in maple-wood frames from the works of
modern painters, EngHsh and Erench. AU the minor
articles of furniture were of the plainest and neatest order
—even the white china tea-pot and tea-cup on the table,
had neither pattern nor colouring of any kind. W h a t a
contrast was this room to the drawing-room at North YUla!
On his return, Mr. Mannion found me looking at his
tea-equipage. " I am afraid. Sir, I must confess myself an
epicure and a prodigal m two things," he said; " an epicure
in tea, and a prodigal (at least for a person in my situation)
in books. However, I receive a liberal salary, and can
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satisfy my tastes, such as they are, and save money too.
What can I offer you. Sir ?"
Seeing the preparations on the table, I asked for tea.
While he was speaking to me, there was one peculiarity
about him that I observed. Almost all men, when they
stand on their own hearths, in their own homes, instinctively alter more or less from their out-of-door manner : the stiffest people expand, the coldest thaw a little,
by their own firesides. I t was not so with Mr. Mannion.
He was exactly the same man at his own house that he
was at Mr. Sherwin's.
There was no need for him to have told me that he was
an epicure in tea; the manner in which he made It would
have betrayed that to anybody. H e put In nearly treble
the quantity which would generally be considered sufficient
for two persons; and almost immediately after he had
filled the tea-pot with boiling water, began to pour from it
into the cups—thus preserving all the aroma and delicacy
of flavour In the herb, without the alloy of any of the
coarser part of its strength. When we had finished our
first cups, there Avas no pouring of dregs into a basin, or of
fresh water on the leaves. A middle-aged female servant,
neat and quiet, came up and took away the tray, bringing
it to us again with the tea-pot and tea-cups clean and
empty, to receive a fresh infusion from fresh leaves. These
were trifles to notice; but I thought of other tradesmen's
clerks who were drinking their gin-and-water jovially, at
home or at a tavern, and found Mr. Mannion a more
exasperating mystery to me than ever.
The conversation between us turned at first on trivial
subjects, and was but ill sustained on my part—there were
peculiarities in my present position which made me
thoughtful. Once, our talk ceased altogether; and, just
at that moment, the storm began to rise to its height.
Hail mingled with the rain, and rattled heavily against the
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window. The thunder, bursting louder and louder with
each successive peal, seemed to shake the house to its
foundations. As I listened to the fearful crashing a n i
roaring that seemed to fill the whole measureless void of
upper air, and then looked round on the calm, dead-calm
face of the man beside me—without one human emotion of
any kind even faintly pictured on it—I felt strange, unutterable sensations creeping over m e ; our silence grew
oppressive and sinister; I began to wish, I hardly knew
why, for some third person in the room—for somebody else
to look at and to speak to.
H e was the first to resume the conversation. I should
have imagined it impossible for any man, in the midst of
such thunder as now raged above our heads, to think or
talk of anything but the storm. And yet, when he spoke,
it was merely on a subject connected with his introduction
to me at North Villa. His attention seemed as far from
being attracted or impressed by the mighty elemental
tumult without, as If the tranquillity of the night were
unlnvaded by the slightest murmur of sound.
" May I inquire. Sir," he began, " whether I am right in
apprehending that my conduct towards you, since we first
met at Mr. Sherwin's house, may have appeared strange,
and even discourteous, in your eyes ?"
" I n what respect, Mr. Mannion?" I asked, a little
startled by the abruptness of the question.
" I am perfectly sensible. Sir, that you have kindly set
me the example, on many occasions, in trying to better
our acquaintance. When such advances are made by one
in your station to one in mine, they ought to be immediately and gratefully responded to."
W h y did he pause? W a s he about to tell me he had
discovered that my advances sprang from curiosity to
know more about him than he was willing to reveal ? I
waited for him to proceed.
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" I have only failed," he continued, " i n the courtesy
and gratitude you had a right to expect from me, because,
knowing how you were situated with Mr. Sherwin's daughter, I thought any intrusion on my part, while you were
(vlth the young lady, might not be so acceptable as you.
Sir, in your kindness, were willing to lead me to believe."
" Let me assure you," I answered; relieved to find myself unsuspected, and really Impressed by his delicacy—" let
me assure you that I fully appreciate the consideration
you have shown—"
Just as the last words passed my lips, the thunder
pealed awfully over the house. I said no more: the sound
silenced me.
" As my explanation has satisfied you. Sir," he went o n ;
his clear and deliberate utterance rising discordantly audible above the long, retiring roU of the last burst of thunder—" may I feel justified in speaking on the subject of
your present position in my employer's house, with some
freedom ? I mean, if I may say so without offence, with
the freedom of a friend."
I begged he would use .all the freedom he wished; feeling
really desirous that he should do so, apart from any purpose of leading him to talk unreservedly on the chance of
hearing him talk of himself. The profound respect of
manner and phrase which he had hitherto testified—observed by a man of his age, to a man of mine—made me
feel ill at ease. H e was most probably my equal in acquirements : he had the manners and tastes of a gentleman,
and might have the birth too, for aught I knew to the contrary. The difference between us was only in our worldly
positions. I had not enough of my father's pride of caste
to think that this difference alone, made it right that a man
whose years nearly doubled mine, whose knowledge perhaps surpassed mine, should speak to me as Mr. Mannion
had spoken up to this tune.
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" I may tell you then," he resumed, " that while 1 am
anxious to commit no untimely intrusion on your hours at
North Villa, I am at the same time desirous of being something more than merely inoffensive towards you. I should
wish to be positively useful, as far as I can. I n my
opinion Mr. Sherwin has held you to rather a hard engagement—he is trying your discretion a little too severely I
think, at your years and in your situation. Eeeling thus,
it is my sincere wish to render what connection and infiuence I have with the family, useful in making the probation you have stiU to pass through, as easy as possible.
I have more means of doing this, Sir, than you might at
first imagine."
His offer "took me a little by surprise. I felt with a sort
of shame, that candour and warmth of feeling were what I
had not expected from him.
IMy attention insensibly
wandered away from the storm, to attach itself more and
more closely to him, as he went on:
" I am perfectly sensible," he resumed, " that such a pro<
position as I now make to you, proceeding from one little
better than a stranger, may cause surprise and even suspicion, at first. I can only explain it, by asking you to
remember that I have known the young lady since childhood; and that, having assisted in forming her mind and
developing her character, I feel towards her almost as a
second father, and am therefore naturally Interested In the
gentleman who has chosen her for a wife."
Was there a tremor at last in that changeless voice, as
he spoke ? I thought so ; and looked anxiously to catch
the answering gleam of expression, which might now, for
the first time, be softening his iron features, animating the
blank stillness of his countenance. If any such expression
had been visible, I was too late to detect it. Just as I
looked at him he stooped down to poke the fire. W h e n he
turned towards me again, his face was the same Impenetra-
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ble face, his eye the same hard, steady, inexpressive eye as
before.
" Besides," he continued, " a man must have some object
in life for his sympathies to be employed on. I have
neither wife nor child; and no near relations to think of—
I have nothing but my routine of business in the day, and
my books here by my lonely fireside, at night. Our life is
not much; but it was made for a little more than this.
My former pupil at North Villa Is my pupil no longer.
I can't help feeling that it would be an object in existence
for me to occupy myself with her happiness and yours;
to have two young people, in the heyday of youth and first
love, looking towards me occasionally for the promotion of
some of their pleasures—no matter how trifling. AU this
wiU seem odd and Incomprehensible to you. If you were
of my age. Sir, and in my position, you would understand it."
Was it possible that he could speak thus, without his
voice faltering, or his eye softening in the slightest degree ?
Yes: I looked at him and listened to him intently; but
there was not the faintest change in his face or his tones
—there was nothing to show outwardly whether he felt
what he said, or whether he did not. His words had
painted such a picture of forlornness on my mind, that I
had mechanically half raised my hand to take his, while he
was addressing m e ; but the sight of him when he ceased,
checked the impulse almost as soon as it was formed
H e did not appear to have noticed either my involuntary gesture, or its immediate repression; and went on
speaking
" I have said perhaps more than I ought," he resumed.
" If I have not succeeded in making you understand my
explanation as I could wish, we will change the subject,
and not return to it again, untU you have known me for a
li.uch longer time."
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" On no account change the subject, Mr. Mannion," I
said; unwilling to let it be implied that I would not put
trust in him. " I am deeply sensible of the kindness of
your offer, and the interest you take in Margaret and me.
We shaU both, I am sure, accept your good offices—"
I stopped. The storm had decreased a little In violence:
but my attention was now struck by the wind, which had
risen as the thunder and rain had partially lulled. How
drearily it was moaning down the street! It seemed, at
that moment, to be walling over me; to be wailing over
him; to be wailing over all mortal things ! The strange
sensations I then felt, moved me to listen in silence; but I
checked them, and spoke again.
" K I have not answered you as I should," I continued,
" you must' attribute it partly to the storm, which I confess
rather discomposes m.y ideas; and partly to a little surprise—a very foolish surprise, I own — that you should
still be able to feel so strong a sympathy with interests
which are generally only considered of importance to the
young."
" It is only in their sympathies, that men of my years
can, and do, live their youth over again," he said. "You
may be surprised to hear a tradesman's clerk talk in this
manner; but I was not always what" I am now. I have
gathered knowledge, and suffered in the gathering.
I
have grown old before my time—my forty years are like
the fifty of other men—"
My heart beat quicker—was he, unasked, about to disclose the mystery which evidently hung over his early life ?
No: he dropped the subject at once, when he continued.
I longed to ask him to resume it, but could not. I feared
the same repulse which Mr. Sherwin had received : and remained silent.
" What I was," he proceeded, " matters little ; the question is what can I do for vou? Any aid I can give, mav be
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poor enough; but it may be of some use notwithstanding.
For instance, the other day, if I mistake not, you were a
little hurt at Mr. Sherwin's taking his daughter to a party
to which the family had been invited.
This was very
natural. You could not be there to watch over her m
your real character, without disclosing a secret which must
be kept safe; and you could not know what young men she
might meet, who would imagine her to be Miss Sherwin
still, and would regulate their conduct accordingly. Now,
I think I might be of use here. I have some influence—
perhaps in strict truth I ought to say great influence—with
my employer; and, if you wished it, I would use that Influence to back yours, in inducing him to forego, for the
future, any intention of taking his daughter into society,
except when you desire it. Again : I think I am not wrong
in assuming that ybu infinitely prefer the company of Mrs.
Sherwin to that of Mr. Sherwin, during your interviews
with the young lady ?"
How he had found that out ? At any rate, he was right;
and I told him so candidly.
" The preference is on many accounts a very natural one,"
he said ; " but if you suffered it to appear to Mr. Sherwin,
it might, for obvious reasons, produce a most unfavourable
effect. I might interfere in the matter, however, without
suspicion; I should have many opportunities of keeping
him away from the room, in the evening, which I could
use if you wished it. And more than that, if you wanted
longer and more frequent communication with North Villa
than you now enjoy, I might be able to effect this also. I
do not mention what T could do in these, and in other
matters, in any disparagement, Sir, of the Influence which
you have with Mr. Sherwin, in your own r i g h t ; but because I know that in what concerns your intercourse with
his daughter, my employer has asked, and will ask my advice,
from the habit of doing so in other things. I have hitherto
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declined giving him this advice in your affairs; but 1 will
give it, and in your favour and the young lady's, if you and
she choose."
I thanked him—but not in such warm terms as I should
have employed, if I had seen even the faintest smile on his
face, or had heard any change in his steady, deliberate tones,
as he spoke. WhUe his words attracted, his immovable
looks repelled me, in spite of myself
" I must again beg you"—he proceeded—" to remember
what I have already said, in your estimate of the motives
of my offer. If I still appear to be interfering officiously
in your affairs, you have only to think that I have presumed
impertinently on the freedom you have allowed me, and to
treat me no longer on the terms of to-night. I shall not
complain of your conduct, and shaU try hard not to consider you unjust to me. If you do."
Such an appeal as this was not to be resisted : I answered
him at once and unreservedly. W h a t right had I to draw
bad inferences from a man's face, voice, and manner, merely
because they impressed me, as out of the common ? Did I
know how much share the influence of natural Infirmity, or
the outward traces of unknown sorrow and suffering, might
nave had in producing the external peculiarities which had
struck me ? H e would have every right to upbraid me as
unjust—and that in the strongest terms—unless I spoke
out fairly in reply.
" I am quite incapable, Mr. Mannion," I said, " of viewing your offer with any other than grateful feelings. You
will find I shaU prove this by employing your good offices
for Margaret and myself in perfect faith, and sooner perhaps than you may imagine."
H e bowed and said a few cordial words, which I heard but
imperfectly—for, as I addressed him, a blast of wind fiercer
than usual, rushed down the street, shaking the window
shutter violently as it passed, and dying away In a low, me-
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lancholy, dirging swell, like a spirit-cry of lamentation and
despair.
When he spoke again, after a momentary silence, it waa
to make some change in the conversation. H e talked of
Margaret—dwelling In terms of high praise rather on her
moral than on her personal qualities. H e spoke of Mr.
Sherwin, referring to solid and attractive points in his character which I had not detected. W h a t he said of Mrs.
Sherwin appeared to be equally dictated by compassion and
respect—he even hinted at her coolness towards himself,
considerately attributing it to the involuntary caprice of
settled nervousness and iU-health. His language, in touching on these subjects, was just as unaffected, just as devoid
of any peculiarities, as I had hitherto found it when occupied by other topics.
I t was growing late. The thunder still rumbled at long
intervals, with a dull, distant sound; and the wind showed
no symptoms of subsiding. But the pattering of the rain
against the window ceased to be audible. There was little
excuse for staying longer ; and I wished to find none. I
had acquired quite knowledge enough of Mr. Mannion to
assure me, that any attempt on my part at extracting from
'aim, in spite of his reserve, the secrets which might be connected with his early life, would prove perfectly fruitless.
If I must judge him at all, I must judge him by the experience of the present, and not by the history of the past.
I had heard good, and good only, of him from the shrewd
master who knew him best, and had tried him longest. H e
had shown the greatest delicacy towards my feelings, and
the strongest desire to do me service—it would be a mean
return for those acts of courtesy, to let curiosity tempt me
to pry into his private affairs.
I rose to go. H e made no effort to detain m e ; but,
after unbarring the shutter and looking out of the window,
wmply remarked that the ram had a most entirely ceased, and
K
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that my umbrella would be quite sufficient protection against
all that remained. H e followed me into the passage to light
me out. As I turned round upon his door-step to thank
him for his hospitality, and to bid him good night, the
thought came across me, that my manner must have appeared cold and repelling to him—especially when he was
offering his services to my acceptance. If I had reahy
produced this Impression, he was my Inferior in station,
and It would be cruel to leave it. I tried to set myself
right at parting.
" Let me assure you again," I said, " that it will not be
my fault if Margaret and I do not thankfully employ your
good offices, as the good offices of a weU-wisher and a
lend."
The lightning was still in the sky, though it only appeared at long intervals. Strangely enough, at the moment
when I addressed him, a flash came, and seemed to pass
right over his face. I t gave such a hideously livid hue,
such a spectral look of ghastUness and distortion to his
features, that he absolutely seemed to be glaring and grinning on me like a fiend. In the one Instant of its duration.
For the moment, it required aU my knowledge of the settled
calmness of his countenance, to convince me that my eyes
must have been only dazzled by an optical Illusion produced
by the lightning.
W h e n the darkness had come again, I bade him good
night—first mechanicaUy repeating what I had just said,
almost in the same words.
I walked home thoughtful. That night had given me
,'iiuch matter to think of.
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IV.
About the time of my introduction to Mr. Mannion—or,
to speak more correctly, both before and after that period
—certain peculiarities in Margaret's character and conduct*
which came to my knowledge by pure accident, gave me a
little uneasiness and even a little displeasure. Neither of
these feelings lasted very long, it is t r u e ; for the incidents
which gave rise to them were of a trifiing nature in themselves. While I now write, however, these domestic occurrences are all vividly present to my recollection. I wIU
mention two of them as instances. Subsequent events, yet
to be related, will show that they are not out of place at
this part of my narrative.
One lovely autumn morning, I called rather before the appointed time at North VlUa. As the servant opened the
front garden-gate, the idea occurred to me of giving Margaret a surprise, by entering the drawing room unexpectedly,
•>vlth a nosegay gathered for her from her own fiower-bed.
Telling the servant not to announce me, I went round to
the back garden, by a gate which opened into It at the side
of the house. The progress of my flower-gathering led me
on to the lawn under one of the drawing-room windows,
which was left a little open. The voices of my wUe and
her mother reached me from the room. I t was this part of
their conversation which I unintentionally overheard:—
" I tell you, mamma, I must and will have the dress,
whether papa chooses or not."
This was spoken loudly and resolutely; in such tones as
I had never heard from "Margaret before.
" Pray—pray, my dear, don't talk so," answered the weak,
faltering voice of Mrs. Sherwin; " you know you have bad
more than your year's allowance of dresses already."
K 2
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''' I won't be allowanced. His sister Isn't allowanced:
why should I be ?"
" My dear love, surely there is some difference—"
" I'm sure there isn't, now I am his wife. I shall ride
pome day In my carriage, just as his sister does. lie gives
me my way in everything; and so ought you!"
" I t Isn't me, Margaret: if I could do anything, I'm sure
I would; but I really couldn't ask your papa for another
new dress, after his having given you so many this year,
already."
" That's the way it always is with you, mamma—you can't
do this, and you can't do that—you are so excessively tiresome ! But I will have the dress, I'm determined. H e
says his sister.wears light blue crape of an evening; and
I'll have light blue crape, too—see if I don't! I'll get it
, somehow from the shop, myself. Papa never takes any
notice, I'm sure, what I have o n ; and he needn't find out
anything about what's gone out of the shop, until they 'take
stock,'or whatever It is he calls it. And then, if he flies
into one of his passions—"
" My dear! my dear! you really ought not to talk so of
your papa—it is very wrong, Margaret, indeed—what would
Mr. Basil say if he heard you ?"
I determined to go In at once, and tell Margaret that I
had heard her—resolving, at the same time, to exert some
firmness, and remonstrate with her, for her own good, on
much of what she had said, which had really surprised and
displeased me. On my unexpected entrance, Mrs. Sherwin
started, and looked more timid than ever. Margaret, however, came forward to meet me with her wonted smile, and
held out her hand with her wonted grace. I said nothing
until we had got Into our accustomea corner, and were talking together In whispers as usual. Then I began my remonstrance—very tenderly, and in the lowest possible tones.
She took precisely the right way to stop me in full career,
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in spite of all my resolution. H e r beautiful eyes filled with
tears directly—the first I had ever seen In them : caused,
too, by what I had said !—and she murmured a few plaintive words about the cruelty of being angry with her for only
wanting to please me by being dressed as my sister was,
which upset every intention I had formed but the moment
before. I involuntarily devoted myself to soothing her for
the rest of the morning. Need I say how the matter ended?
I never mentioned the subject more ; and I made her a present of the new dress.
Some weeks after the little home-breeze which I have
just related, had died away Into a perfect calm, I was accidentally witness of another domestic dilemma in which Margaret bore a principal share. On this occasion, as I walked
up to the house (in the morning again), I found the front
door open. A pail was on the steps—the servant had evidentally been washing them, had been interrupted in her
work, and had forgotten to close the door when she left it.
The nature of the Interruption I soon discovered as I entered the hall.
" Eor God's sake. Miss !" cried the housemaid's voice,
from the dining-room,"for God's sake, put down the poker!
Missus will be here directly ; and it's her c a t ! "
" P U klU the vUe b r u t e !
PU kiU the hateful c a t !
I don't care whose it is!—my poor dear, dear, dear
bird !" The voice was Margaret's. At first, its tones were
tones of fury; they were afterwards broken by hysterical
sobs.
" Poor thing,'' continued the servant, soothingly, " I'm
sorry for it, and for you too. Miss ! But, oh ! do please to
remember it was you left the cage on the table, in the cat's
reach—"
" Hold your tongue, you wretch ! How dare you hold
me ?—let me go!"
" Oh, you mustn't--you mustn't Indeed! It's missun's
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cat, recollect—poor missus's, who's always 111, and hasn't
got nothing else to amuse her."
" I don't care ! The cat has kUled my bird, and the cat
shaU be kUled for doing It!—it shall!—it shaU!!—it shaU!!!
I'll call in the first boy from the street to catch it, and hang
it! Let me go ! I ivill go !"
" I'll let the cat go first, Miss, as sure as my name*
Susan !"
The next instant, the door was suddenly opened, and puss
sprang past me, out of harm's way, closely followed by the
servant, who stared breathless and aghast at seeing me in
the hall. I went into the dining-room Immediately.
On the floor lay a bird-cage, with the poor canary dead
inside (it was the same canary that I had seen my wife
playing with, on the evening of the day when I first met
her). The bird's head had been nearly dragged through
the bent wires of the cage, by the murderous claws of the
cat. Near the fire-place, with the poker she had just
dropped on the floor by her side, stood Margaret. Never
had I seen her look so beautiful as she now appeared. In
the fury of passion which possessed her. Her large black
eyes were flashing grandly through her tears—the blood
was glowing crimson In her cheeks—her lips were parted as
she gasped for breath. One of her hands was clenched, and
rested on the mantel-piece ; the other was pressed tight
over her bosom, with the fingers convulsively clasping her
dress. Grieved as I was at the paroxysm of passion Into
which she had allowed herself to be betrayed, I could not
repress an involuntary feeling of admiration when my eyes
first rested on her. Even anger itself looked lovely in that
lovely face!
She never moved when she saw me. As I approached
her, she dropped down on her knees by the cage, sobbing
with frightful violence, and pouring forth a perfect torrent
of ejaculations of vengeance against the cat.
Mrs. Shcr-
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win came down; and by her total want of tact and uresence of mind, made matters worse. I n brief, the scene
ended by a fit of hysterics.
To speak to Margaret on that day, as I wished to speak
to her, was Impossible. To approach the subject of the c&.
nary's death afterwards, was useless. If I only hinted in
the gentlest way, and with the strongest sympathy for tho
loss of the bird, at the distress and astonishment she had
caused me by the extremities to which she had allowed her
passion to hurry her, a burst of tears was sure to be her
only reply—just the reply, of all others, which was best
calculated to silence me. If I had been her husband in
fact, as well as in name; If I had been her father, her brother, or her friend, I should have let her first emotions have
their way, and then have expostulated with her afterwards.
But I was her lover still; and, to my eyes, Margaret's
tears made virtues even of Margaret's faults.
Such occurrences as these, happening but at rare Intervals, formed the only interruptions to the generally even
and happy tenour of our intercourse. Weeks and weeks
glided away, and not a hasty or a hard word pa.ssed between
us. Neither, after one preliminary difference had been
adjusted, did any subsequent disagreement take place between Mr. Sherwin and me. This last element in the
domestic tranquillity of North Villa was, however, less attributable to his forbearance, or to mine, than to the private Interference of Mr. Mannion.
Eor some days after my Interview with the managing
clerk, at his own house, I had abstained from calling his
offered services into requisition. I was not conscious of
any reason for this course of conduct. AU that had been
said, all that had happened during the night of the storm,
had produced a powerful, though vague Impression on me.
Strange as it may appear, I could not determine whethet
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my brief but extraordinary experience of my new friend
had attracted me towards him, or repeUed me from him.
I felt an unwillingness to lay myself under an obligation
to him, which was not the result of pride, or false deUcacy,
or suUenness, or suspicion—it was an inexplicable unwillingness, that sprang from the fear of encountering some
heavy responsibility ; but of what nature I could not
imagine. I delayed and held back, by instinct; and, on
his side, Mr. Mannion made no further advances. He maintained the same manner, and continued the same habits,
during his intercourse with the famUy at North Villa, which
> had observed as characterising him before I took shelter
from the storm. In his house. He never referred again to
the conversation of that evening, when we now met.
Margaret's behaviour, when I mentioned to her Mr.
Mannion's willingness to be useful to us both, rather increased than diminished the vague uncertainties which perplexed me, on the subject of accepting or rejecting hia
overtures.
I could not induce her to show the smallest interest about
him. Neither his house, his personal appearance, his peculiar habits, or his secrecy in relation to his early life—nothing. In short, connected with him—appeared to excite her
attention or curiosity in the slightest degree. On the evening of his return from the continent, she had certainly
shown some symptoms of interest in his arrival at North
Villa, and some appearance of attention to him, when he
-oined our party. Now, she seemed completely and incomprehensibly changed on this point. Her manner became
almost petulant, if I persisted long in making Mr. Mannion
a topic of conversation—it was as if she resented his sharing my thoughts with her in the slightest degree. As to
the difficult question whether we should engage him in our
interests or not, that was a matter which she always seemed
to think too trifling to be discussed between us at aU.
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Ere long, however, circumstances decided mo- as to the
course I should take with Mr. Mannion.
A ball was given by one of Mr. Sherwin's rich commercial
friends, to which he announced his intention of taking
Margaret. Besides the jealousy which I felt—naturaUy
enough, in my peculiar situation—at the idea of my wife
going out as Miss Sherwin, and dancing in the character of
a young unmarried lady with any young gentlemen who
were introduced to her, I had also the strongest possible
desire to keep Margaret out of the society of her own class,
until my year's probation was over, and I could hope
to instal her permanently in the society of my class. I
had privately mentioned to her my ideas on this subject,
and found that she fully agreed with them. She was
not wanting In ambition to ascend to the highest degree
in the social scale; and had already begun to look with
indifference on the society which was offered to her by those
in her own rank.
To Mr. Sherwin I could confide nothing of this. I could
only object, generaUy, to his taking Margaret out, when
neither she nor I desired it. H e declared that she liked
parties—that all girls did—that she only pretended to dislike them, to please me—and that he had made no engagement to keep her moping at home a whole year on my
account. I n the case of the particular ball now under
discussion, he was determined to have his own way; and he
bluntly told me as much.
Irritated by his obstinacy and gross want of consideration
for my defenceless position, I forgot all doubts and scruples ; and privately applied to Mr. Mannion to exert the
influence which he had promised to use, if I wished it, in
my behalf
The result was as immediate as It was conclusive. The
very next evening, Mr. Sherwin came to us with a note
which he had just written, and Informed me that it waa an
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excuse for Margaret's non-appearance at the bail. H e never
mentioned Mr. Mannion's name, but sulkUy a n i shortly
said, that he had reconsidered the matter, and had altered
his first decision for reasons of his own.
Having once taken a first step in the new direction, I
soon followed it up, without hesitation, by taking many
others. Whenever I wished to call oftener than once
a-day at North Villa, I had but to tell JVir. Mannion, and the
next morning I found the permission immediately accorded
to me by the ruling power. The same secret machinery
enabled me to regulate Mr. Sherwin's incomings and outgoings, just as I chose, when Margaret and I were together
in the evening. I could feel almost certain, now, of never
having any one with us, but Mrs. Sherwin, unless I desired
It—which, as may be easily imagined, was seldom enough.
My new ally's ready interference for my advantage was
exerted quietly, easily, and as a matter of course. I never
knew how, or when, he influenced his employer, and Mr.
Sherwin on his part, never breathed a word of that influence
to me. H e accorded any extra privilege I might demand,
as If he acted entirely under his own will, little suspecting
how well I knew what was the real motive power which
directed him.
I was the more easily reconciled to employing tne services
of Mr. Mannion, by the great delicacy with which he performed them. H e did not allow me to think—he did not
appear to think himself—that he was obliging me In the
smallest degree. H e affected no sudden intimacy with me ;
his manners never altered; he still persisted In not joining
us in the evening, but at my express invitation ; and if I referred in any way to the advantages I derived from his devotion to my Interests, he always replied in his brief undemonstrative way, that he considered himself the favoured person,
in being permitted to make his services of some use to Margaret and me.
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I had told Mr. Mannion, when I was leaving him on the
night of the storm, that I would treat his offers as the
offers of a friend; and I had now made good my words,
much sooner and much more unreservedly than I had ever
intended, when we parted at his own house-door.

The autumn was now over; the winter—a cold, gloomy
winter—had fairly come. Five months had nearly elapsed
since Clara and my father had departed for the country.
What communication did I hold with them, during that
Interval ?
No personal communication with either—written communication only with my sister. Clara's letters to me
were frequent. They studiously avoided anything like a
reproach for my long absence; and were confined almost
exclusively to such detaUs of country life as the -svrlter
thought likely to interest me. Their tone was as affectionate —nay, more affectionate. If possible—than usual;
but Clara's gaiety and quiet humour, as a correspondent,
were gone. My conscience taught me only too easily and
too plainly how to account for this change—my conscience
told me who had altered the tone of my sister's letters, by
altering aU the favourite purposes and favourite pleasures
of her country life.
I was selfishly enough devoted to my own passions and
my own interests, at this period of my life; but I was not
so totaUy dead to every one of the infiuences which had
guided me since childhood, as to lose aU thought of Clara
and my father, and the ancient house that was associated
with my earliest and happiest recollections. Sometimes,
even in Margaret's beloved presence, a thought of Clara
put away from me aU other thoughts. And, sometimes, in
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the lonely London house, I dreamed—with the stranges
Sleeping oblivion of my marriage, and of all the new interests which it had crowded into my life—of country rides
with my sister, and of quiet conversations in the old gothic
Hbrary at the HaU. Under such infiuences as these, I
twice resolved to make amends for my long absence, by
joining my father and my sister in the country, even
though it were only for a few days—and, each time, I failed
in my resolution. On the second occasion, I had actually
mustered firmness enough to get as far as the railway
station; and only at the l?st moment faltered and hung
back. The struggle that it cost me to part for any length
of time from Margaret, I had overcome; but the apprehension, as vivid as it was vague, that something—I
knew not what—might happen to her in my absence,
turned my steps backward at starting. I felt heartily
ashamed of my own weakness; but I yielded to It nevertheless.
At last, a letter arrived from Clara, containing a summens to the country, which I could not disobey.
" I have never asked you," she wrote, " to come and see
us for my sake; for I would not interfere with any of your
Interests or any of your plans; but I now ask you to come
here for your own sake—just for one week, and no more,
unless you like to remain longer. You remember papa
telling you, in your room in London, that he believed you
kept some secret from him. I am afraid this is preying
on his mind: your long absence is making him uneasy
about you. H e does not say so ; but he never sends any
message, when I write; and if I speak about you, he always changes the subject directly. Pray come here, and
show yourself for a few days—no questions wUl be asked,
you may be sure. I t wUl do so much good ; and wUl prevent—what I hope and pray may never happen—a serious
estrangement between papa and you. EecoUect, BasU, in
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a month or six weeks we shaU come back to town; and
then the opportunity wUl be gone."
As I read these lines, I determined to start for the
country at once, while the effect of them was still fresh on
my mind. Margaret, when I took leave of her, only said
that she should like to be going with me—" it would be
such a sight for her, to see a grand country house like
ours!" Mr. Sherwin laughed as coarsely as usual, at tho
difficulties I made about only leaving his daughter for a
week. Mrs. Sherwin very earnestly, and very unaccountably as I then thought, recommended me not to be away
any longer than I had proposed. Mr. IMannlon privately
assured me, that I might depend on him In my absence
from North Villa, exactly as I bad always depended on
him, during my presence there. I t was strange that his
parting words should be the only words which soothed and
satisfied me on taking leave of London.
The winter afternoon was growing dim with the evening
darkness, as I drove up to the Hall. Snow on the ground,
in the country, has always a cheerful look to me. I could
have wished to see it on the day of my arrival at home;
but there had been a thaw for the last week—mud and
water were all about me—a drizzling rain was faUIng—a
raw, damp wind was blowing—a fog was rising, as the
evening stole on—and the ancient leafless elms in the
park avenue groaned and creaked above my head drearily,
as I approached the house.
My father received me with more ceremony than I liked.
I had known, from a boy, what it meant when he chose to
be only polite to his own son. W h a t construction he had
put ou my long absence and my persistence in keeping my
secret from him, I could not tell; but it was evident that I
had lost my usual place in his estimation, and lost it past
regaining merely by a week's visit. The estrangement between us, which my sister had feared, had begun already.
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I had been chiUed by the desolate aspect of nature, as I
approached the H a l l ; my father's reception of me, when 1
entered the house, increased the comfortless and melancholy
impressions produced on my mind; it required all the affectionate warmth of Clara's welcome, all the pleasure of hearing her whisper her thanks, as she kissed me, for my readiness in following her advice, to restore my equanimity. But
even then, when the first hurry and excitement of meeting
had passed away, In spite of her kind words and looks,
there was something In her face which depressed me. She
seemed thinner, and her constitutional paleness was more
marked than usual. Cares and anxieties had evidently oppressed her—was I the cause of them ?
The dinner that evening proceeded very heavily and
gloomil3\ My father only talked on general and commonplace topics, as if a mere acquaintance had been present.
When my sister left us, he too quitted the room, to see some
one who had arrived on business. I had no heart for the
company of the wine bottles, so I followed Clara.
At first, we only spoke of her occupations since she had
been in the country ; I was unwilling, and she forbore, to
touch on my long stay in London, or on my father's evident
displeasure at my protracted absence. There was a little
restraint between us, vrhich neither had the courage to
break through. Before long, however, an accident, trifling
enough In Itself, obliged me to be more candid ; and enabled
ner to speak unreservedly on the subject nearest to her
heart.
I was seated oppposite to Clara, at the fire-place, and
was playing with a favourite dog which had followed me
into the room. AVhile I was stooping towards the animal,
a locket containing some of Margaret's hair, fell out of Its
place In my waistcoat, and swung towards my sister by the
string which attached it round my neck. I instantly hid
•t again ; but not before Clara, with a woman's quickness,
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had detected the trinket as something new, and drawn the
right inference, as to the use to which I devoted it.
An expression of surprise and pleasure passed over her
face; she rose, and putting her hands on my shoulders, as if
to keep me still in the place I occupied, looked at me intently.
"Basil!" she exclaimed, "it that is all the secret you
have been keeping from us, how glad I am! When I see a
new locket drop out of my brother's waistcoat—" she continued, observing that I was too confused to speak—" and
when I find him colouring very deeply, and hiding It again
In a great hurry, I should be no true woman if I did not
make my own discoveries, and begin to talk about them directly."
I made an efl'ort—a very poor one—to laugh the thing
off. Her expression grew serious and thoughtful, while she
still fixed her eyes on me. She took my hand gently, and
whispered in my ear: " Are you going to be married, Basil ?
Shall I love my new sister almost as much as I love
you ?"
At that moment the servant came in with tea. The interruption gave me a minute for consideration. Should I
tell her all ? Impulse answered, yes—reflection, no. If I
disclosed my real situation, I knew that I must introduce
Clara to Margaret. This would necessitate taking her privately to Mr. Sherwin's house, and exposing to her the hu
mlllating terms of dependence and prohibition on which I
lived with my own wife, A strange medley of feelings, in
which pride was uppermost, forbade me to do that. Then
again, to involve my sister in my secret, wo'tild be to Involve
her with me in any consequences which might be produced
by its disclosure to my father. The mere idea of making
her a partaker in respcnslbilltles which I alone ought to
bear, was not to be entertained for a moment. As soon as
we were left together again, I said to her;
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" Will you not think the worse of me, Clara, if I leave
you to draw your own conclusions from what you have seen?
only asking you to keep strict silence on the subject to
every one. I can't speak yet, love, as I wish to speak: you
will know why, some day, and say that my reserve was right.
I n the meantime, can you be satisfied with the assurance,
that when the time comes for making my secret known, you
shall be the first to know it—the first I put trust In ?"
" As you have not starved my curiosity altogether," said
Clara, smiling, " but have given it a little hope to feed on
for the present, I think, woman though I am, I can promise
all you wish. Seriously, Basil," she continued, " t h a t telltale locket of j'ours has so pleasantly brightened some very
gloomy thoughts of mine about you, that I can now live
happily on expectation, without once mentioning your secret
again, till you give me leave to do so."
Here my father entered the room, and we said no more.
His manner towards me had not altered since dinner; and
It remained the same during the week of my stay at the
Hall. One morning, when we were alone, I took courage,
and determined to try the dangerous ground a little, with a
view towards my guidance for the future; but I had no
sooner begun by some reference to my stay in London, and
some apology for It, than he stopped me at once.
" I told you," he said, gravely and coldly, " some months
ago, that I had too much faith In your honour to intrude on
aflairs which you choose to keep private. Until you have
perfect confidence in me, and can speak with complete can •
dour, I will hear nothing. You have not that confidence now
—you speak hesltatuigly-your eyes do not meet mine
fairly and boldly. I teU you again, I wiU hear nothing which
begins with such common-place excuses as you have just
addressed to me. Excuses lead to prevarications, and prevarications to—what I will not i.isult you by imagining
possible in your case. You are of age, and must know your
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own responsIblHtles and mine. Choose at once, between
saying nothing, and saying all."
H e waited a moment after he had spoken, and then
quitted the room. If he could only have known how I suffered, at that instant, under the base necessities of concealment, I might have confessed everything; and he must have
pitied, though he might not have forgiven me.
This was my first and last attempt at venturing towards
the revelation of my secret to my father, by hints and halfaximlsslons. As to boldly confessing it, I persuaded myself
into a sophistical conviction that such a course could do no
good, but might do much harm. W h e n the wedded happiness I had already waited for, and was to wait for still,
through so many months, came at last, was it not best to
enjoy my mxarried life in convenient secrecy, as long as I
could ?—best, to abstain from disclosing my secret to my
father, untU necessity absolutely obliged, or circumstances
absolutely invited me to do so ? My inclinations conveniently decided the question in the affirmative; and a decision of any kind, right or wrong, was enough to tranquilUse me at that time.
So far as my father was concerned, my journey to the
country did no good. I might have returned to London the
day after my arrival at the HaU, without altering his opinion
of me—but I stayed the whole week nevertheless, for Clara's
sake.
I n spite of the pleasure afforded by my sister's society,
my visit was a painful one. The selfish longing to be back
with Margaret, which I could not wholly repress; my
father's coldness ; and the winter gloom and rain which confined us almost incessantly within doors, all tended in their
different degrees to prevent my living at ease in the HaU.
But, besides these causes of embarrassment, I had the additional mortification of feeling, for the first time, as a stranger in my own home.
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Nothing in the house looked to me what it used to look
m former years. The rooms, the old servants, the walks and
views, the domestic animals, all appeared to have altered,
or to have lost something, since I had seen them last. Particular rooms that I had once been fond of occupying, were
favourites no longer: particular habits that I had hitherto
always practised in the country, I couH only succeed in resuming by an effort which vexed and fretted me. I t was as
if my life had run into a new channel since my last Autumn
and winter at the Hall, and now refused to flow back at my
bidding into its old course. Home seemed home no longer,
except, in name.
As soon as the week was over, my father and I parted
exactly as we had met. W h e n I took leave of Clara, she
refrained from making any allusion to the shortness of my
stay; and merely said that we should soon meet again in
London. She evidently saw that my visit had weighed a
little on my spirits, and was determined to give to our short
farewell as happy and hopeful a character as possible. W e
now thoroughly understood each other; and that was some
consolation on leaving her.
Immediately on my return to London I repaired to North
ViUa.
Nothing, I was told, had happened in my absence, but
I remarked some change in Margaret. She looked pale and
nervous, and was more sUent than I had ever known her to
be before, when we met. She accounted for this, in answer
to my inquiries, by saying that confinement to the house. In
consequence of the raw, wintry weather, had a little affected
h e r ; and then changed the subject. I n other directions,
household aspects had not deviated from their accustomed
monotony. As usual, Mrs. Sherwin was at her post in the
drawing-room; and her husband was reading the evening
paper, over his renowned old port, in the dining-room. After
the first five minutes of my arrival, I adapted myself again
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to my old way of life at Mr, Sherwin's, as easily as if I had
never interrupted it for a single day. Henceforth, wherever my young wife was, there, and there only, would It be
home for me !
Late in the evening, Mr. Mannion arrived with some
business letters for Mr. Sherwin's inspection. I sent for
him into the hall to see me, as I was going away. His hand
was never a warm one ; but as I now took it, on greeting
him. It was so deadly cold that It literally chilled mine for
the moment. He only congratulated me. In the usual terms,
on my safe return ; and said that nothing had taken place
in my absence—but in his utterance of those few. words, I
discovered, for the first time, a change In his voice : his tones
were lower, and his articulation quicker than usual. This,
joined to the extraordinary coldness of his hand, made me
inquire whether he was unwell. Yes, he too had been 111
while I was away—harassed with hard work, he said. Then
apologising for leaving me abruptly, on account of the letters he had brought with him, he returned to Mr. Sherwin,
in the dining-room, with a greater appearance of hurry in
his manner than I had ever remarked in it on any former
occasion.
I had left Margaret and Mr. Mannion both well—^I returned, and found them both ill.
Surely this was something that had taken place in my absence, though they all
said that nothing had happened. B u t trifling illnesses
seemed to be little regarded at North Villa—perhaps, because serious illness was perpetually present there, in the
person of Mrs. Sherwin.
VI.
About six weeks after I had left the Hall, iiiy lather
sad Clara returned to London for the season.
I t is not my intention to delay over my life either at home
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or at North ViUa, during the spring and summer. This
would be merely to repeat much of what has been already
related. I t is better to proceed at once to the closing period
of my probation; to a period which it taxes my resolution
severely to write of at all. A few weeks more of toil at
my narrative, and the penance of this poor task-work will
be over.

Imagine then, that the final day of my long year of expectation has arrived; and that on the morrow, Margaret,
for whose sake I have sacrificed and suffered so much, is at
last really to be mine.
On the eve of the great change in my life that was now
to take place, th6 relative positions in which I, and the different persons with whom I was associated, stood towards
each other, may be sketched thus:—
My father's coldness of manner had not altered since his
return to London. On my side, I carefuUy abstained from
uttering a word before him, which bore the smaUest reference to my real situation. Although when we met, we outwardly preserved the usual relations of parent and child,
the estrangement between us had now become complete.
Clara did not fail to perceive this, and grieved over it in
secret. Other and happier feelings, however, became
awakened within her, when I privately hinted that the time
for disclosing my secret to my sister was not far off. She
grew almost as much agitated as I was, though by very different expectations—she could think of nothing else but
the explanation and the surprise in store for her. Sometimes, I almost feared to keep her any longer In suspense;
and half regretted having said anything on the subject of
the new and absorbing interest of my life, before the period
when I could easily have said all.
Mr. Sherwin and I had not latterly met on the most cor-

BASIL.

149

dial terms. H e was dissatisfied with me for not having
boldly approached the subject of my marriage In my father's
presence; and considered my reasons for still keeping It
secret, as dictated by morbid apprehension, and as showing
a total want of proper firmness. On the other hand, he was
obliged to set against this omission on my part, the readiness I
had shown in meeting his wishes on aU remaining points. My
life was insured in Margaret's favour ; and I had arranged
to be caUed to the bar immediately, so as to qualify myselt
in good time for every possible place within place-hunting
range. My assiduity in making these preparations for securing Margaret's prospects and mine against any evil chances
that might happen, failed in producing the favourable effect
on Mr. Sherwin, which they must assuredly have produced
on a less selfish man. B u t they obUged him, at least, to
stop short at occasional grumblings about my reserve with
my father, and to maintain towards me a sort of sulky
politeness, which was, after all, less offensive than the usual
infliction of his cordiality, with its imfaUing accompaniment
of dull stories and duller jokes.
During the spring and summer, Mrs. Sherwin appeared
to grow feebler and feebler, from continued IU-health. Occasionally, her words and actions—especially in her Intercourse with me—suggested fears that her mind was beginning to give way, as well as her body. Eor instance, on
one occasion, when Margaret had left the room for a minute
«r two, she suddenly hurried up to me, whispering with
jager looks and anxious tones :—" Watch over your wife—
mind you watch over her, and keep all bad people from her!
Fve tried to do It—mind you do it, too !" I asked immediately for an explanation of this extraordinary injunction;
but she only answered by muttering something about a
mother's anxieties, and then returned hastily to her place.
I t was impossible to induce her to be more explicit, try ho^'<
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Margaret once or twice occasioned me much perplexity
and distress, by certain inconsistencies and variations in her
manner, which began to appear shortly after my return to
North Villa from the country. At one time, she would
become, on a sudden, strangely sullen and silent—at another, irritable and capricious. Then, again, she would
abruptly change to the most affectionate warmth of speech
and demeanour, anxiously anticipating every wish I could
form, eagerly showing heij-gratitude for the slightest attentions I paid her. Thege unaccountable alterations of manner vexed and irritated me indescribably. I loved Margaret
too well to be able to look phllosophicaUy on the imperfections of her character ; I knew of no cause given by me for
the frequent changes in her conduct, and, if they only proceeded from coquetry, then coquetry, as I once told her,
was the last female accomplishment that could charm me
in any woman whom I reaUy loved. However, these causes of
annoyance and regret—her caprices, and my remonstrances
—all passed happily away, as the term of my engagement
with Mr. Sherwin approached its end. Margaret's better
and lovelier manner returned.
Occasionally, she might
betray some symptoms of confusion, some evidences of unusual thoughtfulness—but I remembered how near was the
day of the emancipation of our love, and looked ou her embarrassment as a fresh charm, a new ornament to the beauty
of my maiden wife.
Mr. Mannion continued—as far as attention to my interests went—to be the same ready and reliable friend as
ever; but he was, in some other respects, an altered man.
The illness of which he had complained months back, when I
returned to London, seemed to have increased. His face
was stUl the same impenetrable face which had so powerfully
impressed me when I first saw him, but his manner, hitherto
so quiet and self-possessed, had now grown abrupt and
variable. Sometimes, when he joined us in the drawmg*
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room at North Villa, he would suddenly stop before we had
exchanged more than three or four words, murmur something. In a voice unlike his usual voice, about an attack of
spasm and giddiness, and leave the room. These fits of illness had something in their nature of the same secrecy
which distinguished everything else connected with h i m :
they produced no external signs of distortion, no unusual
paleness in his face—you could not guess what pain he was
suffering, or where he was suffering it. Latterly, I abstained from ever asking him to join u s ; for the efiect on
Margaret of his sudden attacks of illness was, naturally,
such as to discompose her seriously for the remainder of
the evening. Whenever I saw him accidentally, at later
periods of the year, the influence of the genial summer season appeared to produce no alteration for the better in him.
I remarked that his cold hand, which had chilled me when
I took it on the raw winter night of my return from the
country, was as cold as ever, on the warm summer days
which preceded the close of my engagement at North ViUa.
Such was the posture of affairs at home, and at Mr. Sher
win's, when I went to see Margaret for the last time In my
old character, on the last night which yet remained to separate us from each other.
I had been all day preparing for our reception, on the
morrow, in a cottage which I had taken for a month. In a
retired part of the country, at some distance from London.
One month's unalloyed happiness with Margaret, away from
the world and all worldly considerations, was the Eden upon
earth towards which my dearest hope and anticipations
had pointed for a whole year past—and now, now at last,
those aspirations were to be realized!
All my arrangements at the cottage were completed in time to allow me
to return home, just before our usual late dinner hour.
During the meal, I provided for my month's absence from
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London, by informing my father that I proposed visiting
one of my country friends. H e heard me as coldly and indifferently as usual; and, as I anticipated, did not even
ask to what friend's house I was going. After dinner, I
privately informed Clara that on the morrow, before starting, I would, in accordance with my promise, make her the
depositary of my long-treasured secret—which, as yet,
was not to be divulged to any one besides. This done, I
hurried away, between nine and ten o'clock, for a last haifhour's visit to North Villa; hardly able to realise my own
situation, or to comprehend the fulness and exaltation of
my own joy.
A disappointment was in store for me. Margaret was
not in the house ; she had gone out to an evening party,
^iven by a maiden aunt of hers, who was known to be very
^Ich, and was, accordingly, a person to be courted and humoured by the family.
I was angry as well as disappointed at what had taken
place. To send Margaret out, on this evening of all others,
showed a want of consideration towards both of us, which
revolted me. Mr. and Mrs. Sherwin were in the room
when I entered ; and to him I spoke my opinion on the
subject. In no very conciliatory terms. H e was suffering
from a bad attack of headache, and a worse attack of illtemper, and answered as irritably as he dared.
" My good Sir !" he said. In sharp, querulous tones, " do,
for once, allow me to know what's best. You'll have it all
your way to-morrow—just let me have mine, for the last
time, to-night. I'm sure you've been humoured often enough
about keeping Margaret away from parties—and we should
have humoured you this time, too; but a second letter came
from the old lady, saying she should be affronted if Margaret
wasn't one of her guests. I couldn't go and talk her over,
because of this infernal headache of mine—Hang i t ! it's
your interest that Margaret should keep in with her a u n t ;
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she'll have all the old girl's money, if she only plays her
cards decently well. That's why I sent her to the party—
her going will be worth some thousands to both of you
one of these days. She'll be back by half-past twelve, or
before. Mannion was asked; and though he's all out of
sorts, he's gone to take care of her, and bring her back.
I'll warrant she comes home in good time, when he's with
her. So you see there's nothing to make a fuss about, after
all."
I t was certainly a relief to hear that Mr. Mannion was
taking care of Margaret. H e was, in my opinion, much
fitter for such a trust than her own father. Of all the good
services he had done for me, I thought this the best—but
It would have been even better still, if he had prevented
Margaret from going to the party.
" I must say again," resumed Mr. Sherwin, still more
irritably, finding I did not at once answer him, "there's
nothing that any reasonable being need make a fuss about.
I've been doing everything for Margaret's interests and
yours—and she'll be back by twelve—and Mr. Mannion
takes care of her—and I don't know what you would have
—a:ad It's devilish hard, so ill as I am too, to cut up rough
with me like this—devilish hard !"
" I am sorry for your illness, Mr. Sherwin; and I don't
doubt your good intentions, or the advantage of Mr. Mannion's protection for Margaret; but I feel disappointed,
nevertheless, that she should have gone out to-night."
" I said she oughtn't to go at all, whatever her aunt
wrote—/ said that."
This bold speech actually proceeded from Mrs. Sherwin!
I had never before heard her utter an opinion In her husband's presence— such an outburst from ^er, was perfectly
inexplicable. She pronounced the words M-Ith desperate
rapidity, and unwonted power of tone, fixing her eyes all
the while on me with a very strange expression.
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" Damn it, Mrs. S.!" roared her husband in a fury,
"wUl you hold your tongue? W h a t the devil do you
mean by giving your opinion, when nobody wants it ?
Upon my soul I begin to think you're getting a little
cracked. You've been meddling and bothering lately, so
that 1 don't know what the deuce has come to you! I'll
tell you what it is, Mr. Basil," he continued, turning snappishly round upon me, " you had better stop that fidgetty
temper of yours, by going to the party yourself The old
lady told me she wanted gentlemen ; and would be glad to
see any friends of mine I liked to send her. You have only
to mention my name : Mannion wUl do the civil in the
way of introduction. There! there's an envelope with the
address to it—they won't know who you are, or what you
are, at Margaret's aunt's—you've got your black dress
things on, all right and ready—for Heaven's sake, go to the
party yourself, and then I hope you'U be satisfied !"
Here he stopped; and vented the rest of his Ill-humour
by ringing the bell violently for " his arrow-root," andabus.
ing the servant when she brought it.
I hesitated about accepting his proposal. While I was
in doubt, Mrs. Sherwin took the opportunity, when her husband's eye was off her, of nodding her head at me signifi.
cantly. She evidently wished me to join IMargaret at the
party—but why ? W h a t did her behaviour mean ?
I t was useless to inquire. Long bodily suffering and
weakness had but too palpably produced a corresponding
feebleness in her intellect. W h a t should I do ? I was resolved to see Margaret that night; but to wait for her between two and three hours, in company with her father and
mother at North Villa, was an infliction not to be endured.
I determined to go to the party. No one there would know
anything about me. They would be all people who lived
In a different world from m i n e ; and whose manners and
habits I might find some amusement hi studying. At any
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rate, I should spend an hour or two with Margaret, and
could make it my own charge to see her safely home.
Without further hesitation, therefore I took up the envelope
with the address on it, and bade Mr. and Mrs. Sherwin good
night.
I t struck ten as I left North VUla. The moonlight which
was just beginning to shine brIUiantly on my arrival there,
now appeared but at rare intervals; for the clouds were
spreading thicker and thicker over the whole surface of the
sky, as the night advanced.

vn.
The address to which I was now proceeding, led me some
distance away from Mr. Sherwin's place of abode, in the direction of the populous neighbourhood which lies on the
western side of the Edgeware Eoad. The house of Margaret's
aunt was plainly enough indicated to me, as soon as I entered the street where it stood, by the glare of light from
the windows, the sound of dance music, and the nondescript group of cabmen and linkmen, with their little train
of idlers in attendance, assembled outside the door.
It
was evidently a very large party. I hesitated about going
in.
My sensations were not those which fit a man for exchanging conventional civilities with perfect strangers; I
felt that I showed outwardly the fever of joy and expectation within me. Could I preserve my assumed character
of a mere friend of the family, in Margaret's presence ?—
and on this night too, of all others ? I t was far more probable that my behaviour, If I went to the party, would betray everything to everybody assembled. I determined to
walk about In the neighbourhood of the house, until twelve
o'clock ; and then to go into the hall, and send up my card
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to Mr. Mannion, with a message on It, intimating that I was
waiting below to accompany him to North Villa with Margaret.
I crossed the street, and looked up again at the house
from the pavement opposite. Then lingered a little, listening to the music as it reached me through the wlndow0,
and imagining to myself Margaret's occupation at that moment. After this, I turned away ; and set forth eastward
on my walk, careless In which direction I traced my steps.
I felt little impatience, and no sense of fatigue; for in
less than two hours more I knew that I should see my wife
again. Until then, the present had no existence for me—
I lived In the past and future. I wandered indifferently
along lonely bye-streets, and crowded thoroughfares. Of
all the sights which attend a night-walk in a great city, not
one attracted my notice. Uninformed and unobservant,
neither saddened nor startled, I passed through the gUtterIng highways of London. All sounds were silent to me
save the love-music of my own thoughts; all sights had
vanished before the bright form that moved through my
bridal dream. Where was my world, at that moment ?
Narrowed to the cottage in the country which was to receive
us on the morrow. Where were the beings in the world ?
All merged in one—Margaret.
Sometimes, my thoughts glided back, dreamUy and voluptuously, to the day when I first met her. Sometimes, I
recaUed the summer evenings when we sat and read together out of the same book; and, once more, it was as if
I breathed with the breath, and hoped with the hopes, and
longed with the old longings of those days. But oftenest
it was with the morrow that my mind was occupied. The
first dream of aU young men—the dream of living rapturously with the woman they love, in a secret retirement kept
sacred from friends and from strangers alike, was now
my dream; to be realised in a few hours, to be realised
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with my waking on the morning which was already at
hand!
Eor the last quarter of an hour of my walk, I must have
been unconsciously retracing my steps towards the house
of Margaret's aunt. I came in sight of it again, just as
the sound of the neighbouring church clocks, striking eleven,
roused me from my abstraction. More cabs were in the
street; more people were gathered about the door, by this
time. Was all this bustle, the bustle of arrival or of departure ? Was the party about to break up, at an hour when
parties usually begin ? I determined to go nearer to the
house, and ascertain whether the music had ceased, or not.
I had approached close enough to hear the notes of the
harp and pianoforte still sounding as gaily as ever, when the
house-door was suddenly fiung open for the departure of a
lady and gentleman. The light from the haU-lamps fell
fuU on their faces; and showed me Margaret and Mr.
Mannion.
Going home already ! An hour and a half before it was
time to return! W h y ?
There could be but one reason. Margaret was thinking
of me, and of what I should feel if I called at North Villa,
and had to wait for her till past midnight. I ran forward
to speak to them, as they descended the steps ; but exactly
at the same moment, my voice was overpowered, and my
further progress barred, by a scuffle on the pavement among
the people who stood between us. One man said that his
pocket had been picked; others roared to him that they had
caught the thief. There was a fight—the police came up—
I was surrounded on all sides by a shouting, struggling mob
that seemed to have gathered in an instant.
Before I could force myself out of the crowd, and escape
into the road, Margaret and Mr. Mannion had hurried into
8 cab. I just saw the vehicle driving off rapidly, as I got
free. An empty cab was standing near me—I jumped into
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it directly—and told the man to overtake them. After having waited my time so patiently, to let a mere accident stop
me from going home with them, as I had resolved, was not
to be thought of for a moment. I was hot and angry,
after my contest with the crowd ; and could have flogged
on the miserable cab-horse with my own hand, rather than
have failed In my purpose.
We were just getting closer behind them ; I had just put
my head out of the window to caU to them, and to bid the
man who was driving me, call, too—when their cab abruptly
turned down a bye-street, in a direction exactly opposite to
the direction which led to North ViUa.
What did this mean ? Why were they not going straight
home ?
The cabman asked me whether he should not hail them
before they got farther away from us; frankly confessing,
as he put the question, that his horse was nothing like equal
to the pace of the horse ahead. MechanicaUy, without assignable purpose or motive, I declined his offer, and told him
simply to follow at any distance he could. While the words
passed my lips, a strange sensation stole over me : I seemed
to be speaking as the mere mouthpiece of some other voice.
Erom feeling hot, and moving about restlessly the moment
before, I felt unaccountably cold, and sat still now. What
caused this ?
My cab stopped. I looked out, and saw that the horse
had faUen. " We've lots of time. Sir," said the driver, as
he cooUy steped off the box, " they are just puUing up
further down the road." I gave him some money, and got
c-'-'t immediately—determined to overtake them on foot.
It was a very lonely place—a colony of half-finished
streets, and half-inhabited houses, which had grown up in
the neighbourhood of a great raUway station. I heard
the fierce scream of the whistle, and the heaving, heavy
pant of the engine starting on its journey, as I advanced
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along the gloomy Square in which I now found myself. Tlie
cab I had been following stood at a turning which led into
a long street, occupied towards the farther end, by shops
closed for the night, and at the end nearest me, apparently
by private houses only.
Margaret and Mr. Mannion
hastily left the cab, and without looking either to the right
or the left, hurried down the street. They stopped at the
ninth house. I followed just in time to hear the door closed
on them, and to count the number of doors intervening
between that door and the Square.
The awful thrill of a suspicion which I hardly knew yet
for what it reaUy was, began to creep over me—to creep
like a dead-cold touch crawling through and through me to
the heart. I looked up at the house. I t was an h o t e l ^ a
neglected, deserted, dreary-looking building. Still acting
mechanically; still with no definite impulse that I could
recognise, even if I felt It, except the instinctive resolution
to follow them into the house, as I had already followed
them through the street—I walked up to the door, and
rang the bell.
It was answered by a waiter—a mere lad. As the light
in the passage fell on my face, he paused in the act of addressing me, and drew back a few steps. Without stopping
for any explanations, I closed the door behind me, and said
to him at once:
" A lady and gentleman came into this hotel a little while
ago."
" W h a t may your business be ?"—He hesitated, and added
in an altered tone, " I mean, what may you want with them,
Sir ?"
" I want you to take me where I can hear their voices,
and I want nothing more. Here's a sovereign for you, ii
you do what I ask."
His eyes fastened covetously on the gold, as I held it
before them. He retired a few steps on tiptoe, and lis-
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tened at the end of the passage. I heard nothing but the
thick, rapid beating of my own heart. H e came back,
muttering to himself: " Master's safe at supper down stairs
—I'll risk i t ! You'll promise to go away directly," he
added, whispering to me, " and not disturb the house ? AVo
are quiet people here, and can't have anything like a disturbance. Just say at once, wiU you promise to step soft,
and not speak a word ?"
" I promise."
" This way then. Sir—and mind you don't forget to step
soft."
A strange coldness and stillness, an icy insensibility, a
dream-sensation of being impelled by some hidden, irresistible agency, possessed me, as I foUowed him upstairs. H e
showed me softly into an empty room; pointed to one of
the walls, whispering, " It's only boards papered over—"
and then waited, keeping his eyes anxiously and steadily
fixed upon all my movements.
I listened ; and through the thin partition, I heard voices
—her voice, and his voice. I heard and J knew—knew my
degradation in all its infamy, knew my wrongs in all their
nameless horror.
H e was exulting in the patience and
secrecy which had brought success to the foul plot, fouUy
hidden for months on months ; fouUy hidden until the very
day before I was to have claimed as my wife, a wretch as
gtdlty as himself I
I could neither move nor breathe. The blood surged
and heaved upward to my brain; my heart strained and
writhed in anguish; the life within me raged and tore to
get free. Whole years of the direst mental and bodily
agony were concentrated in that one moment of helpless,
motionless torment. I never lost the consciousness of suffering. I heard the waiter say, under his breath, " My God!
he's dying." I felt him loosen my cravat—I knew that he
dashed cold water over m e ; dragged me out of the room ;
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and, opening a window on the landing, held me firmly where
the night-air blew upon my face. I knew aU this; and
knew when the paroxysm passed, and nothing remained of
it, but a shivering helplessness in every limb.
Erelong, the power of thinking began to return to me
by degrees.
Misery, and shame, and horror, and a vain yearning to
hide myself from aU human eyes, and weep out my life
in secret, overcame me. Then, these subsided; and ONE
THOUGHT slowly aroso in their stead—arose, and cast down
before it every obstacle of conscience, every principle of
education, every care for the future, every remembrance
of the past, every weakening infiuence of present misery,
every repressing tie of family and home, every anxiety
for good fame in this life, and every Idea of the next
that was to come. Before the fell poison of that Thought,
all other thoughts—good or evil—died. As it spoke secretly within me, I felt my bodily strength coming back ; a
quick vigour leapt hotly through my frame. I turned, and
looked round towards the room we had just left—my mind
was looking at the room beyond It, the room they were in.
The waiter was still standing by my side, watching me
intently. H e suddenly started back; and, with pale face
and staring eyes, pointed down the stairs.
" You go," he whispered, " go directly! You're well
now—I'm afraid to have you here any longer. I saw your
look, your horrid look at that room! You've heard what
you wanted for your money—go at once ; or, if I lose my
place for it, I'll call out Murder, and raise the house. And
mind this: as true as God'a in heaven, I'U warn them both
before they go outside our door!"
Hearing, but not heeding him, I left the house. N o
voice that ever spoke, could have called me back from the
course on which I was now bound. The waiter watched ma
vigilantly iiyax. the door, as I went out. Seeing this, 1
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made a circuit, before I returned to the spot where, '^a i
had suspected, the cab they had ridden in was still waiting
for them.
The driver was asleep inside. I .awoke him; told him J
had been sent to say that he was not wanted again that
night: and secured his ready departure, by at once paying
him on his own terms. H e drove off; and the first obstacle on the fatal path which I had resolved to tread unopposed, was now removed.
As the cab disappeared from my sight, I looked up at
the sky. I t was growing very dark. The ragged black
clouds, fantastically parted from each other in island shapes
over the whole surface of the heavens, were fast drawing
together into one huge, formless, lowering mass, and had
already hidden the moon for gsiod. I went back to the
street, and stationed myself in the pitch darkness of a
passage which led down a mews, situated exactly opposite
to the hotel.
I n the silence and obscurity, in the sudden pause of action
while I now waited and watched, my Thought rose to my
lips, and my speech mechanicaUy formed it Into words. I
whispered softly to myself: I will kill him when he comes
out.
My mind never swerved for an instant from this
thought—never swerved towards myself; never swerved
towards her. Grief was numbed at my h e a r t ; and the consciousness of my own misery was numbed with grief.
Death chills all before it—and Death and my Thought were
one
Once, while I stood on the watch, a sharp agony of suspense tried me fiercely.
J u s t as I had calculated that the time was come which
would force them to depart. In order to return to North
Villa by the appomted hour, I heard the slow, heavy,
regnlar tramp of a footstep advancing along the street. I t
was the policeman of th*" district going his round. AB he
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approached the entrance to the mews he paused, yawned,
stretched his arms, and began to whistle a tune. If Mannion should come out while he was there! My blood
seemed to stagnate on Its course, while I thoiight that this
might well happen. Suddenly, the man ceased whistling,
looked steadily up and down the street, and tried the door
of a house near him—advanced a few steps—then paused
again, and tried another door—then muttered to himself,
in drowsy tones—"I've seen all safe here already : it's the
other street I forgot just now." H e turned, and retraced
his way. I fixed my aching eyes vigilantly on the hotel,
while I heard the sound of his footsteps grow fainter and
fainter in the distance. I t ceased altogether; and still
there was no change—still the man whose life I was waiting
for, never appeared.
Ten minutes after this, so far as I can guess, the door
opened ; and I heard Mannion's voice, and the voice of the
lad who had let me in. " Look about you before you go
out," said the waiter, speaking In the passage; " the street's
not safe for you." Disbelieving, or affecting to disbelieve,
what he heard, Mannion interrupted the waiter angrily ,
and endeavoured to reassure his companion in guilt, by asserting that the warning was nothing but an attempt to
extort money by way of reward. The man retorted sulkily,
that he cared nothing for the gentleman's money, or the
gentleman either. Immediately afterwards an inner door
In the house banged violently ; and I knew that Mannion
had been left to his fate.
There was a momentary silence ; and then I heard him
tell his accomplice that he would go alone to look for the
cab, and that she had better close the door and wait quietly
in the passage till he came back. This was done. H e
walked out Into the street. I t was after twelve o'clock.
No sound of a strange footfall was audible—no soul was
nt hand to witness, and prevent, the coming struggle, f'is
M 2
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life was mine. His death followed him as fast as my feet
followed, while I was now walking on his track.
H e looked up and down, from the entrance to the street,
for the cab. Then, seeing that it was gone, he hastily
turned back. At that instant I met him face to face. Before a word could be spoken, even before a look could be
exchanged, my hands were on his throat.
H e was a taller and heavier man than I was ; and struggled with me, knowing that he was struggling for his life.
H e never shook my grasp on him for a moment; but hft
dragged me out into the road—dragged me away eight or
ten yards from the street. The heavy gasps of approaching
suffocation beat thick on my forehead from his open mouth:
he swerved to and fro furiously, from side to side; and
struck at me, swinging his clenched fists high above his
head. I stood firm, and held him away at arm's length.
As I dug my feet into the ground to steady myself, I heard
tlie crunching of stones—the road had been newly mended
with granite. Instantly, a savage purpose goaded into fury
the deadly resolution by which I was possessed. I shifted
my hold to the back of his neck, and the collar of his coat,
and hurled him, with the whole Impetus of the raging
strength that was let loose in me, face downwards, on to
the stones.
I n the mad triumph of that moment, I had already
stooped towards him, as he lay Insensible beneath me, to
lift him again, and beat out of him, on the granite, not
life only, but the semblance of humanity as well; when, in
the blank stillness that foUowed the struggle, I heard the
door of the hotel in the street open once more. I left him
directly, and ran back from the square—I knew not with
what motive, or what idea—to the spot.
On the steps of the house, on the threshold ot that
accursed place, stood the woman whom God's minister had
given to me in the sight of '^od, as my wife.
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One long pang of shame and despair shot through my
Iieart as I looked at her, and tortured out of its trance the
spirit within me. Thousands on thousands of thoughts
seemed to be whirling In the wildest confusion through and
through my brain—thoughts, whose track was a track of
fire—thoughts that struck me with a hellish torment of
dumbness, at the very time when I would have purchased
with my life the power of a moment's speech. Voiceless
and tearless, I went up to her, and took her by the arm,
and drew her away from the house. There was some vague
purpose in me, as I did this, of never quitting my hold of
her, never letting her stir from me by so much as an inch,
until I had spoken certain words to her. W h a t words they
were, and when I should utter them, I could not tell.
The cry for mercy was on her lips, but the instant our
eyes met, it died away in long, low, hysterical moanlngs.
H e r cheeks were ghastly, her features were rigid, her eyes
glared like an idiot's ; guilt and terror had made her hideous
to look upon already.
I drew her onward a few paces towards the Square. Then
I stopped, remembering the body that lay face downwards
on the road. The savage strength of a few moments before,
had left me from the time when I first saw her. I now
reeled where I stood, from sheer physical weakness. The
sound of her pantlngs and shudderlugs, of her abject inarticulate murmurlngs for mercy, struck me with a supernatural terror. My fingers trembled round her arm, the perspiration dripped down my face, like rain; I caught at the
railings by my side, to keep myself from falling. As I did
so, she snatched her arm from my grasp, as easily as If I
had been a child; and, with a cry for help, fied towards the
further end of ike street.
Still, the strange instinct of never losing hold of her,
influenced me. I followed, staggering like a drunken man.
I n a moment, she was out of my reach ; in another, out of
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,my sight. I went on, nevertheless ; on, and on, and on, I
knew not whither. I lost aU Ideas of time and distance.
Sometimes I went round and round the same streets,
over and over again. Sometimes I hurried in one direction,
straight forward. Wherever I went. It seemed to me that
she was still just before ; that her track and 7ny track were
one ; that I had just lost my hold of her, and that she was
just starting on her flight.
I remember passing two men In this way, in some great
thoroughfare. They both stopped, turned, and walked a
few steps after me. One laughed at me, as a drunkard.
The other, in serious tones, told him to be silent; for I waa
not drunk, but mad—he had seen my face as I passed
under a gas-lamp, and he knew that I was mad.
" MAD !"—that word, as I heard it, rang after me like a
voice of judgment. " M A D !"—a fear had come over me,
which, in all its frightful complication, was expressed by
that one word—a fear which, to the man who suffers it. Is
worse even than the fear of death; which no human language ever has conveyed, or ever wiU convey, in aU its horrible reality, to others. I had pressed onward, hitherto,
because I saw a vision that led me after it—a beckoning
shadow, ahead, darker even than the night darkness. I
still pressed on, now ; but only because I was afraid to stop.
I know not how far I had gone, when my strength utterly
failed me, and I sank down helpless. In a lonely place where
the houses were few and scattered, and trees and fields were
dimly discernible in the obscurity beyond. I hid my face
In my hands, and tried to assure myself that I was still in
possession of my senses. I strove hard to separate my
thoughts; to distinguish between my recoUectlons; to extricate from the confusion within me any one idea, no
matter what—and I could not do it. I n that awful struo'gle for the mastery over my own mind, all that had passed,
aU the horror of that horrible night, became as nothing to
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me, I raised myself, and looked up again, and tried to
steady my reason by the simplest means—even by endeavouring to count all the houses within sight. The darkiuess bewildered me. Darkness ?—Was it dark ? or was
Jay breaking yonder, far away in the murky eastern sky ?
Did I know what I saw ? Did I see the same thing for a
few moments together ? W h a t was this under me ? Grass ?
yes! cold, soft, dewy grass. I bent down my forehead
upon it, and tried, for the last time, to steady my faculties
by praying; tried if I could utter the prayer which I had
known and repeated every day from childhood—the Lord's
Prayer. The Divine Words came not at my call—^no ! not
one of them, from the beginning to the end! I started
up on my knees. A blaze of lurid sunshine flashed before my eyes; a hell-blaze of brightness, with fiends by
millions, raining down out of it on my head; then a rayless darkness—the darkness of the blind—then God's
mercy at last—the mercy of utter oblivion.
•Js*
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When I recovered my consciousness, I was lying on the
couch In my own study. My father was supporting me on
he pillow ; the doctor had his fingers on my pulse; and a
policeman was telling them where he had found me, and
how he had brought me home.
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W H E N the blind are operated on for the restoration of
sight, the same succouring hand which has opened to them
the visible world, immediately shuts out the bright prospect
again, for a time. A bandage is passed over the eyes, lest
in the first tenderness of the recovered sense, it should be
fatally affected by the sudden transition from darkness to
light. But between the awful blank of total privation of
vision, and the temporary blank of vision merely veiled,
there lies the widest difference. I n the moment of their
restoration, the blind have had one glimpse of light, flashing
on them in an overpowering gleam of brightness, which the
thickest, closest veiUng cannot extinguish. The new darkness is not like the void darkness of old ; it is fiUed with
changing visions of brilliant colours and ever-varying forms,
rising, falling, whirling hither and thither with every
second. Even when the handkerchief Is passed over them,
the once sightless eyes, though bandaged fast, are yet not
blinded as they were before.
I t was so with my mental vision. After the utter oblivion
and darkness of a deep swoon, consciousness hashed hke
light on my mind, when I found myself in my father's presence, and in my own home. But, almost at the very
moment when I first awakened to the bewildering influence
of that sight, a new darkness fell t p o n my facultiag-—?
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darkness, this time, which was not utter oblivion ; a peopled darkness, like that which the bandage casts o^er the
opened eyes of the blind,
I had sensations, I had thoughts, I had visions, now—
but they all acted in the frightful self-concentration of delirium. \ The lapse of time, the inarch of events, the alternation of day and night, the persons who moved about me,
the words they spoke, the offices of kindness they did for
me—all these were annihilated from the period when I
closed my eyes again, after having opened them for an instant on my father. In niy own study.
My first sensation (how soon it came after I had been
brought home, I know not) was of a terrible heat; a steady,
blazing heat, which seemed to have shrivelled and burnt up
the whole of the little world around me, and to have left
me alone to suffer, but never to consume In it. After this,
came a quick, restless, unlntermittent tolling of obscure
thought, ever in the same darkened sphere, ever on the same
impenetrable subject, ever failing to reach some distant and
visionary result. I t was as if something were imprisoned
in my mind, and moving always to and fro In it—moving,
but never getting free.
Soon, these thoughts began to take a form that I could
recognise.
I n the clinging heat and fierce seething fever, to which
neither waking nor sleeping brought a breath of freshness
or a dream of change, I began to act my part over again, in
the events that had passed, but in a strangely altered character, Now, Instead of placing implicit trust in others, as
I had done ; Instead of failing to discover a significance and
a warning in each circumstance as it arose, I was suspicious
from tho first—suspicious of Margaret, of her father, of her
mother, of Mannion, of the very servants In the house. I n
the hideous phantasmagoria of my own calamity on which I
now looked, my position was reversed. Every event of the

17U
doomed year of my probation was revived. But the doom
itself, the night-scene of horror through which I had passed,
had utterly vanished from my memory. This lost recoUection, it was the one unending toil of my wandering mind to
recover, and I never got It back. None who have not suffered as I suffered then, can imagine with what a burning
rage of determination I foUowed past events in my delirium,
one by one, for days and nights together,—foUowed, to get
to the end which I knew was beyond, but which I never
could see, not even by glimpses, for a moment at a time.
However my visions might alter In their course of succession, they always began with the night when Mannion returned from the continent to North Villa. I stood again
in the drawing-room; I saw him enter ; I marked the slight
confusion of Margaret; and instantly doubted her.
I
noticed his unwUlIngness to meet her eye ermine ; I looked
on the sinister stillness of his face; and suspected him.
Erom that moment, love vanished, and hatred came In its
place. I began to watch; to garner up slight circumstances
which confirmed my suspicions; to wait craftily for the
day when I should discover, judge, and punish them both—
the day of disclosure and retribution that never came.
Sometimes, I was again vsith Mannion, in his house, on
the night of the storm. I detected in every word he spoke
an artful lure to trap me into trusting him as my second
father, more than as my friend. I heard in the tempestsounds wlilch mysteriously interrupted, or mingled with, my
answers, voices supernaturaUy warning me of my enemy,
each time that I spoke to him. I saw once more the hideous smile of triumph on his face, as I took leave of him on
the doorstep : and saw it, this time, not as an iUusion produced by a flash of Hghtning, but as a frightful reahty
which the lightning disclosed.
Sometimes, I was again in the garden at North VUla
accidentally overhearing the conversation between Margaret
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and her mother—overhearing what deceit she was willing
to commit, for the sake of getting a new dress—then going
into the room, and seeing her assume her usual manner on
meeting me, as if no such words as I had listened to but
the moment before, had ever proceeded from her lips. Or,
I saw her on that other morning, when, to revenge the
death of her bird, she would have killed with her own hand
the one pet companion that her sick mother possessed.
Now, no generous, trusting love blinded me to the real
meaning of such events as these. Now, instead of regarding them as little weaknesses of beauty, and little errors of
youth, I saw them as timely warnings, which bade me remember when the day of my vengeance came, that in the
contriving of the Iniquity on which they were both bent,
the woman had been as vile as the man.
Sometimes, I was once more on my way to North Villa,
after my week's absence at our country house. I saw again
the change in Margaret since I had left her—the paleness,,
the restlessness, the appearance of agitation. I took the
hand of Mannion, and started as I felt its deadly coldness,
and remarked the strange alteration in his manner. When
they accounted for these changes by telling me that both
had been ill, In different ways, since my departure, I detected
the miserable lie at once; I knew that an evil advantage
had been taken of my absence; that the plot against me
was fast advancing towards consummation : and that, at the
sight of their victim, even the two wretches who were compassing my dishonour could not repress all outward manifestation of their guilt.
Sometimes, the figure of Mrs. Sherwin appeared to me,
wan and weary, and mournful with a ghostly mournfulness.
Agam I watched her, and listened to h e r ; but now with
eager curiosity, with breathless attention. Once more, I saw
her shudder when Mannion's cold eyes turned on her face—
I marked the anxious, imploring look that she cast on Mar-
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garet and on me—I heard her confused, unwilling answer,
when I inquired the cause of her dislike of the man In
whom her husband placed the most implicit trust—I
listened to her abrupt, inexplicable injunction to "watch
continually over my wife, and keep bad people from her."
All these different circumstances occurred again as vividly
as in the reality; but I did not now account for them, as 1
had once accounted for them, by convincing myself that
Mrs. Sherwin s mind was wandering, and that her bodUy
sufferings had affected her intellect. I saw immediately,
that she suspected Mannion, and dared not openly confess
her suspicions; I saw, that In the stillness, and abandonment, and self-concentration of her neglected life, she had
been watching more vigilantly than others had M-atched;
I detected in every one' of her despised gestures, and looks,
and halting words, the same concealed warning ever lying
beneath the surface; I knew they had not succeeded in
deceiving her; I was determined they should not succeed
in deceiving me.
I t was oftenest at this point, that my restless memory
recoiled before the Impenetrable darkness which forbade it
to see further—to see on to the last evening, to the fatal
night. I t was oftenest at this point, that I toiled and struggled back, over and over again, to seek once more the lost
events of the End, through the events of the Beginning.
How often my wandering thoughts thus incessantly and
desperately traced and retraced their way over their own
'ever track, I cannot t e l l : but there came a time when they
suddenly ceased to torment m e ; when the heavy burden
that was on my mind fell ofi"; when a sudden strength and
fury possessed me, and I plunged down through a vast
darkness Into a world whose daylight was all radiant flame.
Giant phantoms mustered by miUIons, flashing white as
Hghtning in the ruddy air. They rushed on me with hurricane speed ; their wings fanned me with fiery breezes; and
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the echo of their thunder-music was like the groaning and
rending of an earthquake, as they tore me away with them
on their whirlwind course.
Away! to a City of Palaces, to measureless halls, and
arches, and domes, soaring one above another, till their
flashing ruby summits are lost In the burning void, high
overhead. On! through and through these mountain-piles,
into countless, limitless corridors, reared on plUars lurid and
rosy as molten lava. Ear down the corridors rise visions of
fiying phantoms, ever at the same distance before us—their
raving voices clanging like the hammers of a thousand forges.
Still on and on; faster and faster, for days, years, centuries
together, till there comes, stealing slowly forward to meet
us, a shadow—a vast, stealthy, gliding shadow—the first
darkness that has ever been shed over that world of blazing
light! I t comes nearer—nearer and nearer softly, till It
touches the front ranks of our phantom troop. Then In an
Instant, our rushing progress is checked : the thunder-music
of our wild march stops; the raving voices of the spectres
ahead, cease ; a horror of blank stillness Is all about us—
and as the shadow creeps onward and onward, until we are
enveloped In it from front to rear, we shiver with icy cold
under the fiery air and amid the lurid lava pillars which hem
us In on either side.
A silence, like no silence ever known on earth ; a darkening of the shadow, blacker than the blackest night in the
thickest wood—a pause—then, a sound as of the heavy air
being cleft asunder; and then, an apparition of two figures
coming on out of the shadow—two monsters stretching
forth their gnarled yellow talons to grasp at u s ; leaving on
their track a green decay, oozing and shining with a sickly
hght. Beyond and around me, as I stood in the midst of
them, the phantom troop dropped into formless masses,
while the monsters advanced. They came close to m e ; and
I alone, of all the myriads around, changed not at their ap-
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proach. Each laid a talon on my shoulder—each raised a
veil which was one hideous net-work of twining worms. I
saw through the ghastly corruption of their faces the look
that told me who they were—the monstrous iniquities incarnate in monstrous forms ; the fiend-souls made visible in
fiend-shapes—Margaret and Mannion !
A moment more! and I was alone with those two. Not
a wreck of the phantom-multitude remained ; the towering
city, the gleaming corridors, the fire-bright radiance had
vanished. W e stood on a wilderness—a still, black lake of
dead waters was before us ; a white, faint, misty light shone
on us. Outspread over the noisome ground lay the ruins
of a house, rooted up and overthrown to its foundations.
The demon figures, still watching on either side of me,
drew m^e slowly forward to the fallen stones, and pointed to
two dead bodies lying among them.
My father!—my sister i—both cold and still, and whiter
than the white light that showed them to me. The demons at my side stretched out their crooked talons, and
forbade me to kneel before my father, or to kiss Clara's wan
face, before I went to torment. They struck me motionless
where I stood—and unveiled their hideous faces once more;
jeering at me In triumph. Anon, the lake of black waters
heaved up and overflowed, and noiselessly sucked us away
into its central depths—depths that were endless ; depths
of rayless darkness, In which we slowly eddied round and
round, deeper and deeper down at every turn. I felt the
bodies of my father and my sister touching me in cold contact : I stretched out my arms to clasp them and sink with
them ; and the demon pair glided between us, and separated
me from them. This vain striving to join myself to my
dead kindred when we touched each other In the slow, endless whirlpool, ever continued and was ever frustrated in
the same way. StiU we sank apart, down the black gulphs
of the lake ; still there was no light, no sound, no change.
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no pause of repose—and this was eternity : the eternity of
HeUl
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Such was one dream-vision out of many that I saw. I t
must have been at this time that men were set to watch me
day and night (as I afterwards heard), In order that I might
be held down in my bed, when a paroxysm of convulsive
strength made me dangerous to myself and to all about me.
The period too when the doctors announced that the fever
had seized on my brain, and was getting the better of their
skill, must have been this period.
But though they gave up my life as lost, I was not to die.
There came a time, at last, when the gnawing fever lost
its hold; and I awoke faintly one morning to a new existence—to a life frail and helpless as the life of a new-born
babe.
I was too weak to move, to speak, to open my eyes, to
exert in the smallest degree any one faculty, bodily or mental, that I possessed. The first sense of which I regained
the use, was the sense of hearing; and the first sound
that I recognised, was of a light footstep which mysteriously approached, paused, and then retired again gently
outside my door. The hearing of this sound was my first
pleasure, the waiting for its repetition my first source of
happy expectation, since I had been ill. Once more the
footsteps approached—paused a moment—then seemed to
retire as before—then returned slowly. A sigh, very faint
and trembling ; a whisper of which I could not yet distinguish the import, caught my ear—and after that, there was
silence. Still I waited (oh, how happily and calmly!) to
hear the whisper soon repeated, and to hear It better when
it next came- Ere long, for the third time, tho footsteps
advanced, and the whispering accents sounded again. I
could now hear that they pronounced my name—once,
twice three times—very softly and Imploringly, as if to
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beg the answer which I was stiU too weak to give. But 1
knew the voice: I knew it was Clara's. Long after it had
ceased, the whisper lingered gently on my ear, like a lullaby
that alternately soothed me to slumber, and welcomed me
to wakefulness. I t seemed to be thriUIng through my frame
with a tender, reviving Influence—the same influence which
the sunshine had, weeks afterwards, when I enjoyed it for
the first time out of doors.
The next sound that came to me was audible in my room;
audible sometimes, close at my pIUow. I t was the simplest
sound imaginable—nothing but the soft rustling of a woman's dress. And yet, I heard in it innumerable harmonies,
sweet changes, and pauses minute beyond all definition. I
could only open my eyes for a minute at a time, and even
then, could not fix them steadily on anything ; but I knew
that the rustling dress was Clara's; and fresh sensations
seemed to throng upon me, as I listened to the sound which
told me that she was in the room. I felt the soft summer
air on my face; I enjoyed the sweet scent of flowers, wafted
on that air; and once, when my door was left open for a
moment, the twittering of birds In the aviary down stairs,
rang with exquisite clearness and sweetness on my ear. I t
was thus that my faculties strengthened, hour by hour,
always in the same gradual way, from the time when I first
heard the footstep and the whisper outside my chamberdoor.
One evening I awoke from a cool, dreamless sleep ; and,
seeing Clara sitting by my bedside, faintly uttered her
name, and moved my wasted hand to take hers. As I saw
the calm, familiar face bending over me ; the anxious eyes
looking tenderly and lovingly Into mine—as the last melancholy glory of sunset hovered on my bed, and the air, sinking already into its twilight repose, came softly and more
softly into the room—as my sister took me In her arms, and
raising rae ou my weary pillow, bade me for her sake lie
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hushed and patient a little longer—tne memory of the ruin
and the shame that had overwhelmed me ; the memory of
my love that had become an Infamy; and of my brief year's
hope miserably fulfilled by a life of despair, swelled darkly
over my heart. The red, retiring rays of sunset just lingered
at that moment on my face. Clara knelt down by my pillow, and held up her handkerchief to shade my eyes—" God
has given you back to us, Basil," she whispered, " to make
us happier than ever." As she spoke, the springs of the
grief so long pent up within me were loosened , hot tears
dropped heavily and quickly from my eyes ; and I wept for
the first time since the night of horror which had stretched
me where I now lay—wept in my sister's arms, at that quiet
evening hour, for the lost honour, the lost hope, the lost
happiness that had gone from me for ever in my youth !

IL
Darkly and wearily the days of my recovery went on.
After that first outburst of sorrow on the evening when I
recognised my sister, and murmured her name as she sat by
my side, there sank over all my faculties a dull, heavy trance
of mental pain.
I dare not describe what remembrances of the guilty
woman who had deceived and ruined me, now gnawed unceasingly and polsonously at my heart. My bodily strength
feebly revived; but my mental energies never showed a
sign of recovering with them. My father's considerate forbearance, Clara's sorrowful reserve in touching on the subject of my long illness, or of the wild words which had
escaped me in my delirium, mutely and gently warned me
that the time was come when I owed the tardy atonement
of confession to the famUy that I had disgraced; and still, I
had no courage to speak, no resolution to endure. The
N
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great misery of the past, shut out from me the present and
the future alike—every active power of my mind seemed to
be destroyed hopelessly and for ever.
There were moments—most often at the early morning
hours, while the heaviness of the night's sleep still hung
over me in my wakefulness—when I could hardly realise
the calamity which had overwhelmed me ; when it seemed
that I must have dreamt, during the night, of scenes of
crime and woe and heavy trial which had never actually
taken place. W h a t was the secret of the terrible influence
which—let her even be the vilest of the vile—Mannion
must have possessed over Margaret Sherwin, to induce her
to sacrifice me to him ? Even the crime itself was not more
hideous and more incredible than the mystery in which Its
evil motives, and the manner of its evil ripening, were still
impenetrably veiled.
Mannion! I t was a strange result of the mental malady
under which I suffered, that, though the thought of Mannion was now inextricably connected with every thought of
Margaret, I never once asked myself, or had an idea of askmg myself, for days together, after my convalescence, what
had been the Issue of our struggle, for him. I n the despair of
first awakening to a perfect sense of the calamity which had
been hurled on me from the hand of my wife—in the misery
of first clearly connecting together, after the wanderings of
delirium, the Margaret to whom with my hand I had given
all my heart, with the Margaret who had trampled on the
gift and ruined the giver—all minor thoughts and minor
feelings, all motives of revengeful curiosity or of personal
apprehension were suppressed. And yet, the time was soon
to arrive when that lost thought of inquiry into Mannion's
fate, was to become the one master-thought that possessed
me—the thought that gave back its vigilance to my intellect
and its manhood to my heart.
One evening I was sitting alone in my room. My father
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had taken Clara out for a little air and exercise, and the set
vant had gone away at my own desire. I t was in this quiet
and solitude, when the darkness was fast approaching, when
the view from my window was at its loneliest, when my mind
was growing listless and confused as the weary day wore
out—it was exactly at this time that the thought suddenly
and mysteriously flashed across m e : Had Mannion been
taken up from the stones on which I had hurled him, ?
living man or a dead ?
I Instinctively started to my feet with something of the
vigour of mj' former health ; repeating the question to my.
self, and feeling, as I unconsciously murmured aloud the
few words which expressed it, that my life had purposes and
duties, trials and achievements, which were yet to be fulfilled. How could I instantly solve the momentous doubt
which had now, for the first time, crossed my mind ?
One moment I paused In eager consideration—the next,
I descended to the library. A daily newspaper was kept
there, filed for reference. I might possibly decide the fatal
question in a few moments by consulting it. I n my burning anxiety and impatience I could hardly handle the leaves
or see the letters, as I tried to turn back to the right date—
the day (oh anguish of remembrance!) on which I was to
have claimed Margaret Sherwin as my wife!
At last, I found the number I desired ; but the closelyprinted columns swam before me as I looked at them. A
glass of water stood on a table near me—I dipped my handkerchief in it, and cooled my throbbing eyes. The destiny
of my future life might be decided by the discovery I wafl
now about to make !
I locked the door to guard against all intrusion, and ther
returned to my task—returned to my momentous s e a r c h slowly tracing my way through the paper, paragraph by
paragraph, column by column.
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On the last page, and close to the end, I read these lines:
" M T S T E E I O U S OCCTTEEENCE.

" About one o'clock this morning, a gentleman was discovered lying on his face in the middle of the road, in
Westwood Square, by the policeman on duty. The unfortunate man was to all appearance dead. H e had faUen on
a part of the road which had been recently macadamised ;
and his face, we are informed, .is frightfully mutilated by
contact with the granite. The policeman conveyed him to
ihe neighbouring hospital, where it was discovered that he
was still alive, and the promptest attentions were immediately paid him. W e understand that the surgeon in attendance considers it absolutely impossible that he could have
been injured as he was, except by having been violently
thrown down on his face, either by a vehicle driven at a
furious rate, or by a savage attack from some person or persons unknown. I n the latter case, robbery could not have
been the motive; for the unfortunate man's watch, purse,
and ring were all found about him. N o cards of address
or letters of any kind were discovered in his pockets, and
his linen and handkerchief were only marked with the letter
M. H e was dressed in evening costume—entirely in black.
After what has been already said about the injuries to h u
face, any recognisable personal description of him Is, for the
present, unfortunately out of the question. W e wait with
much anxiety to gain some further insight into this mysterious affair, when the sufferer is restored to consciousness.
The last particulars which our reporter was able to collect
at the hospital were, that the surgeon expected to save his
patient's life, and the sight of one of his eyes. The sight
of the other is understood to be entirely destroyed."
W i t h sensations of horror which I could not then, and
cannot now analyse, I turned to the next day's paper; but
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found in it no further reference to the object of my search.
I n the number for the day after, however, the subject was
resumed in these words:
" T h e mystery of the accident in Westwood Square
thickens. The suflerer is restored to consciousness; he is
perfectly competent to hear and understand what is said to
him, and is able to articulate, but not very plainly, and only
for a moment or so, at a time. The authorities at the hospital anticipated, as we did, that, on the patient's regaining
his senses, some information of the manner in which the
terrible accident from which he is suffering was caused,
would be obtained from him. But, to the astonishment of
every one, he positively refuses to answer any questions as
to the circumstances under which his frightful injuries were
inflicted. W i t h the same unaccountable secrecy, he declines
to tell his name, his place of abode, or the names of any
friends to whom notice of his situation might be communicated. I t is quite In vain to press him for any reason for
this extraordinary course of conduct—he appears to be a
man of very unusual firmness of character ; and his refusal
to explain himself in any way, in evidently no mere caprice
of the moment. All this leads to the conjecture that the
injuries he has sustained were Infilcted on him from some
motive of private vengeance; and that certain persons are
concerned in this disgraceful affair, whom he Is uuwilling to
expose to public odium, for some secret reason which it Is
impossible to guess at. W e understand that he bears the
severe pain consequent upon his situation, in such a manner
as to astonish every person about him—no agony draws from
him a word or a sigh. H e displayed no emotion even when
the surgeons informed him that the sight of one of his eyes
was hopelessly destroyed ; and merely asked to be supplied
with writing materials as soon as he could see to use them,
when he was told that the sight of the other would be saved.
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He further added, we are informed, that hp was in a posi«
tion to reward the hospital authorities for any trouble he
gave, by making a present to the funds of the charity, aa
soon as he should be discharged as cured. His coolness in
the midst of sufferings which would deprive most other men
of all power of thinking or speaking is as remarkable as
his unflinching secrecy—a secrecy which, for the present at
least, we cannot hope to penetrate."
I closed the newspaper. Even then, a vague forewarning
of what Mannion's Inexplicable reserve boded towards me,
crossed my mind. There was yet more difficulty, danger,
and horror to be faced, than I had hitherto confronted. The
slough of degradation and misery into which I had fallen,
had its worst perils yet in store for me.
As I became impressed by this conviction, the enervating
remembrance of the wickedness to which I had been sacrificed, grew weaker in its influence over me; the bitter tears
that I had shed in secret for so many days past, dried
sternly at their sources ; and I felt the power to endure and
to resist coming back to me with my sense of the coming
strife. On leaving the library, I ascended again to my own
room. In a basket, on my table, lay several unopened letters,
which had arrived for me during my iUness. There were
two which I at once suspected, in hastily turning over the
collection, might be aU-important in enlightening me on the
vile subject of Mannion's female accompUce. The addresses
of both these letters were in Mr. Sherwin's handwriting.
The first that I opened was dated nearly a month back,
and ran thus:
" North Villa, HoUyoake Square.
" DEAE SIE,

" With agonised feelings which no one but a parent, and
I wIU add, an affectionate parent, can possibly form an idea
of, I address you on the subject of the act of atrocity com-
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mitted by that perjured villain, Mannion. You wiU find
that I and my innocent daughter have been, like you, victims of the most devilish deceit that ever was practised on
respectable and unsuspecting people.
" Let me ask you. Sir, to imagine the state of my feelings on the night of that most unfortunate party, when I
saw my beloved Margaret, instead of coming home quietly
as usual, rush into the room in a state bordering on distraction, with a tale the most horrible that ever was addressed
to a father's ears. The double-faced villain (I really can't
mention his name again) had, I blush to acknowledge, attempted to take advantage of her Innocence and confidence
—of all our innocences and confidences, I may say—but my
dear Margaret showed a virtuous courage beyond her years,
the natural result of the pious principles and the moral
bringing up which I have given her from her cradle. Need
I say what was the upshot ? Virtue triumphed, as virtue
always does, and the villain left her to herself. I t was when
she was approaching the door-step to fly to the bosom of
her home that, I am given to understand, you, by a most
remarkable accident, met her. As a man of the world,
you wUl easily conceive what must have been the feelings
of a young female, under such peculiar and shocking circumstances. Besides this, your manner, as I am informed,
was so terrrifying and extraordinary, and my poor Margaret
felt so strongly that deceitful appearances might be against
her, that she lost all heart, and fled at once, as I said before,
to the bosom of her home.
" She is still in a very nervous and unhappy state ; she
fears that you may be too ready to believe appearances;
but I know better. Her explanation will be enough for
vou, as it was for me. W e may have our little differences
on minor topics, but we have both the same manly confidence, I am sure—you in your wife, and me in my daughter.
" I called at your worthy father's mansion, to have a fuller
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explanation with you than I can give here, the morning
after this to-all-parties-most-distressing occurrence happened : and was then Informed of your serious illness, for
which pray accept my best condolences. The next thing
I thought of doing was to write to your respected father,
requesting a private Interview. But on maturer consideration, I thought It perhaps slightly Injudicious to take such
a step, while you, as the principal party concerned, were ill
in bed, and not able to come forward and back me. I waa
anxious, you will observe, to act for your interests, as well
as the Interests of my darling girl—of course, knowing at
the same time that I had the marriage certificate in my
possession. If needed as a proof, and supposing I was driven
to extremities and obliged to take my own course in the
matter. But, as I said before, I have a fatherly and
friendly confidence in your feeling as convinced of the spotless innocence of my child as I do. So will write no more
on this head.
" Having determined, as best under all circumstances, to
wait till your illness was over, I have kept my dear Margaret
In strict retirement at home (which, as she Is your wife, you
will acknowledge I had no obligation to do), until you were
well enough to come forward and do her justice before her
family and yours. I have not omitted to make almost daily
inquiries after you, up to the time of penning these lines,
and shall continue so to do until your convalescence, v/hich
I sincerely hope may be speedily at hand. I am unfortunately obliged to ask that our first interview, when you are
able to see me and my daughter, may not take place at
North Villa, but at some other place, any you like to fix on.
The fact is, my wife, whose wretched health has been a
trouble and annoyance to us for years past, has now, I
grieve to say, under pressure of this sad misfortune, quite
lost her reason. I am sorry to say that she would be capable of interrupting us here, In a most undesirable manner
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to aU parties, and therefore request that out first happy
meeting may not take place at my house.
" Trusting that this letter will quite remove all unpleasant feelings from your mind, and that I shaU hear from you
soon, on your much-to-be-desired recovery,
" I remain, dear Sir,
" Your faithful, obedient servant,
"STEPHEN SHEEWIK.

" P.S.—I have not been able to find out where that scoundrel, Mannion, has betaken himself to ; but if you should
know, or suspect, I wish to teU you, as a proof that my indignation at his vlUany is as great as yours, that I am ready
and anxious to pursue him with the utmost rigour of the
law, if law can only reach him.—paying out of my own
pocket all expenses of punishing him and breaking him for
the rest of his life, if I go through every court in the
country to do it!—S. S."
Hurriedly as I read over this wretched and revolting
letter, I detected Immediately how the new plot had been
framed to keep me still deceived ; to heap wrong after wrong
on me with the same impunity. She was not aware that
I had followed her into the house, and had heard all from
her voice and Mannion's—she believed that I was stiU ignorant of everything, until we met at the door-step; and in
this conviction she had forged the miserable He which her
father's hand had written down. Did he really believe it,
Dr was he writing as her accomplice? I t was not worth
while to inquire: the worst and darkest discovery which it
concerned me to make, had already proclaimed itself—she
was a liar and a hypocrite to the very last!
And it was this woman's lightest glance which had once
been to me as the star that my life looked to !—it was for
this woman that I had practised a deceit on my family
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which it now revolted nie to think of; had braved whatevei
Day father's anger might inflict; had risked cheerfully the
loss of all that birth and fortune could bestow ! Why had
I ever risen from my weary bed of sickness ?—it would have
been better, far better, that I had died!
But, while life remained, life had its trials and its toils,
from which it was useless to shrink. There was still another
letter to be opened : there was yet more wickedness which
I must know how to confront.
The second of Mr. Sherwin's letters was much shorter
than the first, and had apparently been written not more
than a day or two back. His tone was changed; he
truckled to me no longer—he began to threaten. I was
reminded th&t the servant's report pronounced me to have
been convalescent for several days past: and was asked why,
under these circumstances, I had never even written. I
was warned that my sUence had been construed greatly to
my disadvantage; and that if it continued longer, the
writer would assert his daughter's cause loudly and publicly,
not to my father only, but to all the world. The letter
ended by according to me three days more of grace, before
the fullest disclosure would be made.
Eor a moment, my indignation got the better of me.
I rose, to go that instant to North ViUa and unmask the
wretches who still thought to make their market of me as
easily as ever. B u t the mere momentary delay caused by
opening the door of my room, restored me to myself
I
felt that my first duty, my paramount obligation, was to
confess aU to my father immediately ; to know and accept
my future position in my own home, before I went out
from it to denounce others. I returned to the table, and
gathered up the letters scattered on it. My heart beat
fast, my head felt confused; but I was resolute in my
determination to tell my father, at all hazards, the tale of
degradation which I have told in these pages.
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1 waited in the stillness and loneliness, until it grew
nearly dark. The servant brought in candles. W h y could
I not ask him whether my father and Clara had come home
yet ? W a s I faltering in my resolution already ?
Shortly after this, I heard a step on the stairs and a
knock at my door.—My father ? N o ! Clara. I tried to
speak to her unconcernedly, when she came in,
" W h y , you have been walking till it is quite dark,
Clara!"
" W e have only been in the garden of the Square—neither
papa nor I noticed how late it was. W e were talking on
a subject of the deepest interest to us both."
She paused a moment, and looked down; then hurriedly
came nearer to me, and drew a chair to my side. There
was a strange expression of sadness and anxiety in her face,
as she continued:
" Can't you imagine what the subject was ? I t was you,
Basil. Papa is coming here directly, to speak to you."
She stopped once more. H e r cheeks reddened a little,
and she mechanically busied herself in arranging some
books that lay on the table. Suddenly, she abandoned this
employment; the colour left her face; it was quite pale
when she addressed me again, speaking in very altered
tones; so altered, that I hardly recognised them as hers.
" You know, Basil, that for a long time past, you have
kept some secret from us ; and you promised that I should
know it first; but I — I have changed my mind; I have no
wish to know it, dear : I would rather we never said anything about it." (She coloured, and hesitated a little again,
then proceeded quickly and earnestly:) " B u t I hope yon
wiU tell it all to papa: he is coming here to ask you—oh,
Basil! be candid with him, and tell him everything ; let us
aU be to one another what we were before this time last year!
T o u have nothing to fear, if you only speak openly; for I
have begged him to be gentle and forgiving with you, and
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you know he refuses me nothing. I only came here to prepare y o u ; to beg you to be candid and patient. H u s h !
there is a step on the stairs. Speak out, Basil, for my sake
—pray, pray, speak out, and then leave the rest to me."
She hurriedly left the room. The next minute, my
father entered it.
Perhaps my guilty conscience deceived me, but I thought
he looked at me more sadly and severely than I had ever
seen him look before. His voice, too, was troubled when
he spoke. This was a change, which meant much in him.
" I have come to speak to you," he said, " on a subject
about which I had much rather you had spoken to me
first."
" I think, Sh, I know to what subject you refer. I — "
" I must beg you will listen to me as patiently as you
can," he rejoined; " I have not much to say."
H e paused, and sighed heavily. I thought he looked at
me more kindly. My heart grew very sad; and I yearned
to throw my arms round his neck, to give freedom to the
repressed tears which half choked me, to weep out on his
bosom my confession that I was no more worthy to be
caUed his son. Oh, that I had obeyed the impulse which
moved me to do this!
" Basil," pursued my father, gravely and sadly; " I hope
and believe that I have little to reproach myself with in my
conduct towards you. I think I am justified in saying, that
very few fathers would have acted towards a son as I have
acted for the last year or more. I may often have grieves
over the secresy which has estranged you from us ; I ma|
even have shown you by my manner that I resented i t ;
but I have never used my authority to force you into the
explanation of your conduct, which you have been so uniformly unwilling to volunteer. I rested on that implicit
faith in the honour and integrity of my son, which I wiU
not yet believe to have been ill-placed, but which, I fear_,
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Las led me to neglect too long the duty of inquiry which I
owed to your own well-being, and to my position towards
5^ou. I am now here to atone for this omission; circumstances have left me no choice. I t deeply concerns my interest as a father, and my honour as the head of our family,
to know what heavy misfortune it was (I can imagine it to
be nothing else) that stretched my son senseless in the open
street, and afflicted him afterwards with an illness which
threatened his reason and his life. You are now sufficiently
recovered to reveal this ; and I only use my legitimate
authority over my own children, when I tell you that I
must now know all. If you persist in remaining silent, the
relations between us must henceforth change for life,"
" I am ready to make my confession. Sir. I only ask you
to believe beforehand, that If I have sinned grievously against
you, I have been already heavily punished for the sin. I
am afraid it is impossible that your worst forebodings can
have prepared you
"
" The words you spoke in your delirium—words which I
heard, but will not judge you by—justified the worst forebodings."
" My illness has spared me the hardest part of a hard
trial. Sir, if it has prepared you for what I have to confess ;
if you suspect
"
" I do not suspect—I feel but too sure, that you, my
second son, from whom I had expected far better things,
have imitated in secret—I am afraid, outstripped—the worst
vices of your elder brother."
" My brother!—my brother's faults mine! Ealph !"
" Yes, Ealph. I t is my last hope that you will now imitate Ealph's candour. Take example from that best part of
him, as you have already taken example from the worst."
My heart grew faint and cold as he spoke. Ealph's
example! Ealph's vices !—vices of the reckless hour, or
the idle day!—vices whose stain, in the world's eye, was
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not a stain for hfe!—convenient, reclalmable vices, that
men were mercifully unwilling to associate with grinning
infamy and irreparable disgrace ! How far—how fearfully
far, my father was from the remotest suspicion of what had
really happened! I tried to answer his last words, but the
apprehension of the life-long humiliation and grief which
my confession might inflict on him—absolutely incapable,
as he appeared to be, of foreboding even the least degrading
part of it—kept me speechless. When he resumed, after a
momentary silence, his tones were stern, his looks searching
—pitilessly searching, and bent full upon my face.
" A person has been calling, named Sherwin," he said,
" and inquiring about you every day. What Intimate connection between you authorises this perfect stranger to me
to come to the house as frequently as he does, and to make
his inquiries with a familiarity of tone and manner which has
struck every one of the servants who have, on different occasions, opened the door to him ? Who is this Mr. Sherwin ?"
" It Is not with him. Sir, that I can well begin. I must
go back
"
" You must go back farther, I am afraid, than you will be
able to return. You must go back to the time when you
had nothing to conceal from me, and when you could speak
to Ttie with the frankness and directness of a gentleman."
" Pray be patient with me. Sir; give me a few minutes to
collect myself. I have much need for a little self-possession
before I tell you all."
"All? your tones mean more than your words—they
are candid, at least! Have I feared the worst, and yet not
feared as I ought ? BasU!—do you hear me, Basil ? You
are trembling very strangely ; you are growing pale!"
" I shaU be better directly, S«-. I am afraid I am not
quite so strong yet as I thought myself Eather! I am
heart-broken an„ spirit-broken: be patient and kind to
me, or I cannot speak o you."
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I thought I saw his eyes moisten. H e shaded them a
moment with his hand, and sighed again—the same long,
trembling sigh that I had heard before. I tried to rise
from my chair, and throw myself on my knees at his feet.
H e mistook the action, and caught me by the arm, believing
that I was fainting.
" No more to-night, Basil," he said, hurriedly, but very
gently ; " no more on this subject tlU to-morrow."
" I can speak now, Sir; it is better to speak at once."
" No : you are too much agitated ; you are weaker than
I thought. To-morrow, In the morning, when you are
stronger after a night's rest. N o ! I will hear nothing
more. Go to bed now; I will tell your sister not to disturb you to-night. To-morrow, you shall speak to me ; and
speak in your own way, without interruption. Good-night,
Basil, good-night."
Without waiting to shake hands with me, he hastened to
the door, as if anxious to hide from my observation the
grief and apprehension which had evidently overcome him.
But, just at the moment when he was leaving the room, he
hesitated, turned round, looked sorrowfully at me for an
Instant, and then, retracing his steps, gave me his hand,
pressed mine for a moment In silence, and left me.
After the morrow was over, would he ever give me that
hand again ?
III.
The morning which was to decide aU between my father
and me, the morning on whose event hung the future of my
home life, was the brightest and loveliest that my eyes ever
looked on. A cloudless sky, a soft air, sunshine so joyous
and dazzling that the commonest objects looked beautiful
in its light, seemed to be mocking at me for my heavy
heart, as I stood at my window, and thought of the hard
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duty to be fulfilled, on the harder judgment that might be
pronounced, before the dawning of another day.
During the night, I had arranged no plan on which to
conduct the terrible disclosure which I was now bound to
make—the greatness of the emergency deprived me of all
power of preparing myself for it. I thought on my father's
character, on the inbred principles of honour which ruled
him with the stern Influence of a fanaticism: I thought on
his pride of caste, so unobtrusive, so rarely hinted at in
words, and yet so firmly rooted In his nature, so intricately
entwined with every one of his emotions, his aspirations,
his simplest feelings and ideas: I thought on his almost
feminine delicacy in shrinking from the barest mention of
impurities which other men could carelessly discuss, or could
laugh over as good material for an after-dinner jest. 1
thought over all this, and when I remembered that It was
to such a man that I must confess the infamous marriage
which I had contracted In secret, all hope from his fatherly
affection deserted me ; all idea of appealing to his chivalrous generosity became a delusion in which it was madness
to put a moment's trust.
The faculties of observation are generally sharpened. In
proportion as the faculties of reflection are dulled, under
the influence of an absorbing suspense. While I now
waited alone in my room, the most ordinary sounds and
events In the house, which I never remembered noticing
before, absolutely enthralled me. I t seemed as if the ncisa
of a footstep, the echo of a voice, the shutting or opening of
doors down stairs, must, on this momentous day, presage
some mysterious calamity, some strange discovery, some
secret project formed against me, I knew not how, or by
whom. Two or three times I found myself listening intently on the staircase, with what object I could hardly tell,
I t was always, however, on those occasions, that a dread,
significant quiet appeared to have fallen suddenly on t
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house. Clara never came to me, no message arrived from
my father; the door-bell seemed strangely silent, the ser.
vants strangely neglectful of their duties above stairs. I
caught myself returning to my own room softly, as if I expected that some hidden catastrophe might break forth, if
the sound of my footsteps were heard.
Would my father seek me again In my own room, or
would he send for me down stairs ? I t was not long before
the doubt was decided. One of the servants knrcked at
my door—the servant whose special duty it had been to
wait on me in my Illness. I longed to take the man's hand,
and implore his sympathy and encouragement while he
addressed me.
" My master. Sir, desires me to say that, if you feel well
enough, he wishes to see you In his own room."
1 rose, and Immediately followed the servant. On our
way, we passed the door of Clara's private sitting-room—
it opened, and my sister came out and laid her hand on my
arm. She smiled as I looked at her; but the tears stood
thick In her eyes, and her face was deadly .pale.
" Think of what I said last night, Basil," she whispered,
" and. If hard words are spoken to you, think of me. AU
that our mother would have done for you, if she had been
stni among us, / will do. Eemember that, and keep heart
and hope to the very last."
She hastily returned to her room, and I went on down
stairs. I n the hall, the servant was waiting for me, with a
letter In his hand.
" This was left for you. Sir, a little whUe ago. The messenger who brought It said he was not to wait for an answer."
I t was no time for reading letters—the Interview with
my father was too close at hard. I hastily put the letter
mto my pocket, barely noticing, as I did so, that the hando
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writing on the address was very irregular, and quite unknown to me,
I went at once Into my father's room.
H e was sitting at his table, cutting the leaves of some
new books that lay on it. Pointing to a chair placed opposite to him, he briefly Inquired after my health ; and then
added. In a lower tone—
" Take any time you like, Basil, to compose and collect
yourself. This morning my time is yours."
H e turned a little away from me, and went on cutting
the leaves of the books placed before him. Still utterly
incapable of preparing myself In any way for the disclosure
expected from m e ; without thought or hope, or feeling of
any kind, except a vague sense of thankfulness for the reprieve granted me before I was called on to speak—I mechanicaUy looked round and round the room, as If I expected to see the sentence to be pronounced against me,
already written on the walls, or grimly foreshadowed in
the faces of the old family portraits which hung above the
fireplace.
What man has ever felt that aU his thinking powers were
absorbed, even by the most poignant mental misery that
could occupy them ? I n moments of imminent danger, the
mind can still travel of Its own accord over the past, in
spite of the present—In moments of bitter affliction. It can
still recur to every-day trifles, in spite of ourselves. While
I now sat silent in my father's room, long-forgotten associations of chUdhood connected with different parts of it,
began to rise on my memory in the strangest and most
startUng Independence of any influence or control, which
my present agitation and suspense might be supposed to exercise over them. The remembrances that should have
been the last to be awakened at this time of heavy trial
were the very remembrances which now moved within me.
W i t h burdened heai-t and aching eyes I looked over the
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walls around n.e. There, In that corner, was the red cloth
door which led to the library. As children, how often
Ealph and I had peeped curiously through that very door,
to see what my father was about In his study, to wonder
why he had so many letters to write, and so many books to
read. How frightened we both were, when he discovered
us one day, and reproved us severely ! How happy the
moment afterwards, when we had begged him to pardon us,
and were sent back to the library again with a great picture-book to look at, as a token that we were both forgiven!
Then, again, there was the high, old-fashioned, mahogany
press before the window, with the same large illustrated
folio about Jewish antiquities lying on it, which, years and
years ago, Clara and I were sometimes allowed to look at,
as a special treat, on Sunday afternoons ; and which we
always examined and re-examined with never-ending delight
—standing together on two chairs to reach up to the thick,
yeUow-looking leaves, and turn them over with our own
hands. And there. In the recess between two book-cases,
still stood the ancient desk-table, with its rows of little
inlaid drawers ; and on the bracket above It the old Erench
clock, which had once belonged to my mother, and which
always chimed th^ hours so sweetly and merrily. I t was
at that table that Ealph and I always bade my father farewell, when we were going back to school after the holidays,
and were receiving our allowance of pocket-money, given
to us out of one of the tiny Inlaid drawers, just before we
started. Near that spot, too, Clara—then a little rosy child
—used to wait gravely and anxiously, with her doll in her
arms, to say good-bye for the last time, and to bid us come
back soon, and then never go away again. I turned, and
looked abruptly towards the window; for such memories as
the room suggested were more than I could bear.
Outside, in the dreary strip of garden, the few stunted,
dusky trees were now rustling as pleasantly in the air, as
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if the breeze that stirred them came serenely over an oiien
meadow, or swept freshly under their branches from tlie
rippling surface of a brook. Distant, but yet well -within
hearing, the mighty murmur from a large thoroughfare—the
great mid-day voice of London—swelled grandly and joyously on the ear. While, nearer still, in a street that ran
past the side of the house, the notes of an organ rang out
shrill and fast; the instrument was playing its liveliest
waltz tune—a tune which I had danced to in the baU-room
over and over again. W h a t mocking memories within,
what mocking sounds without, to herald and accompany
such a confession as I had now to make!
Minute after minute glided on, inexorably fast; and yet
I never broke silence. My eyes turned anxiously and
slowly on my father.
H e was still looking away from me, still cutting the leaves
of the books before him. Even in that trifling action, the
strong emotions which he was trying to conceal, were
plainly and terribly betrayed. His hand, usually so steady
and careful, trembled perceptibly; and the paper-knife tore
through the leaves faster and faster—cutting them awry,
rending them one from another, so as to spoil the appearance of every page. I believe he felt that/»I was looking at
him ; for he suddenly discontinued his employment, turned
round towards me, and spoke—
" I have resolved to give you your own time," he said,
" and from that resolve I have no wish to depart—I only
ask you to remember that every minute of delay adds to
the suffering and suspense which I am enduring on your
account." H e opened the books before him again, adding
in lower and colder tones, as he did so—" I n your place,
Ealph would have spoken before this."
Ealph, and Ealph's example quoted to me again !—I could
remain silent no longer.
" My brother's faults towards you, and towards his fan.ily,
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are not such faults as mine, Sir," I began. " I have not
imitated his vices; I have acted as he would not have acted.
And yet, the result of my error will appear far more humiliating, and even disgraceful, in your eyes, than the results
of any errors of Ealph's."
As I pronounced the word " disgraceful," he suddenly
looked me full in the face. His eyes lightened up sternly,
and the warning red spot rose on his pale cheeks.
" What do you mean by 'disgraceful?'" he asked abruptly ; " what do you moan by associating such a word
as disgrace with your conduct—with the conduct of a son
of mine ?"
" I must reply to your question Indirectly, Sir," I continued. " You asked me last night who the Mr. Sherwin
was who has called here so often—"
" And this morning I ask it again. I have other questions
to put to you, besides—you called constantly on a woman's
name in your delirium. But 1 will repeat last night's question first—who is Mr. Sherwin ?"
" H e lives—"
" I don't ask where he lives. Who Is he ? What Is he ?"
" Mr. Sherwin is alinendraper—"
" You owe him money ?—you have borrowed money of
him ? W h y did you not tell me this before ? You have
degraded my house by letting a man call at the door—I
know it!—in the character of a dun. H e has Inquired
about you as his ' friend,'—the servants told me of it. This
money-lending tradesman, your '•friend •'' If I had heard
that the poorest labourer on my laud called you ' friend,' I
should have held you honoured by the attachment aud gi-atitude of an honest man. When I hear that name given to
you by a tradesman and money-lender, I hold you contaminated by connection with a cheat. You were right,
Sir!—this is disgrace ; how much do you owe ? Where are
your dis'aonoured at^eeptances ? Where have you used my
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name and my credit ? Tell me at once—i insist on
it!"
He spoke rapidly and contemptuously, and rising from his
chair as he ended, walked impatiently up and down the
room.
" I owe no money to Mr. Sherwin, Sir—no money to any
one."
H e stopped suddenly:
" No money to any one ?" he repeated very slowly, and
in very altered tones. " Y o u spoke of disgrace just now.
There is a worse disgrace then that you have hidden from
me, than debts dishonourably contracted ?"
At this moment, a step passed across the hall. H e instantly turned round, and locked the door on that side of
the room—then continued:
" Speak! and speak honestly If you can. How have you
been deceiving me ? A woman's name escaped you constantly, when your delirium was at its worst. You used
some very strange expressions about her, which It was impossible altogether to comprehend ; but you said enough to
show that her character was one of the most abandoned ;
that her licentiousness—It Is too revolting to speak of her—
I return to you. I insist on knowing how far your vices
have compromised you with that vicious woman."
" She has wronged me—cruelly, horribly, wronged me—"
I could say no more. My head drooped on my breast;
my shame overpowered me.
" Who Is she ? You called her Margaret, in your iUness
—who is she ?"
" She is Mr. Sherwin's daughter—" The words that I
would fain have spoken next, seemed to suffocate me. I
was silent again.
I heard him mutter to himself:
" TAa^ man's daughter!—a worse bait than the bait of
money!"
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H e bent forward, and looked at me searchingly. A
frightful paleness flew over his face in an Instant.
"Basil!" he cried, " in God's name, answer me at once!
What is Mr. Sherwin's daughter to you .*"'
" She is my wife!"
I heard no answer —not a word, not even a sigh. My
eyes were blinded with tears, my face was bent down; I
saw nothing at first. When I raised my head, and dashed
away the blinding tears, and looked up, the blood chiUed at
my heart.
My father was leaning against one of the book-cases,
with his hands clasped over his breast.
His head was
drawn back; his white lips moved, but no sound came from
them. Over his upturned face there had passed a ghastly
change, as indescribable in its awfulness as the change of
leath.
I ran horror-stricken to his side, and attempted to take
his hand. H e started instantly into an erect position, and
thrust me from him furiously, without uttering a word. At
that fearful moment. In that fearful silence, the sounds out
of doors penetrated with harrowing distinctness and merriment Into the room. The pleasant rustling of the trees
mingled musically with the softened, monotonous rolling of
carriages in the distant street, while the organ-tune, now
changed to the lively measure of a song, rang out clear and
cheerful above both, and poured into the room as lightly
and happily as the very sunshine itself.
Eor a few minutes we stood apart, and neither of ua
moved or spoke. I saw him take out his handkerchief, and
pass it over his face, breathing heavily and thickly, and
leaning against the book-case once more. When he withdrew the handkerchief and looked at me again, I knew that
the sharp pang of agony had passed -nway, that the last
hard struggle between his parental affection and his family
pride was over, and that the great gulph which was hence-
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forth to separate father and son, had now opened betwec|k
us for ever.
H e pointed peremptorily to me to go back to my former
place, but did not return to his own chair. As I obeyed, I
saw him unlock the door of the book-case against which he
had been leaning, and place his hand on one of the hooka
inside. Without withdrawing it from its place, without
turning or looking towards me, he asked if I had anything
more to say to him.
The chilling calmness of his tones, the question itself, and
the time at which he put it, the unnatural repression of a
single word of rebuke, of passion, or of sorrow, after such
a confession as I had just made, struck me speechless. H e
turned a little away from the book-case—stUl keeping his
hand on the book inside—and repeated the question. His
eyes, when they met mine, had a pining, weary look, as If
they had been long condemned to rest on woful and revolting objects; his expression had lost its natural refinement, its gentleness of repose, and had assumed a hard,
lowering calmness, under which his whole countenance appeared to have shrunk and changed—years of old age
seemed to have fallen on it, since I had spoken the last fatal
words !
" Have you anything more to say to me ?"
On the repetition of that terrible question, I sank down
in the chair at my side, and hid my face in my hands. Unconscious how I spoke, or why I spoke ; with no hope in
myself, or in him; with no motive but to invite and bear
the whole penalty of my disgrace, I now disclosed the miserable story of my marriage, and of all that foUowed it. I
remember nothing of the words I used—nothing of what I
urged in my own defence. The sense of bewilderment and
oppression grew heavier and heavier on ray brain; I spoke
more and more rapidly, confusedly, unconsciously, until I
was again sUenced and recaUed to myself by the sound of
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my father's voice. I believe I had arrived at the last, worst
part of my confession, when he interrupted me
" Spare me any more details," he said, bitterly," you have
humUiated me sufficiently—you have spoken enough."
H e removed the book on which his hand had hitherto
rested from the case behind him, and advanced with It to
the table—paused for a moment, pale and silent—then
slowly opened It at the first page, and resumed his chair.
I recognised the book Instantly. I t was a biographical
history of his family, from the time of his earliest ancestors
down to the date of the births of his own children. The
thick quarto pages were beautifully Illuminated in the manner of the ancient manuscripts; and the narrative. In written characters, had been produced under his own inspection.
This book had cost him years of research and perseverance.
T i e births and deaths, the marriages and possessions, the
battle achievements and private feuds of the old Norman
barons from whom he traced his descent, were all enrolled
in regular order on every leaf—headed, sometimes merely
by representations of the Knight's favourite weapon ; sometimes by copies of the Baron's effigy on his tombstone In a
foreign land. As the history advanced to later dates, beautiful miniature portraits were inlaid at the top of each leaf;
and the illuminations were so managed as to symbolize the
remarkable merits or the peculiar tastes of the subject of
each biography. Thus, the page devoted to my mother was
surrounded by her favourite violets, clustering thickest
round the last melancholy lines of writing which told the
story of her death.
Slowly and in silence, my father turned over the leaves
of the book which, next to the Bible, I believe, he most reverenced in the world, until he came to the last-written page
b u t one—the page which I knew, from its position, to be
occupied by my name. At the top, a miniature po .'trait of
me, when a child, was let into the leaf Under it s'as the

202

BASIL.

record of my birth and names, of the School and College
at which I had been taught, and of the profession that I had
adopted. Below, a large blank space was left for the entry
of future particulars. On this page my father now looked,
still not uttering a word, still with the same ghastly calmness on his face. The organ-notes sounded no more; but
the trees rustled as pleasantly, and the roar of the distant
carriages swelled as joyously as ever on the ear. Some
children had come out to play In the garden of a neighbouring house. As their voices reached us, so fresh, and clear, and
happy—but another modulation of the thanksgiving song
to God which the trees were singing In the summer air—
I saw my father, while he still looked on the page before
him, clasp his trembling hands over my portrait so as to
hide it from sight.
Then he spoke; but without looking up, and more as If
he were speaking to himself than to me. His voice, at other
times clear and gentle in Its tones, was now so hard and
harsh In Its forced calmness and deliberation of utterance,
that it sounded like a stranger's.
" I came here, this morning," he began, " prepared to hear
of faults and misfortunes which should pain me to the
heart; which I might never, perhaps, be able to forget, however willing and even predetermined to forgive. But I did
not come prepared to hear, that unutterable disgrace had
been cast on me and mine, by my own child. I have no
words of rebuke or of condemnation for t h i s : the reproach
and the punishment have fallen already where the guilt was
—and not there only. My son's Infamy defiles his brother's
birthright, and puts his father to shame. Even his sister's
name—"
H e stopped, shuddering. When he proceeded, his voice
faltered, and his head drooped low.
" I say it again :—you are below aU reproach and all condemnation ; but I ha^e a duty to perform towards my two
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children who are absent, and I have a last word to say to
you when that duty Is done. On this page—" (as he pointed
to the family history, his tones strengthened again)—" on
this page there is a blank space left, after the last entry,
for writing the future events of your life. Here, then, if I
still acknowledge you to be my son; if I think your presence and the presence of my daughter possible in the
same house, must be written such a record of dishonour
and degradation as has never yet defiled a single page of
this book—here, the foul stain of your marriage, and its
consequences, must be admitted to spread over all that is
pure before it, and to taint to the last whatever comes after.
This shall not be. I have no faith or hope In you more. I
know you now, only as an enemy to me and to my house—
it is mockery and hypocrisy to call you son ; it is an insult
to Clara, and even to Ealph, to think of you as my child.
I n this record your place Is destroyed—and destroyed for
ever. Would to God I could tear the past from my memory, as I tear the leaf from this book!"
As he spoke, the hour struck; and the old Erench clock
rang out gaily the same little silvery chime which my mother
had so often taken me Into her room to listen to, in the
bygone time. The shrill, lively peal mingled awfully with
the sharp, tearing sound, as my father rent out from the
book before him the whole of the leaf which contained
my n a m e ; tore it into fragments, and cast them on the
floor.
H e rose abruptly, after he had closed the book again.
His cheeks flushed once more ; and when he next spoke, his
voice grew louder and louder with every word he uttered.
I t seemed as If he still distrusted his resolution to abandon
me; and sought. In his anger, the strength of purpose which,
in his calmer mood, he might even yet have been unable to
command
" N o w , Sir," he said, " w e treat together as strangers.

204

BASIL.

You are Mr. Sherwin's son—not mine. You are the husband of his daughter—not a relation of my famUy. Else,
as I d o : we sit together no longer In the" same room.
Write !" (he pushed pen, ink, and paper before me,) " write
yDur terms there—I shaU find means to keep you to a written engagement—the terms of your absence, for life, from
this country; and of hers: the terms of your silence, and
of the silence of your accomplices ; of all of them. AVrite
what you please; I am ready to pay dearly for your absence,
your secrecy, and your abandonment of the name you have
degraded. My God ! that I should Uve to bargain for hushing up the dishonour of my famUy, and to bargain for it
with you."
I had listened to him hitherto without pleading a .word In
my own behalf; but his last speech roused me. Some of
his pride stirred in my heart against the bitterness of his
contempt. I raised my head, and met his eye steadily for
the first time—then, thrust the wriiing materials away from
me, and left my place at the table.
" Stop !" he cried. " Do you pretend that you have not
understood me ?"
" I t Is because I have understood you. Sir, that I go. I
have deserved your anger, and have submitted without a
murmur to aU that it could Inflict. If you see in my conduct towards you no mitigation of my offence; if you cannot view the shame and wrong inflicted on me, with such
grief as may have some pity mixed with it—I have, I
think, the right to ask that your contempt may be silent,
and your last words to me, not words of Insult."
" I n s u l t ! After what has happened, is it for you to utter
that word In the tone in which you have just spoken It ? I
tell you again, I insist on your written engagement as I
would Insist on the engagement of a stranger—I will have
it, before you leave this room!"
" All, and more than all, which that degrading engagement
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could imply, I will do. But I have not fallen so low yet
as to be bribed to perform a duty. You may be able to
forget that you are my father; I can never forget that I am
your son."
" The remembrance will avail you nothing as long as I
live. I tell you again, I Insist on your written engagement, though It were only to show that I have ceased to
believe In your word. W r i t e at once—do you hear me ?—
Write!"
I neither moved nor answered. His face changed again,
and grew livid; his flngers trembled convulsively, and
crumpled the sheet of paper, as he tried to take it up from
the table on which it lay.
" You refuse ?" he said quickly.
" I have already told you, Sir—"
" G o ! " he Interrupted, pointing passionately to the door,
" go out from this house, never to return to It a g a l n ^ g o ,
not as a stranger to me, but as an enemy ! I have no faith
in a single promise you have made: there is no baseness
which I do not believe you will yet be guilty of But I tell
you, and the wretches with whom you are leagued, to take
warning : I have wealth, power, and position ; and there is
no use to which I will not put them against the man or
woman who threatens the fair fame of this famil3\ Leave
me, remembering that—and leave me for ever !"
.lust as he uttered the last word, just as my hand was on
the lock of the door, a faint sound—something between
breathing and speaking—was audible In the direction of the
library. H e started, and looked round. Impelled, I know
not how, I paused on the point of going out. My eyes followed his, aud flxed on the cloth door which led Into the
library.
I t opened a little—then shut again—then opened wiae.
Slowly and noiselessly, Clara came into the room.
The silence and suddenness of her entrance at such a m<v
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ment; the look of terror which changed to unnatural
vacancy the wonted softness and gentleness of her eyes, her
pale face, her white dress, and slow, noiseless step, made her
first appearance in the room seem almost supernatural; it
was as If an apparition had been walking towards us, and
not Clara herself! As she approached my father, he pronounced her name in astonishment; but his voice sank to a
whisper, while he spoke it. Eor an instant, she paused,
hesitating—I saw her tremble as her eyes met his—then, as
they turned towards me, the brave girl came o n ; and,
taking my hand, stood and faced my father, standing by my
side.
" Clara!" he exclaimed again, stiU in the same whispering
tones.
I felt her cold hand close fast on mine ; the grasp of the
chlU, frail fingers was almost painful to me. Her lips moved,
but her quick, hysterical breathing made the few words she
uttered Inarticulate.
" Clara!" repeated my father, for the third time, his voice
rising, but sinking again immediately—when he spoke his
next words, " Clara," he resumed, sadly and gently, " let
go his hand; this Is not a time for your presence, I beg you
to leave us. You must not take his hand! H e has ceased
to be my son, or your brother.
Clara, do you not hear
me?"
" Yes, Sir, I hear you," she answered. " God grant that
my mother in heaven may not hear you too !"
H e was approaching while she replied; but at her last
words, he stopped instantly, and turned his face away from
as. Who shall say what remembrances of other days shook
him to the heart ?
" You have spoken, Clara, as you should not have spoken,"
he went on, without looking up. " Your mother—" his
voice faltered and failed him. " Can you still hold his hand
after what I have said ? I tell you again, he is unworthy to
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be in your presence; my house is his home no longer—must
I command you to leave him ?"
The deeply planted instinct of gentleness and obedience
prevailed; she dropped my hand, but did not move away
from me, even yet.
" Now leave us, Clara," he said. " You were wrong, my
love, to be in that room, and wrong to come in here. I will
speak to you up-stairs—you must remain here no longer."
She clasped her trembling fingers together, and sighed
heavily.
" I cannot go. Sir," she said quickly and breathlessly.
" Must I tell you for the first time In your life, that you
are acting disobediently ?" he asked.
" I cannot go," she repeated in the same manner, " till
you have said you will let him atone for his offence, and will
forgive him."
" E o r his oftence there is neither atonement nor forgiveness. Clara! are you so changed, that you can disobey me
to my face r"
H e walked away from us as he said this.
" Oh, no ! no !" She ran towards him; but stopped halfway, and looked back at me affrlghtedly, as I stood near the
door. " Basil," she cried, " you have not done what you
promised m e ; you have not been patient. Oh, Sir, If I have
ever deserved kindness from you, be kind to him for my
sake ! Basil! speak, Basil! Ask his pardon on your knees.
Eather, I promised him he should be forgiven. If I asked
you. Not a word; not a word from either? Basil! you
are not going yet—not going at all! Eemember, Sir, how
good and kind he has always been to me. My poor mother^
(I must speak of her), my poor mother's favourite son—you
have told me so yourself! and he has always been my
favourite brother; I think because my mother loved him so !
His flrst fault, too! his first grief! And will you tell him
for this, that our home is his home no longer ? Punish me,
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Sir! I have done wrong like him ; when I heard your voices
so loud, I listened in the library. He's going! No, no,
no ! not yet!"
She ran to the door as I opened It, and pushed It to again.
Overwhelmed by the violence of her agitation, my father
had sunk into a chair while she was speaking.
" Come back—come back with me to his knees!" she
whispered, fixing her wUd, tearless eyes on mine, flinging
her arms round my neck, and trying to lead me with her
from the door. " Come back, or you will drive me mad!"
she repeated loudly, drawing me away towards my father.
H e rose instantly from his chair.
" Clara," he said, " I command you, leave him!" H e
advanced a, few steps towards me. " Go !" he cried; " if
you are human in your vlUany, you wUl release me from
this!"
I whispered in her ear, " I will write, love—I will write,"
and disengaged her arms from my neck—they were hanging
round it weakly, already! As I passed the door, I turned
back, and looked again Into the room for the last time.
Clara was In my father's arms, her head lay on his
shoulder, her face was as still In its heavenly calmness aa
if the world and the world's looks knew it no more, and the
only light that fell on It now, was light from the angel's
eyes. She had fainted.
H e was standing with one arm round her, his disengaged
hand was searching impatiently over the wall behind him
for the bell, and his eyes were flxed in anguish and In love
unutterable on the peaceful face, hushed in its sad repose
so close beneath his own. Eor one moment, I saw him
thus, ere I closed the door—the next, I had left the house.
I never entered It again—I have never seen my father
since.
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IV
W e are seldom able to discover under any ordinary conditions of self-knowledge, how intimately that spiritual part
of us, which is undying, can attach to itself and its operations the poorest objects of that external world around us,
which is perishable. I n the ravelled skein, the slightest
threads are the hardest to follow^ I n analysing the associations and sympathies Tvhich regr.lf,ce tho play of our passions, the simplest and homeliest are the last that we detect. I t is only when the shock comes, and the mind recoils
before it—when joy is changed Into sorrow, or sorrow Into
joy—that we really discern what trifles in the outer world
our noblest mental pleasures, or our severest mental pains,
have made part of themselves ; atoms which the whirlpool
has drawn into its vortex, as greedily and as surely as the
largest mass.
I t waa reserved for me to know this, when—after a nK.ment's pause before the door of my father's house, more
homeless, then, than the poorest wretch who passed me on
the pavement, and had wife or kindred to shelter him in a
garret that night—my steps turned, as of old, in the direction of North Villa.
A.galn I passed over the scene of my daily pilgrimage,
always to the same shrine, for a whole year; and now, for
the first time, I knew that there was hardlv a spot along
the entire way, which my heart had not unconsciously made
beautiful and beloved to me by some association with Margaret Sherwin. Here was the friendly, familiar shop-window, filled with the glittering trinkets which had so often
lured me In to buy presents for her, on my way to the
ho7ise. There was the noisy street corner, void of all adornment in Itself, but once bright to me with the fairy-iand
architecture of a dream, because I knew that at that place
p
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I had passed over half the distance which separated vaj
home from hers. Eurther on, the Park trees came in sight
—^trees that no autumn decay or winter nakedness could
make dreary, in the bygone time; for she and I had walked
under them together. And further yet, was the turning
which led from the long, suburban road into Hollyoake
Square—the lonely, dust-whitened place, around which my
past happiness and my wasted hopes had flung their golden
illusions, like jewels hung round the coarse wooden image
of a Eoman saint. Dishonoured and ruined, it was among
Such associations as these—too homely to have been recognised by me In former times—that I journeyed along the
well-remembered way to North Villa.
I went on without hesitating, without even a thought of
turning back. I had said that the honour of my family
should not suffer by the calamity which had fallen on me ;
and, while life remained, I was determined that nothing
should prevent me from holding to my word. I t was from
this resolution that I drew the faith In myself, the confidence
in my endurance, the sustaining calmness under my father's
sentence of exclusion, which nerved me to go on. I must
inevitably see Mr. Sherwin (perhaps even suffer the humiliation of seeing her .')—must inevitably speak such words,
disclose such truths, as should show hira that deceit was
henceforth useless. I must do this : and more, I must be
prepared to guard the family to which—though banished
from it—I still belonged, from every conspiracy against
them that detected crime or shameless cupidity could form,
whether In the desire of revenge, or in the hope of gain.
A hard, almost an impossible task—but, nevertheless, a task
that must be done !
I kept the thought of this necessity before my mind unceasingly ; not only as a duty, but as a refuge from another
thought, to which I dared not for a moment turn,
the
etiil, pale face which I had seen lying hushed on my lather s
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breast—CLAEA !—That way, lay the grief that weakens, the
yearning and the terror that are near despair ; that way was
not for me.
The servant was at the garden-gate of North Villa—the
same servant whom I had seen and questioned in the first
days of my fatal delusion. She was receiving a letter from
a man, very poorly dressed, who walked away the moment
I approached. H e r confusion and surprise were so great as
she let me in, that she could hardly look at, or speak to me.
I t was only when I was ascending the door-steps that she
said—
" Miss Margaret"—(she still gave her that name!)
' " Miss Margaret is upstairs, Sir. I suppose you would
like—"
" I have no wish to see h e r : I want to speak to Mr.
Sherwin."
Looking more bewildered, and even frightened, than before, the girl hurriedly opened one of the doors in the passage. I saw, as I entered, that she had shown me, in her
confusion, into the wrong room. Mr. Sherwin, who was In
the apartment, hastily drew a screen across the lower end
of it, apparently to hide something from m e ; which, however, I had not seen as I came in.
H e -advanced, holding out his hand; but his restless eyes
wandered unsteadily, looking away from me towards the
screen.
" So you have come at last, have you ? J u s t let's step
into the drawing-room : the fact Is—I thought I wrote to
you about it— ?"
H e stopped suddenly, and his outstretched arm fell to
his side. I had not said a word. Something in my look
and manner must have told him already on what errand I
had come.
" W h y don't you speak ?" he said, after a moment's
pause. " W h a t are you looking at m,e like that for ? Stop 1
p 2
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Let's say our say in the other room." He walked past me
towards the door, and half opened it.
Why was he so anxious to get me away ? Who, or what,
was he hiding behind the screen ? The servant had said
his daughter was upstairs ; remembering this, and suspecting
every action or word that came from him, I determined to
remain in the room, and discover his secret. It was evidently connected with me.
" Now then," he continued, opening the door a little
wider, " it's only across the hall, you know; and I always
receive visitors In the best room."
" I have been admitted here," I replied," and have neither
time nor inclination to foUow you from room to room, just
as you like. What I have to say is not much; and, uidess
you give me fit reasons to the contrary, I shall say it here."
" You wUl, wiU you ? Let me tell you that's damned
like what we plain mercantile men call downright incivUity„
I say it again—IncivUIty; and rudeness too, if you like it
better." He saw I was determined, and closed the door as
he spoke, his face twitching and working violently, and
his quick, evil eyes turned again in the direction of the
screen.
" Well," he continued, with a sulky defiance of manner
and look, " do as you like; stop here—you'U wish you
hadn't before long, I'U be bound! You don't seem to
hurry yourself much about speaking, so I shaU sit down.
Tou can do as you please. Now then! just let's cut it
short—do you come here in a friendly way, to ask me to
send for my girl downstairs, and to show yourself the gentleman, or do you not ?"
" You have written me two letters, Mr. Sherwin—"
" Yes and took devilish good care you should get them—
I left them myself."
" In -writing those letters, you were either grossly deceived ; and, in that case, are oniy to be pitied, or—"
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*• Pitied! what the devU do you mean by that ? Nobody
wants your pity here."
" Or you have been trying to deceive me ; and in that
case, I have to tell you that deceit is henceforth uselesa.
I know all—more than you suspect: more, I believe, than
you would wish me to have known."
" Oh, that's your tack, is it ? By God, I expected as
much the moment you came in ! W h a t ! you don't believe
my girl—don't you ? You're going to fight shy, and behave
like a scamp—are you ? Damn your infernal coolness and
your aristocratic airs and graces! You shall see I'll be
even with you—you shall. H a ! ha ! look here!—here's
the marriage certificate safe in my pocket. You won't
do the honourable by my poor child—won't you ? Come
o u t ! Come away ! You'd better—I'm off to your father
to blow the whole business; I am, as sure as my name's
Sherwin!"
H e struck his fist on the table, and started up, livid
with passion. The screen trembled a little, and a slight
rustling noise was audible behind it, just as he advanced
towards me. H e stopped instantly, with an oath, and looked
back.
" I warn you to remain here," I said. " This morning,
my father has heard all from my lips. H e has renounced
me as his son, and I have left his house for ever."
H e turned round quickly, staring at me with a face of
mingled fury and dismay.
" Then you come to me a beggar!" he burst o u t ; " a beggar who has taken me In about his fine family, and his fine
proflpects; a beggar who can't support my chUd—Yes ! I
say it again, a beggar who looks me in the face, and talks
as you do. I don't care a damn about you or your father !
I know my rights ; I'm an Englishman, thank God ! I know
my rights, and my Margaret's rights; and I'U have them in
spite of you both. Yes ! you may stare as angry as you
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like ; staring oon't hurt. I'm an honest man, and my girl's
an honest girl !">
I was looking at him, at that moment, with the contempt
that I really felt; his rage produced no other sensation in
me. All higher and quicker emotions seemed to have been
dried at their sources by the events of the morning.
" I say my girl's an honest girl," he repeated, sitting down
again; " and I dare you, or anybody—I don't care who-—to
prove the contrary. You told me you knew all, just
now. Wliat all ? Come ! we'll have this out before we
do anything else. She says she's innocent, and I say she's
innocent: and if I could find out that damnation scoundrel
Mannion, and get him here, I'd make him say it too. Now,
after all that, what have you got against her ?—against your
lawful wife ; and I'll make you own her as such, and keep
her as such, I can promise you!"
" I am not here to ask questions, or to answer them," I
replied—" my errand in this h o n e is simply to tell you,
that the miserable falsehoods co^<*:jIned in your letter, wUl
avaU you as little as the foul insolence of language by which
you are now endeavouring to support them. I told you
before, and I now tell you again, I know aU. I had been
inside that house, before I saw your daughter at the door;
and had heard, from her voice and his voice, what such
shame and misery as you cannot comprehend forbid me to
repeat. To your past duplicity, and to your present violence,
I have but one answer to give:—I will never see your
daughter again."
" But you shall see her again—yes ! and keep her too!
Do you think I can't see through you and your precious
story ? Your father's cut you off with a shilling; and now
you want to curry favour with him again by trumping up
a case against my girl, and trylrig to get her off your hands
that way. But it won't do! You've married her, my fine
gentleman, and you shall stick to her! Do you think I
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wouldn't sooner believe her, than believe you ? Do you
think I'll stand this ? Here she is up-stairs, half heartbroken, on my hands ; here's my wife"—(his voice sank suddenly as he said this)—" with her mind in such a state that
I'm kept away from business, day after day, to look after
her; here's all this crying and misery and mad goings-on
In my Ijouse, because you choose to behave like a scamp—
and do you think I'll put up with it quietly ? I'll make
you do your duty to my girl. If she goes to the parish to
appeal against you! Your story Indeed ! Who'll believe
that a young female, like Margaret, could have taken to a
fellow like Mannion ? and kept it all a secret from you ?
Who believes that, I should like to know ?"
" / believe it.'"
The third voice which pronounced those words was Mrs.
Sherwin's.
But was the figure that now came out from behind the
screen, the same frail, shrinking figure which had so often
moved my pity In the past time ? the same wan figure of
sickness and sorrow, ever watching in the background of
the fatal love-scenes at North Villa; ever looking like the
same spectre-shadow, when the evenings darkened in as I
sat by Margaret's side ?
Had the grave given up its dead ? I stood awe-struck,
neither speaking nor moving while she walked towards me.
She was clothed in the white garments of the sick-room—
they looked on her like the raiment of the tomb. Her
figure, which I only remembered as drooping with premature infirmity, was now straightened convulsively to Its
proper height; her anus hung close at her side, like the
arms of a corpse; the natural paleness of her face had turnea
to an earthy h u e ; its natural expression, so meek, so patient, so melancholy in uncomplaining sadness, was gone;
and, in its stead, was left a pining stillness that never
changed; a weary repose of lifeless waking—the awful seal
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of Death stamped ghastly on the living face; the awful look
of Death staring out from the chill, shining eyes.
H e r husband kept his place, and spoke to her as she
stopped opposite to me. His tones were altered, but his
manner showed as little feeling as ever.
" There now !" he began, " you said you were sure he'd
come here, and that you'd never take to your bed, as the
Doctor wanted you, tiU you'd seen him and spoken to him.
Well, he has come; there he is. H e came In while you
were asleep, I rather think; and I let him stop, so that it
you woke up and wanted to see him, you might. You can't
say—nobody can say—^I haven't given in to your whims and
fancies after that. There! you've had your way, and you've
said you believe him ; and now, if I ring for the nurse,
you'll go up-stairs at last, and make no more worry about it
—Eh ?"
She moved her head slowly, and looked at him. As those
dying eyes met his, as that face on which the light of life
was darkening fast, turned on him, even his gross nature
felt the shock. I saw him shrink—his saUow cheeks whitened, he moved his chair away, and said no more.
She looked back to me again, and spoke. H e r voice was
still the same soft, low voice as ever. I t was fearful to hear
how little it had altered, and then to look on the changed
face.
" I am dying," she said to me. " M a n y nights have
passed since that night when Margaret came home by herself, and I felt something moving down into my heart, when
I looked at her, which I knew was death—many nights,
since I have been used to say my prayers, and think I had
said them for the last time, before I dared shut my eyes in
the darkness and the quiet. I have lived on till to-day,
very weary of my life ever since that night when Margaret
came i n ; and yet, I could not die, because I had an atonement to make to you, and you never ca-me to hear it aa(}
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forgive me. I was not fit for God to take me till you came
— I know that, know it to be truth from a dream."
She paused, stiU looking at me, but with the same deathly
blank of expression. The eye had ceased to speak already ;
nothing but the voice was left.
" My husband has asked, who will believe you ?" she
went o n ; her weak tones gathering strength with every
fresh word she uttered. " I have answered that / will; for
you have spoken the truth. Now, when the light of this
world is fading from my eyes; here, in this earthly home of
much sorrow and suffering, which I must soon quit—in the
presence of my husband—under the same roof with my sinful child—I bear you witness that you have spoken the
truth. I, her mother, say it of her : Margaret Sherwin is
guilty ; she is no more worthy to be called your wife."
She pronounced the last words slowly, distinctly, solemnly.
TiU that fearful denunciation was spoken, her husband had
been looking sullenly and suspiciously towards us, as we
stood together ; but while she uttered it, his eyes fell, and
he tui-ned away his head in silence.
H e never looked up, never moved, or interrupted her, as
she continued, still addressing me ; but now speaking very
slowly and painfully, pausing longer and longer between
every sentence.
" Erom this room I go to my death-bed. The last words
I speak in this world shall be to my husband, aud shall
change his heart towards you. I have been weak of purpose," (as she said this, a strange sweetness and mournfulness began to steal over her tones,) " miserably, guiltily
weak, all my life. Much sorrow and pain and heavy disappointment, when I was young, did some great harm to me
which I have never recovered since. I have lived always in
fear of others, and doubt of myself; and this has made me
guilty of a great sin towards you. Eorglve me before I
die I I suspected the guilt that was preparing—I fore-
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Doded the sname that was to come—they hid it from others
eyes; but, from the first, they could not hide it from mine
—and yet I never warned you as I ought! That man had
the power of Satan over m e ! I always shuddered before
him, as I used to shudder at the darkness when I was a
littie child! My life has been all fear—fear of him ; fear
of my husband, and even of my daughter; fear, worse still,
of my own thoughts, and of what I had discovered that
should be told to you. When I tried to speak, you were
too generous to understand me—I was afraid to think my
suspicions were right, long after they should have been suspicions no longer. I t was misery !—oh, what misery from
then till now!'
H e r voice died away for a moment, in faint, breathless
murmurlngs. She struggled to recover It, and repeated m
a whisper:
" Eorglve me before I die! I have made a terrible atonement ; I have borne witness against the innocence of my
own child. My own child! I dare not bid God bless her,
if they bring her to my bedside !—forgive me !—forgive me
before I die!"
She took my hand, and pressed it to her cold lips. The
tears gushed into my eyes, as I tried to speak to her.
" No tears for me .'" she murmured gently. " Basil!—
/et me caU you as your mother would caU you if she was
alive—Basil! pray that I may be forgiven In the dreadful
Eternity to which I go, as you have forgiven me ! And, for
her ?—oh ! who will pray for her when I am'gone ?"
Those words were the last I heard her pronounce. Exhausted beyond the power of speaking more, though It
were only in a whisper, she tried to take my hand again, and
express by a gesture the irrevocable farewell. But her
strength failed her even for this—faUed her with awful suddennesss. Her hand moved halfway towards mine; then
stopped and trembled for a moment in the air ; then fell to

her side, with the fingers distorted and clenched together.
She reeled where she stood, and sank helplessly as I stretched
out my arms to support her.
Her husband rose fretfully from his chair, and took her
from me. When his eyes met mine, the look of sullen selfrestraint in his countenance was crossed, in an Instant, by
an expression of triumphant malignity. H e whispered to
me: " If you don't change your tone by to-morrow!"—
paused—and then, without finishing the sentence, moved
away abruptly, and supported his wife to the door.
J u s t when her face was turned towards where I stood, as
he took her out, I thought I saw the cold, vacant eyes
soften as they rested on me, and change again tenderly to
the old look of patience and sadness which I remembered so
well. Was my imagination misleading me ? or had the
light of that meek spirit shone out on earth, for the last
time at parting. In token of farewell to mine ? She was
gone to me, gone for ever—before I could look nearer, and
know.
*

-JF

TP

w

I was told, afterwards, how she died.
Eor the rest of that day, and throughout the night, she
lay speechless, but still alive. The next morning, the faint
pulse stiU fluttered. As the day wore on, the doctors applied fresh stimulants, and watched her in astonishment
for they had predicted her death as impending every moment,
at least twelve hours before. When they spoke of this to
her husband, his behaviour was noticed as very altered and
unaccountable by every one. H e sulkily refused to believe
that her life was in danger; he roughly accused anybody
who spoke of her death, as wanting to fix on him the imputation of having ill-used her, and so being the cause of
her IUness; and more than this, he angrily vindicated himself to every one about her—even to the servants—by quoting the indulgence he had shown to her fancy for seeing me
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when I called, and his patience while she was (as he termed
it) wandering in her mind in trying to talk to me. The
doctors, suspecting how his uneasy conscience was accusing
him, forbore in disgust all expostulation. Except when he
was in his daughter's room, he was shunned by everybody
in the house.
Just before noon, on the second day, Mi's. Sherwin rallied
a little under the stimulants administered to her, and asked
to see her husband alone. Both her words and manner gave
the lie to his assertion that her faculties were impaired—it
was observed by aU her attendants, that whenever she had
strength to speak, her speech never wandered in the slightest degree. Her husband quitted her room more fretfully
uneasy, more sullenly suspicious of the words and looks of
those about him than ever—went instantly to seek his
daughter—and sent her in alone to her mother's bedside. In
a few minutes, she hurriedly came out again, pale, and
violently agitated; and was heard to say, that she had been
spoken to so unnaturally, and so shockingly, that she could
not, and would not, enter that room again untU her mother
was better. Better! the father and daughter were both
agreed In that; both agreed that she was not dying, but
only out of her mind.
During the afternoon, the doctors ordered that Mrs.
Sherwin should not be allowed to see her husband or her
child again, without their permission. There was little need
of taking such a precaution to preserve the tranquillity of
her last moments. As the day began to decline, she sank
again into InsensiblUty : her life was just not death, and that
was all. She lingered on In this quiet way, with her eyes
peacefully closed, and her breathing so gentle as to be quite
inaudible, until late In the evening. Just as it grew quite
dark, and the candle was lit In the sick room, the servant
who was helping to watch by her, drew aside the curtain to
look at her mistress; and saw that, though her eyes were
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still closed, she was smiling. The girl turned round, and
beckoned to the nurse to come to the bedside. W h e n they
lifted the curtains again to look at her, she was dead.
*
*
*
*
*
*
Let me return to the day of my last visit to North Villa
More remains to be recorded, before my narrative can
advance to the morrow.
After the door had closed, and I knew that I had looked
my l.ict oa Mrs. Sherwin in this world, I remained a few
minutes alone in the room, until I had steadied my mind
sufficiently to go out again into the streets. As I walked
down the garden-path to the gate, the servant whom I had
seen on my entrance, ran after me, and eagerly entreated
that I would wait one moment and speak to her.
When I stopped and looked at the girl, she burst into
tears. " I'm afraid I've been doing wrong. Sir," she sobbed
out, " and at this dreadful time too, when my poor mistress is
dying! If you please. Sir, I 7nust tell you about i t ! "
I gave her a little time to compose herself; and then
asked what she had to say.
" I think you must have seen a man leaving a letter with
me. Sir," she continued, " just when you came up to the
door, a little while ago ?"
" Yes: I saw him."
" I t was for Miss Margaret, Sir, that letter; and I was
to keep it secret; and—and—it isn't the first I've taken In
for her. It's weeks and weeks ago. Sir, that the same man
came with a letter, and gave me money to let nobody see It
but Miss Margaret—and that time. Sir, he waited; and she
sent me with an answer to give him. In the same secret way.
And now, here's this second letter; I don't know who it
comes from—but I haven't taken It to her yet; I waited to
show it to you, Sir, as you came out, because—"
" Why, Susan ?—tell me candidly why ?"
" I hope you won't take it amiss, Sir, if I say that having
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lived In the family so long as I have, I can't help knowing a
little about what you and Miss Margaret used to be to each
other, and that something's happened wrong between you
lately; and so. Sir, it seems to be very bad and dishonest in
me (after first helping you to come together, as I did), to be
giving her strange letters, unknown to you. They may be
bad letters. I'm sure I wouldn't wish to say anything disrespectful, or that didn't become my place ; but—"
" Go on, Susan—speak as freely and as truly to me as
ever."
" W e l l , Sir, Miss Margaret's been very much altered,
ever since that night when she came home alone, and
frightened us so. She shuts herself up in her room, and
won't speak to anybody except my master; she doesn't
seem to care about anything that happens ; and sometimes
she looks so at me, when I'm waiting on her, that I'm almost
afraid to be in the same room with her. I've never heard
her mention your name once, Sir ; and I'm fearful there's
something on her mind that there oughtn't to be. He's
a very shabby man that leaves the letters—would you please
to look at this, and say whether you think it's right In me
to take It up-stairs."
She held out a letter. I hesitated before I looked at it.
" Oh, Sir! please, please do take i t ! " said the girl earnestly. " I did wrong, I'm afraid. In giving her the first;
but I can't do wrong again, when my poor mistress Is dying
in the house. I can't keep secrets, Sir, that may be bad
secrets, at such a dreadful time as this; I couldn't have laid
down ia my bed to-night, when there's likely to be death In
the house, if I hadn't confessed what I've done ; and my
poor mistress has always been so kind aud good to us servants—better than ever we deserved."
Weeping bitterly as she said this, the kind-hearted girl
held out the letter to me once more. This time I took i
firom her, and looked at the address.
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Though I did not know the handwriting, still there was
something in those unsteady characters which seemed familiar to me. Was It possible that I had ever seen them
before ? I tried to consider; but my memory was confused,
my mind wearied out, after all that had happened since the
morning. The effort was fruitless: I gave back the letter
" I know as little about it, Susan, as you do."
" But ought I to take it up-stairs. Sir ? only tell me
that!"
" I t is not for me to say. AU interest or share on my
part, Susan, in what she—in what your young mistress receives, is at an end."
" I'm very sorry to hear you say that. Sir; very, very
sorry. But what would you advise me to do ?"
" Let me look at the letter once more,"
On a second view, the handwriting produced the same
effect on me as before, ending too with just the same result
I returned the letter again.
" I respect your scruples, Susan, but I am not the person
to remove or to justify them. W h y should you not apply
in this difficulty to your master ?"
" I dare not. Sir; I dare not for my life. H e ' s been
worse than ever, lately ; if I said as much to him as I've
said to you, I believe lie'd kill me !" She hesitated, then
continued more composedly ; " Well, at any rate I've told
you, Sir, and that's made my mind easier; and—and I'll
give her the letter this once, and then take in no more—if
they come, unless I hear a proper account of them."
She curtseyed; and, bidding me farewell very sadly and
anxiously, returned to the house with the letter in her hand.
If I had guessed at that moment who it was written by !
If I could only have suspected what were its contents!
1 left Hollyoake Square in a direction which led to some
fields a little distance on. I t was very strange ; but that
unknown handwriting still occupied my thoughts: that
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wretched trifle absolutely took possession of my mind, at
such a time as this ; in such a position as mine was now.
I stopped wearily in the fields at a lonely spot, away from
the footpath. My eyes ached at the sunlight, and I shaded
them with my hand. Exactly at the same Instant, the lost
recollection flashed back on me so vividly that I started
almost in terror. The handwriting shown me by the servant at North Villa, was the same as the handwriting on
that unopened and forgotten letter in my pocket, which I
had received from the servant at home—received in the
morning, as I crossed the hall to enter my father's room.
I took out the letter, opened it with trembling flngers,
and looked through the cramped, closely-written pages for
the signature.
I t was

" EOBEET

MANNION."

V.
Mannion! I had never suspected that the note shown
to me at North Villa might have come from him. And yet,
the secrecy with which it had been delivered; the person
to whom it was addressed; the mystery connected with it
even in the servant's eyes, all pointed to the discovery which
I had so incomprehensibly failed to make. I had suffered a
letter, which might contain written proof of her guilt, to be
taken, from under my own eyes, to Margaret Sherwin!
How had my perceptions become thus strangely blinded? Thf»
confusion of my memory, the listless Incapacity of all my faculties, answered the question but too readily, of themselves.
" Eobert Mannion!" I could not take my eyes from that
name: I still held before me the crowded, closely-wiltten
lines of his writing, and delayed to read them. Something
of the horror which the presence of the man. himself woiUd
have inspired in me, was produced by the mere sight of his
letter, and that letter addressed to ine. The vengeance
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which my own hands had wreaked on him, he was, of all
men, the surest to repay. Perhaps, in these lines, the dark
future through which his way and mine might lie, would be
already shadowed forth. Margaret too! Could he write
so much, and not write of her ? not disclose the mystery In
which the motives of her crime were still hidden ? I turned
back again to the first page, and resolved to read the letter.
I t began abruptly, in the following terms:—
"St. Helen's Hospital.

" You may look at the signature when you receive this,
and may be tempted to tear up my letter, and throw It from
you unread. I warn you to read what I have written, and
to estimate, if you can, its importance to yourself. Destroy
these pages afterwards if you like—they will have served
their purpose.
" Do you know where I am, and what .). suffer ? I am
one of the patients of this hospital, hideously mutilated for
life by your hand. If I could have known certainly the
day of my dismissal, I should have waited to teU you with
my own lips what I now write—but I am Ignorant of this.
At the very point of recovery I have suffered a relapse.
" You will silence any uneasy upbraidlngs of conscience,
should you feel them, by saying that I have deserved death
at your hands. I will tell you, in answer, what you deserve
and shall receive at mine.
" But I will first assume that it was knowledge of your
wife's guUt which prompted your attack on me. I am well
aware that she has declared herself innocent, and that her
father supports her declaration. By the time yen receive
this letter (my injuries obllgo me to allow myself a whole
fortnight to write it in), I shall have taken measures which
render further concealment unnecessary. Therefore, if my
confession avail you aught, you have It here :—She is guilty;
willingly guilty, remember, whatever she may say to the
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contrary. T o u may believe this, and believe all I write
hereafter. Deception between us two is at an end,
" I have told you Margaret Sherwin Is guilty. W h y waa
she guilty ? What was the secret of my influence over
her ?
" To make you comprehend what I have now to communicate, it is necessary for me to speak of myself, and
of my early life. To-morrow, I will undertake this disclosure—to-day, I can neither hold the pen, nor see the paper
any longer. If you could look at my face, where I am now
laid, you would know why !"

" W h e n we met for the first time at North Villa, I had
not been five minutes in your presence before I detected
your curiosity to know something about me, and perceived
that you doubted, from the first, whether I was born and
bred for such a situation as I held under Mr. Sherwin.
Failing—as I knew you would fail—to gain any information
about me from my employer or his family, you tried, nt
various times, to draw me into familiarity, to get me to
talk unreservedly to you ; and only gave up the attempt to
penetrate my secret, whatever it might be, when we parted
after our interview at my house on the night of the storm.
On that night, I determined to baulk your curiosity, and
yet to gain your confidence ; and I succeeded. T o u little
thought, when you bade me farewell at my own door, that
you had given your hand and your friendship to a man,
who—long before you met with Margaret Sherwin—had inherited the right to be the enemy of your father, and of
every descendant of your father's house,
" Does this declaration surprise you ? Eead on, and you
wiU understand it.
" I am the son of a gentleman. My father's means were
Diicerably limited, and his family was not an old family, like

BASIL.

227

yours. Nevertheless, he was a gentleman in anybody's
sense of the word ; he knew it, and that knowledge was his
ruin. He was a weak, kind, careless man ; a worshipper of
conventionalities; and a great respecter of the wide gaps
which lay between social stations in his time. Thus, he
determined to live like a gentleman, by following a gentleman's pursuit—a profession, as distinguished from a trade.
Ealling in this, he failed to follow out his principle, and
starve like a gentleman. H e died the death of a felon;
leaving me no inheritance but the name of a felon's son.
" WhUe stUl a young man, he contrived to be introduced
to a gentleman of great family, great position, and great
wealth. H e interested, or fancied he interested, this gentleman ; and always looked on him as the patron who was to
make his fortune, by getting him the first government sinecure (they were plenty enough In those days !) which might
fall vacant. I n firm and foolish expectation of this, he
lived far beyond his little professional Income—lived among
rich people without the courage to make use of them as a
poor man. I t was the old story: debts and liabilities of
all kinds pressed heavy on him—creditors refused to wait—
exposure and utter ruin threatened him—and the prospect
of the sinecure was still as far off as ever.
" Nevertheless he believed In the advent of this office;
and all the more resolutely now, because he looked to it as
his salvation. H e was quite confident of the Interest of
his patron, and of its speedy exertion in his behalf. Perhaps, that gentleman had overrated his own political Influence ; perhaps, my father had been too sanguine, and had
misinterpreted polite general promises Into special engagements. However it was, the balllifs came into his house
one morning, while help from a government situation,
or any situation, was as unattainable as ever—came to take
him to prison: to seize everything. In execution, even to the
very bed on which mv mother (then seriously Ul) was l^dng.
Q 2
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The whole fabric of false prosperity which he had been
buildmg up to make the world respect him, was menaced
with instant and shameful overthrow. H e had not the courage to let it go; so he took refuge from misfortune in a
crime.
" H e forged a bond, to prop up his credit for a little time
longer. The name he made use of was the name of his
patron. I n doing this, he believed—as all men who commit crime believe—that he had the best possible chance of
escaping consequences. I n the first place, he might get
the long-expected situation In time to repay the amount ot
the bond before detection. I n the second place, he had almost the certainty of a legacy from a rich relative, old and
in ill-health, whose death might be fairly expected from
day to day. If both these prospects failed (and they did
fall), there was still a third chance—the chance that his
rich patron would rather pay the money than appear against
him. I n those days they hung for forgery. My father believed it to be impossible that a man at whose table he had
sat, whose relatives and friends he had amused and instructed by his talents, would be the man to give evidence
which should condemn him to be hanged on the public
scaffold.
" H e was wrong. The wealthy patron held strict principles of honour which made no allowance for temptations
and weaknesses; and was moreover Influenced by high-flown
notions of his responsibilities as a legislator (he was a member of Parliament) to the laws of his country. H e appeared
accordingly, and gave evidence against the prisoner; who
was found guilty, and left for execution.
" Then, when it was too late, this man of pitUess honour
thought himself at last justified in leaning to the side of
mercy, and employed his utmost interest. In every direction,
to ootain a mitigation of the sentence to transportation for
life. The application failed; even a reprieve of a few days
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was denied. A t the appointed time, my father died on the
scaffold by the hangman's hand,
' Have you suspected, while reading this part of my
letter, who the high-born gentleman was whose evidence
hung him ? If you have not, I will tell you. That gentleman was your father.
You will now wonder no longer how
I could have Inherited the right to be his enemy, and the
enemy of all who are of his blood.
" The shock of her husband's horrible death deprived my
mother of reason. She lived a few months after his execution ; but never recovered her faculties. I was their
only child; and was left penniless to begin life as the son of
a father who had been hanged, and of a mother who had
died in a public mad-house.
" More of myself to-morrow—my letter will be a long
one : I must pause often over it, as I pause to-day."

" Well: I started in life with the hangman's mark on
me—with the parent's shame for the son's reputation.
Wherever I went, whatever friends I kept, whatever acquaintances I made—people knew how my father had died :
and showed that they knew it. Not so much by shunning
or staring at me (vile as human nature is, there were not
many who did t h a t ) , as by insulting me with over-acted
sympathy, and elaborate anxiety to sham entire ignorance
of my father's fate. The gallows-brand was on my forehead ; but they were too benevolently blind to see It. The
gallows-Infamy was my inheritance; but they were too
resolutely generous to discover i t ! This was hard to bear.
However, I was strong-hearted even then, when my sensations were quick, and my sympathies young : so I bore It.
" My only weakness was my father's weakness—the
uotion that I was born to a station ready made for me, and
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that the great use of my life was to live up to it. My
station! I battled for that with the world for years and
years, before I discovered that the highest of aU stations is
the station a man makes for himself: and the lowest, the
station that is made for him by others.
" At starting In life, your father wrote to make me offers
of assistance—assistance, after he had ruined me I Assistance to the chUd, from hands which had tied the rope
round the parent's neck ! I sent him back his letter. H e
knew that I was his enemy, his son's enemy, and his son's
son's enemy, as long as I lived. I never heard from him
again.
" Trusting boldly to myself to carve out my own way,
and to live* down my undeserved ignominy; resolving in the
pride of my integrity to combat openly and fairly with misfortune, I shrank, at first, from disowning luy parentage
and abandoning my father's name. Standing on my OVMI
character, confiding in my intellect and my perseverance,
I tried pursuit after pursuit, and was beaten afresh at every
new effort. Whichever way I turned, the gallows still
rose as the same immovable obstacle between me and fortune, between me and station, between me and my fellowman. I was morbidly sensitive on this point. The slightest
references to my father's fate, however remote or accidental,
curdled my blood. I saw open insult, or humiliating compassion, or forced forbearance, in the look and manner of
every man about me. So I broke off with old friends, and
tried new; and, in seeking fresh pursuits, sought fresh connections, where my father's infamy might be unknown
Wherever I went, the old stain always broke out afresh,
just at the moment when I had deceived myself into the
belief that it was utterly effaced. I had a warm heart
then—it was some time before it turned to stone, and felt
nothing. Those were the days when faUure and humUiation
could still draw tears from m e : that epoch in c ' ' ^if©

BASIL.

231

is marked in my memory as the epoch when I could
weep.
" At last, I gave way before difficulty, and conceded the
first step to the calamity which had stood front to front
with me so long. I left the neighbourhood where I was
known, and assumed the name of a schoolfellow who had
died. Eor some time this succeeded; but the curse of my
father's death followed me, though I saw it not. After
various employments—still, mind, the employments of a
gentleman!—had first supported, then failed me, I became
an usher at a school. I t was there that my false name was
detected, and my identity discovered again—I never knew
through whom. The exposure was effected by some enemy,
anonymously. Eor several days, I thought everybody In
the school treated me in an altered way. The cause came
out, first in whispers, then In reckless jest*, while I was
taking care of the boys in the playground. I n the fury of
the moment I struck one of the most insolent, and the
eldest of them, and hurt him rather seriously. The parents
heard of it, and threatened me with prosecution ; the whole
neighbourhood was aroused. I had to leave my situation
secretly, by night, or the mob would have pelted the felon's
son out of the parish.
" I went back to London, bearing another assumed name ;
and tried, as a last resource to save me from starvation, the
resource of writing. I served my apprenticeship to literature as a hack-author of the lowest degree. Knowing I
had talents which might be turned to account, I tried to
vindicate them by writing an original work. But my experience of the world had made me unfit to dress my thoughts
in popular costume : I could oniy tell bitter truths bitterly ;
I exposed licenced hypocrisies too openly ; I saw the vicious
side of many respectabilities, and said I saw it—in short,
I called things by their right names; and no publisher
would treat with me. So I stuck to my low task-work j
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my penny-a lining in third-class newspapers; my translating from Erench men and Germans, and plagiarising from
dead authors, to supply the raw material for bookmongering by more accomplished bookmongers than I . I n this
life, there was one advantage which compensated for much
misery and meanness, and bitter, biting disappointment: I
could keep my identity securely concealed. Character was
of no consequence to me ; nobody cared to know who I
was, or to Inquire what I had been—the gallows-mark waa
smoothed out at last!
" While I was living thus on the offal of literature, I
met with a woman of good birth, and fair fortune, whose
sympathies or whose curiosity I happened to interest. She
and her father and mother received me favourably, as a gentleman who' had known better days, and an author whom
the public had undeservedly neglected. How I managed to
gain their confidence and esteem, without aUudIng to my
parentage, it is not worth while to stop to describe. That
I did so you will easily imagine, when I teU you that the
woman to whom I refer, consented, with her father's full
approval, to be'come my wife.
" The very day of the marriage was fixed. I believed I
had successfully parried all perilous inquiries—but I was
wrong. A relation of the family, whom I had never seen,
came to town a short time before the vs edding. W e disliked each other on our first introduction. H e was a clever,
resolute man of the world, and privately inquired about me
to much better purpose In a few days, than his family had
done in several months. Accident favoured him strangely,
everything was discovered—literally everything—and I was
contemptuously dismissed the house. Could a lady of
respectability marry a man (no matter how worthy in her
eyes) whose father had been hanged, whose mother had
died in a madhouse, who had lived under assumed names,
who had been driven from an excellent country neigh-
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bourhood, for cruelty to a harmless school-boy ? Impossible !
" W i t h this event, my long strife and struggle with the
world ended.
" My eyes opened to a new view of life, and the purpose
of life. My first aspirations to live up to my birth-right
position, in spite of adversity and dishonour, to make my
name sweet enough in men's nostrils, to cleanse away the
infamy on my father's, were now no m^ore. The ambition
which—whether I was a hack-author, a travelling portraitpainter, or an usher at a school—had once whispered to
m e : low down as you are in dark, miry ways, you are
on the path which leads upward to high places In the sunshine afar-off; you are not working to scrape together
wealth for another man; you are Independent, self-rehant,
labouring in your own cause—the daring ambition which
had once counselled thus, sank dead within me at last. The
strong, stern spirit was beaten by spirits stronger and
sterner yet—Infamy and Want.
" I wrote to a man of character and wealth; one of my
friends of early days, who had ceased to hold communication with me, like other friends, but, unlike them, had given
me up In genuine sorrow: I wrote, and asked him to meet
me privately by night. I was too ragged to go to his house,
too sensitive stUl (even if I had gone and had been admitted) to risk encountering people there, who either knev/
my father, or knew how he had died. I wished to speak to
my former friend, unseen, and made the appointment accordingly. H e kept it.
" When we met, I said to him:—I have a last favour to
ask of you. When we parted years ago, I had high hopes
and brave resolutions—both are worn out. I then believed
that I could not only rise superior to my misfortune, but
could make that very misfortune the motive of my rise.
You told me I was too quick of temper, too morbidly sen-
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sitive about the slightest reference to my father's death,
too fierce and changeable under undeserved trial and disappointment. This might have been true t h e n ; but I am
altered now: pride and ambition have been persecuted and
starved ou>t of me. An obscure, monotonous life, in which
thought and sphit may be laid asleep, never to wake again,
is the only life I care for. Help me to lead it. I ask you,
first, as a beggar, to give me from your superfluity, apparel
decent enough to bear the dayUght. I ask you next, to
help me to some occupation which wUl just give me my
bread, my shelter, and my hour or two of sohtude in the
evening. You have plenty of influence to do this, and you
know I am honest. You cannot choose me too humble
and obscure^ an employment; let me descend low enough
to be lost to sight beneath the world I have lived i n ; let
me go among people who want to know that I work
honestly for them, and want to know nothing more. Get
me a mean hiding-place to conceal myself and my history
in for ever, and then neither attempt to see me nor communicate with me again. If former friends chance to ask
after me, teU them I am dead, or gone into another
country. The wisest life is the life the animals lead: I
want, like them, to serve my master for food, shelter, and
Uberty to Ue asleep now and then in the sunshine, without
being driven away as a pest or a trespasser. Do you believe in this resolution ?—it is my last.
" H e did beheve in i t ; and he granted what I asked.
Through his interference and recommendation, I entered
the service of Mr. Sherwin.—
" I must stop here for to-day. To-morrow I shall come
to disclosures of vital interest to you. Have you been
surprised that I, your enemy by every cause of enmity
that one man can have against another, should write to you
so fuUy about the secrets of my early life ? I have done
60, because I wish the strife between us to be an open

BASIL.

235

strife on my side; because I desire that you should know
thoroughly what you have to expect from my character,
after such a life as I have led. There was purpose in my
deceit, when I deceived you—there is purpose in my frankness, when I now teU you aU."

" I began in Mr. Sherwin's employment, as the lowest
clerk in his office. Both the master and the men looked a
httle suspiciously on me, at first. My account of myself
was always the same—simple and credible; I had entered
the counting-house with the best possible recommendation,
and I acted up to it. These circumstances in my favour,
joined to a manner that never varied, and to a steadiness at
my work that never relaxed, soon produced their effect—
all curiosity about me graduaUy died away: I was left to
pursue my avocations in peace. The friend who had got me
my situation, preserved my secret as I had desired him;
of aU the people whom I had formerly known, pitUess
enemies and lukewarm adherents, not one ever suspected
that my hiding-place was the back office of a Linen-draper's
shop. Eor the first time in my life, I felt that the secret
of my father's misfortune was mine, and mine only; that
my security from exposure was at length complete.
" Before long, I rose to the chief place in the countinghouse. I t was no very difficult matter for me to discover,
that my new master's character had other elements besides
that of the highest respectability. I n plain terms, I found
him to be a pretty equal compound by nature, of the fool,
the tyrant, and the coward. There was only one direction
In which what groveUing sympathies he had, could be
touched to some purpose. Save him waste, or get him
profit; and he was really grateful. I succeeded in working
both these marvels. His managing man cheated him; I
found it o u t ; refused to be bribed to coUusIon; and ex-
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posed the fraud to Mr. Sherwin. This got me his confidence, and the place of chief clerk. In that position, I
discovered a means, which had never occurred to my employer, of greatly enlarging his business and its profits,
with the least possible risk. He tried my plan, and it
succeeded. This gained me his warmest admiration, an
increase of salary, and a firm footing in his family circle.
My projects were more than fulfiUed: I had money enough,
and leisure enough; and spent my obscure existence ex
actly as I had proposed.
"But my life was stUl not destined to be altogether
devoid of an animating purpose. When I first knew
Margaret Sherwin, she was just changing from chUdhood
to girlhood. I mariied the promise of future beauty in her
face and figure; and secretly formed the resolution which
you afterwards came forward to thwart, but which I have
executed, and wiU execute, in spite of you.
" The thoughts out of which that resolution sprang,
counsfiUed me more calmly than you can suppose. I said
within myseU": ' The best years of my life have been
irrevocably wasted; misery and humiliation and disaster
have foUowed my steps from my youth ; of all the pleasant
draughts which other men drink to sweeten existence, not
one has passed my lips. I wUl know happiness before I
die; and this girl shaU confer it. She shall grow up to
maturity for me: 1 -wUl imperceptibly gain such a hold on
her affections, AvhUe they are yet young and impressible,
that, when the time comes, and I speak the word-though my years more than double hers, though I am
dependent on her father for the bread I eat, though parents'
voice and lover's voice unite to caU her back—she shall
stUl come to my side, and of her own free wIJl put her hand
in mine, and foUow me wherever I go; my wife, my mistress, my servant, which I choose.
"This was my project. To execute it, time and oppor

BASIL.

237

tunity were mine ; and I steadUy and warily made use of
them, hour by hour, day by day, year by year. Erom first
to last, the girl's father never suspected me. Besides the
security which he felt In my age, he had judged me by his
own small commercial standard, and had found me a model
of integrity. A man who had saved him from being cheated,
who had so enlarged and consolidated his business as to
place him among the top dignitaries of the trade; who was
the first to come to the desk in the morning, and the last to
remain there In the evening; who had not only never demanded, but had absolutely refused to take, a single hoUday—such a man as this was, morally and intellectually, a
man In ten thousand ; a man to be admired and trusted In
every relation of life!
" His confidence In me knew no bounds. H e was uneasy
if I was not by to advise him in the simplest matters. My
ears were the first to which he confided his insane ambition
on the subject of his daughter—his anxiety to see her marry
above her station—his stupid resolution to give her the false,
flippant, fashionable education which she subsequently received. I thwarted his plans in nothing, openly—counteracted them in everything, secretly. The more I strengthened
my sources of influence over Margaret, the more pleased he
was. H e was delighted to hear her constantly referring to
me about her home-lessons; to see her coming to me,
evening after everung, to learn new occupations and amusfe-.
ments. H e suspected I had been a gentleman ; he had
been told I spoke pure English ; he felt sure I had received
a first-rate education—I was nearly as good for Margaret as
good society itself! When she grew older, and went to the
fashionable school, as her father had declared she should,
my offer to keep up her lessons in the holidays, and to examine what progress she had made, when she came home
regularly every fortnight for the Sunday, was accepted with
greedy readiness, and acknowledged with servile gratitude.
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At this time, Mr. Sherwin's own estimate of me, among his
friends, was, that he had got me for half nothing, and that
I was worth more to him than a thousand a-year.
" But there was one member of the family who suspected
my intentions from the first. Mrs. Sherwin—the weak,
timid, sickly woman, whose opinion nobody regarded, whose
character nobody understood—Mrs. Sherwin, of all those
who dwelt in the house, or came to the house, was the onlyone whose looks, words, and manner kept me constantly
on my guard. The very first time we saw each other, that
woman doubted me, as I doubted her; and for ever afterwards, when we met, she was on the watch. This mutual
distrust, this antagonism of our two natures, never openly
proclaimed itself, and never wore away. My chance of
security lay, not so much in my own caution, and my perfect command of look and action under all emergencies, as
in the self-distrust and timidity of her nature ; in the helpless inferiority of position to which her husband's want of
affection, and her daughter's want of respect, condemned
her In her own house; and In the influence of repulsion—
at times, even of absolute terror—which my presence had
the power of communicating to her. Suspecting what I
am assured she suspected—Incapable as she was of rendering
her suspicions certainties—knowing beforehand, as she must
have known, that no words she could speak would gain the
smallest respect or credit from her husband or her child—•
that woman's life, while I was at North Villa, must have
been a life of the direst mental suffering to which any
human being was ever condemned.
" As time passed, and Margaret grew older, her beauty
both of face and form approached nearer to perfection
than I had foreseen, closely as I watched her. But neither
her mind nor her disposition kept pace with her beauty. I
studied her closely, with the same patient, penetrating observation, which my experience of the world has made it a
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habit with me to direct on every one with whom I an
brought in contact—I studied her, I say, intently; and
found her worthy of nothing, not even of the slave-destiny
which I had in store for her.
" She had neither heart nor mind, in the higher sense of
those words. She had simply instincts—most of the bad
instincts of an animal; none of the good. The great motive power which really directed her, was Deceit. I never
met with any human being so inherently disingenuous, so
naturally incapable of candour even in the most trifling affairs of life, as she was. The best training could never have
wholly overcome this vice in her: the education she actuaUy
got — an education under false pretences—encouraged it.
Everybody has read, some people have known, of young girls
who have committed the most extraordinary impostures,
or sustained the most infamous false accusations; their
chief motive being often the sheer enjoyment of practising
deceit. Of such characters was the character of Margaret
Sherwin.
" She had strong passions, but not their frequent accompaniment—strong will, and strong Intellect. She had some
obstinacy, but no firmness. Appeal In the right way to her
vanity, and you could make her do the thing she had declared she would not do, the minute after she had made the
declaration. As for her mind, it was of the lowest schoolgirl average. She had a certain knack at learning this thing,
and remembering t h a t ; but she understood nothing fairly,
felt nothing deeply. If I had not had my own motive in
teaching her, I should have shut the books again, the first
time she and I opened them together, and have given her
up as a fool.
" All, however, that I discovered of bad in her character,
never made me pause in the prosecution of my design ; I
had carried it too far for that, before I thoroughly knew
her. Besides, what mattered her duplicity to me ?—I could
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see through it. Her strong passions ?—I could conti-ol
them. Her obstinacy ?—I could break it. Her poverty of
intellect ?—I cared nothing about her inteUect. W h a t I
wanted was youth aiid beauty; she was young and beautiful,
and I was sure of her.
" Y e s ; sure. Her showy person, showy accomplishments, and showy manners dazzled all eyes but mine—of
aU the people about her, I alone found out what she reaUy
was; and in that lay the main secret of my influence over
her. I dreaded no rivalry. Her father, prompted by his
ambitious hopes, kept most young men of her class away
from the house ; the few who did come were not dangerous ;
they were as incapable of inspiring, as she was of feehng,
real love. H e r mother stiU watched me, and still discovered
nothing; still suspected me behind my back, and stIU
trembled before my face. Months passed on monotonously,
year succeeded to year; and I bided my time as patiently,
and kept my secret as cautiously as at the first. No change
occurred, nothing happened to weaken or alter my influence
at North VlUa, until the day arrived when Margaret left
school and came home for good.

" Exactly at the period to which I have referred, certain
business transactions of great importance required the presence of Mr. Sherwin, or of some confidential person to
represent him, at Lyons. Secretly distrusting his own
capabilities, he proposed to me to go ; saying that it would
be a pleasant trip for me, and a good introduction to his
wealthy manufacturing correspondents. After some consideration, I accepted his offer.
" I had never hinted a word of my intentions towards hei
to Margaret; but she understood them well enough—I was
rertain of that, from many indications which no man coidd
mistake. Eor reasons which will presently appear, I re«
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solved not to explain myself untU my return from Lyons.
My private object in going there, was to make interest
secretly with Mr. Sherwin's correspondents for a situation
in their house. I knew that when I made my proposals to
Margaret, I must be prepared to act on them on the Instant;
I knew that her father's fury when he discovered that 1
had been helping to educate his daughter only for myself,
would lead him to any extremities ; I knew that we must
fly to some foreign country ; and, lastly, I knew the importance of securing a provision for our maintenance, when
we got there. I had saved money, it is true—nearly twothirds of my salary, every year—but had not saved enough
for two. Accordingly, I left England to push my own interests, as well as my employer's ; left it, confident that my
short absence would not weaken the result of years of
steady influence over Margaret. The sequel showed that,
cautious and calculating as I was, I had nevertheless overlooked the chances against me, which my own experience of
her vanity and duplicity ought to have enabled me thoroughly to foresee.
" W e l l : I had been some time at Lyons; had managed
my employer's business (from flrst to last, I was faithful, as
I had engaged to be, to his commercial Interests) ; and had
arranged my own affairs securely and privately. Already,
I was looking forward, with sensations of happiness which
were new to me, to my return and to the achievement of
the one success, the solitary triumph of my long life of
humiliation and disaster, when a letter arrived from Mr.
Sherwin. I t contained the news of your private marriage,
and of the extraordinary conditions that had been attached
to it with your consent.
" Other people were in the room with me when I read
that letter; but my manner betrayed nothing to them. My
hand never trembled when I folded the sheet of paper
a^rain; I was not a minute late in attendinj? a business
B
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engagement which I had accepted; the slightest duties of
other kinds which I had to do, I rigidly fulflUed. Never
did I more thoroughly and fairly earn the evening's leisure
by the morning's work, than I earned It that day,
" Leaving the town at the close of afternoon, I walked on
till I came to a solitary place on the bank of the great river
which runs near Lyons. There I opened the letter for the
second time, and read it through again slowly, with no
necessity now for self-control, because no human being was
near to look at me. There I read your name, constantly
repeated in every line of writing; and knew that the man
who, in my absence, had stepped between me and my prize
—the man who, in his Insolence of youth, and birth, and
fortune, had snatched from me the one long-delayed reward
for twenty years of misery, just as my hands were stretched
forth to grasp it, was the son of that honourable and highborn gentleman who had given my father to the gaUows,
and had made me the outcast of my social privileges for life.
" The sun was setting when I looked up from the letter ;
flashes of rose-light leapt on the leaping river; the birds
were winging nestward to the distant trees, and the ghostly
stillness of night was saUIng solemnly over earth and sky, as
the first thought of the vengeance I would have on father
and son began to burn fiercely at my heart, to move like a
new life within me, to whisper to my spirit—Wait: be patient ; they are both in your power ; you can now foul the
father's name as the father fouled yours—you can yet
thwart the ^ n , as the son has thwarted you,
" I n the few minutes that passed, while I lingered in that
lonely place after reading the letter, I imagined the whole
scheme which it afterwards took a year to execute. I laid
the whole plan against you and your father, the first half of
which, through the accident that led you to your discovery,
has alone been carried out. I believed then, as I believe
now, that I stood towards you both in the place of ari in-
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jured man, whose right it was, in self-defence and selfassertion, to injure you. Judged by your ideas, this may
read wickedly; but to me, after having lived and suffered
as I have, the modern common-places current in the world
are so many brazen images which society impudently worships—like the Jews of old—in the face of living Truth.
" Let us get back to England.
" That evening, when we met for the first time, did you
observe that Margaret was unusually agitated before I came
in ? I detected some change, the moment I saw her. Did
you notice that I avoided speaking to her, or looking at
her ? it was because I was afraid to do so. I saw that, with
my return, my old influence over her was coming back: and
I still believe that, hypocritical and heartless though she
was, and blinded though you were by your passion for her,
she would unconsciously have betrayed everything to you
on that evening, if I had not acted as I did. Her mother,
too! how her mother watched me from the moment when I
came in!
" Afterwards, while you were trying hard to open, undetected, the sealed history of my early life, I was warily discovering from Margaret all that I desired to know. I say
* warily,' but the word poorly expresses my consummate
caution and patience, at that time. I never put myself in
her power, never risked offending, or frightening, or revolting her; never lost an opportunity of bringing her back
to her old habits of familiarity; and, more tSan all, never
gave her mother a single opportunity of detecting me.
This was the sum of what I gathered up, bit by bit, from
secret aud scattered investigations, persevered in through
many weeks.
" Her vanity had been hurt, her expectations disappointed,
at my having left her for Lyons, with no other parting
R 2
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words than such as I might have spoken to any other
woman whom I looked on merely as a friend. That she felt
any genuine love for me I never have believed, and never
shall: but I had that practical ability, that firmness of wUl,
that obvious personal ascendancy over most of those with
whom I came in contact, which extorts the respect and
admiration of women of all characters, and even of women
of no character at all. As far as her senses, her instincts,
and her pride could take her, I had won her over to m e ;
but no farther—because no farther could she go. I mention pride among her motives, advisedly. She was proud of
being the object of such attentions as I had now paid to her
for years, because she fancied that, through those attentions,
I, who, more or less, ruled everyone else In her sphere, had
yielded to her'the power of ruling me. The manner of my
departure from England showed her too plainly that she
had miscalculated her influence, and that the powerj^ in her
case, as in the case of others, was all on my side. Hence
the wound to her vanity, to which I have aUuded.
" I t was whUe this wound was still fresh that you met
her, and appealed to her self-esteem In a new direction.
You must have seen clearly enough, that such proposals as
yours far exceeded the most ambitious expectations formed
by her father. No man's aUIance could have lifted her much
higher out of her own class : she knew this, and from that
knowledge married you—married you for your station, for
your name, for your great friends and connections, for your
father's money, and carriages, and fine houses; for everything, in short, but yourself.
" StUl, in spite of the temptations of youth, wealth, and
birth which your proposals held out to her, she accepted
them at first (I made her confess it herself) with a secret
terror and misgiving, produced by the remembrance of me.
These sensations, however, she soon queUed, or fancied she
queUed ; and these, it was now my last, best chance to rp-
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vive. I had a whole year for the work before m e ; and I
felt certain of success.
" On your side, you had immense advantages. You had
social superiority; you had her father's full approbation;
and you were married to her. If she had loved you for
yourself, loved you for anything besides her own sensual interests, her vulgar ambition, her reckless vanity, every effort
I could have made against you would have been defeated
from the first. But, setting this out of the question, in
spite of the utter heartlessness of her attachment to you,
if you had not consented to that condition of waiting a
year for her after marriage; or, consenting to it, if you had
broken it long before the year was out—knowing, as you
should have known, that in most women's eyes a man Is not
dishonoured by breaking his promise, so long as he breaks
it for a woman's sake—if, I say, you had taken either of
these courses, I should still have been powerless against
you. B u t you remained faithful to your promise, faithful
to the condition, faithful to the ill-directed modesty of your
love ; and that very fidelity put you in my power. A pureminded girl would have loved you a thousand times better
for acting as you did—but Margaret Sherwin was not a pureminded girl, not a maidenly g i r l : I have looked Into her
thoughts, and I know it.
" Such were your chances against me ; and such was the
manner in which you misused them. On my side, I had Indefatigable patience; personal advantages equal, with the
exception of birth and age, to yours: long-established influence ; freedom to be familiar; and more than all, that
stealthy, unflagging strength of purpose which only springs
from the desire of revenge. I first thoroughly tested your
character, and discovered on what points it was necessary
for me to be on my guard against you, when you took shelter
under my roof from the storm. If your father had been with
you on that night, there were moments, while the tempest
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was wrought to its full fury, when, if my voice could have
called the thunder down on the house to crush it and every
one in it to atoms, I would have spoken the word, and ended
the strife for aU of us. The wind, the had, and the lightning
maddened my thoughts of your father and you — I was
nearly letting you see it, when that flash came between us as
we parted at my door.
" How I gained your confidence, you know; and you
know also, how I contrived to make you use me, afterwards,
as the secret friend who procured you privileges with Margaret which her father would not grant at your own request.
This, at the outset, secured me from suspicion on your part;
and I had only to leave it to your infatuation to do the rest.
With you my course was easy—with her it was beset by
difficulties; but I overcame them. Your fatal consent to
wait through a year of probation, furnished me with weapons
against you, which I employed to the most unscrupulous
purpose. I can picture to myself what would be your indignation and your horror, if I fuUy described the use
which I made of the position in which your compliance
with her father's conditions placed you towards Margaret.
I spare you this avowal—it would be useless now. Consider me what you please; denounce my conduct in any
terms you like: my justification wiU always be the same.
I was the injured mau, you were the aggressor; I was righting myself by getting back a possession of which you had
robbed me, and any means were sanctified by such an end
as that.
" B u t my success, so far, was of httle avail, in itself,
against the all-powerful counter-attraction which you pos'.sesaed. Contemptible, or not, you still had this superiority
over me—you could make a fine lady of her. Erom that
fact sprang the ambition which aU my infiuence, datln"' as
it did from her chUdhood, could not destroy. There, was
fastened the main-spring which regulated her selfish devotion
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to you, and which it was next to impossible to snap asunder.
I never made the attempt.
" The scheme which I proposed to her, when she was fully
prepared to hear it, and to conceal that she had heard it,
left her free to enjoy all the social advantages which your
alliance could bestow—free to ride in her carriage, and go
into her father's shop (that was one of her ambitions!) as
a new customer added to his aristocratic connection—free
even to become one of your family, unsuspected, in case
your rash marriage was forgiven. Your credulity rendered
the execution of this scheme easy. In what manner it was
to be carried out, and what object I proposed to myself in
framing It, I abstain from avowing ; for the simple reason
that the discovery at which you arrived by following us on
the night of the party, made my plan abortive, and has obliged me since to renounce it. I need only say. In this place,
that it threatened your father as well as you, and that Margaret recoiled from it at first—not from any horror of the
proposal, but through fear of discovery. Gradually, I overcame her apprehensions : very graduaUy, for I was not
thoroughly secure of her devotion to my purpose, until
your year of probation was nearly out.
"Through all that year, daily visitor as you were at
North Villa, you never suspected either of us ! And yet,
had you been one whit less Infatuated, how many warnings
you might have discovered, which, in spite of her duplicity
and my caution, would then have shown themselves plainly
enough to put you on your guard ! Those abrupt changes
in her manner, those alternate fits of peevish sUence and
capricious gaiety, which sometimes displayed themselves
even in your presence, had every one of them their meaning—though you could not aiscern it. Sometimes, they
meant fear of discovery, sometimes fear of m e : now, they
might be traced back to hidden contempt; now, to passions
ewelling under fancied outrage; now, to secret remem-
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brance of disclosures I had just made, or eager anticipation
of disclosures I had yet to reveal. There were times at
which every step of the way along which I was advancing
waa marked, faintly yet significantly, in her manner and her
speech, could you only have interpreted them aright. My
first renewal of my old influence over her, my flrst words
that degraded you In her eyes, my first successful pleading
of my own cause against yours, my first appeal to those
passions in her which I knew how to move, my first proposal to her of the whole scheme which I had matured in
solitude, in the foreign country, by the banks of the great
nver—all these separate and gradual advances on my part
towards the end which I was vowed to achieve, were outwardly shadowed forth in her, consummate as were her
capacities for deceit, and consummately as she learnt to use
them against you.
" Do you remember noticing, on your return from the
country, how Ul Margaret looked, and how iU I looked ?
W e had some interviews during your absence, at which I
spoke such words to her as would have left their mark on
the face of a Jezebel, or a Messalina. Have you forgotten
how often, during the latter days of your year of expectation, I abruptly left the room after you had called me in
to bear you company in your evening readings ? My pretext was sudden illness; and illness it was, but not of the
body. As the time approached, I felt less and less secure
of my own caution and patience. W i t h you, indeed, I
might still have considered myself safe : It was the presence
of Mrs. Sherwin that drove me from the room. Under
that woman's fatal eye I shrank, when the last days drew
near—I, who had defied her detection, and stood firmly on
my guard against her sleepless, silent, deadly vigilance, for
months and months—gave way as the end approached! I
knew that she had once or twice spoken strangely to you,
and I dreaded lest her wandering, Incoherent words might
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yet take in time a recognisable direction, a palpable shape.
They did n o t ; the instinct of terror bound her tongue to
Hie last. Perhaps, even if she had spoken plainly, you
would not have believed her; you would have been still
true to yourself and to your confidence in Margaret.
Enemy as I am to you, enemy as I will be to the day of
your death, I will do you justice for the past:—Your love
for that girl was a love which even the purest and best of
women could never have thoroughly deserved.

" My letter Is nearly done: my retrospect Is finished. I
have brought it down to the date of events, about which
you know as much as I do. Accident conducted you to a
discovery which, otherwise, you might not have made, perhaps for months, perhaps not at all, until I had led you to
it of my own accord. I say accident, positively; knowing
that from first to last I trusted no third person. W h a t you
know, you knew by accident alone.
" But for that chance discovery, you would have seen me
bring her back to North Villa at the appointed time, in my
care, just as she went out. I had no dread of her meeting
you. But enough of her! I shall dispose of her future,
as I had resolved to dispose of it years ago; careless how
she may be affected when she first sees the hideous alteration which your attack has wrought in me. Enough, I say,
of the Sherwins—father, mother, and daughter—your destiny lies not with them, but with me.
" Do you still exult in having deformed me In every
feature, in having given me a face to revolt every human
being who looks at me ? Do you triumph in the remembrance of this atrocity, as you triumphed In the acting of
it—believing that you had destroyed my future with Margaret, in destroying my very identity as a man ? I tell you,
that with the hour when I leave this hospital your day of
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triumph wUl be over, and your day of expiation will begin
—never to end till the death of one of us. You shaU live
—refined educated gentleman as you are—to wish, Uke a
ruffian, that you had kiUed m e ; and your father shall live
to wish it too,
" Am I trying to awe you with the fierce words of a
boa ster and a bully ? Test me, by looking back a little,
aud discovering what I have abstained from for the sake of
my purpose, since I have been here. A word or two from
my lips, in answer to the questions with which I have been
baited, day after day, by those about me, would have caUed
you before a magistrate to answer for an assault—a shockiug and a savage assault, even in this country, where hand
to hand brutality is a marketable commodity between the
Prisoner and the Law. Your father's name might have
been publicly coupled with your dishonour, if I had but
spoken; and I was silent. I kept the secret—kept it,
because to avenge myself on you by a paltry scandal, which
you and your family (opposing to it wealth, position, previous character, and general sympathy) would live down in
a few days, was not my revenge: because to be righted
before magistrates and judges by a beggarman's exhibition
of physical injury, and a coward's confession gf physical
defeat, was not my way of righting myself I have a lifelong retaliation in view, which laws and lawgivers are powerless either to aid or to oppose—the retaliation which set a
mark upon Cain (as I will set a mark on y o u ) ; and then
made his life his punishment (as I wUl make your Ufo
yours).
" How ? Eemember what my career has been; and
know that I wIU make your career hke it. As my father's
death by the hangman affected my existence, so the events
of that night when you followed me shaU affect yours.
Your father shall see you living the life to which his evidence
against my father condemned me—shall see the foul stain
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of your disaster clinging to you wherever you go. The
infamy with which I am determined to pursue you, shall b.e
your own infamy that you cannot get quit of—for you
shall never get quit of me, never get quit of the wife who
has dishonoured you. You may leave your home, and leave
England; you may make new friends, and seek new employments ; years and years may pass away—and still, you
shall not escape u s : still, you shall never know when we
are near, or when we are distant; when we are ready to
appear before you, or when we are sure to keep out of your
sight. My deformed face and her fatal beauty shall hunt
you through the world. The terrible secret of your dishonour, and of the atrocity by which you avenged It, shall
ooze out through strange channels, In vague shapes, by tortuous intangible processes ; ever changing in the manner of
its exposure, never remediable by your own resistance, and
always directed to the same end—your isolation as a marked
man, in every fresh sphere, among every new community to
which you retreat.
" Do you call this a very madness of malignity and revenge ? I t is the only occupation in life for which your
mutilation of me has left me fit; and I accept it, as work
worthy of my deformity. I n the prospect of watching
how you bear this hunting through life, that never quite
hunts you down; how long you resist the polson-lnfiuence,
as slow as it Is sure, of a crafty tongue that cannot be
silenced, of a denouncing presence that cannot be fled, of a
damning secret torn from you and exposed afresh each time
you have hidden It—there is the promise of a nameless
dehght which it sometimes fevers, sometimes chills my blood
to think of. Lying in this place at night, in those hours
of darkness and stillness when the surrounding atmosphere
of human misery presses heavy on me in my heavy sleep,
prophecies of dread things to come between us, trouble my
spirit in dreams. At those times, I knowj and shudder in
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knowing, that there is something besides the motive of
retaliation, something less earthly and apparent than that,
which urges me horribly and supernaturaUy to link myself
to you for life; which makes me feel as the bearer of a
curse that shall follow you ; as the instrument of a fatality
pronounced against you long ere we met—a fatality beginning before our fathers were parted by the hangman ; perpetuating itself in you and me ; ending who shall say how,
or when ?
" Beware of comforting yourself with a false security, by
despising my words, as the wild words of a madman, dreaming of the perpetration of impossible crimes. Throughout
this letter I have warned you of what you may expect; because I will n9t assail you at disadvantage, as you assailed
me ; because It is my pleasure to ruin you, openly resisting
me at every step. I have given you fair play, as the huntsmen give fair play at starting to the animal they are about
to run down. Be warned against seeking a false hope in the
belief that my faculties are shaken, and that my resolves are
visionary—false, because such a hope is only despair in
disguise.
" I have done. The time is not far distant when my
words wiU become deeds. They cure fast in a public hospital : we shall meet soon!
" EOBEET MANNION."

" W e shall meet soon!"
How ? Where ? I looked back at the last page of writing. B u t my attention wandered strangely; I confused
one paragraph with another ; the longer I read, the less I
waa able to grasp the meaning, not of sentences merely, but
even of the simplest words.
Erom the flrst lines to the last, the letter had produced
no distinct impressions on my mind. So utterly was I worn
out by the previous events of the day, that even those
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earlier portions of Mannion's confession, which revealed the
connection between my father and his, and the terrible manner of their separation, hardly roused me to more than a
momentary astonishment. I just called 'to remembrance
that I had never heard the subject mentioned at home, except once or twice in vague hints dropped mysteriously by
an old servant, and little regarded by me at the time, as referring to matters which had happened before I was born.
I just reflected thus briefly and languidly on the narrative
at the commencement of the letter; and then mechanicaUy
read on. Except the passages which contained the exposure of Margaret's real character, and those which described
the origin and progress of Mannion's infamous plot, nothing
in the letter impressed me, as I was afterwards destined to
be Impressed by it, on a second reading. The lethargy of
all feeling into which I had now sunk, seemed a very
lethargy of death.
I tried to clear and concentrate my faculties by thinking
of other subjects; but without success. All that I had
heard and seen since the morning, now recurred to me more
and more vaguely and confusedly. I could form no plan
either for the present or the future. I knew as little how
to meet Mr. Sherwin's last threat of forcing me to acknowledge his guilty daughter, as how to defend myself against
the hfe-long hostility with which I was menaced by Mannion. A feeling of awe and apprehension, which I could
trace to no distinct cause, stole irresistibly and mysteriously
over rae. A horror of the searching brightness of daylight, a suspicion of the loneliness of the place to which I
had retreated, a yearning to be among my fellow-creatures
again, to live where there was life—the busy life of London
—overcame me. I turned hastily, and walked back from
the suburbs to the city.
I t was growing towards evening as I gained one of the
great thoroughfares. Seeing some of the inhabitants of
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the houses, as I walked along, sitting at their open windows to enjoy the evening air, the thought came to me for
the first time that day:—where shaU I lay my head tonight? Home I had none. Eriends who would have
gladly received me were not wanting; but to go to them
would obUge me to explain myself, to disclose something of
the secret of my calamity; and this I was determined to
Keep concealed, as I had told my father I would keep it.
My last-left consolation was my knowledge of stUl preserving that resolution, of stUl honourably holding by it at
aU hazards, cost what it might.
So I thought no more of succour or sympathy from any
one of my friends. As a stranger I had been driven from
my home, and as a stranger I was resigned to live, until I
had learnt how to conquer my misfortune by my own
vigour and endurance. EIrm in this determination, though
firm in nothing else, I now looked around me for the first
shelter I could purchase from strangers—the humbler the
better.
I happened to be in the poorest part, and on the poorest
side of the great street along which I was walking—among
the inferior shops, and the houses of few stories. A room
to let was not hard to find here. I took the first I saw;
escaped questions about names and references by paying
my week's rent in advance; and then found myself left in
possession of the one little room which I must be resigned
to look on for the future—perhaps for a long future!—as
my home.
Home! A dear and a mournful remembrance was revived in the reflections suggested by that simple word.
Through the darkness that thickened over my mind, there
now passed one faint ray of light which gave promise of
the morning—the hght of the calm face that I had last
looked on when it was resting on my father's breast.
Clara! My parting words to her, when I had unclasped
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from my neck those kind arms which would fain have held
me to Lome for ever, had expressed a promise that was vet
unfulflUed. I trembled as I now thought on my sister's
situation. Not knowing whither I had turned my steps
on leaving home; uncertain to what extremities my despair
might hurry m e ; absolutely ignorant even whether she
might ever see me again-^it was terrible to reflect on the
suspense under which she might be suffering, at this very
moment, on my account. My promise to write to her, was
of aU promises the most vitally important, and the flrst
that should be fulfilled.
My letter was very short. I communicated to her the
address of the house in which I was living (well knowing
that nothing but positive information on this point would
effectually relieve her anxiety)—I asked her to write in
reply, and let me hear some news of her, the best that she
could give—and I entreated her to beheve implicitly in my
patience and courage under every disaster; and to feel
assured that, whatever happened, I should never lose the
hope of soon meeting her again. Of the perUs that beset
me, of the wrong and injury I might yet be condemned to
endure, I said nothing. Those were truths which I was
determined to conceal from her, to the last. She had suffered for me more than I dared think of, already!
I sent my letter by hand, so as to ensure its immediate
delivery. I n •writing those few simple lines, I had no suspicion of the important results which they were destined
to produce. I n thinking of to-morrow, and of aU the
events which to-morrow might bring with it, I httle
thought whose voice would be the first to greet me the
next day, whose hand woull be held out to me as the
helping hand of a friend.
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I t was still early In the morning, when a loud knock
sounded at the house-door, and I heard the landlady caUing
to the servant: " A gentleman to see the gentleman who
came in last night." The moment the words reached me,
my thoughts recurred to the letter of yesterday—Had
Mannion found me out in my retreat ? As the suspicion
crossed my mind, the door opened, and the visitor
entered.
I looked at him in speechless astonishment. I t was my
elder brother! I t was Ealph himself who now walked into
the room!
" WeU, Basil! how are you ?" he said, with his old offhand manner and hearty voice.
" Ealph ! You in England!—you here!"
" I came back from Italy last night. Basil, how awfully
you're changed! I hardly know you again."
His manner altered as he spoke the last words. The
look of sorrow and alarm which he fixed on me, went to
my heart. I thought of holiday-time, when we were boys ;
of Ealph's boisterous ways with m e ; of his good-humoured
school-frolics, at my expense; of the strong bond of union
between us, so strangely compounded of my weakness and
his strength; of my passive and of his active n a t u r e ; I
saw how little he had changed since that time, and knew
as I never knew before, how miserably I was altered. AU
the shame and grief of my banishment from home came
back on me, at sight of his friendly, familiar face. I struggled hard to keep my self-possession, and tried to bid him
welcome cheerfuUy; but the effort was too much for me.
I turned away my head, as I took his hand; for the old
school-boy feehng of not letting Ealph see that I was in
tears, influenced me still.
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" Basil' BasU ! what are you about ? This won't do.
Look up, and listen to me. I have promised Clara to pull
you thrjiugh this wretched mess; and I'll do it. Get a
chair, and give me a Ught. I'm going to sit on your bed,
smoke a cigar, and have a long talk with you."
WhUe he was hghting his cigar, I looked more closely at
him than before. Though he was the same as ever in manner ; though his expression stIU preserved its reckless
levity of former days, I now detected that he had changed
a httle in some other respects. His features had become
coarser—dissipation had begun to mark them. His spare,
active, muscular figure had filled out; he was dressed
rather carelessly; and of all his trinkets and chains of
early times, not one appeared about him now. Ealph
looked prematurely middle-aged, since I had seen him
last.
" WeU," he began, " first of all, about my coming back.
The fact is, the morganatic Mrs. Ealph—" (he referred to
his last mistress) " wanted to see England, and I was tired
of being abroad. So I brought her back with me; and
we're going to live quietly, somewhere in the Brompton
neighbourhood. That woman has been my salvation—you
must come and see her. She has broke me of gaming altogether ; I was going to the devU as fast as I could, when
she stopped me—but you know all about it, of course.
WeU: we got to London yesterday afternoon; and in the
evening I left her at the hotel, and went to report myself
at home. There, the first thing I heard, was that you had
cut me out of my old original distinction of being the
famUy scamp. Don't look distressed, BasU; I'm not
laughing at you; I've come to do something better than
that. Never mind my talk: nothing in the world ever was
serious to me, and nothing ever wUl be."
He stopped to knock the ash off his cigar, and settle
Jhunci'lf more comfortably on my bed; then proceeded.
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" I t has been my ill-luck to see my father pretty seriously oflended on more than one occasion; but I never
saw him so very quiet and so very dangerous as last night
when he was telling me about you. I remember well enough
how he spoke and looked, when he caught me putting away
my trout-flies in the pages of that family history of his ;
but it was nothing to see him or hear him then, to what It
is now. I can tell you this, Basil—if I believed in what the
poetical people caU a broken heart (which I don't), I should
be almost afraid that he was broken-hearted. I saw it was
no use to say a word for you just yet, so I sat quiet and
listened to him till I got my dismissal for the evening. My
next proceeding was to go up-stairs, and see Clara. Upstairs, I give you my word of honour. It was worse still.
Clara was walking about the room with your letter in her
hand—^just reach me the matches : my cigar's out. Some
men can ta.Ik and smoke in equal proportions—I never
could.
" You know as well as I do," he continued when he had
relit his cigar, " that Clara is not usually demonstrative. I
always thought her rather a cold temperament—but the
moment I put my head in at the door, I found I'd been just
as great a fool on that point as on most others. Basil, the
scream Clara gave when she first saw me, and the look in
her eyes when she talked about you, positively frightened me
I can't describe anything; a n d l h a t e descriptions by other men
(most likely on that very account): so I won't describe what
she said and did. I'll only tell you that it ended In my promising to come here the first thing this morning ; promising
to get you out of the scrape ; promising, in short, everything
she asked me. So here I am, ready for your business before my own. The fair partner of my existence is at the
hotel, half-frantic because I won't go lodging-hunting with
h e r ; but Clara is paramount, Clara is the first thought,
[somebody mast be a good boy at home ; and uov/ you have
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resigned, I'm going to try and succeed you, by way of a
change!"
" Ealph ! Ealph! can you mention Clara's name, and that
woman's name, in the same breath ? Did you leave Clara
quieter and better! Eor God's sake be serious about that,
though serious about nothing else !"
" Gently, Basil! Doucement mon ami-' I did leave her
quieter: my promise made her look almost like herself
again. As for what you say about mentioning Clara and
Mrs. Ealph in the same breath, I've been talking and
smoking till I have no second breaths left to devote to
second-rate virtue. There Is an unanswerable reason for
you, if you want one!
And now let us get to the
business that brings me here. I don't vvant to worry you
by raking up this miserable mef« again, from beginning to
end, in your presence; but I must make sure at the same
time that I have got hold of the right story, or I can't be
of any use to you. My father was a little obscure on certain points. H e talked enough, and more than enough,
about consequences to the famUy, about his own affliction,
about his giving you up for ever; and. In :short, about everything but the case itself, as it really stands against us. Now
that ia just what I ought to be put up to, and must be put
up to. Let me tell you in three words what I was told last
night."
" Go on, Ealph : speak as you please,"
" V e r y good. Eirst of all, I understand^that you took a
fancy to some shopkeeper's daughter—so far, mind, I don't
blame you: I've spent time very pleasantly among the ladies
of the counter myself. B u t In the second place, I'm told
that you actually married the girl! I don't wish to be hard
upon you, my good fellow, but there was an unparalleled
insanity about that act, worthier of a patient in Bedlam
than of my brother. I am not quite sure whether I understand exactly what virtuous* behaviour Is; but if thai was
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virtuous behaviour — there! there! don't look shocked.
Let's have done with the marriage, and get on. Well, jon
made the girl your wife ; and then Innocently consented to
a very queer condition of waiting a year for her (virtuous
behaviour again, I suppose!) At the end of that time—
don't turn away your head, BasU! I may be a scamp ; but
I am not blackguard enough to make a joke—either In your
presence, or out of It—of this part of the story. I will
pass It over altogether. If you like; and only ask you a
question or two. You see, my father either could not or
would not speak plainly of the worst part of the business j
and you know him well enough to know why. But somebody must be a little explicit, or I can do nothing. About
that man ? You found the scoundrel out ? Did you get
within arm's length of him ?"
I told my brother of the struggle with Mannion in the
Square.
H e heard me almost with his former schoolboy delight,
when I had succeeded, to his satisfaction, in a feat of strength
or activity. H e jumped off the bed, and seized both my
hands in his strong grasp ; his face radiant, his eyes sparkling, " Shake hands, Basil! Shake hands, as we haven't
shaken hands y e t : this makes amends for everything ! One
word more, though, about that fellow; where is he now ?"
" I n the hospitaL"
Ealph laughed heartily, and jumped back on the bed. I
remembered Mannion's letter, and shuddered as I thought
of it.
" The next question is about the girl," said my brother.
" W h a t has become of her ? Where waa she aU the time
of your illness ?"
" At her father's house; she is there still."
" Ah, yes! I see ; the old story; innocent, of course.
A.nd her father backs her, doesn't he ? To be sure, that's
fcfae old story too. I have got at our difficulty now; we are
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threatened with an exposure, if you don't acknowledge her.
Walt a minute! Have you any evidence against her, besides your own ?"
" I have a letter, a long letter from her accomplice, containing a confession of his guilt and hers."
" She is sure to call that confession a conspiracy. It's of
no use to us, unless we dared to go to law—and we daren't.
We must hush the thing up at any price ; or It wIU be the
death of my father. This is a case for money, just as I
thought it would be. Mr. and Miss Shopkeeper have got
a large assortment of silence to sell; and we must buy it
of them, over the domestic counter, at so much a yard.
Have you been there yet, Basil, to ask the price and strike
the bargain ?"
" I was at the house, yesterday."
"The deuce you were! And who did you see?—The
fother ? Did you bring him to terms F did you do business
with Mr. Shopkeeper?"
" His manner was brutal: his language, the language of
a bully— ?"
" So much the better. Those men are easiest dealt with:
if he will only fly Into a passion with me, I engage for success beforehand. But the end—how did it end ?"
" As it began:—in threats on his part, in endurance on
mine."
" Ah ! we'll see how he likes my endurance next: he'll
find it rather a different sort of endurance from yours. By
the-bye, Basil, what money had you to offer him ?"
" I made no offer to him then. Circumstances happened
which rendered me incapable of thinking of it. I intended
to go there again, to-day; and if money would bribe him to
silence, and save my family from sharing the dishonour
which has fallen on me, to abandon to him the only money
I have of my own—the little income left me by our mother."
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" Do you mean to say that your oiUy resource is in that
wretched trifle, and that you ever reaUy intend to let it go,
and start in the world without a rap ? Do you mean to
say that my father gave you up without making the smallest provision for you, in such a mess as your's ? Hang i t !
do him justice. H e has been hard enough on you, I know;
but he can't have coolly turned you over to ruin in that
way."
" H e offered me money, at parting; but with such words
of contempt and insult that I would have died rather than
take it. I told him that, unaided by his purse, I would
preserve him, and preserve his family from the infamous
consequences of my calamity—though I sacrificed my own
happiness and my own honour for ever in doing it. And I
go to-day to make that sacrifice. The loss of the little I
have to depend on, is the least part of it. H e maj^ not see
his injustice in doubting me, till too late; but he shall see

it."
" I beg your pardon, Basil; but this is almost as great an
insanity, as the insanity of your marriage. I honour the
independence of your principle, my dear fellow ; but, while
I am to the fore, I'll take good care that you don't rulu
yourself gratuitously, for the sake of any principles whatever ! Just listen to me, now. I n the first place, remember
that what my father said to you, he said In a moment of
violent exasperation. You had been trampling the pride of
his life in the mud i. no man likes that—my father least of
any. And, as for the offer of your poor little morse] of an
income to stop these people's greedy mouths, it isn't a
quarter enough for them. They know our family is a
wealthy family; and they wiU make their demand accordingly. Any other sacrifice, even to taking the girl back
(though, you never could bring yourself to do t h a t ! ) , would
be of no earthly use. Nothing but money will do ; money
cunningly doled out, under the strongest possible stipulations,
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Now, I'm just the man to do that, and I have got the money—•
or, rather, my father has, which comes to the same thing.
Write me the fellow's name and address ; there's no time to
be lost—I'm off to see him at once!"
" I can't allow you, Ealph, to ask my father for what I
would not ask him myself—"
" Give me the name and address, or you will sour my excellent temper for the rest of my life. Your obstinacy
won't do with me, BasU—it didn't at school, and it won't
now. I shall ask my father for money for myself, and use
as much of it as I think proper for your interests. He'll
give me anything I want, now I have turned good boy. I
don't owe fifty pounds, since my last debts were paid off—
thanks to Mrs. Ealph, who Is the most managing woman
in the world. By-the-bye, when you see her, don't seem
surprised at her being older than I am. Oh! this is the
address, is it? HoUyoake Square? Where the devil's that!
Never mind, I'll take a cab, and shift the responsibihty of
finding the place on the driver. Keep up your spirits,
and wait here till I come back. You shall have such news
of Mr. Shopkeeper and his daughter as you little expect!
Au revoir, my dear fellow—au revoir."
H e left the room as rapidly as he had entered it. The
minute afterwards, I remembered that I ought to have
warned him of the fatal illness of Mrs. Sherwin. She might
be dying—dead for aught I knew—when he reached the
house. I ran to the window, to call him back: it was too
late. Ealph was gone.
Even if he were admitted at North Villa, would he succeed ? I was little capable of estimating the chances. The
unexpectedness of his visit ; the strange mixture jf sympathy and levity in his manner, of worldly wisdom and
boyish folly In his conversation, appeared to be still confusing me in his absence, just as they had confused me In his
^eaence. My thoughts imperceptibly wandered away from
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iialph, and the mission he had undertaken on my behalf, tea subject which seemed destined, for the future, to steal on
my attention, irresistibly and darkly, in all my lonely hours.
Already, the fatality denounced against me in Mannion's
letter had begun to act: already, that terrible confession
of past misery and crime, that monstrous declaration of
enmity which was to last with the lasting of life, began to
exercise its numbing influence on my faciUties, to cast its
blighting shadow over my heart.
I opened the letter again, and re-read the threats against
me at its conclusion. One by one, the questions now arose
in my mind: how can I resist, or how escape the vengeance
of this evil spirit ? how shun the dread deformity of that
face, which ia to appear before me in secret ? how sUence
that fiend's tongue, or make harmless the poison which it
wUl pour drop by drop into my hfe ? When should I first
look for that avenging presence ?—now, or not tiU months
hence ? Where should I first see it ? in the house ?—or in
the street ? At what time would it steal to my side ? by
night—or by day ? Should I show the letter to Ealph ?—
—it would be useless. What would avail any advice or assistance which his reckless courage could give, against an
enemy who combined the ferocious vigUance of a savage
with the far-sighted iniquity of a civilised man ?
As this last thought crossed my mind, I hastUy closed the
tetter; determining (alas! how vainly!) never to open it
again. Almost at the same instant, I heard another knock
at the house-door. Could Ealph have retnmed already ?
impossible ! Besides, the knock was very different from his
—it was only just loud enough to be audible where I now
sat.
Mannion ? But would he come thus ? openly, fairly, in
the broad daylight, through the populous street ?
A light, quick step ascended the stairs—my heart bounded;
started to my feet. It was the same step which I used to
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listen for, and love to hear, in my lUnesa. I ran to the
door, and opened it. My instinct had not deceived me!
it was my sister!
" Basil!" she exclaimed, before I could speak—" has Ealph
been here ?"
*' Yes, love—yes."
" Where has he gone ? what has he done for you ? He
promised me—"
" And he has kept his promise nobly, Clara : he is away
helping me now."
" Thank God ! thank God!"
She sank breathless into a chair, as she spoke. Oh, the
pang of looking at her at that moment, and seeing how she
was changed!—seeing the dimness and weariness of the
gentle eyes ; the fear and the sorrow that had already overshadowed the bright young face!
" I shall be better directly," she said, guessing from my
expression what I then felt—" but, seeing you in this strange
place, after what happened yesterday; and having come
here so secretly, in terror of my father finding it out—I
can't help feeling your altered position and mine a little
painfully at first. But we won't complain, as long as I can
get here sometimes to see you : we will only think of the
future now. What a mercy, what a happiness it is that
Ealph has come back! We have always done him injustice ;
he is far kinder and far better than we ever thought him.
But, Basil, how worn and ill you are looking! Have you
not told Ealph everything ? Are you in any danger ?"
" None, Clara—none, indeed !"
" Don't grieve too deeply about yesterday! Try and
forget that horrible parting, and all that brought it about.
He has not spoken of it since, except to tell me that I must
never know more of your fault and your misfortune, than
the httle—the very little—I know already. And I have
resolved not to think about it, as well as not to ask about it,

266

BASIL.

for the future. I have a hope already, Basil—very, very far
off fulfilment—but stiU a hope. Can you not think what
it is ?"
" Your hope is far off fulfilment, indeed, Clara, if it ig
hope from my father!"
" H u s h ! don't say s o ; I know better. Something occurred, even so soon as last night—a very trifling event—
but enough to show that he thinks of you, already, in grief
far more than in anger."
" I wish I could believe it, love ; but my remembrance of
yesterday—"
" Don't trust that remembrance ; don't recall i t ! I will
teU you what occurred. Some time after you had gone, and
after I had recovered myself a little In my own room, I
went downstairs again to see my father; for I was too
terrlfled and too miserable at what had happened, to be
alone. H e was not in his room when I got there. As I
looked round me for a moment, I saw the pieces of your
page in the book about our family, scattered on tho floor ;
and the miniature likeness of you, when you were a child,
was lying among the other fragments. I t had been torn
out of its setting in the paper, but not injured. I picked it
up, Basil, and put It on the table, at the place where he
always sifs ; and laid my own little locket, with your hair
in it, by the side, so that he might know that the miniature
had not been accidentally taken up and put there by the
' servant. Then, I gathered together the pieces of the page
and took them away with me, thinking it better that he
should not see them again. Just as I had got through the
door that leads into the library, and was about to close it,
I heard the other door, by which you enter the study from
the hall, opening; and he came in, and went directly to the
table. His back was towards me, so I could look at him
unperceived. H e observed the miniature directly, and stood
quite still with it in his hand; then sighed—sighed so bit-
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terly!—and then took the portrait of our dear mother from
one of the drawers of the table, opened the case in which
It is kept, and put your miniature inside, very gently and
tenderly. I could not trust myself to see any more, so 1
went up to my room again : and shortly afterwards he came
in with my locket, and gave it me back, only saying—' You
left this on my table, Clara.' But if you nad seen his face
then, you would have hoped all things from him in the time
to come, as I hope now."
" And as I will hope, Clara, though it be from no stronger
motive than gratitude to you."
" Before I left home," she proceeded, after a moment's
sUence, " I thought of your loneliness In this strange place
—knowing that I could seldom come to see you, and then
only by stealth ; by committing a fault which, if my father
found it out—but we won't speak of t h a t ! I thought of
your lonely hours here; and I have brought with me an
old, forgotten companion of yours, to bear you company,
and to keep you from thinking too constantly on what you
have suffered. Look, Basil! won't you welcome this old
friend again ?"
She gave me a small roll of manuscript, with an effort to
resume her kind smile of former days, even while the
tears stood thick in her eyes. I untied the leaves, glanced
at the handwriting, and saw before me, once more, the first
few chapters of my unfinished romance! Again I looked
on the patiently-laboured pages, familiar relics of that
earliest and best ambition which I had abandoned for love ;
too faithful records of the tranquil, ennobling pleasures
which I had lost for ever! Oh, for one Thought-Elower
now, from the dream-garden of the happy P a s t !
" I took more care of those leaves of writing, after you
had thrown them aside, than of anything else I had," said
Clara, " I always thought the time would come, when you
would return again to the occupation which it was once
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your greatest pleasure to pursue, and my greatest pleasure
to watch. And surely that time has arrived. I am certain,
Basil, your book will help you to wait patiently for happier
times, as nothing else can. This place must seem very
strange and lonely ; but the sight of those pages, and the
sight of me sometimes (when I can come), may make it
look almost like home to you! The room is not—not
very—"
She stopped suddenly. I saw her lip tremble, and her
eyes grow dim again, as she looked round her. W h e n I
tried to speak all the gratitude I felt, she turned away
quickly, and began to busy herself in re-arranging tho
wretched furniture; in setting In order the glaring ornaments on the chimney-piece; In hiding the holes in the
ragged window-curtains; in changing, as far as she could,
all the tawdry discomfort of my one miserable little room.
She was still absorbed In this occupation, when the churchclocks of the neighbourhood struck the hour—the hour that
warned her to stay no longer.
" I must go," she said; " i t is later than I thought.
Don't be afraid about my getting home : old Martha came
here with me, and Is waiting downstairs to go back (you
know we can trust her). Write to me as often as you can ;
I shall hear about you every day, from Ealph; but I should
like a letter sometimes, as well. Be as hopeful and as patient yourself, dear, under misfortune, as you wish me to be;
and I shaU despair of nothing. Don't tell Ealph I have
been here—^lie might be angry. I will come again, the first
opportunity. Good-bye, BasU! Let us try and part happily. In the hope of better days. Good-bye, dear—goodbye, only for the present!"
Her self-possession nearly failed her, as she kissed me,
and then turned to the door. She just signed to me not to
follow her down-stairs, and, without looking round again,
hurried from the room.
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I t was well for the preservation of our secret, that she
had so resolutely refrained from delaying her departure.
She had been gone but for a few minutes—the lovely and
consoling infiuence of her presence was stIU fresh in my
heart—I was still looking sadly over the once precious pages
of manuscript which she had restored to me—when Ealph
returned from North Villa. I heard him leaping, rather
than running, up the ricketty wooden stairs. H e burst
into my room more impetuously than ever.
" All right!" he said, jumping back to his former place on
the bed. " W e can buy Mr. Shopkeeper for anything we
like—for nothing at aU, if we choose to be stingy. His innocent daughter has made the best of all confessions, just at
the right time. Basil, my boy, she has left her father's
house!"
" W h a t do you mean ?"
" She has eloped to the hospital!"
" Mannion!"
" Yes, Mannion: I have got his letter to her. She is
criminated by It, even past her father's contradiction—and
he doesn't stick at a trifle! But I'll begin at the beginning,
and tell you everything. Hang it, Basil, you look as if I'd
brought you bad news instead of good!"
" Never mind bow I look, Ealph—pray go on!"
" W e l l : the first thing I heard, on getting to the house,
was that Sherwin's wife was dying. The servant took in
my name: but I thought of course I shouldn't be admitted.
No such thing ! I was let in at once, and the first words
this fellow, Sherwin, said to me, were, that his wife waa
only ill, that the servants were exaggerating, and that he
was quite ready to hear what Mr. Basil's ' highly-respected'
brother (fancy calling me ' highly-respected;') had to say to
him. The fool, however, as you see, was cunning enough
to try civility to begin with. A more ill-looking human
saongrel 1 never set eyes on! I took the measure of my
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man directly, and in two minutes told him exactly what 1
came for, without softening a single word."
" A n d how did he answer you ?"
" As I anticipated, by beginning to bluster immediately.
I took him down, just as he swore his second oath. ' Sir,'
I said very politely, ' if you mean to make a cursing and a
swearing conference of this, I think it only fair to inform
you before-hand-that you are likely to get the worst of it.
When the whole collection of British oaths is exhausted, I
can swear fluently in five foreign languages : I have always
made it a principle to pay back abuse at compound interest,
and I don't exaggerate in saying, that I am quite capable of
swearing you out of your senses. If you persist in setting
me the example. And now, if you like to go on, pray do
—I'm ready to hear you.' While I was speaking, he stared
at me in a state of helpless astonishment; when I had done,
he began to bluster again—but It was a pompous, dignified, parliamentary sort of bluster, now, ending In his pulling
your unlucky marriage-certificate out of his pocket, asserting
for the fiftieth time, that the girl was Innocent, and declaring
that he'd make you acknowledge her, if he went before a
magistrate to do it. That's what he said when you saw him,
I suppose ?"
" Yes : almost word for word."
" I had my answer ready for him, before he could put
the certificate back in his pocket. ' Now, Mr. Sherwin,' I
said, ' have the goodness to listen to me. My father has
certain family prejudices and nervous delicacies, which 1 do
not inherit from him, and which I mean to take good care
to prevent you from working on. A t the same time, I be"'
you to understand that I have come here without his knowledge. I am not my father's ambassador, but my brother's
- w h o Is unfit to deal with you, himself, because he Is not
haif hard-hearted, or half worldly enough. As my brotlier's
eavojr^ tbeiefore, and out of consideration for my father's
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peculiar feelings, I "now offer you, from my own resources, a
certain annual sum of money, far more than sufficient for
all your daughter's expenses—a sum payable quarterly, on
condition that neither you nor she shall molest u s ; that
you shall never make use of our name anywhere ; and that
the fact of my brother's marriage (hitherto preserved a
secret) shall for the future be consigned to oblivion. We
keep our opinion of your daughter's guilt—you keep your
opinion of her Innocence. We have silence to buy, and you
have silence to sell, once a quarter; and If either of us break
our conditions, we both have our remedy—your's the easy
remedy, our's the difficult. This arrangement—a very unfair and dangerous for us ; a very advantageous and safe
one for you—I understand that you finally refuse ?' ' Sir,'
says he, solemnly, ' I should be unworthy the name of a
father—' ' Thank y o u ' — I remarked, feeling that he was
falling bade on paternal sentiment—' thank you; I quite
understand. W e will get on. If you please, to the reverse
side of the question.' "
" The reverse side! W h a t reverse side, Ealph? W h a t
could you possibly say more ?"
" Y o u shaU hear. 'Being, on your part, thoroughly
determined,' I said, ' to permit no compromise, and to make
my brother (his family of course included) acknowledge a
woman, of whose guilt they entertain not the slightest
doubt, you think you can gain your object by threatening
an exposure. Don't "threaten any more! Make your exposure ! Go to the magistrate at once. If you like ! Gibbet
our names In the newspaper report, as a family connected
by marriage with Mr. Sherwin the linendraper's daughter,
whom they believe to have disgraced herself as a woman
and a wife for ever. Do your very worst; make pnblie
every shameful particular that you can—what advantage
will you get by it ? Eevenge, I grant you. But will revenge put a halfpenny Into your pocket ? WiU revenge
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pay a farthing towards your daughter's keep ? WIU revenge make us receive her ? Not a bit of it! We shaU be
driven into a corner; we shaU have no exposure to dread
after you have exposed us ; we shaU have no remedy left,
but a desperate remedy, and we'U go to law—boldly, openly
go to law, and get a divorce. We have written evidence, which
you know nothing about, and can call testimony which you
cannot gag. I am no lawyer, but I'U bet you five hundred
to one (quite in a friendly way, my dear Sir !) that we get
our case. What foUows ? We send you back your daughter,
without a shred of character left to cover her; and we comfortably wash our hands of you altogether."
" Ealph! Jlalph! how could you
"
" Stop! hear the end of it. Of course I knew that we
couldn't carry out this divorce-threat, without its being the
death of my father; but I thought a little quiet buUying on
my part might do ]Mr. Shopkeeper Sherwin some good.
And I was right. Y ou never saw a man sit sorer on the
sharp edges of a dUemma than he did, I stuck to my point in
spite of everything; silence and money, or exposure and
divorce—^just which he pleased. ' I deny every one of your
infamous Imputations,' said he. ' That's not the question,'
said I. ' I'll go to your father,' said he. ' You won't be
let in,' said I. ' I'U write to him,' said he. ' He won't
receive your letter,' said I. There we came to a puU-up.
He began to stammer, and I refreshed myself with a pinch
of snuff. Eluding it wouldn't do, he threw off the Eoman
at last, and resumed the Tradesman. * Even supposing I
consented to this abominable compromise, what is to become of my daughter ?' he asked. ' Just what becomes of
other people who have comfortable annuities to hve on,'
I answered. ' Affection for my deeply-wronged chUd half
inclines me to consult her wishes, before we settle anything
—I'U go up-stairs,' said he, ' And I'U wait for you down
feere,' said ^
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« Did he object to that ?"
" Not he. H e went up-stairs, and in a few minutes ran
down again, with an open letter in his hand, looking as if
the devil was after him before his time. A t the last three
or four stairs, he tripped, caught at the bannisters, dropped
the letter over them In doing so, tumbled into the passage
in such a fury aud fright that he looked like a madman, tore
his hat off a peg, and rushed out. I just heard him say his
daughter should come back, if he put a straight waistcoat
on her, as he passed the door. Between his tumble, his
passion, and his hurry, he never thought of coming back for
the letter he had dropped over the bannisters. I picked it
up before I went away, suspecting It might be good evidence on our side; and I was right. Eead it yourself,
BasU; you have every moral and legal claim on the precious
document—and here it is."
I took the letter, and read (In Mannion's handwriting)
these words, dated from the hospital:—
" I have received your last note, and cannot wonder that
you are getting impatient under restraint. But, remember,
that if you had not acted as I warned you beforehand to act
in case of accidents—if you had not protested Innocence
to your father, and preserved total silence towards your
mother; if you had not kept In close retirement, behaving
like a domestic martyr, and avoiding, in your character of a
victim, all voluntary mention of your husbdrri''s name—your
position might have been a very awkward one. Not being
able to help you, the only thing I could do was to teach you
how to help yourself. I gave you the lesson, and you have
been wise enough to profit by it.
" The time has now come for a change in my plans. I
have suffered a relapse; and the date of my discharge from
this place is still uncertain. I doubt the security, both on
your account, and on mine, of stiU leaving you at your
T

274

BASIL.

father's house, to await my cure. Come to me here, therefore, to-morrow, at any hour when you can get away unperceived. You will be let in as a visitor, and shown to my
bedside, if you ask for Mr. Turner—the name I have given
to the hospital authorities. Through the help of a friend
outside these walls, I have arranged for a lodging in which
you can live undiscovered, until I am discharged and can
join you. You can come here twice a week, if you like,
and you had better do so, to accustom yourself to the sight
of my injuries. I told you in my first letter how and where
they had been infilcted—when you see them with your own
eyes, you wUl be best prepared to hear what my future
purposes are, and how you can aid them,
E. M."
This was evidently the letter about which I had been
consulted by the servant at North Villa; the date corresponded with the date of Mannion's letter to me. I noticed
that the envelope was missing, and asked Ealph whether he
had got it.
" No," he replied ; " Sherwin dropped the letter just in
the state in which I have given it to you. I suspect the
girl took away the envelope with her, thinking that the
letter which she left behind her was Inside. But the loss
of the envelope doesn't matter. Look there: the fellow
has written her name at the bottom of the leaf, as coolly aa
if it was an ordinary correspondence. She is Identified with
the letter, and that's aU we want in our future dealings
with her father."
" But, Ealph, do you think
"
" Do I think her father will get her back ? If he's in
time to catch her at the hospital, he assuredly will. If not
we shall have some little trouble on our side, I suspect. This
seems to me to be how the matter stands now, Basil:—After
that letter, and her running away, Sherwin wUl have nothing
for it but to hoJd his tongue about her innocence; we may
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consider him as settled and done with. As for the other
rascal, Mannion, he certainly writes as if he meant to do
something dangerous. If he really does attempt to annoy
us, we will mark him again (I'll do it next time, by way of
a little change!) ; he has no marriage certificate to shake
over our heads, at any rate. What's the matter now ?—
you're looking pale again."
I felt that my colour was changing, while he spoke.
There was something ominous in the contrast which, at
that moment, I could not fail to draw between Mannion s
enmity, as Ealph Ignorantly estimated It, and as I really
knew it. Already the first step towards the conspiracy
with which I was threatened, had been taken by the departure of Sherwin's daughter from her father's house. Should
I , at this earUest warning of coming events, show my brother the letter I had received from Mannion ? No ! such
defence against the dangers threatened in It as Ealph would
be sure to counsel, and to put in practice, might only include him In the life-long persecution which menaced me.
When he repeated his remark about my sudden paleness, I
merely accounted for It by some common-place excuse, and
begged him to proceed.
" I suppose, Basil," he said, " the truth Is, that you can't
help being a little shocked—though you could expect nothing better from the girl—at her boldly following this
feUow Mannion, even to the hospital" (Ealph was right;
in spite of myself, this feeling was one among the many
which now influenced me.) " Setting that aside, however,
we are quite ready, I take it, to let her stick to her choice,
and live just as she pleases, so long as she doesn't live
under our,.;name. There is the great fear and great difficulty
now! If Sherwin can't find her, we must; otherwise, we
can never feel certain that she Is not Incurrlug all sorts of
debts as your wife. If her father gets her back, I shall be
able to bring her to terms at North ViUa ; if not, I must
T2
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get speech of her, wherever she happens to be hidden. She's
the only thorn in our side now, and we must pull her out
with gold pincers immediately. Don't you see that, Basil ?"
" I see it, Ealph!"
" Very weU. Either to-night or to-morrow morning, I'll
communicate with Sherwin, and find out whether he has
laid hands on her. If he hasn't, we must go to the hospital, and see what we can discover for ourselves. Don't look
miserable and downhearted, BasU, I'U go with you: you
needn't see her again, or the man either; but you must
come with me, for I may be obliged to make use of you.
And now, I'm off for to-day, in good earnest. I must get
back to Mrs. Ealph (unfortunately she happens to be one
of the most sensitive women in the world), or she wUl be
sending to advertise me in the newspapers. We shaU puU
through this, my dear feUow—^you wUl see we shall! By
the bye, you don't know of a nice httle detached house in
the Brompton neighbourhood, do you ? Most of ray old
theatrical friends live about there—a detached house, raind!
The fact is, I have taken to the viohn lately (I wonder
what I shaU take to. next ?) ; Mrs. Ealph accompanies me on
the pianoforte ; and we might be an execrable nuisance to
very near neighbours—that's aU! You don't know of a
house ? Never mind; I can go to an agent, or something
of that sort Clara shaU know to-night that we are moving prosperously, if I can only give the worthiest creature
in the world the slip : she's a little obstinate, but, I assure
you, a reaUy superior woman. Only think of my dropping
down to playing the fiddle, and paying rent and taxes in a
suburban vUla! How are the fast men faUen! Good bye,
Basil, good bye!"
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VII.
The next morning, Ealph never appeared—the day passed
on, and I heard nothing—at last, when it was evening, a
letter came from him.
The letter informed me that my brother had written to
Mr. Sherwin, simply asking whether he had recovered his
daughter. The answer to this question did not arrive till
late in the day; and was in the negative—Mr. Sherwin had
not found his daughter. She had left the hospital before
he got there ; and no one could tell him whither she had
gone. His language and manner, as he himself admitted,
had been so violent that he was not allowed to enter the
ward where Mannion lay. W h e n he returned home, he
found his wife at the point of death; and on the same even,
ing she expired. Ealph described his letter, as the letter of
a man half out of his senses. H e only mentioned his
daughter, to declare. In terms almost of fury, that he would
accuse her before his wife's surviving relatives, of having
been the cause of her mother's death; and called down the
most terrible denunciations on his own head. If he ever
spoke to his child again, though he should see her starving
before him in the streets. I n a postscript, Ealph Informed
me that he would call the next morning, and concert measures for tracking Sherwin's daughter to her present retreat.
Every sentence in this letter bore warning of the crisis
which was now close at h a n d ; yet I had as little of the desire as of the power to prepare for it. A superstitious conviction that my actions were governed by a fatality which
no human foresight could alter or avoid, began to strengthen
within me. Erom this time forth, I awaited events with
the unlnqulring patience, the helpless resignation of despair,
My brother came, punctual to his appointment. When
ho proposed that I should at once accompany him to the
hospital, I never hesitated at doing as he desired. We
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reached our destination; and Ealph approached the gates to
make his first enquiries.
H e was still speaking to the porter, when a gentleman
advanced towards them, on his way out of the hospital. I
saw him recognise my brother, and heard Ealph exclaim:
" Bernard ! Jack Bernard! Have yon come to England,
of all the men in the world !"
" W h y not ?" was the answer. " I got every surgical
testimonial the Hotel Dieu could give me, six months ago ;
and couldn't afford to stay in Paris only for my pleasure.
Do you remember calling me a ' mute. Inglorious Listen,'
long ago, when we last met ? WeU, I have come to England to soar out of my obscurity and blaze into a shining
light of the profession. Plenty of practice at the hospital,
here—very little anywhere else, I am sorry to say."
" You don't mean that you belong to this hospital ?"
" M y dear fellow, I am regularly on the staff; I'm here
every day of my life."
" You're the very mau to enlighten us. Here, BasU,
cross over, and let me introduce you to an old Paris friend
of mine. Mr. Bernard—my brother. You've often heard
me talk, Basil, of a younger son of old Sir William Bernard's,
who preferred a cure of bodies to a cure of souls ; and
actually insisted on working in a hospital when he might
have idled in a family living. This is the man—the best of
doctors and good fellows."
" Are you bringing your brother to the hospital to follow
my mad example ?" asked Mr. Bernard, as he shook handa
with mo.
" Not exactly, J a c k ! But we really have an object w
coming here. Can you give us ten minutes' talk, somewhere
In private ? W e want to know about one of your patients."
H e led ua into an empty room, on the ground-floor of
the building. " Leave the matter in my hands," whispered
Ealph to me, as we sat down. " I'll find out everything."
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*Now, Bernard," he said, "you have a man hero, who
caUs himself Mr. Turner ?"
" Are you a friend of that mysterious patient ? Wonderful ! The students call him ' The Great Mystery of
London;' and I begin to think the students are right. Do
you want to see him ? When he has not got his green
shade on, he's rather a startling sight, I can tell you, for
improfessional eyes."
" No, no—at least, not at present; my brother here, not
at all. The fact is, certain circumstances have happened
which oblige us to look after this man; and which I am
sure you won't inquire into, when I teU you that it is our
interest to keep them secret. "
" Certainly not!"
"Then, without any more words about it, our object
here, to-day, is to find out everything we can about Mr.
Turner, and the people who have been to see him. Did a
woman come, the day before yesterday ?"
" Yes ; and behaved rather oddly, I believe. I was not
here when she came, but was told she asked for Turner, in
a very agitated manner. She was directed to the Victoria
Ward, where he is ; and when she got there, looked excessively fiurrled and excited—seeing the Ward quite full, and,
perhaps, not being used to hospitals. However it was,
though the nurse pointed out the right bed to her, she ran
In a mighty hurry to the wrong one."
" I understand," said Ealph ; "just as some women run
mto the wrong omnibus, when the right one is straight
before them."
" Exactly. Well, she only discovered her mistake (the
room being rather dark), after she had stooped down close
over the stranger, who was lying with his head away from
her. By that time, the nurse was at her side, and led her
to the right bed. There, I'm told, another scene happened,
A.t sight of the patient's face, which is very frightfuUy dis*
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figured, she was on the point (as the nurse thought) of
going into a fit; but Turner stopped her in an instant. H e
just laid his hand on her arm, and whispered something to
h e r ; and, though she turned as pale as ashes, she was quiet
directly. The next thing they say he did, was to give her
a slip of paper, coolly directing her to go to the address
written on it, and to come back to the hospital again, as
soon as she could show a little more resolution. She went
away at once—nobody knows where."
" Has nobody asked where ?"
" Yes ; a fellow who said he was her father, and who behaved like a madman. H e came here about an hour after
she had left, and wouldn't believe that we knew nothing
about her (how the deuce should we know anything!) H e
threatened Turner (whom, by the bye, he called Manning,
or some such name) in such an outrageous manner, that we
were obliged to refuse him admission. Turner himself wiU
give no information on the subject; but I suspect that his
injuries are the; result of a quarrel with the father about the
daughter—a pretty savage quarrel, I must say, looking to
the consequences—I beg your pardon, but your brother
seems ill! I'm afraid," (turning to me), " you find the room
rather close?"
" No, Indeed ; not at all. I have just recovered from a
serious illness—but pray go on."
" I have very little more to say. The father went away
in a fury, just as he came; the daughter has not yet made
her appearance a second time. But, after what was reported
to me of the first interview, I daresay she will come. She
must, if she wants to see Turner; he won't be out, I suspect, for another fortnight. H e has been making himself
worse by perpetually writing letters; we were rather afraid
of erysipelas, but he'll get over that danger, I think."
" About the woman," said Ealph ; " it is of the greatest
importance that we should know where she Is now hying.

BASIL.

281

Is there any possibility (we will pay weU for it) of getting
some sharp fellow to follow her home from, this place, th«
next time she comes here ?"
Mr. Bernard hesitated a moment, and considered.
" I think I can manage it for you with the porter, after
you are gone," he said, " provided you leave me free to give
any remuneration I may think necessary."
" Anything in the world, my dear fellow. Have you got
pen and ink ? I'll write down my brother's address ; you
can communicate results to him, as soon as they occur."
While Mr. Bernard went to the opposite end of the
room, in search of writing materials, Ealph whispered to
me—
" If he wrote to my address, Mrs. Ealph might see the
letter. She is the most amiable of her sex; but if written
information of a woman's residence, directed to me, fell
into her hands—you understand, Basil! Besides, it will be
easy to let me know, the moment you hear from Jack, Look
up, young one! It's all right—we are sailing with wind
and tide."
Here Mr. Bernard brought us pen and ink. While Ealph
was writing my address, his friend said to me:
" I hope you will not suspect me of wishing to intrude
on your secrets, if (assuming your interest in Turner to be
the reverse of a friendly interest) I warn you to look sharply
after him when he leaves the hospital. Either there has
been madness in his famUy, or his brain has suffered from
his external Injuries. Legally, he may be quite fit to be at
large; for he will be able to maintain the appearance of
perfect self-possession in aU the ordinary affairs of life.
But, morally, I am convinced that he is a dangerous monomaniac ; his mania being connected with some fixed idea
which evidently never leaves him day or night. I would
lay a heavy wager that he dies in a prison or a madhouse."
" And I'U lay another wager. If he's mad enough to annoy
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us, that we are the people to shut him up," said Ealph,
" There is the address. And now, we needn't waste your
time any longer. I have taken a little place at Brompton,
Jack,—you and BasU must come and dine with me, as soon
as the carpets are down."
We left the room. As we crossed the haU, a gentleman
came forward, and spoke to Mr. Bernard.
" That man's fever in the Victoria Ward has declared itself at last," he said. " This morning the new symptoms
have appeared."
" And what do they indicate ?"
" Typhus of the most malignant character—not a doubt
of it. Come up, and look at him."
I saw Mr. Bernard start, and glance quickly at my brother. Ealph fixed his eyes searchingly on his friend's face;
exclaimed : " Victoria Ward! why you mentioned that— ;"
and then stopped, with a very strange and sudden alteration in his expression. The next moment he drew Mr,
Bernard aside, saying: " I want to ask you whether the
bed in Victoria Ward, occupied by this man whose fever
has turned to typhus, is the same bed, or near the bed
which—" The rest of the sentence was lost to me as they
walked away.
After talking together in whispers for a few moments,
they rejoined me. Mr. Bernard was explaining the different
theories of infection to Ealph.
" 3Iy notion," he said, " is, that infection is taken through
the lungs ; one breath inhaled from the infected atmosphere
hanging immediately around the diseased person, and generally extending about a foot from him, being enough to communicate his malady to the breather—provided there exists,
at the time, in the Individual exposed to catch the malady,
a constitutional predisposition to infection. This predisposition we know to be greatly increased by mental agitation,
Qr bodily weakness ; but, in the case we have been talking
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of," (he looked at me,) " the chances of Infection or non-in«
fection may be equally balanced. A t any rate, I can predict nothing about them at this stage of the discovery."
" You will write the moment you hear anything ?" said
Ealph, shaking hands with him,
" The very moment. I have your brother's address safe
in my pocket."
W e separated. Ealph was unusually silent and serious
on our way back. H e took leave of me at the door of my
lodging, very abruptly; without referring again to our visit
to the hospital.
A week passed away, and I heard nothing from Mr. Bernard. During this interval, I saw little of my brother; he
was occupied In moving into his new house. Towards the
latter part of the week, he came to inform me that he was
about to leave London for a few days. My father had asked
him to go to the family house. In the country, on business
connected with the local management of the estates. Ealph
still retained all his old dislike of the steward's accounts
and the lawyer's consultations; but he felt bound, out of
gratitude for my father's special kindness to him since his
return to England, to put a constraint on his own inclinations, and go to the country as he was desired. H e did
not expect to be absent more than two or three days j but
earnestly charged me to write to him. If I had any news from
the hospital while be was away.
During the week, Clara came twice to see me—escaping
from home by stealth, as before. On each occasion, she
showed the same affectionate anxiety to set me an example
of cheerfulness, and to sustain me in hope. I saw, with a
sorrow and apprehension which I could not altogether conceal from her, that the weary look in her face had never
changed, never diminished since I had first observed it.
Ealph had, from motives of delicacy, avoided Increasing the
hidden anxieties which were but too evidently preying upon
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her health, by keeping her in perfect ignorance of our visit
to the hospital, and, indeed, of the particulars of all our
proceedings since his return. I took care to preserve the
same secrecy, during her short interviews with me. She
bade me farewell after her third visit, with a sadness which
she vainly endeavoured to hide. I little thought, then, that
the tones of her sweet, clear voice had fallen on my ear for
the last time, before I wandered to the far West of England
where I now write.
At the end of the week—it was on a Saturday, I remember—I left my lodgings early in the morning, to go into the
country; with no intention of returning before evening. I
had felt a sense of oppression, on rising, which was almost
unendurable.. The perspiration stood thick on ray forehead,
though the day was not unusually hot; the air of London
grew harder and harder to breathe, with every minute; my
heart felt tightened to bursting; my temples throbbed with
fever-fury; my very life seemed to depend on escaping
Into pure air. Into some place where there was shade from
trees, and water that ran cool and refreshing to look on.
So I set forth, careless in what direction I went; and remained In the country all day. Evening was changing Into
night as I got back to London.
I Inquired of the servant at my lodging, when she let me
in, whether any letter had arrived for me. She answered,
that one had come just after I had gone out in the morning,
and that It was lying on my table. My first glance at it,
showed me Mr. Bernard's name written in the corner of
the envelope. I eagerly opened the letter, and read these
words :
>' Private.
" M T DEAE SIE,

" Friday,

" On the enclosed slip of paper you will find the address
of the young woman, of whom your brother spoke to me
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when we met at the hospital. I regret to say, that the circumstances under which I have obtained Information of her
residence, are of the most melancholy nature.
" The plan which I arranged for discovering her abode. In
accordance with your brother's suggestion, proved useless.
The young woman never came to the hospital a second
time. H e r address w<is given to me this morning, by Turner himself, who begged that I would visit her professionally, as he had no confidence in the medical man who was
then In attendance on her. Many circumstances combined
to make my compliance with his request anything but easy
or desirable; but knowing that you—or your brother I
ought, perhaps, rather to say—were interested in the young
woman, I determined to take the very earliest opportunity
of seeing her, and consulting with her medical attendant.
I could not get to her till late in the afternoon. When I
arrived, I found her suffering from one of the worst attacks
of Typhus I ever remember to have seen ; and I think it my
duty to state candidly, that I believe her life to be in imminent danger. At the same time, it is right to inform you
that the gentleman in attendance on her does not share my
opinion: he still thinks there is a good chance of saving
her.
" There can be no doubt whatever, that she was infected
with Typhus at the hospital. You may remember my telling you, how her agitation appeared to have deprived her of
self-possession, when she entered the w a r d ; and how she
ran to the wrong bed, before the nurse could stop her. The
man whom she thus mistook for Turner, was sufiering from
fever which had not then specifically declared itself; but
which did so declare itself, as a Typhus fever, on the morning when you and your brother came to the hospital. This
man's disorder must have been infectious when the young
woman stooped down close over him, under the impression
voat lie was the person she had come to see. Although she
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started back at once, on discovering her mistake, she had
breathed the infection into her system—her mental agitation
at the time, accompanied (as I have since understood) by
some physical weakness, rendering her specially liable to the
danger to which she had accidentaUy exposed herself.
" Since the first symptoms of her disease appeared, on
Saturday last, I cannot find that any error has been committed in the medical treatment, as reported to me. I remained some time by her bedside to-day, observing her.
The delirium which is, more or less, an invariable result of
Typhus, is particularly marked in her case, and manifests
itself both by speech and gesture. It has been found impossible to quiet her, by any means hitherto tried. While
I waa watching by her, she never ceased calling on your
name, and entreating to see you. I am informed by her
medical attendant, that her wanderings have almost Invariably taken this direction for the last four-and-twenty
hours. Occasionally she mixes other names with yours, and
mentions them in terms of abhorrence; but her persistency in
calling for your presence, is so remarkable that I am
tempted, merely from what I have heard myself, to suggest
that you reaUy should go to her, on the bare chance that
you might exercise some tranquUlIsIng infiuence. At the
same time, if you fear infection, or for any private reasons
(Into which I have neither the right nor the wish to inquire)
feel unwilling to take the course I have pointed out, do not
by any means consider it your duty to accede to my proposal. I can conscientiously assure you that duty is not
Involved in It.
" I have, however, another suggestion to make, which is
of a positive nature, and which I am sure will meet with
jour approval. It Is, that her parents, or some of her
other relations, if her parents are not alive, should be informed of her situation. Possibly, you may know something of her connections^ and can therefore do this good
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office. She is dying in a strange place, among people who
avoid her as they would avoid a pestUence. Even though it
be only to bury her, some relation ought to be immediately
summoned to her bed-side.
" I shall visit her twice to-morrow, in the morning and
at night. If you are not willing to risk seeing her (and I
repeat that it Is in no sense imperative that you should
combat such unwillingness), perhaps you wiU communicate
with me at my private address.
" I remain, dear Sir,
" EaithfuUy yours,
" JOHN BEENAED.

" P.S.—I open my letter again, to inform you that Turner, acting against all advice, has left the hospital to-day.
He attempted to go on Tuesday last, when, I believe, he
first received information of the young woman's serious
iUness, but was seized with a violent attack of giddiness, on
attempting to walk, and fell down just outside the door of
the ward. On this second occasion, however, he has succeeded in getting away without any accident—as far, at
least, as the persons employed about the hospital can tell."
When the letter fell from my trembling band, when I
first asked of my own heart the fearful question :—" Have
I, to whom the mere thought of ever seeing this woman
again, has been as a pollution to shrink from, the strength
to stand by her death-bed, the courage to see her die ?"—
then, and not till then, did I really know how suffering had
fortified, while it had humbled me; how affliction has the
power to purify, as well as to pain.
All bitter memory of the ill that she had done me, of tho
misery I had suffered at her hands, lost its hold on my
mind. Once more, her mother's last words of earthly
lament—" Oh, who will pray for her when I am gone i"
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seemed to be murmuring in my ear—murmuring in harmony with the divine words in which the Voice from the
Mount of OUves taught forgiveness of Injuries to all mankind.
She was dying: dying among strangers in the pining
madness of fever—and the one being of all who knew her,
whose presence at her bedside might yet bring calmness to
her last moments, and give her quietly and tenderly to death,
was the man whom she had pitilessly deceived and dishonoured, whose youth she had ruined, whose hopes she
had wrecked for ever. Strangely had destiny brought us
together—terribly had It separated us—awfully would it
now unite us again, at the end!
W h a t were my wrongs, heavy as they had been; what
my sufferings, poignant as they still were, that they should
stand between this dying woman, and the last hope of
awakening her to the consciousness that she was going
before the throne of God ? The sole resource for her
which human skill and human pity could now suggest, embraced the sole chance that she might still be recovered for
repentance, before she was resigned to death. How did I
know, but that in those ceaseless cries which had uttered
my name, there spoke the last earthly anguish of the tortured spirit, calling upon me for one drop of water to cool
its burning guilt—one drop from the waters of Peace ?
I took up Mr. Bernard's letter from the floor on which it
had faUen, and re-directed it to my brother; simply writino'
on a blank place In the Inside, " I have gone to soothe her
last moments." Before I departed, I wrote to her father,
and summoned him to her bedside. The guilt of his absence
—If his heartless and hardened nature did not change towards her—would now rest with him, and not with me. I
forbore from thinking how he would answer my letter; for
I remembered his written words to my brother, declaring
that he would accuse his daughter of having caused hex
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mother's death ; and I suspected him even then, of wishing
to shift the shame of his conduct towards his unhappy wife
from himself to his chUd.
After writing this second letter, I set forth instantly for
the house to which Mr. Bernard had directed me. No thought
of myself; no thought, even, of the peril suggested by the
ominous disclosure about Mannion, in the postscript to the
surgeon's letter, ever crossed my mind. In the great stillness, in the heavenly serenity that had come to my spirit,
the wasting fire of every sensation which was only of this
world, seemed quenched for ever.
It was eleven o'clock when I arrived at the house. A
slatternly, sulky woman opened the door to me. " Oh ! I
suppose you're another doctor," she muttered, staring at me
with scowling eyes. " I wish you were the undertaker, to
get her out of my house before we all catch our deaths of
her ! There ! there's the other doctor coming down stairs ;
he'll show you the room—I won't go near it."
As I took the candle from her hand, I saw that Mr, Bernard was approaching me from the stairs.
" You can do no good, I am afraid," he said, " but I am
glad you have come."
" There is no hope, then ?"
" In my opinion, none. Turner came here this morning,
whether she recognised him, or not, in her delirium, I cannot say; but she grew so much worse in his presence, that
I insisted on his not seeing her again, except under medical
permission. Just now, there is no one in the room—are you
wlUing to go up stairs at once ?"
" Does she stiU speak of me in her wanderings ?"
" Yes, as incessantly as ever."
" Then I am ready to go to her bedside."
" Pray believe that I feel deeply what a sacrifice you are
making. Since I wrote to you, much that she has said in
her delirium has told me"- -(he hesitated)—"has told me
V
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more, I am afraid, than you would wish me to have known,
as a comparative stranger to you. I will only say, that
secrets unconsciously disclosed on the death-bed are secrets
sacred to me, as they are to all who pursue my calling; and
that what I have unavoidably heard above stairs, is doubly
sacred in my estimation, as affecting a near and dear relative of one of my oldest friends." He paused, and took my
hand very kindly; then added: " I am sure you will think
yourself rewarded for any trial to your feelings to-night, if
you can only remember in years to come, that your presence
quieted her in her last moments !"
I felt his sympathy and delicacy too strongly to thank
him in words ; I could only look my gratitude as he asked
me to follow him up stairs.
We entered the room softly. Once more, and for the
last time in this world, I stood in the presence of Margaret
Sherwin.
Not even to see her, as I had last seen her, was such a
sight of misery as to behold her now, forsaken on her deathbed, to look at her, as she lay with her head turned from
me, fretfully covering and uncovering her face with the
loose tresses of her long black hair, and muttering my name
incessantly in her fever-dream: " BasU! BasU! Basil! I'll
never leave off calling for him, tiU he comes. Basil! BasU!
Where is he ? Oh, where, where, where !"
" He is here," said the doctor, taking the candle from mv
hand, and holding it, so that the light fell fuU on my face.
" Look at her and speak to her as usual, when she turna
round," he whispered to me.
Still she never moved; still those hoarse,fierce,quick tones
—that voice, once the music that my heart beat to ; now the
discord that it writhed under—muttered faster and faster:
" Basil! Basil! Bring him here ! bring me Basil!"
" He is here," repeated Mr. Bernard loudly. " Look!
look up at him !"
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She turned in an instant, and tore the hair back from
ber face. Eor a moment, I forced myself to look at her;
for a moment, I confronted the smouldering fever in her
cheeks ; the glare of the bloodshot eyes ; the distortion of
the parched lips; the hideous clutching of the outstretched
fingers at the empty air—but the agony of that sight was
more than I could endure: I turned away my head, and
hid my face in horror.
" Compose yourself," whispered the doctor. " Now she
is quiet, speak to her; speak to her before she begins again;
caU her by her name."
Her name! Could my lips utter it at such a moment as this?
" Quick! quick !" cried Mr. Bernard. " Try her while
you have the chance."
I struggled against the memories of the past, and spoke
to her—God knows as gently, if not as happily, as In the
bygone time!
" Margaret," I said, " Margaret, you asked for me, and I
have come."
She tossed her arms above her head with a shrill scream,
frightfully prolonged till It ended in low moanlngs and murmurlngs ; then turned her face from us again, and pulled
her hair over it once more.
" I am afraid she is too far gone," said the doctor; " but
make another trial."
" Margaret," I said again, " have you forgotten me ?
Margaret!"
She looked at me once more. This time, her dry, duU
eyes seemed to soften, and her fingers twined themselves
less passionately in her hair. She began to laugh—a low
vacant, terrible laugh.
" Yes, yes," she said, " I know he's come at last; i can
make him do anything. Get me my bonnet and shawl;
any shawl will do, but a mourning shawl is best, because
we are going to the funeral of our wedding. Come, BasU!
V 2
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let's go back to the church, and get unmarried again, that a
what I wanted you for. We don't care about each other ;
Eobert Mannion wants me more than you do—he's not
ashamed of me because my father's a tradesman; he won t
make believe that he's in love with me, and then marry me
•^o spite the pride of his famUy. Come! I'll teU the clergyman to read the service backwards; that makes a marriage no marriage at aU, everybody knows."
As the last wild words escaped her, some one below
stairs called to Mr. Bernard. H e went out for a minute,
then returned again, telling me that he was summoned to a
case of sudden iUness which he must attend without a
moment's delay.
" The medical man whom I found here when I first came,"
he said, " was sent for this evening into the country, to be
consulted about an operation, I believe. But if anything
happens, I shall be at your service. There is the address
of the house to which I am now going" (he wrote it down
on a card) ; " you can send, if you want me. I will get
back, however, as soon as possible, and see her again ; she
seems to be a little quieter already, and may become quieter
still, if you stay longer. The night-nurse is below—I will
send her up as I go downstairs. Keep the room well ventilated, the windows open as they are now. Don't breathe
too close to her, and you need fear no infection. Look!
her eyes are stUl fixed on you. This Is the first time I have
seen her look in the same direction for two minutes together ; one would think she reaUy recognised you. Wait
till I come back, if you possibly can—I won't be a moment
longer than I can help."
He hastily left the room. I turned to the bed, and saw
that she was stIU looking at me. She had never ceased
murmuring to herself while Mr. Bernard was speaking;
and she did not stop when the nurse came in.
The first sight of this woman, on her entrance, sickened
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and shocked me. All that was naturally repulsive in her,
was made doubly revolting by the characteristics of the
habitual drunkard, lowering and glaring at me in her purple, bloated face. To see her heavy hands shaking at the
pillow, as they tried mechanically to arrange i t ; to see her
stand, alternately leering and scowling by the bedside, an
incarnate blasphemy in the sacred chamber of death, was
to behold the most horrible of all mockeries, the most impious of all profanations. No loneliness in the presence of
mortal agony could try me to the quick, as the sight of
that foul old age of degradation and debauchery, defiling
the sick room, now tried me. I determined to wait alone
by the bedside till Mr. Bernard returned.
W i t h some difficulty, I made the wretched drunkard understand that she might go downstairs again; and that I
would call her if she was wanted. At last, she comprehended my meaning, and slowly quitted the room. The
door closed ou her; and I was left alone to watch the last
moments of the woman who had ruined me!
As I sat down near the open window, the sounds outside
In the street told of the waning of the night. There waa
an echo of many footsteps, a hoarse murmur of conflicting
voices, now near, now afar off. The public houses were
dispersing their drunken crowds—the crowds of a Saturday
night: It was twelve o'clock.
Through those street-sounds of fierce ribaldry and ghastly
mirth, the voice of the dying woman penetrated, speaking
more slowly, more distinctly, more terribly than it had
spoken yet.
" I see him," she said, staring vacantly at me, and moving
her hands slowly to and fro in the air. " I see him! But
he's a long way off; he can't hear our secrets, and he does
not suspect you as mother does. Don't tell me that about
him any more ; my flesh creeps at i t ! W h a t are you looking at me in that way for ? You make rae feel on fire.
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Yon know I like you, because I must like y o u ; because 1
can't help it. It's no use saying hush: I tell you he can't
hear us, and can't see us. H e can see nothing; you make
a fool of him. and I make a fool of him. But mind ! I will
ride in my own carriage: you must keep things secret
enough to let me do that. I say I will ride in my carriage,
and I'U go where father walks to business: I don't care if
I splash him with my carriage wheels! I'll be even with
him for some of the passions he's been In with me. You
see how I'U go into our shop and order dresses ! (be quiet!
I say he can't hear us). I'U have velvet where his sister
has silk, and silk where she has muslin: I'm a finer girl
than she is, and I'll be better dressed. Tell him anything,
indeed ! W h a t have I ever let out ? It's not so easy always
to make beheve I'm in love with him, after what you have
told me. Suppose he found us out ?—Eash ? I'm no more
rash than you aro! W h y didn't you come back from Erance
in time, and stop it aU ? W h y did you let me marry him ?
A nice wife I've been to him, and a nice husband he has
been to me—a husband who waits a year ! H a ! h a ! he calls
himself a man, doesn't he ? A husband who waits a year!"
I approached nearer to the bedside, and spoke to her
again, in the hope to win her tenderly towards dreaming of
better things. I know not whether she heard me, but her
wUd thoughts changed—changed darkly to later events.
" B e d s ! beds!" she cried, " beds everywhere, with dying
men on them! And one bed the most terrible of all—look
at i t ! The deformed face, with the white of the pillow all
round i t ! His face ? his face, that hadn't a fault in it ?
Never! It's the face of a devil; the finger-nails of the devil
are on i t ! Take me away ! drag me o u t ! I can't move
for that face: it's always before m e : it's walling me up
among the beds : it's burning me all aver. W a t e r ! water
drown me in the sea; drown me deep, away from the bum«
ing face!"
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" H u s h , Margaret! hush! drink this, and you wUl be
cool again." I gave her some lemonade, which stood by
the bedside.
" Yes, yes ; hush, as you say. Where's Eobert ? Eobert
Mannion ? Not here! then I've got a secret for you.
When you go home to-night, Basil, and say your prayers,
pray for a storm of thunder and lightning; and pray that
I may be struck dead in it, and Eobert too. It's a fortnight to my aunt's party ; and In a fortnight you'll wish us
both dead, so you had better pray for what I tell you in
time. W e shall make handsome corpses. P u t roses into
my coffin—scarlet roses, if you can find any, because that
stands for Scarlet Woman—in the Bible, you know. Scarlet ? W h a t do I care! It's the boldest colour in the world.
Eobert wIU tell you, and all your family, how many women
are as scarlet as I am—virtue wears It at home, in secret;
and vice wears it abroad, in public: that's the only difference, he says. Scarlet roses ! scarlet roses ! throw them
into the coffin by hundreds; smother me up in them ; bury
me down deep; in the dark, quiet street—where there's a
broad door-step in front of a house, and a white, wild face,
something like Basil's, that's always staring on the doorstep awfully. Oh, why did I meet him! why did I marry
him ! oh, why ! why!"
She uttered the last words in slow, measured cadence—
the horrible mockery of a chaunt which she used to play to
us at North Villa, on Sunday evenings. Then her voice
sank again; her articulation thickened, and grew indistinct.
I t was like the change from darkness to daylight. In the
sight of sleepless eyes, to hear her only murmuring now,
after hearing her last terrible words.
The weary night-time pased on. Longer and longer
grew the intervals of silence between the scattered noises
from the streets; less and less frequent were the sounds of
distant carriage-wheels, and the echoing rapid footsteps of
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late pleasure-seekers hurrying home. At last, the heavy
tramp of the policeman going his rounds, alone disturbed
the silence of the early morning hours. Still, the voice
from the bed muttered incessantly; but now, in drowsy,
languid tones: still, Mr. Bernard did not r e t u r n : stUl,
the father of the dying girl never came, never obeyed the
letter which summoned him for the last time to her side.
(There was yet one more among the absent—one from
whose approach the death-bed must be kept sacred; one,
whose evil presence was to be dreaded as a pestUence and a
scourge. Mannion!—where was Mannion ?)
I sat by the window, resigned to wait in lonehness till
the end came, watching mechanically the vacant eyes that
ever watched me—when, suddenly, the face of Margaret
seemed to fade out of my sight. I started and looked
round. The candle, which I had placed at the opposite end
of the room, had burnt down without my noticing it, and
was now expiring in the socket. I ran to light the fresh
candle which lay on the table by its side, but was too late.
The wick filckered its last; the room was left in darkness.
While I felt among the different objects under my hand?
for a box of matches: Margaret's voice strengthened agaia
" Innocent! Innocent!" I heard her cry mournfuUy
through the darkness. " I'U swear I'm innocent, and father
is sure to swear it too. Innocent Margaret! Oh, m e !
what Innocence!"
She repeated these words over and over again, till tho
hearing them seemed to bewilder aU my senses. I hardly
knew what I touched. Suddenly, my searching hands stopped
of themselves, I could not tell why. Was there some
change in the room ? W a s there more air in It, as if a
door had been opened ? Was there something moving
over the floor ? Had Margaret left her bed ?—No ! the
mournful voice was speaking unintermittingly, and speaking
from the same distance.
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I moved to search for the matches on a chest of drawers,
which stood near the window. Though the morning was at
its darkest, and the house stood midway between two gaslamps, there was a glimmering of light in this place. I
looked back into the room from the window, and thought I
saw something shadowy moving near the bed. " Take him
away!" I heard Margaret scream in her wildest tones.
" His hands are on me: he's feeling my face, to feel If I'm
dead!"
I ran to her, stiking against some piece of furniture In
the darkness. Something passed swiftly between me and
the bed, as I got near it. I thought I heard a door close.
Then there was silence for a moment; and then, aa I
stretched out my hands, my right hand encountered the
little table placed by Margaret's side, and the next moment
I felt the match-box that had been left on it.
As I struck a light, her voice repeated close at my ear:
" His hands are on me: he's feeling my face to feel if
I'm dead !"
The match flared up. As I carried it to the candle, I
looked round, and noticed for the first time that there was
a second door, at the further corner of the room, which
lighted some Inner apartment through glass panes at the
top. When I tried this door. It was locked on the inside,
and the room beyond was dark.
Dark and silent. But was no one there, hidden in that
darkness and silence ? Was there any doubt now, that
stealthy feet had approached Margaret, that stealthy hands
had touched her, while the room was in obscurity ?—•
Doubt ? There was none on that point, none on any other.
Suspicion shaped Itself into conviction in an instant, and
identified the stranger who had passed In the darkness between me and the bedside, with the man whose presence I
had dreaded, as the presence of an evil spirit in the chamber of death.
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He was waiting secretly in the house—waiting for her
last moments; listening for her last words; watching his
opportunity, perhaps, to enter the room again, and openly
profane it by his presence ! I placed myself by the door,
resolved, if he approached, to thrust him back, at any
hazard, from the bedside. How long I remained absorbed
in watching before the darkness of the Inner room, I know
not—but some time must have elapsed before the silence
around me forced itself suddenly on my attention. I
turned towards Margaret; and, in an instant, all previous
thoughts were suspended in my mind, by the sight that
now met my eyes.
She had altered completely. Her hands, so restless
hitherto, lay quite still over the coverlid ; her lips never
moved; the whole expression of her face had changed—
the fever-traces remained on every feature, and yet the feverlook was gone. Her eyes were almost closed; her quick
breathing had grown calm and slow. I touched her pulse ;
it was beating with a wayward, fluttering gentleness. What
did this striking alteration indicate ? Eecovery ? Was it
possible ? As the idea crossed my mind, every one of my
faculties became absorbed in the sole occupation of watching
her face ; I could not have stirred an instant from the bed,
for worlds.
The earliest dawn of day was glimmering faintly at the
window, before another change appeared—before she drew
a long, sighing breath, and slowly opened her eyes on mine.
Their first look was very strange and startling to behold;
for it was the look that was natural to her ; the calm look
of consciousness, restored to what it had always been in
the past time. It lasted only for a moment. She recognised me; and. Instantly, an expression of anguish and
shame flew over the first terror and surprise of her face.
She struggled vainly to lift her hands—so busy all through
the night; so idle now! A faint raoan of supplication
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breathed from her lips; and she slowly turned her head on
the pillow, so as to hide her face from my sight.
" Oh, ray God ! my God !" she murmured, in low, wailing
tones, " I've broken his heart, and he still comes here to be
kind to me ! This is worse than death ! I'm too bad to be
forgiven—leave me! leave me!—oh, Basil, leave me to
die!"
I spoke to her; but desisted almost immediately-—desisted even from uttering her name. A t the mere sound of
my voice, her suffering rose to agony ; the wild despair of
the soul wrestling awfuUy with the writhing weakness of
the body, uttered itself in words and cries horrible, beyond
aU Imagination, to hear. I sank down on my knees by the
bedside; the strength which had sustained me for hours,
gave way in an instant, and I burst into a passion of tears,
as my spirit poured from my lips in supplication for hers
—tears that did not humiliate m e ; for I knew, while I
shed them, that I had forgiven her!
The dawn brightened. Gradually, as the fair light of the
new day flowed in lovely upon her b e d ; as the fresh
morning breeze lifted tenderly and playfully the scattered
locks of her hair that lay over the pillow—so, the calmness
began to come back to her voice and the stillness of repose
to her limbs. But she never turned her face to me again ;
never, when the wild words of her despair grew fewer and
fainter; never, when the last faint supplication to me, to
leave her to die forsaken as she deserved, ended mournfully
in a long, moaning gasp for breath. I waited after this—
waited a long time—then spoke to her softly—then waited
once more; hearing her stiU breathe, but slowly and more
slowly with every minute—then spoke to her for the second
time, louder than before. She never answered, and never
moved. Was she sleeping ? I could not tell. Some uSf
fiuence seemed to hold me back from going to the other
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side of tho bed, to look at her face, as it lay away from me,
almost hidden in the pillow.
The light strengthened faster, and grew mellow with the
clear beauty of the morning sunshine. I heard the sound
of rapid footsteps advancing along the street; they stopped
onder the window: and a voice which I recognized, called
rae by my name. I looked o u t : Mr. Bernard had returned
at last.
" I could not get back sooner," he said ; " the case was
desperate, and I was afraid to leave it. You will flnd a
key on the chimney-piece—throw it out to me, and I can
let myself i n ; I told them not to bolt the door before I
went out."
I obeyed his directions. W h e n he entered the room, I
thought Margaret moved a little, and signed to him with
my hand to make no noise. H e looked towards the bed
without any appearance of surprise, and asked me in a
whisper when the change had come over her, and how. I
told him very briefly, and inquired whether he had known
of such changes in other cases, like hers.
" M a n y , " he answered, " m a n y changes just as extraordinary, which have raised hopes that I never knew realised.
Expect the worst from the change you have witnessed; it
Is a fatal sign."
Still, in spite of what he said, it seemed as if he feared
to wake her ; for he spoke in his lowest tones, and walked
very softly when he went close to the bedside.
H e stopped suddenly, just as he was about to feel her
pulse, and looked in the direction of the glass door—Us
tened attentively—and said, as if to himself—" I thought
I heard some one moving in that room, but I suppose I am
mistaken; nobody can be up in the house yet." W i t h
those words he looked down at Margaret, and gently parted
back her hair from her forehead.
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" Don't disturb her," I whispered. " she ia aaleep ; surely
she ia asleep!"
He paused before he answered me, and placed his hand
on her heart. Then softly drew up the bed-linen, tUl it
hid her face.
" Yes, she is asleep," he said gravely ; " asleep, never to
wake again. She is dead."
I turned aside my head in silence, for ray thoughts, at
that moment, were not the thoughts which can be spoken
by man to raan,
" This has been a sad scene for any one at your age," he
resuraed kindly, as he left the bedside, " but you have borne
it weU. I am glad to see that you can behave so calmly
imder so hard a trial."
Calmly ?
Yes ! at that moment it was fit that I should be calm j
for I could remember that I had forgiven her.
VIII.
On the fourth day from the morning when she had died,
I stood alone in the churchyard by the grave of Margaret
Sherwin.
It had been left for me to watch her dying moraents; it
was left for me to bestow on her remains the last human
charity which the living can extend to the dead. If I could
have looked into the future on our fatal marriage-day, and
could have known that the only home of my giving which
she would ever inhabit, would be the home of the grave !—
Her father had written me a letter, which I destroyed at
the time ; and which, If I had it now, I should forbear from
copying into these pages. Let it be enough for me to relate here, that he never forgave the action by which she
thwarted him in his mercenary designs upon me and upon
my family; that he diverted from himself the suspicion and
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disgust of his wife's surviving relatives (whose hostility he
had some pecuniary reasons to fear), by accusing his
daughter, as he had declared he would accuse her, of having
been the real cause of her mother's d e a t h ; and that he
took care to give the appearance of sincerity to the indignation which he professed to feel against her, by refusing to
follow her remains to the place of burial.
Ealph had returned to London, as soon as he received the
letter from Mr. Bernard which I had forwarded to him.
H e offered me his assistance in performing the last duties
left to my care, with an affectionate earnestness that I had
never seen him display towards me before. But Mr. Bernard had generously undertaken to relieve me of every
responsibility which could be assumed by others; and on
this occasion, therefore, I had no need to put my brother's
ready kindness in helping me to the test.
I stood alone by the grave. Mr. Bernard had taken leave
of m e ; the workers and the idlers in the churchyard had
alike departed. There was no reason why I should not
follow them ; and yet I remained, with m.y eyes fixed upon
the freshly-turned earth at my feet, thinking of the dead.
Some time had passed thus, when the sound of approaching footsteps attracted my attention. I looked up, and
saw a man, clothed in a long cloak drawn loosely around
his neck, and wearing a shade over his eyes, which hid the
whole upper part of his face, advancing slowly towards me,
walking with the help of a stick. H e came on straight to
the grave, and stopped at the foot of it—stopped opposite
me, as I stood at the head.
" Do you know me again ?" he said. " Do you know me
for Eobert Mannion ?" As he pronounced his name, he
raised the shade and looked at me.
The first sight of that appalling face, with Its ghastly discolouration of sickness, its hdeous deformity of feature, its
Serce and changeless malignity of expression orlaring full on
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me in the piercing noonday sunshine—glaring with the
same unearthly look of fury and triumph which I had seen
flashing through the flashing lightning, when I parted from
him on the night of the storm— struck me speechless where
I stood, and has never left me since. I must not, I dare
not, describe that frightful sight; though it now rises before my imagination, vivid in its horror as on the first day
when I saw it—though it moves hither and thither before
me fearfully, while I write; though it lowers at my window,
a noisome shadow on the radiant prospect of earth, and sea,
and sky, whenever I look up from the page I am now writing towards the beauties of my cottage view.
" Do you know me for Eobert Mannion ?" he repeated.
" Do you know the work of your own hands, now you see
it ? Or, am I changed to you past recognition, as your
father might have found my father changed, If he had seen
him on the morning of his execution, standing under the
gaUows, with the cap over his face ?"
StUl I could neither speak nor move. I could only look
away from him In horror, and fix my eyes on the ground.
H e lowered the shade to its former position on his face,
then spoke again.
" Under this earth that we stand on," he said, setting his
foot on the grave; " down here, where you are now looking,
lies buried with the buried dead, the last influence which
might one day have gained you respite and mercy at my
hands. Did you think of the one, last chance that you
were losing, when you came to see her die ? I watched
you, and I watched her. I heard as much as you heard ; I
saw as much as you saw ; I know when she died, and how,
as you know i t ; I shared her last moments with you, to the
very end. I t was my fancy not to give her up, as your sole
possession, even on her death-bed ; It is my fancy, now, not
to let you stand alone—as if her corpse was your property
—over her grave!"
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While he uttered the last words, I felt my self-possession
returning. I could not force myself to speak, as I would
fain have spoken—I could only move away, to leave him.
" Stop," he said, " what I have still to say concerns you.
I have to tell you, face to face, standing with you here, over
her dead body, that what I wrote from the hospital, is what
I wIU do; that I will make your whole hfe to come, one
long expiation of this deformity;" (he pointed to his face),
" and of that death" (he set his foot once more on the
grave). " Go where you will, this face of mine shall never
be turned away from you ; this tongue, which you can never
silence but by a crime, shall awaken against you the sleeping superstitions and cruelties of all mankind. The noisome
secret of that night when you followed us, shall reek up
like a pestilence in the nostrils of your fellow-beings, be
they whom they may. You may shield yourself behind
your famUy and your friends—I wUl strike at you through
the dearest and the bravest of them ! Now you have heard
me, go! The next time we meet, you shall acknowledge
with your own lips that I can act as I speak. Live the free
life which Margaret Sherwin has restored to you by her
death—you wiU know it soon for the life of Cain!"
He turned from the grave, and left me by the way that
he had come ; but the hideous image of him, and the remembrance of the words he had spoken, never left me.
Never for a moment, while I lingered alone in the church,
yard; never, when I quitted it, and walked through the
crowded streets. The horror of the fiend-face was still
before my eyes, the poison of the fiend-words was still in
my ears, when I returned to my lodging, and found Ealph
waiting to see me as soon as I entered my room.
" At last you have come back!" he said; " I was determined to stop till you did, if I stayed all day. Is anything
the matter r Have you got into some worse difficulty than
ever?"
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" No, Ealph—no. What have you to tell me ?"
" Something that will rather surprise you, Basil: I have
to teU you to leave London at once! Leave it for your
own interests and for everybody else's. My father has
found out that Clara has been to see you."
" Good heavens! how ?"
" He won't tell me. But he has found it out. You
know how you stand in his opinion—I leave you to imagine
what he thinks of Clara's conduct in coming here."
" No! no ! tell me yourself, Ealph—teU me how she
bears his displeasure!"
" As badly as possible. After having forbidden her ever
to enter this house again, he now only shows how he is
offended, by his silence; and It is exactly that, of course,
which distresses her. Between her notions of implicit
obedience to him, and her opposite notions, just as strong,
of her sisterly duties to you, she is made miserable from
morning to night. What she wiU end in, if things go on
like this, I am really afraid to think; and I'm not easily
frightened, as you know. Now, Basil, listen to me : it is
your business to stop this, and my business to tell you how."
" I will do anything you wish—anything for Clara's
sake!"
" Then leave London; and so cut short the struggle
between her duty and her inclination. If you don't, my
father is quite capable of taking her at once into thw
country, though I know he has important business to keep
him in London. Write a letter to her, saying that you
have gone away for your health, for change of scene and
peace of mind—gone away, in short, to come back better
some day. Don't say where you're going, and don't tell
me, for she is sure to ask, and sure to get it out of me if I
know. Then she might be writing to you, and that might
be found out, too. She can't distress herself about your
absence. If yon account for it properly, as she distresses
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herself now—that is one considsration. And you wiU serve
your own interests, as weU as Clara's, by going away—
that is another."
" Never mind my interests. Clara! I can only think oi
Clara!"
" But you have interests, and you must think of them.
I told my father of the death of that unhappy woman,
and of your noble behaviour when she was dying. Don't
interrupt me, Basil—it was noble; I couldn't have done
what you did, I can tell you ! I saw he was more struck
by it than he was willing to confess. An impression has
been made on him by the turn circumstances have taken.
Only leave that impression to strengthen, and you're safe.
But if you destroy It by staying here, after what has happened, and keeping Clara in this new dUemma—-my dear
fellow, you destroy your best chance! There is a sort of
defiance of him in stopping; there is a downright concession to him in going away."
" I will go, Ealph; you have more than convinced me
that I ought! I will go to-morrow, though where—"
" You have the rest of the day to think where. I should
go abroad and amuse rayself; but your ideas of amusement are, most likely, not mine. At any rate, wherever
you go, I can always supply you with money, when you
want it; you can write to me, after you have been away
some httle time, and I can write back, as soon as I have
good news to tell you. Only stick to your present determination, Basil, and, I'll answer for it, you will be back in
your own study at home, before you are many months
older!"
" I wUl put it out of my power to faU in my resolution,
by writmg to Clara at once, and givkig you the letter to
place in her hands to-morrow evening, when I shall have
left London some hours."
" That's right, BasU! that's acting and speaking like a
man!"
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I wrote immediately, accounting for my sudden absence
as Ealph had advised me—wrote, with a heavy heart, aU
that I thought would be most reassuring and cheering to
Clara; and then, without allowing myself time to hesitate
or to think, gave the letter to my brother.
" She shall have it to-morrow night," he said, " and my
father shall know why you have left town, at the same time.
Depend on me in this, as In everything else. And now,
Basil, I must say good bye—unless you're in the humour
for coming to look at my new house this evening. Ah ! I
see that won't suit you just now, so, good bye, old fellow!
Write when you are in any necessity—get back your spirits
and your health—and never doubt that the step you are now
taking wIU be the best for Clara, and the best for yourself!"
He hurried out of the room, evidently feeling more at
saying fareweU than he was willing to let me discover. I
was left alone for the rest of the day, to think whither I
should turn my steps on the morrow.
I knew that it would be best that I should leave England ; but there seemed to have grown within me, suddenly,
a yearning towards my own country that I had never felt
before—a home-sickness for the land in which my sister
lived. Not once did my thoughts wander away to foreign
places, while I now tried to consider calmly in what direction I should depart when I left London.
While I was still in doubt, my earliest impressions of
childhood came back to my memory; and influenced by
them, I thought of CornwaU. My nurse had been a Cornish woman; my first fancies and first feelings of curiosity
had been excited by her Cornish stories, by the descriptions
of the scenery, the customs, and the people of her native
land, with which she was ever ready to amuse me. As 1
grew older, it had always been one of my favourite projects
to go to Cornwall, to explore the wild western land, on foot,
fifom hUl to hill throughout. And now, v/hen no motive of
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ileasure could influence my choice—now, when I was going
forth homeless and alone, in uncertainty, in grief, in peril—
the old fancy of long-past days still kept its influence, and
pointed out my new path to me among the rocky boundaries
of the Cornish shore.
My last night in London was a night made terrible bv
Mannion's fearful Image in all my dreams—made mournful,
in my waking moments, by thoughts of the morrow which
was to separate me from Clara. B u t I never faltered in
my resolution to leave London for her sake. W h e n the
morning came, I collected my few necessaries, added to them
one or two books, and was ready to depart.
My way through the streets took me near my father's
house. As I passed by the well-remembered neighbour,
hood, my self-control so far deserted me, that I stopped and
turned aside into the Square, in the hope of seeing Clara
once more before I went away. Cautiously and doubtfully,
as if I was a trespasser even on the public pavement, I
looked up at the house which was no more ray home—at
file windows, side by side, of my sister's sitting-room and
bed=room. She was neither standing near them, nor passing
accidentally from one room to another at that moraent. Still
I could not persuade myself to go on. I thought of many
and many an act of kindn(;s,s that she had done for rae,
which I seemed never to have appreciated until now—I
thought of what she had suffered, and might yet suffer, for
mj sake—and the longing to see her once more, though only
for an instant, still kept me lingering near the house and
looking up vainly at the lonely windows.
I t was a bright, cool, autumnal morning; perhaps she
might have gone out into the garden of the square: it used
often to be her habit, when I was at home, to go there and
read at this hour. I walked round, outside the raUings,
searching for her between gaps in the foUage; and had
nearly made the circuit of the garden thus, before the figure
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of a lady sitting alone under one of the trees, attracted my
attention. I stopped—looked intently towards her—and
saw that it was Clara.
Her face was almost entirely turned from me; but I knew
her by her dress, by her figure—even by her position, simple
as it was. She was sitting with her hands on a closed book
which rested on her knee. A little spaniel that I had given
her lay asleep at her feet: she seemed to be looking down
at the animal, as far as I could tell by the position of her
head. When I moved aside, to try if I could see her face,
the trees hid her from sight. I was obliged to be satisfied
with the little I could discern of her, through the one gap
in the foliage which gave me a clear view of the place where
she was sitting. To speak to her, to risk the misery to both
of us of saying farewell, was more than I dared trust myself
to do, I could only stand silent, and look at her—It might
be for the last time!—until the tears gathered in my eyes,
so that I could see nothing more. I resisted the temptation
to dash them away. While they stiU hid her from me—
whUe I could not see her again, if I would—I turned from
the garden view, and left the Square.
Amid all the thoughts which thronged on me, as I walked
farther and farther away from the neighbourhood of what
was once my home; amid all the remembrances of past
events—from the first day when I met Margaret Sherwin to
the day when I stood by her grave—which were recalled by
the mere act of leaving London, there now arose in my
mind, for the first time, a doubt, which from that day to this
has never left It; a doubt whether Mannion might not be
tracking me in secret along every step of my way.
I stopped instinctively, and looked behind me. Many
figures were moving in the distance ; but the figure that I
had seen in the churchyard was nowhere visible among
them. A little further on, I looked back again, and stiU
with the same roault. After this, I let a longer Interval
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elapse before I stopped; and then, for the third time, I
turned round, and scanned the busy street-scene behind me,
with eager, suspicious eyes. Some little distance back, on
the opposite side of the way, I caught sight of a man who
was standing still (as I was standing), amid the moving
throng. His height was like Mannion's height; and he
wore a cloak like the cloak I had seen on Mannion, when he
approached rae at Margaret's grave. More than this I
could not detect, without crosalng over. The passing
vehicles and foot-passengers constantly intercepted ray view,
from the position in which I stood.
Was this figure, thus visible only by intervals, the figure
of Mannion ? and was he really tracking my steps ? As the
suspicion strengthened in my raind that it was so, the remembrance of his threat in the churchyard: "You may
shield yourself behind your family and your friends: I will
strike at you through the dearest and the bravest of them—"
suddenly recurred to me; and brought with it a thought
which urged me instantly to proceed on my way. I never
looked behind me again, as I now walked on ; for I said
within myself:—" If he is following me, I must not, and
will not avoid him : it wUl be the best result of my departure, that I shall draw after me that destroying presence ;
and thus at least remove it far and safely away from my
family and my home!"
So, I neither turned aside from the straight direction, nor
hurried my steps, nor looked back any more. At the time
I had resolved on, I left London for Cornwall, without
making any attempt to conceal my departure. And though
I knew that he must surely be following me, still I never
saw him again : never discovered how close or how far off
he was on my track.
Two months have passed since that period ; and I know
no more about him now than I knew then.
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JOURNAL.
October IQth.—My retrospect is finished. I have traced
the history of my errors and misfortunes, of the wrong I
have done and the punishment I have suffered for it, from
the past to the present time.
The pages of my manuscript (many more than I thought
to write at first) lie pUed together on the table before me.
I dare not look them over: I dare not read the lines which
my own hand has traced. There may be much in my manner of writing that wants alteration; but I have no heart
to return to my task, and revise and reconsider as I might
if I were intent on producing a book which was to be published during my lifetime. Others wUl be found, when I
am no more, to carve, and smooth, and polish to the popular taste of the day this rugged material of Truth which I
shall leave behind me.
But now, whUe I collect these leaves, and seal them up,
never to be opened again by my hands, can I feel that I
have related aU which it Is necessary to teU ? No! While
Mannion lives—while I am ignorant of the changes that
may yet be wrought in the home from which I am exiled—
there remains for me a future which must be recorded, as
the necessary sequel to the narrative of the past. What
raay yet happen worthy of record, I know not: what sufferings I may yet undergo, which may unfit me for continuing the labour now terminated for a time, I cannot
foresee. I have not hope enough in the future, or in
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myself, to beheve that I shaU have the time or the energy
to -write hereafter, as I have written already, from recollection. I t is best, then, that I should note down events
daUy as they occur; and so ensure, as far as may be, a
continuation of my narrative, fragment by fragment, to the
very last.
But, first, as a fit beginning to the Journal I now propose to keep, let rae briefly reveal soraething, in this place,
of the life that I am leading in my retirement on the
Cornish coast.
The fishing hamlet in which I have written the preceding
pages, is on the southern shore of Cornwall, not more than
a few miles distant from the Land's End. The cottage I
inhabit is buUt of rough granite, rudely thatched, and has
but two rooms. I possess no furniture but my bed, ray
table, and my chair; and some half-dozen fishermen and
their famUies are my only neighbours. But I feel neither
the want of luxuries, nor the want of society: all that
I wished for in coming here, I have—the completest
seclusion.
M y arrival produced, at first, both astonishment and
suspicion. The fishermen of CornwaU stIU preserve almost
aU the superstitions, even to the grossest, which were held
dear by their humble ancestors, centuries back. My simple neighbours could not understand why I had no business
to occupy m e ; could not reconcUe my worn, melancholy
face with my youthful years. Such loneliness as mine
looked unnatural—especIaUy to the women. They questioned me curiously; and the very simplicity of my answer,
that I had only come to CornwaU to live in quiet, and
regain my health, perplexed them afresh. They waited,
day after day, when I was first installed in the cottage, to
see letters sent to me—and no letters arrived: to see my
friends join me—and no friends came. This deepened thg
mystery to their eyes. They began to recall to memory
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old Cornish legends of sohtary, secret people who had
hved, years and years ago, in certain parts of the county
—coming, none knew whence; existing, none knew by
what means; dying and disappearing, none knew when.
They felt half inclined to identify me -with these mysterious visitors—to consider me as some being, a stranger
to the whole human family, who had come to waste away
under a curse, and die ominously and secretly among them.
Even the person to whom I first paid money for my necessaries, questioned, for a moment, the lawfulness and safety
of receiving it!
But these doubts gradually died away; this superstitious
curiosity insensibly wore off, among my poor neighbours.
They became used to my solitary, thoughtful, and (to them)
inexplicable mode of existence. One or two little services
of kindness which I rendered, soon after my arrival, to
their children, worked wonders in my favour; and I am
pitied now, rather than distrusted. When the results of
the fishing are abundant, a little present has been often
made to me, out of the nets. Some weeks ago, after I had
gone out in the morning, I found on my return, two or
three gulls' eggs placed in a basket before my door. They
had been left there by the children, as ornaments for my
cottage window—the only ornaments they had to give;
the only ornaments they had ever heard of.
I can now go out unnoticed, directing my steps up the
ravine in which our hamlet is situated, towards the old
grey stone church which stands sohtary on the hiU-top,
surrounded by the lonesome moor. If any children happen
to bo playing among the scattered tombs, they do not
start and run away, when they see me sitting on the coffin
stone at the entrance of the churchyard, or wandering
round the sturdy granite tower, reared by hands which
have mouldered Into dust centuries ago. My approach has
ceased to be of evil omen for my little neighbours. I'hey
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just look up at me, for a moment, with bright smUes, and
then go on with their game.
Erom the churchyard, I look down the ravine, on fine
days, towards the sea. Mighty piles of granite soar above
the fishermen's cottages on each side; the little strip of
white beach which the cliffs shut in, glows pure in the sunlight ; the inland stream that trickles down the bed of the
rocks, sparkles, at places, like a rivulet of silver-fire; the
round white clouds, with their violet shadows and bright
wavy edges, roll on majestically above me; the cries of the
sea-birds, the endless, dirging murmur of the surf, and the
far music of the wind among the ocean caverns, fall, now
together, now separately on my ear. Nature's voice and
Nature's beauty—God's soothing and purifying angels of
the soul—speak to me most tenderly and most happily, at
such times as these.
It is when the rain falls, and wind and sea arise together
—when, sheltered among the caverns in the side of the
precipice, I look out upon the dreary waves and the leaping
spray—that I feel the unknown dangers which hang over
my head in all the horror of their uncertainty. Then, the
threats of my deadly enemy strengthen their hold fearfully
on all my senses. I see the dim and ghastly personification
of a fatality that is lying in wait for me, in the strange
shapes of the mist which shrouds the sky, and moves, and
whirls, and brightens, and darkens in a weird glory of its
own over the heaving waters. Then, the crash of the
breakers on the reef howls upon me with a sound of judgment ; and the voice of the wind, growling and battling
behind me in the hoUows of the cave, is, ever and ever, the
same thunder-voice of doom and warning in ray ear.
Does this foreboding that Mannion's eye is always on rae,
that his footsteps are always secretly foUowing mine, proceed only from the weakness of my worn-out energies ?
Could others in my situation restrain themselves from
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fearing, as I do, that he is still incessantly watching me m
secret ? It is possible. It may be, that his terrible connection with all my sufferings of the past, makes me attach
credit too easily to the destroying power which he arrogates
to himself in the future. Or It may be, that all resolution
to resist him Is paralysed In me, not so much by my fear of
his appearance, as by my uncertainty of the time when It
will take place—not so much by his menaces themselves, as
by the delay in their execution. Still, though I can estimate
fairly the value of these considerations, they exercise over
me no lasting Influence of tranquillity. I remember what
this man has done ; and in spite of all reasoning, I believe
in what he has told me he will yet do. Madman though he
may be, I have no hope of defence or escape from him In
any direction, look where I will.
But for the occupation which the foregoing narrative has
given to my mind; but for the relief which my heart can
derive from its thoughts of Clara, I must have sunk under
the torment of suspense and suspicion in which my life is
now passed. My sister! Even in this self-imposed absence
from her, I have stUl found a means of connecting myself
remotely with something that she loves. I have taken, as
the assumed name under which I live, and shaU continue to
live untU my father has given me back his confidence and
his affection, the name of a little estate that once belonged
to my mother, and that now belongs to her daughter. Even
the most wretched have their caprice, their last favourite
fancy. I possess no memorial of Clara, not even a letter.
The name that I have taken from the place which she was
always fondest and proudest of, is, to me, what a lock of
hair, a ring, any little loveable keepsake, is to others happier
than I am.
I have wandered away from the simple details of my hfe
in this place. Shall I now return to them ? Not to-day;
my head burns, my hand is weary. If the morrow shoin
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bring with it no event to write of, on the morrow I can
resume the subject from which I now break off.
October 20th,—^After laying aside my pen, I went out
yesterday for the purpose of renewing that former friendly
mtercourse with my poor neighbours, which has been interrupted for the last three weeks by uninterraitting labour at
the latter portions of ray narrative.
In the course of ray walk among the cottages and up to
the old church on the moor, I saw fewer of the people of
the district than usual. The behaviour of those whom I
did chance to meet, seemed unaccountably altered; perhaps
it was mere fancy, but I thought they avoided me. One
woman abruptly shut her cottage door as I approached. A
fisherman, when I wished him good day, hardly answered ;
and walked on without stopping to gossip with me as usual.
Some children, too, whom I overtook on the road to the
church, ran away from me, making gestures to each other
which I could not understand. Is the first superstitious
distrust of me returning after I thought it had been entirely overcome ? Or are my neighbours only showing their
resentment at my involuntary neglect of them for the last
three weeks ? I must try to find out to-morrow.
2\st.—I have discovered aU! The truth, which I was
strangely slow to suspect yesterday, has forced itself on me
to-day.
I went out this morning, as I had purposed, to discover
whether my neighbours had really changed towards rae, or
not, since the interval of my three weeks' seclusion. At
the cottage-door nearest to mine, two young children were
playing, whom I knew I had succeeded in attaching to me
soon after my arrival. I walked up to speak to them ; but,
as I approached, their mother came out, and snatched them
from me with a look of anger and alarm. Before I could
question her, she had taken them inside the cottage, and had
closed the door.
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Almost at the same moment, as if by a preconcerted
signal, three or four other women came out from their
abodee at a little distance, warned me in loud, angry voices
not to come near them, or their children ; and disappeared,
shutting their doors. StUl not suspecting the truth, I
turned back, and walked towards the beach. The lad whom
I employ to serve rae with provisions, was lounging there
against the side of an old boat. At seeing rae, he started
up, and walked away a few steps—then stopped, and caUed
out—
" I'm not to bring you anything more; father says he
won't sell to you again, whatever you pay him."
I asked the boy why his father had said that; but he ran
back towards the village without answering me.
" You had best leave us," muttered a voice behind me.
" If you don't go of your own accord, our people will starve
you out of the place."
The man who said these words, had been one of the flrst
to set the example of friendliness towards me, after my
arrival; and to him I now turned for the explanation which
no one else would give me.
" You know what we mean, and why we want you to go,
well enough," was his reply.
I assured him that I did not; and begged him so earnestly to enlighten me, that he stopped as he was walking
away.
" I'll tell you about It," he said ; " but not now; I don't
want to be seen with you." (As he spoke he looked back
at the women, who were appearing once more in front of
their cottages.) " Go home again, and shut yourself up ;
I'll come at dusk."
And he came as he had promised. But when I asked
him to enter my cottage, he declined, and said he would
talk to me outside, at my window. This disinclination to
be under my roof, r?minded me that my supplies of food
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had, for the last week, been left on the window-ledge, instead of being brought into my room as usual. I had been
too constantly occupied to pay much attention to the circumstance at the time; but I thought it very strange
now.
" Do you raean to teU me you don't suspect why we want
to get you out of our place here ?" said the man, looking in
distrustfully at me through the window.
I repeated that I could not imagine why they had aU
changed towards me, or what wrong they thought I had
done them.
" Then I'U soon let you know it," he continued. " We
want you gone from here, because—"
" Because," interrupted another voice behind him, which
I recognised as his wife's, " because you're bringing a blight
on us, and our houses—because we want our children's faces
left as God made them—"
" Because," interposed a second woman, who had joined
her, " you're bringing devU's vengeances among Christian
people! Come back, John ! he's not safe for a true man to
speak to."
They dragged the fisherman away with them before he
could say another word. I had heard enough. The fatal
truth burst at once on my mind. Mannion had foUowed
me to CornwaU; his threats were executed to the very
letter!
(10 o'clock.)—I have lit my candle for the last time m
this cottage, to add a few lines to my journal. The hamlet
is quiet; I hear no footstep outside—and yet, can I be
certain that Mannion is not lurking near my door at this
moment ?
I must go when the morning comes ; I must leave this
quiet retreat, m which I have lived so calmly untU now.
There is no hope that I can remstate myself in the opiniona
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of my poor neighbours. He has arrayed against me the
pitiless hostility of their superstition. He has found out
the dormant cruelties, even In the hearts of these simple
people ; and has awakened them against me, as he said he
would. The evil work must have been begun within the
last three weeks, while I was much within doors, and there
was little chance of meeting me in my usual walks. How
that work was accomplished it is useless to inquire; my
only object now, must be to prepare myself at once for
departure.
(11 o'clock.)—While I was putting up my few books, a
minute ago, a little embroidered marker fell out of one of
them, which I had not observed in the pages before; and
which I recognised as having been worked for me by Clara.
I have a memorial of my sister in ray possession, after aU!
Trifling as it is, I shaU preserve it about me, as a messenger
of consolation in the time of adversity and peril.
(I o'clock.)—The wind sweeps down on us, from off the
moorland, in fiercer and fiercer gusts ; the waves dash heavily against our rock promontory; the rain drifts wildly
past my windows ; and the densest darkness overspreads the
whole sky. The storm which has been threatening for some
days, is gathering fast.
(Village ofTreen, October 22nd.)—The events of this one
day have changed the whole future of my life. I must force
myself to write of them at once. Something warns me that
if I delay, though only till to-morrow, I shaU be incapable
of relating them at all.
I t was still early in the morning—I think about seven
o'clock—when I closed my cottage door behind rae, never
to open it again. I met only one or two of my neighbours
as I left the hamlet. They drew aside to let me advance,
without saying a word. With a heavy heart, grieved more
than I could have imagined possible at departing as an
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enemy from among the people with whom I had lived aa a
friend, I passed slowly by the last cottages, and ascended
the cliff path which led to the moor.
The storm had raged at its fiercest some hiurs back.
Soon after day Ught the wind sank ; but the majesty of the
mighty sea had lost none of its terror and grandeur as yet.
The huge Atlantic waves stUl hurled themselves, foaming
and furious, against the massive granite of the Cornish
cliffs. Overhead, the sky was hidden in a thick white mist,
now hanging, stiU and dripping, down to the ground; now
rolling in shapes like vast smoke-wreaths before the light
wind which still blew at Intervals. At a distance of more
than a few yards, the largest objects were totaUy invisible,
I had nothing to guide me, as I advanced, but the ceaseless
roaring of the sea on my right hand.
I t was my purpose to get to Penzance by night. Beyond
that, I had no project, no thought of what refuge I should
seek next. Any hope I might have formerly felt of escaping
from Mannion, had now deserted me for ever. I could not
discover by any outward indications, that he was stiU following my footsteps. The mist obscured aU objects behind
me from -view; the ceaseless crashing of the shore-waves
overwhelmed aU landward sounds, but I never doubted for
a moment that he was watching me, as I proceeded along
my onward way.
I walked slowly, keeping from the edge of the precipices
only by keeping the sound of the sea always at the same
distance from my ear; knowing that I was advancing in
the proper direction, though very circultously, as long as I
heard the waves on my right hand. To have ventured on
the shorter way, by the moor and the cross-roads beyond it,
would have been only to have lost myself past all chsmce
of extrication, in the mist.
In this tedious manner I had gone on for some time,
before it struck me that the noise of the sea was altering
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completely to my sense of hearing. I t seemed to be sounding very strangely on each side of me—both on my right
hand and on my left. I stopped and strained my eyes to
look through the mist, but It was useless. Crags only a
few yards off, seemed like shadows in the thick white
vapour. Again, I went on a little ; and, ere long, I heard
rolling towards me, as it were, under my own feet, and
under the roaring of the sea, a howling, hollow, intermittent
sound, like thunder at a distance. I stopped again, and
rested against a rock. After some time, the mist began to
part to seaward, but remained still as thick as ever on each
side of me. I went on towards the lighter sky in front—
the thiinder-sound booming louder and louder, in the very
heart, as it seemed, of the great cliff.
The mist brightened yet a little more, and showed me a
landmark to ships, standing on the highest point of the surrounding rocks. I climbed to it, recognised the glaring red
and white pattern in which it was painted, and knew that I
had wandered, in the mist, away from the regular line of
coast, out on one of the great granite promontories which
project into the sea, as natural breakwaters, on the southern
shore of Cornwall.
I had twice penetrated as far as this place, at the earlier
period of my sojourn in the fishing-hamlet, and while I now
listened to the thunder-sound, I knew from what cause it
proceeded.
Beyond the spot where I stood, the rocks descended sud'
denly, and almost perpendicularly, to the range below them.
I n one of the highest parts of the wall-side of granite thug
formed, there opened a black, yawning hole that slanted
nearly straight downwards, like a tunnel, to unknown and
unfathomable depths below, into which the waves found
entrance through some subterranean channel. Even at calm
times the sea was never silent in this frightful abyss, but on
stormy days its fury was terrific. The wild wavea boiled
T
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and thundered in their imprisonment, tlU they seemed to
convulse the solid cliff about them, like an earthquake.
But, high as they leapt up in the rocky walls of the chasm,
they never leapt into sight from above. Nothing but
clouds of spray indicated to the eye, what must be the horrible tumult of the raging waters below.
W i t h my recognition of the place to which I had now
wandered, came remembrance of the dangers I had left
behind me on the rock-track that led from the mahUand to
the promontory—dangers of narrow ledges and treacherous
precipices, which I had passed safely, while unconscious of
them in the mist, but which I shrank from tempting again,
now that I recollected them, until the sky had cleared, and
I could see my way well before me. The atmosphere was
stiU brightening slowly over the tossing, distant waves : I
determined to wait until it had lost all its obscurity, before
I ventured to retrace my steps.
I moved down towards the lower range of rocks, to seek
a less exposed position than that which I now occupied.
As I neared the chasm, the terrific howling of the waves
inside it was violent enough to drown, not only the crashing
sound of the surf on the-outward crags of the promontory,
but even the shrill cries of the hundreds on hundreds of
sea-birds that whirled around me, except when their flight
was Immediately over my head. At each side of the abvss,
the rocks, though very precipitous, afforded firm hold
for hand and foot. As I descended them, the morbid
longing to look on danger, which has led many a mau to
the very brink of a precipice, even whUe he dreaded It, led
me to advance as near as I durst to the side of the great
hole, and to gaze down Into It. I could see but little of its
black, shining. Interior walls, or of the fragments of rock
which here and there jutted out from them, crowned with
patches of long, lank, sea-weed waving slowly to and fro in
empty space—1 could see but little of these things, for the
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Bpi-ay from the bellowing water In the invisible depths
below, steamed up almost Incessantly, like smoke, and shot,
hissing in clouds out of the mouth of the chasm, on to a
huge flat rock, covered with sea-weed, that lay beneath and
in front of It. The very sight of this smooth, slippery
plane of granite, shelving steeply downward, right into the
gaping depths of the hole, made my head swim; the thundering of the water bewUdered and deafened me—I moved
away while I had the power: away, some thirty or forty
yards In a lateral direction, towards the edges of the promontory which looked down on the sea. Here, the rocks
rose again In wild shapes, forming natural caverns and penthouses. Towards one of these I now advanced, to shelter
myself till the sky had cleared.
I had just entered the place, close to the edge of the cliff,
when a hand was laid suddenly and firmly on my arm; and,
through the crashing of the waves below, the thundering ot
the water In the abyss behind, and the shrieking of the seabirds overhead, I heard these words, spoken close to my ear :—
" Take care of your life. I t Is not your's to throw away
—it is mine.'"
I turned, and saw Mannion standing by me. No shade
concealed the hideous distortion of his face. His eye was
on me, as he pointed significantly down to the surf foaming
two hundred feet beneath us.
" Suicide !" he said slowly—" I suspected It, and, this
time, I foUowed close : followed, to fight with death, which
should have you."
As I moved back from the edge of the precipice, and
shook him from me, I marked the vacancy that glared even
through the glaring triumph of his eye, and remembered
how I had been warned against him at the hospital.
The mist was thickening again, but thickening now in
clouds that parted and changed minute by minute, under
the influence of the light behind them, i had noticed these
Y 2
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sudden transitions before, and knew them to be the signs
which preceded the speedy clearing of the atmosphere.
W h e n I looked up at the sky, Mannion stepped back a
few paces, and pointed in the direction of the fishing-hamlet
from which I had departed.
" Even in that remote place," he said, " and among those
ignorant people, my deformed face has borne witness against
you, and Margaret's death has been avenged, as I said it
should. You have been expelled as a pest and a curse, by
a community of poor fishermen; you have begun to live
your life of excommunication, as I lived mine. Superstition!—barbarous, monstrous superstition, which I found
ready made to my use, is the scourge with which I have
driven you from that hiding-place. Look at me now! I
have got back my strength; I am no longer the sick refuse
of the hospital. W h e r e you go, I have the limbs and the
endurance to go too ! I tell you again, we are linked together for life; I cannot leave you if I would. The horrible
joy of hunting you through the world, leaps in my blood
like fire ! Look ! look out on those tossing waves. There
is no rest for them ; there shall be no rest for you !"
The sight of him, standing close by me in that wild solitude ; the hoarse sound of his voice, as he raised it almost
to raving in his exultation over my helplessness ; the in:;essant crashing of the sea on the outer rocks; the
roaring of the tortured waters imprisoned in the depths
of the abyss behind u s ; the obscurity of the mist, and the
strange, wild shapes it began to take, as it now roUed almost
over our heads—aU that I saw, aU that I heard, seemed
suddenly tc madden me, as Mannion uttered his last words.
My brain felt turned to fire ; my heart to ice. A horrible
temptation to rid myself for ever of the wretch before me,
by hurling him over the precipice at my feet, seized on me.
I felt my hands stretching themselves out towards him
vithout my willing it—if I had waited another Instant, I
hould have dashed him or myself to destruction. B u t I
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turned back in time ; and, reckless of all danger, fled from the
sight of him, over the rugged and perilous surface of the cliff.
The shock of a fall among the rocks, before I had
advanced more than a few yards, partly restored my selfpossession. Still, I dared not look back to see if Mannion
was following me, so long as the precipice behind him was
within view.
I began to climb to the higher range of rocks almost at
the same spot by which I had descended from them—judging by the close thunder of the water in the chasm. Halfway up, I stopped at a broad resting-place; and found that
I must proceed a little, either to the right or to the left. In
a horizontal direction, before I could easily get higher. At
that moment, the mist was slowly brightening again. I
looked first to the left, to see where I could get good foothold—then to the right, towards the outer sides of the
riven rocks close at hand.
At the same instant, I caught sight dimly of the figure of
Mannion, moving shadow-like below and beyond me, skirting
the farther edge of the slippery plane of granite that shelved
into the gaping mouth of the hole. The brightening atmosphere showed him that he had risked himself, in the
mist, too near to a dangerous place. H e stopped—looked
up and saw me watching him—raised his hand—and shook
it threateningly In the air. The ill-calculated violence of
his action, in making that menacing gesture, destroyed his
equilibrium—he staggered—tried torecover himself—swayed
half round where he stood—then feU heavily backward,
right on to the steep shelving rock.
The wet sea-weed slipped through his fingers, as they
madly clutched at it. H e struggled frantically to throw
himself towards the side of the declivity; slipping further
and further down it at every effort. Close to the mouth of
the abyss, he sprang up as if he had been shot. A tremendous jet of spray hissed out upon him at the same moihent. I heard a scream so ehrlU, so horribly unlike any
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human cry, that it seemed to sUence the very thundering
of the water. The spray fell. Eor one Instant, I saw two
livid and bloody hands tossed up against the black walls of
the hole, as he dropped into it. Then, the waves roared
again fiercely in their hidden depths; the spray flew out
once more ; and when it cleared off, nothing was to be seen
at the yawning mouth of the chasm—nothing moved over
the shelving granite, but some torn particles of sea-weed
sliding slowly downwards in the running ooze.
The shock of that sight must have paralysed within me
the power of remembering what followed i t ; for I can recall nothing, after looking on the emptiness of the rock
below, except that I crouched on the ledge under
my feet, to save myself from falling off it—that there
was au interval of oblivion — and that I seemed to
awaken again, as it were, to the thundering of the water
in the abyss. When I rose and looked around me, the
seaward sky was lovely in its clearness; the foam of the
' eaping waves flashed gloriously in the sunlight: and aU
that remained of the mist was one great cloud of purple
shadow, hanging afar off over the whole inland view.
I traced my way back along the promotory feebly and
slowly. My weakness was so great, that I trembled in every
limb.
A strange uncertainty about directing myself in
the simplest actions, overcame my mind. Sometimes, I
stopped short, hesitating in spite of myself at the slightest
obstacles in my path. Sometimes, I grew confused without any cause, about the direction in which I was proceeding, and fancied I was going back to the fishing village,,
The sight that I had witnessed, seemed to be affecting me
physically, far more than mentally.
As I dragged myself
on my weary way along the coast, there was always the
same painful vacancy in my thoughts : there seemed to be
no power in them, yet, of realising Mannion's appalling death.
By the time I arrived at this vUlage, my strength was so
utterly exhausted, that the people at the inn were obliged
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to help rae upstairs. Even now, after some hours' rest, the
mere exertion of dipping my pen in the ink begins to be a
labour and a pain to me. There is a strange fluttering at
my heart; my recollections are growing confused again—I
can write no more.
23rd.—The frightful scene that I witnessed yesterday
still holds the same disastrous influence over me. I have
vainly endeavoured to think, not of Mannion's death, but
of the free prospect which that death has opened to my view.
Waking or sleeping, it is as if some fatality kept all ray
faculties imprisoned within the black walls of the chasm.
I saw the livid, bleeding hands flying past them again, in
my dreams, last night. And now, while the morning Is clear
and the breeze Is fresh, no repose, no change comes t o my
thoughts. The bright beauty of unclouded daylight seems
to have lost the happy influence over me which it used formerly to possess.
25th.—All yesterday I had not energy enough even to
add a line to this journal. The strength to control myself
seems to have gone from me. The slightest accidental noise
in the house, throws me into a fit of trembling which I cannot subdue. Surely, if ever the death of one human being
brought release and salvation to another, the death of Mannion has brought them to m e ; and yet, the effect left on
my mind by the horror of having seen it, is still not lessened—not even by the knowledge of all that I have gained
by being freed from the deadliest and most determined
enemy that man ever had.
26th.—Visions—half waking, half dreaming—all through
the night. Visions of my last lonely evening in the fishing-hamlet—of Mannion again—the livid hands whirling
to and fro over my head in the darkness—then, glimpses of
home ; of Clara reading to me in my study—then, a change
to the room where Margaret died—the sight of her again,
with her long black hair streaming over her face—then, oblivion for a little while—then, Mannion once more ; walk-
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ing backwards and forwards by my bedside—his death,
seeming like a dream; his watching me through the night
like a reality to which I had just awakened—Clara walking
opposite to him on the other side—Ealph between them,
pointing at me.
2*1 th.—I am afraid my mmd Is seriously afi'ected; it must
have been fatally weakened before I passed through the
terrible scenes among the rocks of the promontory. My
nerves must .have suffered far more than I suspected at
the time, under the constant suspense In which I have been
living since I left London, and under the incessant strain
and agitation of writing the narrative of all that has happened to me. Shall I send a letter to Ealph ? No—not yet.
It might look like impatience, like not being able to bear
my necessary absence as calmly and resolutely as I ought.
2'^th.—A wakeful night—tormented by morbid apprehensions that the reports about me In the fishing-village may
spread to this place; that Inquiries may be made after
Mannion; and that I way be suspected of having caused his
death.
29M.—The people at the inn have sent to get me medica..
advice. The doctor came to-day. He Avas kindness itself;
but I feU Into a fit of trembling, the moment he entered the
room—grew confused in attempting to teU him what was
the matter with me—and, at last, could not articulate a
single word distinctly. He looked very grave as he examined me and questioned the landlady. I thought I
heard him say something about sending for my friends, but
could not be certain.
3l5^.—Weaker and weaker. I tried in despair, to-day,
to write to Ealph ; but knew not how to word the letter.
The simplest forms of expression confused themselves inextricably in my mind. I was obliged to give it up. I t is
a surprise to me to find that I can still add with my pencU
to the entries in this Journal! When I am no longer able
to continue, in some sort, th(i «mplojment to which I have
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been used for so many weeks past, what will become of
me ? Shall I have lost the only safeguard that keeps me in
my senses ?
^

TP

-^P

W

Worse ! worse! I have forgotten what day of the month
It is; and cannot remember it for a moment together, when
they teU me—cannot even recollect how long I have been
confined to my bed. I feel as if my heart was wasting
away. Oh! if I could only see Clara again.

The doctor and a strange man have been looking among
my papers.
My God! am I dying ? dying at the very time when
there is a chance of happiness for my future life ?
*
*
*
*
*
*
Clara !—far from her—nothing but the Httle book-marker
she worked for me—leave it round my neck when I —
I can't move, or breathe, or think—If I could only be
taken back—if my father could see me as I am now!
Night again—the dreams that will come—always of home;
sometimes, the untried home in heaven, as well aa the familiar home on earth—
W

^

^

^
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Clara! I shall die out of my senses, unless Clara—break
the news gently—It may kill her—
Her face so bright and calm ! her watchful, weeping eyes
always looking at me, with a light in them that shines steady
through the quivering tears. While the light lasts, I shall
live ; when it begins to die out—*
NOTE BY THE EDITOR

• Tfcore arc some lines of writing beyond tliis point j but they are
Illegible.
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LETTERS IN CONCLUSION.

LETTEE L
f a O i l WILLIAM PEl\'irALE, M I N E E , AT BAEXALLOCK, I K COBW»
WALL, TO HIS WIFE IN LONDON.
M Y DEAR MAEY,

I received your letter yesterday, and was more glad than
I can say, at hearing that our darling girl Susan has got
such a good place in London, and likes her new mistress so
well. My kind respects to your sister and her husband, and
say I don't grumble about the money that's been spent in
sending you with Susan to take care of her. She was too
young, poor chUd, to be trusted to make the journey alone;
and, as I was obliged to stop at home and work to keep the
other children, and pay back what we borrowed for the trip,
of course you were the proper person, after me, to go with
Susan—whose welfare is a more precious possession to ua
than any money, I am sure. Besides, when I married you,
and took you away to Cornwall, I always promised you a
trip to London to see your friends again; and now that
promise is performed. So, once again, don't fret about the
money that's been spent: I shall soon pay it back.
I've got some very strange news for you, Mary. You know
how bad work was getting at the mine, before you went
away—so bad, that I thought to myself after you had gone
" Hadn't I better try what I can do in the fishing at Treen ?"
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And I went there; aud, thank God, have got on well by it.
I can turn my hand to most things; and the fishing has
been very good this year. So I have stuck to my work.
And now I come to my news.
Tk<3 landlady, at the inn here, is, as you know, a sort ot
relation of mine. Well, the third afternoon after you had
gone, I was stopping to say a word to her at her own door,
on my way to the beach, when we saw a young gentleman,
quite a stranger, coming up to us. H e looked very pale
and wild-like, I thought, when he asked for a bed; and then
got faint all of a sudden—so faint aud ill, that I was obliged
to lend a hand in getting him upstairs. The next morning
I heard he was worse-: and It was just the same story the
morning after. H e quite frightened the landlady, he was so
restless, and talked to himself in such a strange way; specially at night. H e wouldn't say what was the matter with
him, or who he was: we could only find out that he had
been stopping among the fishing people further west: and
that they had not behaved very well to him at last—more
shame for them! I'm sure they could take no hurt from the
poor young fellow, let him be whom he may. Well, the end
of it was that I went and fetched the doctor for him myself,
and when we got into his room, we found him all pale and
trembling, and looking at us, poor soul, as if he thought we
meant to murder him. The doctor gave his complaint some
hard names which I don't know how to write down ; but it
seems there's more the matter with his mind than his body,
and that he must have had some great fright which has
shaken his nerves all to pieces. The only way to do him
good, as the doctor said, was to have him carefully nursed
by his relations, and kept quiet among people he knew;
strange faces about him being likely to make him worse.
The doctor asked where his friends lived; but he wouldn't
say, and, lately, he's got so much worse that he can't speak
dearly to us at all.
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Yesterday evening, he gave us all a fright. The doctor
hearing me below, asking after him, said I was to come up
stairs and help to move him to have his bed made. As soon
as I raised him up (though I'm sure I touched him as
gently as I could), he fainted dead away. While he was
being brought to, a little piece of something that ^looked
like card-board, prettily embroidered with beads and silk,
came away from a string that held it round his neck, and
dropped off the bedside. I picked it up ; for I remembered
the time, Mary, when you and I were courting, and how
precious the least thing was to me that belonged to you.
So I took care of it for him, thinking it might be a keepsake
from his sweetheart. And sure enough, when he came to,
he put up his thin white hands to his neck, and looked so
thankful at me when I tied the little thing again to the
string ! Just as I had done that the doctor beckons me to
the other end of the room.
" T h i s won't do," says he to me in a whisper. " I f he
goes on like this, he'll lose his reason, if not his life. I
must search his papers, to find out what friends he has;
and you must be my witness."
So the doctor opens his little bag, and takes out a
square sealed packet first; then two or three letters tied
together ; the poor soul looking aU the while as if he longed
to prevent us from touching them. Well, the doctor said
there was no occasion to open the packet, for the direction
was the same on all the letters, and the name corresponded
with his initials marked on his linen.
" I'm next to certain this is where he lives, or did live ;
so this Is where I'll write," says the doctor.
" Shall my wife take the letter, Sir ?" says I. " She's In
London with our girl, Susan; and, if his friends should be
gone away from where you are writing to, she may be able
to trace them."
" Quite right, Penhale !" says he ; " we'll do that. Write
to your wife, and put my letter inside yours."
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I did as he told me, at once; and his letter is inside
this, with the direction of the house and the street.
Now, Mary, dear, go at once, and see what you can
find out. The direction on the doctor's letter may be his
home; and If It Isn't, there may be people there who can
tell you where it Is. So go at once, and let us know directly
what luck you have had, for there Is no time to be lost;
and if you saw the young gentleman, you would pity him as
much as we do.
This has got to be such a long letter, that I have no
room left to write any more. God bless you, Mary, and
God bless ray darling Susan! Give her a kiss for father's
sake, and believe me,
Your loving husband,
W I L L I A M PENHALE.

LETTEE IL
PEOM MAET PENHALE TO H E E H I T S B A N D .
DEAEEST W I L L I A M ,

Susan sends a hundred kisses, and best loves to you and
her brothers and sisters. She's getting on nicely ; and her
mistress is as kind and fond of her as can be. Best respects,
too, from my sister Martha, and her husband. And now
I've done giving you all my messages, I'll tell you some
good news for the poor young gentleman who is so bad at
Treen.
As soon as I had seen Susan, and read your letter to
her, I went to the place where the doctor's letter directed
me. Such a grand house, William ! I was really afraid to
knock at the door. So I plucked up courage, and gave a
pull at the bell; and a very fat, big man, with his head all
plastered over with powder, opened the door, almost before
I had done ringing. " If you please. Sir," says I, showTDg
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him the name on the doctor's letter, " do any friends of this
gentleman live here ?" " To be sure they do," says h e ;
" his father and sister live here : but what do you want to
know for?" " I want them to read this letter," says I.
" It's to tell them that the young gentleman is very bad In
health down In our country." " You can't see my master,"
says he, " for he's confined to his bed by illness: and Misa
Clara is very poorly too—you had better leave the letter
with me." J u s t as he said this, an elderly lady crossed the
ball (I found out she was the housekeeper, afterwards), and
asked what I wanted. When I told her, she looked quite
startled. " Step this way, ma'am," says she; " you will do
Miss Clara more good than all the doctors put together.
B u t you must break the news to her carefully, before she
sees the letter. Please to make It out better news than it
is, for the young lady Is In very delicate health." W e went
•jpstairs—such stair-carpets ! I was almost frightened to
step on them, after walking through the dirty streets. The
housekeeper opened a door, and said a few words inside,
which I could not hear, and then let me in where the young
lady was.
Oh, William! she had the sweetest, kindest face I ever
saw in my life. But it was so pale, and there was such a
sad look in her eyes when she asked me to sit down, that It
went to my heart, when I thought of the news I had to tell
her. I couldn't speak just at first; and I suppose she
thought I was in some trouble—for she begged me not to
teU her what I wanted, till I was better. She said It with
Euch a voice and such a look, that, like a great fool, I burst
out crying, instead of answering as I ought. B u t it did me
good, though,, and made me able to teU her about her brother (breaking it as gently as I could) before I gave her the
doctor's letter. She never opened i t ; but stood up before
me as If she was turned to stone—not able to cry, or speak,
or move. I t frightened me so, to see her In such a dreadful
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state, that I forgot all about the grand house, and the difference there was between us; and took her in my arms,
making her sit down on the sofa by me—just as I should
do, if I was consoling our own Susan under some great
trouble. WeU! I soon made her look more like herself,
comforting her In every way I could think of: and she laid
her poor head ou my shoulder, and I took and kissed her,
(not remembering a bit about its being a born lady and a
stranger that I was kissing) ; and the tears came at last,
and did her good. As soon as she could speak, she thanked
God her brother was found, and had fallen into kind hands.
She hadn't courage to read the doctor's letter herself, and
asked me to do it. Though he gave a very bad account of
the young gentleman, he said that care and nursing, and
getting him away from a strange place to his own home and
among his friends, might do wonders for him yet. When I
came to this part of the letter, she started up, and asked
me to give It to her. Then she Inquired when I was going
back to Cornwall; and I said, " as soon as possible," (for
indeed, it's time I was home, William). " Wait; pray wait
tUl I have shown this letter to my father!" says she. And
she ran out of the room with It in her hand.
After some time, she cam© back with her face all of a
flush, like ; looking quite different to what she did before,
and saying that I had done more to make the family happy
by coming with that letter, than she could ever thank me
for as she ought. A gentleman followed her in, who waa
her eldest brother (she said) ; the pleasantest, llvehest gentleman I ever saw. He shook hands as if he had known :ne
aU his life ; and told me I was the first person he had ever
met with who had done good in a family by bringing them
bad news. Then he asked me whether I was ready to go to
Cornwall the next morning with him, and the young lady,
and a friend of his who was a doctor. I had thought already of getting the parting oyer with poor Susan, that very
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day: so I said, " Yes." After that, they wouldn't let me go
away tiU I had had something to eat and drink ; and the
dear, kind young lady asked me all about Susan, and where
she was living, and about you and the children, just as if
she had known us like neighbours. Poor thing ! she was so
flurried, and so anxious for the next morning, that it was aU
the gentieman could do to keep her quiet, and prevent her
faUIng into a sort of laughing and crying fit, which it seems
she had been liable to lately. At last they let me go away ;
and I went and stayed with Susan as long as I could before
I bid her good-bye. She bore the parting bravely—poor,
dear child! God in heaven bless her ; aiid I'm sure he will;
for a better daughter no mother ever had.
My dear husband, I am afraid this letter is very badly
written ; but the tears are in my eyes, thinking of Susan;
and I feel so wearied and flurried after what has happened.
W e are to go off very early to-morrow morning in a carriage,
which Is to be put on the railway. Only think of my riding
home in a fine carriage, with gentlefolks!—how surprised
Willie, and Nancy, and the other children wiU b e ! 1 shall
get to Treen almost as soon as my letter ; but I thought I
would write, so that you might have the good news, the first
moment it could get to you, to tell the poor young gentleman. I'm sure it must make him better, only to hear that
his brother and sister are coming to fetch him home.
I can't write any more, dear William, I'm so very tired ;
except that I long to see you and the little ones again; and
that I am
Yo'T loving and dutiful wife,
M A E T P E N H A LB.
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LETTEE IIL
rO ME. JOHN BEENAED, EEOM THE WEITEE OF THE EOEEGOIN& AUTOBIOGEAPHT.
[This letter is nearly nine years later in date than the letters which
precede it.]
Lanreatli Cottage, Breconshire.
Mx

DEAE E E I E N D ,

I find, by your last letter, that you doubt whether I still
remember the circumstances under which I made a certain
promise to you, more than eight years ago. You are mistaken : not one of those circumstances has escaped my
memory. To satisfy you of this, I will now recapitulate
them. You wiU own, I think, that I have forgotten nothing.
After my removal from Cornwall (shall I ever forget the
first sight of Clara and Ealph at my bedside !), when the
nervous malady from which I suffered so long, had yielded
to the affectionate devotion of my famUy—aided by the
untiring exercise of your skill—one of my first anxieties
was to show that I could gratefully appreciate your exertions for my good, by reposing the same confidence in you,
which I should place in my nearest and dearest relatives.
Erom the time when we first met at the hospital, your services were devoted to me, through much misery of mind and
body, with the delicacy and the self-denial of a true friend,
I felt that it was only your due that you should know by
what trials I had been reduced to the situation in which
you found me, when you accompanied my brother and sister
to CornwaU—I felt this; and placed in your hands, for
your own private perusal, the narrative which I had written
of my error and of its terrible consequences. To tell you
all that had happened to me, with my own lips, was more
z
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than I could do then—and even after this lapse of years,
would be more than I could do now.
After you had read the narrative, you urged me, on returning it into my possession, to permit Its publication
during my lifetime. I granted the justness of the reasons
which led you to counsel me thus ; but I told you, at the
same time, that an obstacle, which I was bound to respect,
would prevent me from foUowing your advice. While my
father lived, I could not suffer a manuscript In which he
was represented (no matter under what excess of provocation) as separating himself in the bitterest hostility from
his own son, to be made public property. I could not
suffer events of which we never afterwards spoke ourselves,
to be given to others in the form of a printed narrative
which might perhaps fall under his own eye. You acknowledged, I remember, the justice of these considerations ;
and promised. In case I died before him, to keep back my
manuscript from publication as long as my father lived.
In binding yourself to that engagement, however, you stipulated, and I agreed, that I should reconsider your arguments in case I outlived him. This was my promise, and
these were the circumstances under which it was made.
You will allow, I think, that my memory is more accurate
than you had imagined it to be.
And now, you write to remind me of my part of our
agreement—forbearing, with your accustomed delicacy, to
introduce the subject, until more than six months have
elapsed since my father's death. You have done well. I
have had time to feel aU the consolation afforded to me by the
remembrance that, for years past, my life was of some use
in sweetening my father's; that his death has occurred in
the ordinary course of Nature; and that I never, to my own
knowledge, gave him any cause to repent the full and loving
reconcUIatlon which took place between us, as soon as we
could speak together freely after my return to hcnio.
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StiU I am not answering your question:—Am 1 now
willing to permit the publication of my narrative, provided
ah names and places mentioned In It remained concealed
and I am known to no one but yourself, Ealph, and Clara,
as the writer of my own story ? I reply that I am wlUing.
I n a few days, you will receive the manuscript by a safe
hand. Neither my brother nor my sister object to its being
made public on the terms I have mentioned; and I feel no
hesitation in accepting the permission thus accorded to
me. I have not glossed over the filghtlness of Ealph's
character ; but the brotherly kindness and manly generosity
which lie beneath It, are as apparent, I hope, in my narrative as they are in fact. And Clara, dear Clara !—all that
I have said of her is only to be regretted as unworthy of
the noblest subject that my pen, or any other pen, can have
to write on !
One dlfUculty, however, still remains : — How are the
pages which I am about to send you to be concluded ? In
the novel-reading sense of the word, my story has no real
conclusion.
The repose that comes to all of ^us after
trouble—to me, a repose in life: to others, how often a repose only in the grave!—is the end which must close this
autobiography : an end, calm, natural, and uneventful; yet
not, perhaps, devoid of all lesson and value. Is it fit that
I should set myself, for the sake of effect, to make a conclusion, and terminate by fiction what has begun, and thus
far, has proceeded In truth ? I n the interests of Art, as
well as in the Interests of Eeality, surely n o t !
Whatever remains to be related after the last entry In my
journal, will be found expressed in the simplest, and therefore, the best form, by the letters from Willla.m and Mary
Penhale, which I send you with this. When I revisited
CornwaU, to see the good miner and his wife, I found, in
the course of the inquiries which I made as to the past,
that they still preserved the letters they had written about
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me, whUe I lay Ul at Treen. I asked permission to take
copies of these two documents, as containing materials,
which T could but Ul supply from my own rcsourceSj for
filling up a gap in my story. They at once consented;
teUing me that they had always kept each other's letters
after marriage, as carefully as they kept them before, in
token that their first affection remained to the last unchanged.
At the same time they entreated me, with the most earnest
sirapllcity, to polish their own homely expressions; and
turn them, as they phrased It, Into proper reading. You
may easily Imagine that I knew better than to do this ; and
you will, I am sure, agree with me that both the letters I
send should be printed as literally as they were copied by
my hand.
Having now provided for the continuation ot my story to
the period of my return home, I have a word or two to say
on the subject of preparing the autobiography for press
Ealling in the resolution, even now, to look over my manuscript again, I leave the corrections it requires to others—
6ut on one condition. Let none of the passages in which
I have related events, or described characters, be either softened or suppressed. I am well aware of the tendency, in
some readers, to denounce truth itself as improbable, unless their own personal experience has borne witness to i t ;
and it is on this very account that I am firm in my determination to allow of no cringing beforehand to anticipated
incredulities. W h a t I have written is T r u t h ; and it shaU
go into the world as Truth should—entirely nncompromlsed.
Let m,y style be corrected as '"completely as you will; but
leave characters and events which are taken from realities,
real as they are.
I n regard to the surviving persons with whom this narrative associates me, I have little to say which it can concern
the reader to know. The man whom I have presented in
the preceding pages under the name of Sherwin is, I believe..
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stiU alive, and still residing in Erance—whither he retreated
soon after the date of the last events mentioned in my autobiography. A new system had been [Introduced into his
business by his assistant, which, when left to his own unaided resources, he failed to carry out. His affairs became
involved; a commercial crisis occurred, which he was wholly
unable to meet; and he was made a bankrupt, having first
dishonestly secured to himself a subsistence for life, out of
the wreck of his property. I accidentally heard of him, a few
years since, as maintaining among the English residents of
the town he then inhabited, the character of a man who
had undeservedly suffered from severe family misfortunes,,
and who bore his afiilctlons with the most exemplary piety
and resignation.
To those once connected with him, who are now no more,
I need not and cannot refer again. That part of the dreary
Past with which they are associated. Is the part which I
still shrink in terror from thinking on. There are two
names which my lips have not uttered for years; which, in
this life, I shall never pronounce again. The night of
Death Is over them: a night to look away from for evermore.
To look away from—but, towards what object ? The
Euture ? That way, I see but dimly even yet. It is on
the Present that my thougMs are fixed, in the contentment
which desires no change.
Eor the last five months I have lived here with Clara—
here, on the httle estate which was once her mother's,
which is now hers. Long before my father's death we often
talked, in the great country House, of future days which
we might pass together, as we pass them now, in this place.
Though we may often leave it for a time, we shall always
look back to Lanreath Cottage as to our home. The years
of retirement which I spent at the Hall, after my recovery,
have not awakened in me a single longing to return to the
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busy world. Ealph—now the head of our family; now
aroused by his new duties to a sense of his new position—
Ealph, already emancipated from many of the habits which
once enthralled and degraded him, has written, bidding me
employ to the utmost the resources which his position enables him to offer me, if I decide on entering into public
life. But I have no such purpose ; I am stUl resolved to
live on in obscurity, in retirement. In peace. I have suffered
too much; I have been wounded too sadly, to range myself
with the heroes of Ambition, and fight my way upward from
the ranks. The glory and the glitter which I once longed
to look on as my own, would dazzle and destroy me, now.
Such shocks as I have endured, leave that behind them
which changes the character and the purpose of a hfe. The
mountain-path" of Action is no longer a path for me ; my
future hope pauses with my present happiness in the shadowed valley of Eepose.
Not a repose which owns no duty, and is good for no
u s e ; not a repose which Thought cannot ennoble, and Affection cannot sanctify. To serve the cause of the poor and
the Ignorant, in the little sphere which now surrounds m e ;
to smooth the way for pleasure and plenty, where pain and
want have made it rugged too long; to Uve more and more
worthy, with every day, of the sisterly love which, never
tiring, never changing, watches over me in this last retreat,
this dearest home—these are the purposes, the only purposes left, which I may stiU cherish. Let me but live to
fulfil them, and hfe wUl have given to me all that I can
ask!
I may now close my letter, I have communicated to you
all the materials I can supply for the conclusion of my autobiography, and have furnished you with the only directions
I wish to give in reference to its publication. Present it to
the reader in any form, and at any time, that you think fit.
On its reception by the public I have no wish to speculate.
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I t is enough for me to know that, with all its faults, it
has been written in sincerity and in truth. I shall not feel
false shame at its failure, or false pride at its success.
If there be any further information which you think it
necessary to possess, and which I have forgotten to communicate, write to me on the subject—or, far better, come
here yourself, and ask of me with your own lips all that you
desire to know. Come, and judge of the life I am now
leading, by seeing it as it really is. Though It be only for
a few days, pause long enough in your career of activity and
usefulness, of fame and honour, to find leisure time for a
visit to the cottage where we live. This is as much Clara's
invitation as mine. She will never forget (even if I could!)
all that I have owed to your friendship—will never weary
(even if I should tire!) of showing you that wo are capable
of deserving it. Come, then, and see her as well as me—see
her, once more, my sister of old times ! I remember what
you said of Clara, when we last met, and last talked of her;
and I believe you will be almost as happy to see her again
in her old character as I am.
Till then, farewell! Do not judge hastily of my motives
for persisting in the life of retirement which I have led for
so many years past. Do not think that calamity has chilled
my heart, or enervated my mind. Past suffering may have
changed, but it has not deteriorated me. I t has fortified my
spirit with an abiding strength; it has told me plainly,
much that was but dimly revealed to me before; It has
shown me uses to which I may put my existence, that have
their sanction from other voices than the voices of fame;
it has taught me to feel that bravest ambition which is
vigorous enough to overleap the little life here! Is there
no aspiration In the purposes for which I would now live ?
—Bernard! whatever we can do of good, in this world, with
our affections or our faculties, rises to the Eternal World
above us, as a song of praise from ITiiir.anity to God.
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Amid the thousand, thousand tones ever joining to sweU
the music of that song, are those which sound loudest and
grandest here, the tones which travel sweetest and purest to
the Imperishable Throne; which mingle in the perfectest
harmony with the anthem of the angel-choir! Ask your
own heart that question—and then say, may not the obscurest life—even a hfe like mine—be dignified by a lasting
aspiration, and dedicated to a noble aim ?
I have done. The calm summer evening has stolen on
rae while I have been writing to you; and Clara's voice—
now the happy voice of the happy old times—caUs to me
from our garden seat to come out and look at the sunset
over the distant sea. Once more—farewell!

OGDE.\ .^.ND CO., rKI.NTliKS, I 7 2 , ST. JOHN STKtET, B C ,
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ON BOOKS AND

BOOK-BUYERS,

BY JOHN RUSKIN.
' ' / say we have despised literature ; what do we, as a nation, care
about books ? How viuch do you think we spend altogether on our
libraries, public or private, as compa?-ed with what we spend on our
horses ? If a man spends lavishly on his library, you call him mad
—a bibliotnaniac. But you never call one a horse-maniac, though men
ruin themselves every day by their horses, and you do not hear ^people
ruining themselves by their books. Or, to go lower still, how much do
you think the contents of the book-shelves of the United Kingdom, public
and private, would fetch, as compared with the contents of its wine,
cellars ? What position would its expenditure on literature take as compared with its expenditure on luxurious eating? We talk of food for
the mind, as of food for the body : now, a good book contains suck food
inexhaustible: it is provision for life, and for the best part of us ; yet
haw long m.ost people would look at the best book before they would give
the price of a large turbot for it I Though there have been men who
have pinched their stomachs and bared their backs to buy a book, whose
libraries were cheaper to them, I think, in the end, than most men's
dinners are. We arefew of us put to such a trial, and more the pity ;
for, indeed, a precious thing is all the more precious to us if it has been
won by work or economy ; and if public libraries were half as costly as
public dinners, or books cost the tenth part of what bracelets do, even
foolish men and women might sometimes suspect there was good in reading as well as in munching and sparkling ; whereas the very cheapness
of literature is making even wiser people forget that if a book is worth
rmding it is worth buying,"—SESAME
TREASURES.
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Advertising,

A History of.

From the Earliest Times. Illustrated by Anecdotes, Curious
Specimens, and Biographical Notes of Successful Advertisers.
By HENRY SAMPSON.
'* We have here a hook to he thankful for.
We recommend the present
volume,
which takes us through antiquity,
the Tniddle ages, and the present time,
illustrating all in turn hy advertisements—serious^
comic, roguish, or downright
rascally.
The volume isfull of entertainment
from the first page to the
last.*'—ATHEN,/EUM.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6,r.

Afghan

War, Causes of the.

A Selection of the Papers laid before Parliament, with a Connecting Narrative and Comment.

" Under this title the Afghan Cofntniitee have published a volume which contains a selection of the papers laid before Parliament ^ so arranged and connected as
to form a cojnplete narrative of the leading eveitts of both our past and present
policy in Afghanistan.
As this work was prepared by a sub'C07nmittee, -mainly
composed of gentlemen of Indian experience, who were appointed at a meeting
of which Lord Lawrence was chairman^
the public have a guarantee that ihe
compilers have performed
their task in a thoroughly
satisfactory
Tnanner."—
DAILY NEWS.

*' A hook of which ii would not be easy to exaggerate th& value to all who care io
form an opinion for themselves as to the merits of the Afghan policy of the Government from a study of the actual facts.
. . The task of the authors has been
discharged 'with oonspic2ious ability and
undeviatingfairness.'''—SCOTSMAN.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with 639 Illustrations, 7^. 6d*

Architectural

Styles, A Handbook of,

Translated from the German of A. ROSENGARTEN by W.
COLLETT-SANDARS. With 639 Illustrations.
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Crown Svo, with Portrait and Facsimile, cloth extra. Is, 6d.

Art emus IVard's

Works:

The Works of CHARLES FARRER BROWNE, better known as

ARTEMUS W A R D . With Portrait, facsimile of Handwriting, &c.
Second Edition, demy Svo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, \%s.

Baker's

Clouds in the East:

Travels and Adventures on the Perso-Turkoman Frontier. By
VALENTINE BAKER. Second Edition, revised and corrected.
Crown Svo, cloth extra.

Balzac,—The
Author,

Comedie Humaine and its

With Translations from the French of Balzac. By

H. H . WALKER,

[/« the press.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, "js, 6d,

Bankers, A Handbook of London,
With some Account of their Predecessors, the Early Goldsmiths ;
together with Lists of Bankers, from 1677 to 1876. By F . G.
HILTON PRICE.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7^. dd.

Bardsley's

Our English

Surnames:

Their Sources and Significations.
By CHARLES WARKING
BARDSLEY, M.A. Second Edition, revised throughout, considerably enlarged, and partially rewritten.
" Mr. Bardsley has faithfully consulted the original mediaval documents and
works from "which the origin a?id development of surnames can alone be satisfactorily traced. He has furnished
a valuable contribution to the literature of
surnames, and voe hcpe to hear rnore of him in this
field."—TIMBS.

Small 4to, green and gold, 6s, 6d.; gilt edges, 'js, 6d,

Bechsteins

As Pretty as Seven,

and other Popular German Stories. Collected by LUDWIG
BECHSTEIN.
With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM,
and 100 Illustrations by RICHTER,

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Map and Illustrations, 12s,

Beerbohm s Wanderings
Or, Life amongst the Ostrich Hunters,

in

Patagonia,

By JULIUS BEERBOHM,

'^ Full of weU told and exciting incident.
. A ride, which at all times
would have had a n-ild and savage attraction, was destined by the merest chance
to prove unexpectedly perilous and adventurous,
.
These stirring
scenes,
throughout which Mr. Beerbohm shows no slight degree of bravery and coolness,
are described in a manner 'which is both spirited and modest. , , . A thoroughly
readable story, which well fills up a not unmanageable
volutne."—GRAPHIC.
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Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt and gilt edges, price Z\s, per volume.

Beautiful

Pictures by British Artists

:

A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture Galleries. Two Series.
The F I R S T SERIES including Examples by W I L K I E , C O N STABLE, T U R N E R , MULREADY, LANDSEER, MACLISE, E , M .
W A R D , F R I T H , Sir J O H N G I L B E R T , L E S L I E , A N S D E L L , MARCUS
STONE, Sir N O E L PATON, F A E D , E Y R E CROWE, GAVIN O ' N E I L ,
and MADOX BROWN.
The SECOND S E R I E S containing Pictures by ARMYTAGE, F A E D ,
GooDALL, HEMSLEY, HORSLEY, MARKS, NICHOLLS, Sir N O E L
PATON, PICKERSGILL, G . S M I T H , MARCUS STONE, SOLOMON,
STRAIGHT, E . M . W A R D , and W A R R E N .

All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art,

Edited, with

Notices of the Artists, by SYDNEY ARMYTAGE, M . A .

'* This hook is 'well got up, and good engravings by yeens, Lum.h Stocks, and
others, bring back to us pictures of Royal Academy Exhibitions of past years,"
—TIMES.

One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated.

Belg.
jravia
For January contained the First Chapters of Two New Novels
(each to be continued throughout the year): — I. DONNA
QUIXOTE. By J U S T I N MCCARTHY, Author of " M i s s Misanthrope." Illustrated by A R T H U R H O P K I N S . — I I . Q U E E N OF T H E
MEADOW. By CHARLES GIBBON, Author of " R o b i n Gray,"

&c. Illustrated.
V The THIRTY-EIGHTH
Volume of BELGRAVIA,
elegantly
bound in crimson cloth, full gilt side and back, gilt edges, price "js, 6d,,
is now ready.—Handsome Cases for binding the volume can be had at 2s,
each.
Demy Svo, Illustrated, uniform in size for binding.

Blackburn's

Art

Handbooks:

Academy Notes, 1879.
Edited by HENRY BLACKBURN. "With 146 Illustrations of
the principal Pictures in the Exhibition of the Royal Academy.
The greater number of the Sketches drawn by the Artists, is.

Grosvenor Notes, 1879.
With Illustrations of the principal Pictures at the Grosvenor
Gallery, many from the Artists' own Sketches. Edited by
H E N R Y BLACKBURN,

is.

Academy Notes, 1875.
With Forty IllustrationF.

is.
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BLACKBURN'S A R T HANDBOOKS—continued.

Academy Notes, 1876.
With One Hundred and Seven Illustrations.

\s.

Academy Notes, i8yy.
With One Hundred and Forty-three Illustrations,

is.

Academy Notes, 1878.
With One Hundred and Fifty Illustrations,

is,

Grosvenor Notes, 1878.
With Sixty-eight Illustrations,

is,

Dudley Notes, 1878.
(The Water-colour Exhibition.) With 64 Illustrations, is.

Pictures at the Paris Exhibition, 1878.
With Eighty Illustrations, is.

Pictures at South Kensington.
(The Raphael Cartoons, Sheepshanks Collection, &c.)
Seventy Illustrations,
is.

With

The English Pictures at the National Gallery.
With One Hundred and Fourteen Illustrations,

is.

The Old Masters at the National Gallery.
With One Himdred and Twenty-eight Illustrations, is. 6d.
*^* The two last form a Complete Catalogue to the National
Gallery, and may be had bound in One Volume, cloth, 3^-,
Other parts in preparation,
" Our Bank of Elegance notes are not in high credit.
But our Bank of Arts
notes ought to be, when ihe bank is H E N R Y BLACKBURN'S & C o . , and the notes are
his Grosvenor Gallery Notes, and his Acadetny Notes for 187S. Never 'were more
unmistakable
cases of * value received,' than theirs who purchase these two wonderful shillingsworths—ihe
best aids to memory, for the collections they relate to,
that have ever been prodticed. The Illustrations,
excellent records of the pictures,
in many cases from, sketches by the painters, are ftdl of spirit, and, for their scale,
•wonderfully effective: the remarks terse, and to the point.
After Punch's
Own
Guide to the Academy, and the Grosvenor, the best, he has no hesitation in saying,
are Mr.
Blackburn's."—PUNCH.
UNIFORM

WITH

" ACADEMY

NOTES."

The Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1878.
Containing One Hundred and Seventeen Illustrations of the
Chief Works, from Drawings by the Artists, is.

Notes to the Seventeenth Exhibition of the Glasgow
Instituteof the Fine Arts, 1878. Containing 95 Illustrations,
chiefly from Drawings by the Artists.
is.

The Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1878.
With 112 Illustrations,

is.
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Notes to the Exhibition of the Works of Modern
Artists at the Royal Manchester Institution,
trations, IS.

With 88 Illus-

Notes to the Royal Society of Artists'
Exhibition, Birmingham,

1878.

Autumn

With 95 Illustrations, Is,

Children of the Great City.
Notes on the Three Pictures " A Merry Christmas," " I m prisoned Spring," " D a w n , " painted by F. W. LAWSON,
With Facsimile Sketches by the Artist. Demy Svo, with
Facsimile Plates, i,f.
Folio, half-bound boards, India proofs, zis.

Blake

(William),

Etchings from his Works.

By W I L L I A M B E L L SCOTT,

With

descriptive Text.
** The best side of Blake's work is given here, and makes a really
attractive
volume, 'which all can e7tjoy .
. The etching is of the best khid, more refined
and delicate than the original work."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. 6d,

Boccaccio's Decameron ;
or, Ten Days' Entertainment, Translated into English, with an
Introduction by THOMAS W R I G H T , Esq., M.A., F.S.A,
With
Portrait, and STOTHARD'S beautiful Copperplates.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, "js. 6d,

Brand's

Observations

on Popular

Anti-

quities, chiefly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs,

Ceremonies, and Superstitions.
With the Additions of Sir
H E N R Y ELLIS, An entirely New and Revised Edition, with fine
fuU-page Illustrations.
MR. BRET HARTE'S
NEW
BOOK,
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Bret Hartes

An Heiress of Red Dog,

and other Stories.
"Few modem English-writing
humourists have achieved the popularity of Mt.
Bret Harte.
He has passed, so to speak, beyc7td bookfaine into talkfaine.
Peofite
vjho may never perhaps have lield one of his little volumes in their hands, are perfectly familiar with some at least of their contents
Pictures of
Califarnian
camp-life, unapproached in their quaint picturesqueness and deep human interest."
—DAILY NEWS,
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, "js, 6d,

Bret Harte's

Select

Works,

in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M.
BEL LEW. Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations.
" Not many months before my friend's
death, he had sent tne two sketches of
a young American
'writer (Bret Harte), far away in California
('The Outcasts of Poker Flat,' and another), in which he had found such subtle strokes
of character as he had twt anywhere else in late years discovered ; the manner
resembling himself, but the tnatter fresh io a degree that had surprised him ;
the painting in all respects masterly, and the wild rude thing painted a quite
wonderful reality.
I have rarely known him. more lionestly
moved."—FOKSTBR'S
L I F E OF DICKENS.

Crown Svo, 1,000 pages, cloth extra, 12s. 6d.

Brewer's (Dr ) The Reader's

Handbook

of Facts, Characters, Plots, and Refennces.

By the Rev. E.

COBHAM BREWER, L L . D .

\In the press.

Small crown. Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with full.page Portraits, 4J, dd,

Brewster's

(Sir

David)

Martyrs

of

Science.
Small crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Astronomical Plates, 41, 6d,

Brewster's

(Sir David)

More

Worlds

than One, the Creed of the Philosopher and the Hope of the
Christian.
Demy Svo, profusely Illustrated in Colours, price 30J.

British

Flora Medica

A History of the Medicinal Plants of Great Britain.

Illustrated

by a Figure of each Plant, COLOURED BY HAND. By BENJAMIN H ,
BARTON, F . L . S . , and THOMAS CASTLE, M.D., F . R . S . A New

Edition, revised, condensed, and partly re-written, by J O H N R .
JACKSON, A.L.S., Curator of the Museums of Economic Botany,
Royal Gardens, Kew.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d,

Byron's Letters and

Journals,

With Notices of his- Life. By THOMAS MOORE. A Reprint of
the Original Edition, newly revised. Complete in One thick Volume,
with Twelve full-page Plates.
' ' We liave read this book 'with the greatest pleasure.
Considered merely as a
composition, it deserves to be classed among the best specimens of English prose
which our age has produced.
, The style is agreeable, clear, and manl-y,
and when it rises into eloquence, rises without effort or ostentation.
It mould
be difficult to name a book which exhibits more kindness, fairness, and modesty."
— M A C A U L A Y , in the E D I N B U R G H R E V I E W .
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T H E STOTHARD BUNYAN.—Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, is, 6d,

Bunyan 's Pilgrim's

Progress.

Edited by Rev. T. SCOTT. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by
STOTHARD, engraved by GOODALL ; and numerous Woodcuts.
Demy Svo, cloth extra, 14^.

Campbell's (Sir G ) White and Black ;
The Outcome of a Visit to the United States.

By Sir GEORGE

CAMPBELL, M . P

Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 2ls,

Canters in

Crampshire,

By G. BOWERS. I. Gallops from Gorseborough: I I . Scrambles
with Scratch Packs. I I I . Studies with Stag Hounds.
^^ An amusing
volume of sketches and adventures
in the
hunting-field,
drawn 'with great spirit, a keen sense of humour
and fun, and no la.ck of
observation."—SPECTATOR.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is. 6d.

Carlyle

(Thomas)

On the Choice of

Books. With Portrait and Memoir.
Small 4to, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, los, 6d,

Chaucer for Children :
A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS. With Eight Coloured
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author.
** It must not only take a high place among the Christmas and New Year hooks
of this season, but is also of permanent
value as an introduction
to the study of
Chaucer, 'whose works, in selections of some kind or other, are now text-hooks in
every school that aspires to give sound instruction in
English''—ACADEMY.

In Three Vols,, crown Svo, at every Library.

Collins' (Wilkie)

The Fallen

Leaves.

By W I L K I E COLLINS, Author of " T h e Woman in White."
\Jitne 25.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, "js. 6d.

Colman's Humorous

Works:

"Broad Grins," " M y Nightgown and Slippers," and other
Humorous Works, Prose and Poetical, of GEORGE COLMAN.
With Life by G. B, BUCKSTONE, and Frontispiece bv HOGARTH.
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, Two very thick Volumes, "Js. 6d. each.

Cruikshank's

Comic

Almanack.

Complete in Two SERIES : The F I R S T from 1835 to 1843; the
SECOND from 1S44 to 1853. A Gathering of the BEST HUMOUR
of

THACKERAY, H O O D ,

MAYHEW,

ETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &C.

ALBERT S M I T H ,

A'BECK-

With 2000 Woodcuts and Steel

Engravings by CRUIKSHANK, H I N E , LANDELLS, &C.
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Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24?.

Cope's History

of the Rifle

Brigade

(The Prince Consort's Own), formerly the 95th, By Sir WILLIAM
H, COPE, formerly Lieutenant, Rifle Brigade.
" This latest contribution to the history of the British army is a work of the
most varied information regarding the distinguished
regiment whose life it nnrrates, and also of facts interesting to the student in military
affairs.
,
Great credit is dtce to Sir W. Cope for the patience and labour, extending
over
tnany years, "which he has given to the work.
. , In jnany \cases well-executed plans of actions are given.''—MORNING
POST.
"Even a hare record of a corps "which has so often been under fire, and has
home a part in important
engagements all over the "world, could not prove
othervtise than full of -matter acceptable to ihe military
reader."—ATHEN,,EUM.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7^. dd.

Creasy's Memoirs of Eminent

Etonians;

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College.
By Sir
EDWARD CREASY, Author of " T h e Fifteen Decisive Battles of
the World." A New Edition, brought down to the Present
Time, with 13 Illustrations,
"A ncTv edition of ^ Creasy's Etonians'
will be welcorrte.
The hook was a
favourite a quarter of a century ago, and it has maintained
its reputation.
The
val-ue of this new edition is enhatued by the fact that Sir Edward Creasy has
added to it several memoirs of Etonians
who have died since the first edition
appeared.
The 'work is e7ninently
interesting."—SCOTSMAN.

Parts I. to X I V now ready, 21s. each.

Cussans History of

Hertfordshire.

By JOHN E . CUSSANS. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper
and Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts.
** Mr. Cussans has, fro^n sources not accessible to Clutterhuck,
mcuie most
valuable additions to the manorial history of the county fro7n the earliest
period
downwards, cleared up mciny doubtful points, and given original details concerning various subjects untouched or i-mperfectly treated by that writer.
Tlie
pedigrees seem to have been constructed with great care, and are a valuable
addition
to the genealogical history of the county.
Mr._ Cussans appears to have done
his work conscientiously,
and to have spared neither time, labour, nor expense to
render his volumes worthy of ranking in the highest class of County
Histories,"
—ACADEMY.

Two Vols, royal Svo, with Sixty-five Illustrations, 28J',

Demonology and Devil-Lore.
By MONCURE D A N I E L CONWAY, M.A., B.D. of Divinity Col-

lege, Harvard University ; Member of the Anthropological Institute, London.
Part I. Demonolatry.
II. The Detnon. III. The Dragon.
IV. The Devil.
In these Volumes the personifications
and types of evil amor^ all races are considered in their Origin, Natural History, Mythology, Romance, and Moral
Significance.
The Second Volume relates entirely to the Devil.
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In Twenty-five Parts, quarto, at 5^. each, profusely illustrated by
Coloured and Plain Plates and Wood Engravings, The

Cyclopcedia of Costume ;
or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military—from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George
the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on
the Continent, and a General History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. PLANCH^, Somerset Herald.
*'A most readable and interesting
'work—and it can scarcely he consulted in
vain, whether the reader is in search for information
as to viilitary,
court,
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume.
.
All the
chromo-liihogra^hs,
and most of the 'woodcut illustrations—the
latter ainoujiting to several
thousands
^are very elaborately executed; and the 'work forms a livre de \\ixewhich
renders
it equally suited to the library and the ladies'
drawing-room."—TIMES.
The W o r k may also be h a d Complete, handsomely bound in half red morocco, a t
f 3 13s. 6d. per vol. Vol. I . T H E DICTIONARY. Vol. I I . A GENERAL H I S TORY OF COSTUME I N EUROPE.

Cases for binding the volumes may be had at i,s. each.
Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2^s.

Dodge's (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds
of the Great West: A Description of the Plains, Game, and
Indians of the Great North American Desert. By RICHARD
IRVING DODGE, Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army.
With an Introduction by W I L L I A M BLACKMORE;

Map, and

numerous Illustrations drawn by ERNEST GRISET.
" This magnificent volume is one of the most able and most interesting
'works
•which has ever proceeded from an American pen, 'while its freshness is equal to
that of any similar book. Col. Dodge has chosen a subject of 'which he is master,
and treated it 'with a fulness that leaves nothing to be desired, and in a style 'which
is charming equally for its fiiciuresqueness and
purity.'*—NONCONFORMIST.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, I2s. 6d.

Doran's Memories of our Great Towns.
With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their
Oddities,

By Dr. JOHN DORAN, F.S.A,

" A greater genius for "writing of the anecdotic kind few men have had. As
to giving any idea of the contents of the hook, it is quite impossible.
Those 'who
know how Dr. Doran used to write—it is sad to have to use the past tense of one of
the most cheerful of men—•will understand
'what 'we mean •; and those 'who do not
must take it on trust from us that this is a remarkably entertaining
volume."—
SPECTATOR.

SECOND EDITION, demy Svo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, I8J,

Dunraven's The Great Divide •
A Narrative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer
of 1874. By the EARL of DUNRAVEN. With Maps and numerous
striking full-page Illustrations by VALENTINE W. BROMLEY.
" There has not for a long time appeared a better book of travel than Lord
Dunraven's
* The Great Divide,'
The book is full (f clever observation,
and both narrative and illustrations
are thorous^hlv^
ood."—ATiis.NJEVM.

12

BOOKS

PUBLISHED

BY

Crown Svo, cloth boards, f>s. per Volume.

Early English Poets.

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. GROSART.

"Mr. Grosart has spent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic care on
the perfect restoration and preservation of the text; and it is very unlikely that
any other edition of the poet can ever be called for.
. From Mr. Grosart we
always expect and always receive the final results of most patient and competent
scholarship."—EXAMINER.

Complete Collected Poems, With
Memorial-Introduction and Notes,
Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie
Steel Portrait, Index of First
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on
Lines, and Glossarial Index, &c.
E^th, Christ's Triumph over
Three Vols,
Death, and Minor Poems.
4.
Sidney's (Sir Philip)
With Memorial-Introduction and
Notes. One Vol.
; ' Complete'Poetical
Works, "in
2. Davies' (Sir
John)
eluding all those in "Arcadia."
Complete Poetical Works, in- | W^'^ Portrait. Memorial-Intro,
eluding Psalms I. to L. in Verse, ; duction. Essay on the Poetry of
Sidney, and Notes. Three Vols.
and other Hitherto Unpublished
MSS., for the first time Col5. Donne's (Dr, John)
lected and Edited. With MeComplete Poetical Works, inmorial-Introduction and Notes.
cluding the Satires and various
Two Vols.
from MSS. With Memorial-In3. Herrick's(Robert)Hestroduction and Notes.
\In preparation.
perides. Noble Numbers,
and

1. Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.)

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6^.

Emanuel

On Diamonds and Precious

stones: their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality.

By H A R R Y EMANUEL,

F.R,G,S.

With numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js, 6d.

Englishman's House, The,
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. With nearly 600 Illustrations.
• , ' This hook is intended to supply a long-felt want, viz., a plain, non-technical
account of every style of house, with the cost and manner of building ; it gives
every variety, from a workman's cottage to a nobleman'spalace.

Folio, cloth extra,/• I lis. 6d.

Examples of Contemporary Art.
Etchings from Representative Works by living English and
Foreign Artists, Edited, with Critical Notes, by J, COMYNS CARR.
" It would not he easy to meet with a more sumpttious, and at the same
time a more tasteful and instructive drawing-room ^e"^,^."—NONCONFORMIST.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, (>s.

Fair ho It's Tobacco:
Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and
its Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries.
By F . W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Coloured
Frontispiece and upwards of 100 Illustrations by the Author.
** A very pleasant and instructive history of tobacco and its associations,
whiek
we cordially recommend alike to the votaries and to the enemies of the muchmaligned but certainly not neglected weed.
Full of interest and informatioti."—T>swM
NEWS.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6rf.

Faraday's

Chemical History of a Candle.

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition.
Edited by W. CROOKES, F . C . S . With numerous Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4^. (>d,

Faraday's

Various Forces of

Nature.

A New Edition. Edited by W. CROOKES. F.C.S, With numerous
Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d,

Finger-Ring

Lore:

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal.—Earliest Notices; Superstitions ; Ring Investiture, Secular and Ecclesiastical; BetrothaKand
Wedding Rings ; Ring-tokens; Memorial and Mortuary Rings ;
Posy-Rings; Customs and Incidents in Connection with Rings;
Remarkable Rings, &c. By WILLIAM JONES, F.S.A. With Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries.
'* Enters fully into the •whole subject, and gives an amount of
information
and general reading in reference thereto which is of very high interest.
The
book is not only a sort of history of finger-rings, hut is a collection of atiecdotes
in connection with them.
The volume is admirably
illustrated,
and
altogether affords an amount of amusement
and information
"which is not otherwise easily
accessible."—SCOTSMAN.
" One of those gossiping books which are as full of am-usement as of i7tstr7iction."—ATHEN,EUM.

One Vol. crown Svo, cloth extra, 9J.

Gilbert's (W. S,) Original Plays :
" A Wicked World," "Charity," " T h e
" Pygmalion," " T r i a l by Jury," &c.
" His workmanship
is in its way perfect;
well sustained, and excellently balanced

Palace of Truth,"

it is very soiuid, very even,
throughout."—OBSERVER.

very
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One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated.

Gentleman's Magazine, The,
For January contained the First Chapters of a New Novel by Mrs.
LYNN LINTON, Author of "Patricia Kemball," &c., entitled
U N D E R W H I C H LORD ?

Illustrated by A R T H U R H O P K I N S .

*^ Now ready, the Volume for JANUARY /<? J U N E , 1879, cloth extra,
priceZs, 6d.; and Casesfor binding, price 2s. each.
T H E RUSKIN GRIMM.—Square crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 6d.;
gilt edges, "js. 6d,

German Popular Stories.
Collected by the Brothers GRIMM, and Translated by EDGAR
TAYLOR.

Edited, with an Introduction, by J O H N

RUSKIN.

With 22 Illustrations after the inimitable designs of GEORGE
CRUIKSHANK, Both Series Complete.
" The illustrations of this volume
.
are of quite sterling and admiraile
art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales "which
they illustrate ; and t/ie original etchings, as I have before said in the Appendix to
tny ' Elements of Drawing,' 'were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rembrandt (in som.e qualities of deli7ieation, unrivalled even hy him).
. To make
sofnewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying
glass,
and never putting two lines 'where Cruikshank has put only one, 'would be an exercise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt
in schools."—Extract
from. Introduction
hy J O H N R U S K I N .

In folio, half-bound, 21s.

Graphic Portfolio, The.
Fifty Engravings from " T h e Graphic," most carefiilly printed on
the finest plate paper (18 in. by 15 in.) from the Original Engravings.
The Drawings are by S. L. F I L D E S , H E L E N PATERSON, H U B E R T
H E R K O M E R , SYDNEY H A L L , E . J. GREGORY, G . D . L E S L I E ,
W . SMALL, G . D U MAURIER, Sir J O H N GILBERT, G . J . P I N WELL, CHARLES G R E E N , G . D U R A N D , M . E . EDWARDS, A. B.
H O U G H T O N , H , S . M A R K S , F . W . LAWSON, H . W E I G A L L ,

and others,
^^ Contains some of the choicest specimens, both of drawing and "wood-engratnng.
Admirable
in details and expression, a7id engraved -with rare
delicacy."—DAILY
NEWS.

A New Edition, demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, i^s:

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the,
Described from Antique Monuments, By ERNST G U H L and
W. KONER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and
Edited by Dr. F . H U E F F E R , With S4S Illustrations,

CHAITO

dr- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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Square i 6 m o (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, zs. per volume.

Golden Library, The:
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo Club.
Byron's Don Juan.
Emerson's Letters and
Social

Aims.

Godwin's(
of the

William)Lives

Necromancers.
Table.

With an In-

troduction by G. A. S A L A .

Holmes's Professor at the
Breakfast Table.
Hood's
Whims and

Tales of a

Irving's

( Washington)
Traveller,

( Washington)

Tales of the A Ihambra.

Jesse's (Edward)

Scenes

and Occupations of Country

Life,

Lamb's Essays of Elia,
Both
Vol.

Series Complete in O n e

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A
Tale for a Chimney Corner, a n d
other Pieces.
With Portrait,
a n d Introduction
OLLIER .

by

B, M O N T G O M E R I E R A N K I N G .

Pascal's

Provincial

Let-

ters. A New Translation, with
Historical
Introduction
and

Pope's Complete Poetical
Works.

Rochefoucauld's

Maxims

and Moral Reflections.
With
Notes, and an Introductory
Essay by S A I N T E - B E U V E .

Oddi-

ties. Complete. W i t h all t h e
original Illustrations.

Irving's

Thomas)

Mort d'Arthur:
T h e Stories of
K i n g Arthur and of the Knights
of the Round Table. Edited by

Notes, by T . M ' C R I E , D . D .

Holmes's Autocrat of the
Breakfast

Mallory's (Sir

EDMUND

St, Pierre's

Paul and

Virginia,
and the Indian Cottage. Edited, with Life, by t h e
Rev. E . C L A R K E .

Shelley's

Early

Poems

and Queen Mai, with Essay by
LEIGH HUNT.

Shelley's Later

Poems:

Laon and Cythna, &c.

Shelley's

Posthumous

Poems, the Shelley Papers, &c.

Shelley's

Prose

Works,

including A Refutation of Deism,
Zastrozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

White's Natural
of Selborne.
tions,

by

History

Edited, with addiTHOMAS

BROWN,

F.L.S.
" A series of excellently printed and carefully annotated volumes, handy in size,
and altogether attractive."—BOOKSELLER.
Crown Svo, cloth gilt a n d gilt edges, "js, 6d,

Golden Treasury of Thought, The :
A N E N C Y C L O P A E D I A O F Q U O T A T I O N S firom W r i t e r s of all T i m e s
and Countries.
Selected a n d E d i t e d b y T H E O D O R E T A Y L O R .
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Crown SVO, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7,f. ()d.

Greenwood's Low-Life Deeps •
An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there ; including
" The Man and Dog Fight," with much additional and confirmatory evidence; " W i t h a Tally-Man," " A Fallen Star,"
" T h e Betting Barber," " A Coal Marriage," &c. By JAMES
GREENWOOD.
With Illustrations in tint by A L F R E D C O N CANEN.

Crown SVO, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, "Js, 6d.

Greenwood's Wilds of London •
Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience,
of Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By JAMES
GREENWOOD. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by A L F R E D CONCANEN.
** Jtfr. James Greenwood presents himself once more in the character of * one
whose delight it is to do his humble endeavour towards exposing and
extirpating
social abuses and those hole-and-corner evils "which afflict
society.'"—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Large 4to, with 14 facsimile Plates, price O N E GUINEA.

Grosvenor Gallery Ilhistrated

Catalogue,

Winter Exhibition (1877-78) of Drawings by the Old Masters
and Water-Colour Drawings by Deceased Artists of the British
School. With a Critical Introduction by J. COMYNS CARR.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4J. 6d,

Guyot 's Earth and Man ;
or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind.
With Additions by Professors AGASSIZ, P I E R C E , and GRAY,

12

Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index.
Medium Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, Is. 6d.

Hall's

(Mrs.

Character.

S. C.) Sketches

of Lrish

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by

MACLISE, G I L B E R T , H A R V E Y , and G. C R U I K S H A N K .
" The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford's
beautiful
English
Sketches in 'Our Village,' but they are far more vigorous and picturesque
and
3n^A<."—BLACKWOOD'S M A G A Z I N E .

MRS. HAWEIS'S
NEW BOOK.
Small Svo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, price is, 6d.

Haweis's (Mrs,)

The Art of Dress.

By Mrs. H . R. HAWEIS, Author of " T h e Art of Beauty,'
" Chaucer for Children," &c. Illustrated by the Author.
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Square Svo, cloth, extra gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispi«ce
and numerous Illustrations, los, 6d.

Haweis's (Mrs,) The Art of Beauty.
By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS, Author of " Chaucer for Children.
With nearly One Hundred Illustrations by the Author.
" A most interesting book, full of valuable hints and suggestions.
. . If
young ladies would but lend their ears for a little to Mrs. IIa"weis, "we are quite
sure that it wouldresult in their being at once tnore tasteful, more happy, and more
healthy than they novj often are, with theirfalse hair, high heels, tight corsets, and
ever so much else of the same
sort."—NONCONFORMIST.

E I G H T H EDITION.

Vols. I. and I I . , demy Svo, 12,;. each (to be
completed in 4 volumes).

History of Our Own Times, from the
Accession of Queen Victoria to the Berlin

Congress. By JuSTIN

MCCARTHY.
* * Criticism is disanned before a composition "which provokes little hut approval.
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject, and •wordspiled on words
could say no more for it.
Such is the effect of its general justice, its breadth
of view and its sparkling
buoyancy, that very few of its readers "will close these
volumes 'without looking forward
with iiiterest to the two that are
tofollovj''—
SATURDAY REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, Ts. 6d,

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works,
In Prose and Verse. Including the CREAM O F T H E COMIC
ANNUALS. With Life of the Author, Portrait, and over Two
Hundred original Illustrations.
" Not only does the volume include the better-known poems by the author, hut
also what ts happily describedas ' the Cream of the Comic Annuals'
Such delicious
things as ' Don't you smell Fire ? ' ' The Parish Revolution,'
and ' Huggins
and
Duggins,' will never want
readers."—GRAPHIC.

Square crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6^,

Hood's (Tom)

From Nowhere to the

North Pole: A Noah's Arkseological Narrative.

With 25 Illus-

trations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES.
"The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with ihe jingling
rhymes
which children love arid learn so easily.
Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do full
justice to the writer's meaning, and a pleasanter result of the harmonious cooperation of author and artist could not he
desired."—TIMES.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, Is. 6d.

Hook's (Theodore)

Choice Humorous

Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns,
and Hoaxes. With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations.
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Small Svo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2s, 6d.

House of Life

(The)

HUMAN PHYSIOLOGY, with its Applications to the Preservation
of Health. For use in Classes, and Popular Reading. With
numerous Illustrations.

By Mrs. F . F E N W I C K M I L L E R .

"An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and
life should have at their fingers'
ends."—ECHO.
" A clear and convenient little book."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

enjoy

Crown SVO, cloth extra, Ts. 6d.

Howell's

The Conflicts of Capital

and

Labour, Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing
their Origin, Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political,
Social, Economical, and Industrial Aspects. By GEORGE H O W E L L ;
" This book is an attcTnpt, and on the "whole a successful attempt, to place the
•work of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future, fairly before the
public from the working man's point of view."—PALL
MALL GAZETTE.
"A complett account of trades unions, involving the most candid statement of
their objects and aspirations, their virtues and faults, is of great value ; and such
Mr. Howell's book will he found by those who consult it.
Far from being
the impassioned utterance of an advocate, it is, on the contrary, a calm.,
authoritative statement of facts, and the expression of the views of the workmen and their
leaders.
.
The book is a storehouse of facts, some of theTn extremely
well
arranged.
. His hook is of profound interest.
We have no hesitation in
giving it our hearty
praise"—ECHO.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, lis, 6d.

HueffeVs

The

Troubadours.

A History of Proven9al Life and Literature in the Middle Ages.
By FRANCIS H U E F F E R .
** This very pleasant volume, iji which a very difficult sidject is handled in a
light and lively manner, hut at the same thne "with an erudition and amount of
inforjnafion "which shozv hi^n to be thoroughly master of the language and literature ot
Provence."—TIMES.
** The work is one of learning and research; but many an innocent reader, engrossed with the interest of the stories and ckarmedby the passages of description
and reflection by which they are connected, "willperuse it from begintiing to end
"without bei7tg conscious that he is either acquiring information
or improving
his
mind.
Theho.-k, all the same, possesses u high value for those who wish to study
systematically

the Trojibadourperiod."—PALL

MALL GAZETTE.

A N E W EDITION, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New
Chapters and Illustrations, crown Svo, cloth extra, ']s. 6d,

Jennings'

The

Rosicrucians:

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire
and Serpent Worshippers, and Explanations of the Mystic Symbols represented in the Monuments and Talismans of the Primeval
Philosophers. By HARGRAVE JENNINGS. With Five full-page
Plates, and upwards of 300 Illustrations.
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Two Vols. Svo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14^.

Josephus's Complete Works.
Translated by W H I S T O N . Containing both " The Antiquities of
the Jews," and " T h e Wars of the Jews."
LOVE STORIES
by the Author of " That Lass 0' Lowrie's."
AUTHOR'S CORRECTED EDITIONS. Fcap. Svo, illust. covers, is. each,

Kathleen Mavourneen.
By the Author of " T h a t Lass o' Lowrie's."
Lindsay's

Ltick.

By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Pretty
Polly
Pemberton.
By the Author of " That Lass o'
Lowrie's."
AUTHOR'S NOTE.—These love stories (^' Pretty Polly Pemberton,"
"Kathleen
Mavourneen," "Lindsay's Luck ") were written for and printed in " Peterson's
Ladies' Magazine."
Owing to the fact that this magazine was not copyrighted,
a number ef them have been isstied hi hook-form withotit my consent, and representing the sketches to be my latest work. If these youthfod stories are to be read
in hook-form, it is my desire that my friends shoidd see the present edition, which
I have revised for the purpose, and which is brought out by my own publishers.—
FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT.

Small Svo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6J.

Kavanaghs' Pearl Fountain,
And other Fairy Stories. By B R I D G E T and J U L I A KAVANAGH.
With Thirty Illustrations by J. MOYR S M I T H .
" Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as the
best of Grimm's ' German Popular Stories.' . .
. For the most part the
stories are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of tlie "most admirable kind.
. , . Mr. Moyr Smitlis illustrations, too, are admirable. Look at that
white rabbit. Anyone would see at the first glance that he is a rabbit with a
tnind, and a very uncommon jnind too—that he is a fairy rabbit, and that he is
posing as chief adviser to some one—without reading even a word of ihe story.
Again, notice the fairy-like effect of ihe little picture of the fairy-bird ' Don'tforgei-me,'ffying away back into fairy-land.
A more perfectly dream-like impression of fairy-land has hardly been given in any illustration of fairy tales
zuithin our knowledge."—SPECTATOR.
Crown Svo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2s. 6d,

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and
Imitate it.
By DAISY WATIJRHOUSE H A W K I N S ,
Illustrations by the Author.
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Small Svo, cloth extra, 5^.

Lamb's Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus, Carefully reprinted from unique copies.
" The quaint and delightful little book, over the recovery of "which all the hearts
of his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing,"—Mr. SWINBURNE,! n the ATHEN,/EUM,
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Crown SVO, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7^. 6(/.

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 a page of the " Essay on Roast Pig."
" A complete edition of Lamb's writings,
in prose and verse, has long been
wanted, and is now supplied.
The editor appears to have taken great
pains
to bring together Lamb's scattered contributions,
and his collection contains a
n-umber of pieces which are novo reproduced for the first time since their
original
appearance in various old periodicals."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, lOs. 6d.

Lamb (Mary & Charles):
Their Poems, Letters, and Remains.
Notes by W. CAREW HAZLITT.

With Reminiscences and

With HANCOCK'S Portrait of

the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions
of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations.
• ' Very many passages 'will delight those fond of literary trifles; hardly any
portion "willfail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his
sister."—STANDARD,

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, iZs.

Lament's Yachting in the Arctic

Seas;

or, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighbourhood of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By JAMES LAMONT,
F . R . G . S . With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. LIVESAY.
" After wading through numberless volumes of icy fiction, concocted
narrative,
and spurious biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and
genuine volum.e.
He shows much tact in recounting his adventures,
and
they are so interspersed "with anecdotes and inforvtation as to make thejn anything
but •wearisome. , .
The book, as a "whole, is the most important
addition
tnade to our Arctic literature for a long
time"—ATHEN,«UM.

Crown SVO, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, loj'. dd.

Leisure- Time Studies, chiefly Biological:
A Series of Essays and Lectures. By ANDREW WILSON, Ph.D.,
Lecturer on Zoology and Comparative Anatomy in the Edinburgh
Medical School.
"Dr. Andrew Wilson has for seve-al years been well knownas one of the most
successfulpopularisers
of science, ana h s contributed much to several of our best
magazines.
In this volume he shows htm^cU a successful observer in several departments,
communicating
the results of origmalresearch
; and throughout
there
are tokens of fine fancy and delicate literary perception, as well as descriptive
io-uches here and there worthy of Charles Kingsley.
.
. . IVe can only end
as we began, by heartily recoinmending this book, full as it is of knowledge and
the results of independent research, and all communicated with aglow of enthusiasm and a literary felicity which makes it delightful to read. A nd though it is
thus in a sense a popidar book, it is also one of the most instructive and thoughtful''—NONCONFORMIST.
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Crown Svo, cloth, full gilt, 7^. dd,

Latter-Day

Lyrics :

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers; selected
and arranged, with Notes, by W. DAVENPORT ADAMS. With a
Note on some Foreign Forms of Verse, by AUSTIN DOBSON.
"A useful and eminently attractive
hook."—ATHEN^UM.
'* One of the most attractive drawing-room
volumes we have seen for a long
time."—NONCONFORMIST.

Crown Svo, cloth, full gilt, ts. (uniform with "Boudoir Ballads,")

Leigh's A Town

Garland.

By HENRY S . L E I G H , Author of " Carols of Cockayne."
'^ If*Mr. Leigh's verse survive to a future generation—and
there is no reason
why that honour should not be accorded prodticiions so delicate, so finished, and sa
full of humour—their
author will probably be remembered as the Poet of the
Strand. . . . . Very "whimsically does Mr. Leigh treat the subjects 'which commend themselves to him. His verse is always adjnirable in rhythm, and his
rhymes are happy enough to deserve a place by the best of Barham.
. . The
entire contents of the volume are equally noteworth-v for humour and for daintiness of
workmanship."—ATHEN^UM.

Crown SVO, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6d,

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 Svo, cloth extra, 6s,

Lights on the Way:
Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H . ALEXANDER, B . A .
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H . A. PAGE, Author of
" T h o r e a u : A Study."
** This is a book which has a history.
. For ourselves, we have read
'Lights
on the Way' with interest.
. Some of the papers are tales, some are elaborate
attempts at critical studies, and alt are prefaced by short narrative
intr-oducticns.
As for the tales, they are good of their order. .
The book ^ives one tlu idea
that the author had an acute and independent jiiind; arid that, had he lived, he
might have done something in criticism and fiction.
His indication, at such a
comparatively
early period, of the deteriorating
effects of George Eliot's dogma on
her style, certainly
deserves the attention
which Mr. Page draws to it."—
ACADEMY.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "Js. 6d.

Longfellow's

Complete Prose

Works.

Including " O u t r e Mer," "Hyperion," "Kavanagh," " T h e
Poets and Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." With Portrait
and Illustrations by V A L E N T I N E BROMLEY,

22

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Longfellow's Poetical

Works,

Carefully Reprmted from the Original Editions.
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.

With numerous

" Mr. Longfellow has for many years been the best known and the most read of
American poets; and his popularity is of the right kind, and rightly and
fairly
won.
He has not stooped to catch attention by artifice, nor striven to force it by
violence. His works have faced the test of parody and burlesque (which in these
days is almost the common lot of 'writings of any mark), and have come off « « foy>«g^."—SATURDAY

REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5,?.

Lunatic Asylum,

My Experiences

in a.

By A SANE P A T I E N T .
" The story is clever and interesting, sad beyond measure though the subject
he. There is no personal bitterness, and no violence or anger.
Whatever
may
have been the evidence for our author's madness when he was consigned to an
asylum, nothing can he clearer than his sanity when he wrote this book *, it is
bright, calm, and to the
point."—SPECTATOR.

Third Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, %s.

MacColl's
Question.

Three Years of the

Eastern

By the Rev, MALCOLM MACCOLL, M.A,

** / hope I shallnot seem obtrusive in expressing to you the pleasure with •which
I have read your ' Three Years of the Eastern Question.'
The tide is running so
hard against the better cause just no'w that one feels specially impelled to offer
one's thanks to those 'who stand firm, particularly
'when they state our case so
admirably as you have."—GOLDWIN
SMITH.

A NORMAN AND BRETON
TOUR.
Square Svo, cloth gilt, gilt top, profusely Illustrated, los. 6d.

Macquoid's Pictures and Legends
Normandy and Brittany.

from

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. With

numerous Illustrations by THOMAS R . MACQUOID.
'* Mr, and Mrs. Macquoid have been strolling irt Normandy and
Brittany,
and the result of their observations and researches in that picturesque
land of
romantic associations is an attractive volume, which is neither a work of travel
7tor a collection of stories, hut a hook partaking
almost in equal degree of each of
these characters.
. . The wanderings of the tourists, their sojournings in old
inns, their explorations of ancient towns, and loiterings by rivers and otlier pleasant spots, are all related in a fresh and lively style.
The
illustrations,
•which are numerous, are drawn, as a rule, with remarkable
delicacy as well as
with true artistic feeling."-—Of^W-^ N E W S .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6J.

A New and Cheaper Edition of

Macquoid's Lost Rose, and other Stories.
By K A T H A R I N E S . MACQUOID.

New and Cheaper Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, (>s.

Middlemass's
A Novel.

Touch and Go :

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS.

[/« the press.

CHATTO

df WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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T H E ERASER PORTRAITS.—Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, with
S3 characteristic Portraits, 3IJ. (>d,

Maclise's Gallery of Illustrious
Characters,

With Notes by Dr. MAGINN.

Literary

Edited, with copious

Additional Notes, by W I L L I A M BATES, B.A.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d,

Madre Natitra v The Moloch of Fashion.
By L U K E

LIMNER.

With 32 Illustrations by the Author.

F O U R T H E D I T I O N , revised and enlarged.

Handsomely printed in facsimile, price ^s.

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.
*»* A full Translation, with Notes, on a large sheet. f>d.

MRS. ALEXANDER'S
SECOND EDITION.

NEW

NOVEL.

One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, los. 6d.

Maid, Wife, or Widozv f
By Mrs. ALEXANDER, Author of " T h e Wooing o't," " H e r
Dearest Foe," &c.
NEW WORK by the AUTHOR OF " THE NEW
REPUBLIC."
Demy Svo, cloth extra, 12^-. 6d.

Matlock's Is Life Worth Living ?
By W I L L I A M H U R R E L L MALLOCK.

Small Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Mark Twain's Adventures of

TomSawyer.

With One Hundred Illustrations.
" A hook to be read. There is a certain freshness and novelty about ii, a practically romantic character, so to speak, 'which will make it very
attractive."—
SPECTATOR.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^, dd.

Mark Twain's Choice

Works.

Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author.
Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

With Life,

Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip in Europe.
Mark Twain s Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
Mark Twain's Idle Excursion,

BOOKS
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T w o Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra,

Marston's

iZs,

(Dr. Westland)

Dramatic

and Poetical Works.
Colleftted L i b r a r y E d i t i o n .
" The -Patrician's
Daughter'
is an oasis in the desert of modem
dramatic
literature, a real emanation of mind.
We do not recollect any modem work^ in
which states of thought are so freely developed, except the ' Torquato Tasso | of
Goethe. The play is a work of art in the same sense that a play of Sophocles is a
work ofari ; it is one simple idea in a state of gradual development
.
. ' The
Favourite of Fortune'
is one of the most important
additions
to ihe stock of
English prose comedy that has been made during the present
century."—TIMES.
P o s t Svo, cloth l i m p , 2s. 6d, per v o l .

Mayfair Library, The :
The New Republic.

By I Jeux

W . H. MALLOCK.

The New Paul and Virginia. By.W. H.

The

True

MALLOCK.

History

Joshua Davidson.
LINTON.

of

By E. L Y N N

Old Stories Re-told.

By

W A L T E R THORNBURY.

Thoreau : His Life and
Aims.

d'Esprit.

Edited

by H E N R Y S . L E I G H .

By H, A. P A G E .

By Stream and Sea. By
W I L L I A M SENIOR.

Puniana.

By the H o n .

H U G H ROWLEY.

More Puniana.

By the

Hon. H U G H ROWLEY.

Puck on Pegasus.

By H.

CHOLMONDELEY-PENNELL.

Muses of Mayfair.
by H .
NELL.

Edited

CHOLMONDELEY-PEN-

Gastronomy as a Fine A rt.
By B R I L L A T - S A V A R I N .

Other Volumes are in

preparation.

C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, w i t h F r o n t i s p i e c e , 7,f. 6d.

Moore's (Thomas)

Prose and Verse—

Humorous,
Satirical,
and Sejitimental.
I n c l u d i n g Suppressed
Passages from t h e M e m o i r s of L o r d Byron.
Chiefly from t h e
A u t h o r ' s M S S . , a n d all hitherto I n e d i t e d a n d Uncollected. E d i t e d ,
with Notes, by R I C H A R D H E R N E S H E P H E R D .
" Hitherto Thomas Moore has been mostly regarded as one of the lighter
writers
tnerely—a sentimental poet par excellence, in 'whom the ' rapture of love and of
wine ' determined him strictly to certain modes of sympathy and of utterance, and
these to a large extent of a slightly artificial character.
This volume will serve to
show him in other, and certainly as attractive, aspects, while, at the same
time,
enabling us to a considenible extent to see how faithfully
he developed himself on
the poetical or fanciful side. . ,
This is a book which claims, as it ought to
obtain, various classes of readers, and we trust that the very mixed elements of
interest in it may not conflict with its obtaining them.
For the lightest
reader
there is much to enjoy ; for the most thoughtful something to ponder over; and the
thanks of both are due to editor and publisher
alike."—NONCONFORMIST.

CHATTO

Ssf WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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Small Svo, is. ; cloth extra, is. 6d.

Milton's The Hygiene of the Skin.
A concise set of Rules for the Management of the Skin ; with
Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. By J. L. MILTON,
Senior Surgeon to St. John's Hospital.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol.

Old Dramatists,

The:

ALGERNON
CHARLES SWINBen Jonson's Works,
BURNE ; Vol. I I I . the TranslaWith Notes, Critical and Extions of the Iliad and Odyssey.
planatory, and a Biographical
Marlowe's Works,
Memoir by WILLIAM GiFFORD.
Including his Translations., EditEdited by Col. CUNNINGHAM.
ed, with Notes and Introduction,
Three Vols.
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.
Chapman's Works.
Massinger's
Plays,
Now First Collected. Complete
in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains
From the Text of WILLIAM
the Plays complete, including the
GIFFORD. With the addition of
doubtful ones ; Vol. I I . the
the Tragedy of "Believe as you
Poems and Minor Translations,
List."
Edited by Col. CUNwith an Introductory Essay by
NINGHAM. One Vol.

Crown Svo, red cloth extra, 5^-. each.

Ouida's Novels.—Uniform
Held in Bondage, By OUIDA.
Strathmore.
By OUIDA.
Chandos.
By OUIDA.
UnderTwo Flags. By OUIDA.
Idalia,
By OUIDA.
Tricotrin.
By OUIDA.
Cecil Castlemaine. By OUIDA.
Puck,
By OUIDA.

Edition.

Folle Farine.
By OUIDA.
Dog of Flanders. By OUIDA,
Pascarel,
By OUIDA.
Two Wooden ShoesBy OUIDA.
Signa.
By OUIDA.
In a Winter City, By OUIDA.
Ariadni.
By OUIDA.
Friendship.
By OUIDA,

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION
OF OUIDA'S
NOVELS.
A P O P U L A R E D I T I O N O F OUIDA'S N O V E L S is now in the
press, to be issued in MONTHLY VOLUMES, illustrated boards, at 2s.

each. The First Volume, " H E L D I N BONDAGE," is no%u ready ;
tobe followed in ]\JViK by " S T R A T H M O R E ;'' and so 07i in succession.
The ^s. LIBRARY EDITION TUill continue to be sold.
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Square Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, gj.

North Italian Folk.
By Mrs. CoMYNS CARR. With Illustrations by R A N D O L P H
CALDECOTT,
" A delightful book, of a kind which is far too rare. If anyone wants to really
know the North Italian folk, 'we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, and
sit aown to read Mrs. Carr'spages instead. .
Description 'with Mrs. Carr
is a real gift.
It is rarely that a book is so happily illustrated."—CONTEMPORARY

REVIEW.

Crown Svo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully
bound in cloth for the Library, price ds. each.

Piccadilly Novels, The:
popular ^tortc^figti)C %t^i ^ut^tfr^.
A N T O N I N A . By W I L K I E COLLINS. Illustrated by Sir J . GILBERT
and ALFRED CONCANEN.
BASIL. By WiLKiE COLLINS.
Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT
and J . MAHONEY.
H I D E A N D SEEK.
By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Illustrated by Sir
JOHN GILBERT and J. MAHONEY,
T H E D E A D SECRET.
By W I L K I E COLLINS. Illustrated by Sir
JOHN GILBERT and H. FURNISS.
Q U E E N OF HEARTS. By W I L K I E COLLINS. Illustrated by Sir
JOHN GILBERT and A. CONCANEN.
MY M I S C E L L A N I E S .
By W I L K I E COLLINS. With Steel Portrait, and Illustrations by A. CONCANEN.
THE WOMAN I N WHITE.
By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Illustrated
by Sir J. GILBERT and F. A. FRASER.
T H E MOONSTONE.
By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .
Illustrated by G.
Du MAURIER and F. A. FRASER.
M A N A N D W I F E . By W I L K I E COLLINS. Illustrated bv W I L L I A M
SMALL.
POOR MISS F I N C H . By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Illustrated by G.
Du MAURIER and EDWARD HUGHES.
MISS OR MRS. .3 By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Illustrated by S. L .
FiLDES a n d H E N R Y W O O D S .
T H E N E W MAGDALEN.
By W I L K I E COLLINS. Illustrated by
G. Du MAURIER and C. S. RANDS.
THE FROZEN DEEP.
By W I L K I E COLLINS. Illustrated by G.
Du MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.
T H E L A W A N D T H E LADY.
By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Illustrated by S. L. FILDES and SYDNEY H A L L .
T H E TWO D E S T I N I E S .
By W I L K I E COLLINS.
T H E H A U N T E D HOTEL. By W I L K I E COLLINS, Illustrated by
ARTHUR HOPKINS.
D E C E I V E R S E V E R , By Mrs. H . LOVETT CAMERON.

CHATTO

&> WINDUS,

T H E PICCADILLY

PICCADILLY,
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'iHQY'ELS—continued,

JULIET'S GUARDIAN.

By Mrs. H . LOVETT CAMERON.

Illus-

tratedby VALENTINE BROMLEY.

FELICIA.

By M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.

With a Frontispiece by

W. BOWLES.
"A nohle novel. Its teaching is elevated, its story is sympathetic, and the kind
of feeling its perusal leaves behind is that more ordinarily derived from music or
poetry than from prose fiction. Few works in modern fiction stand as high in our
estimation as this."—SUNDAY
TIMES.

OLYMPIA.

By R. E. FRANCILLON.

UNDER T H E GREENWOOD TREE.
F A T E D TO B E F R E E .

By THOMAS HARDY.

By JEAN INGELOW.

THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. By HARRIETT JAY.
THE DARK COLLEEN. By HARRIETT JAY.
** A n^vel which possesses the rare and valuable quality of novelty.
,
. The
scenery ivill be strange to most readers, and in many passages the aspects of Nature
are very cleverly described.
Moreover, tJie book is a study of a very curious and
interesting state of society, A novel which no novel-reader should miss, and which
people who generally shun novels may enjoy."—SATURDAY
REVIEW,

THE WORLD W E L L LOST.

By E. LYNN LINTON.

Illustrated

b y j . LAWSON and HENRY FRENCH.

THE ATONEMENT OP LEAM DUNDAS.
LINTON.

By E. L Y N N

With a Frontispiece by HENRY WOODS.

PATRICIA KEMBALL.

By E. LYNN LINTON.

With a Frontis-

piece by G. Du MAURIER.
" Displays genuine humour, as well as keen social observation.
Enough
graphic
portraiture and witty observation to furnish materials for half a dozen novels of
the ordinary kind."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

THE W A T E R D A L E N E I G H B O U R S . By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
MY E N E M Y ' S DAUGHTER. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
L I N L E Y ROCHFORD. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
A FAIR SAXON. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.
MISS MISANTHROPE. By JusTiN MCCARTHY. Illustrated by
ARTHUR HOPKINS.

THE EVIL E Y E , a n d other Stories.

By KATHARINE S . MAC-

QUOID. Illustrated by THOMAS R . MACQUOID and PERCY MACQUOID.
" Cameos delicately, if not very minutely or vividly, wrought, and quite finished
enough to give a pleasurable sense of artistic ease and facility.
A word of comtnendation is merited hy the
illustrations."—ACADEMY.

NUMBER S E V E N T E E N .

OAKSHOTT CASTLE.

By H E N R Y KINGSLEY.

By H E N R Y KINGSLEY.

With a Frontis-

piece by SHIRLEY HODSON,
"A brisk and clear north wind of sentiment—sentiment
that braces instead of
enervating^blows
through all his works, and makes all their readers at once
healthier andtnore glad.''—SPECTATO
R.
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T H E PICCADILLY NOVELS—continued.
OPEN! SESAME!
By FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Illustrated by
F. A. FRASER,
** A story 'which arouses and sustains the reader's interest to a higher degree
than, perhaps, any of its author's former works."—GRAPHIC.
WHITELADIES.
By Mrs. O L I P H A N T . With Illustrations by A.
HOPKINS and H. WOODS.
" A pleasant and readable hook, written with practical ease and grace."—TIMES,
T H E B E S T OF H U S B A N D S . By JAMES PAYN. Illustrated by
J. MOYR SMITH.
F A L L E N F O R T U N E S . By JAMES PAYN,
H A L V E S . By JAMES PAYN. With a Frontispiece by J. MAHONEY.
W A L T E R ' S WORD. By JAMES PAYN. Illustrated by J. MOYR
SMITH.
W H A T H E COST HER. By JAMES PAYN.
L E S S BLACK T H A N W E ' R E P A I N T E D . By JAMES PAYN.
B Y PROXY. By JAMES P A Y N . Illustrated by A R T H U R H O P K I N S .
" His novels are always commendable in the sense of art. They also possess
another distitict claim to our liking : the girls in them are remarkably charming and true to Tiature, as most people, we believe, have the good fortune to
observe nature represented by girls."—SPECTATOR.
H E R MOTHER'S DARLING. By Mrs. J. H. R I D D E L L .
T H E W A Y W E L I V E NOW. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
With
Illustrations.
T H E AMERICAN SENATOR. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
y Mr, Trollope has a true artist's idea of tone, of colour, of harmony: his
pictures are one, and seldom out of drawing; he never strains after effect,is
fidelity itself i" expressing English life, is never guilty of caricature."
FORTNIGHTLY R ,

v.

DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND.
By T . A . T R O L L O P E .
^^ Full of life, of interest, of close observation, and sympathy. ,
Mr. Trollope paints a scene, it is sure to be a scene worth painting
DAT REVIEW.

When
"SA.'TVIK-

B O U N D TO T H E W H E E L . By JOHN SAUNDERS.
GUY W A T E R M A N . By J O H N SAUNDERS.
ONE AGAINST T H E WORLD. By JOHN SAUNDERS.
T H E LION I N T H E PATH. By J O H N SAUNDERS.
"A carefully written and beautiful story-a story of goodness and truth
which ts yet as interesting as though tt dealt with the opposite qualities
The author of this really clever story has been at great pains to work out all
Its details with elaborate conscientiousness, and the result is a very vivid picture
of the ways of life and habits of thought of a hundred and fifty years ap-o
Certainly a very interesting book,"—TIMES.
.> ' .' J
&"•
T H E MONKS OF THELEMA. By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E
B Y CELIA'S ARBOUR. By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E
READY-MONEY MORTIBOY. By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E

CHATTO

&• WINDUS,

PICCADILLY,
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS—continued,
MY L I T T L E G I R L . By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E .
T H E CASE O F MR. L U C R A F T . By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E .
T H I S SON O F V U L C A N . By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E .
W I T H H A R P A N D C R O W N . By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E .
T H E G O L D E N B U T T E R F L Y . By W. BESANT and JAMES R I C E .

With a Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER.
" ' The Golden Butterfly ' will certainly add to the happiness of m-ankind, for we
defy anybody to read it with a gloomy
countenance."—TIMES.

Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, los. 6d.

Plutarch's

Lives of Illustrious

Men.

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical,
and a Life of Plutarch, by J O H N and W I L L I A M

LANGHORNE.

New Edition, with Medallion Portraits.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical

Works,

With BAUDELAIRE'S "Essay."
Crown Svo, cloth extra. Illustrated, ^s. 6d,

Poe, The Life of Edgar
By WILLIAM F . G I L L .
similes.

Allan:

With numerous Illustrations and Fac-

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2,s, each.

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions

of.

[ W I L K I E C O L L I N S ' N O V E L S and B E S A N T and R I C E ' S N O V E L S may also be had in

cloth limp at 2j. (sd. See, too, the PICCADILLY NovELS,_/(?r Library

Editions.^

Ready-Money Mortiboy.

By I W i t h H a r p a n d Crown. By
Authors of '' Ready-Money MorW A L T E R BESANT and JAMES
tiboy. "
RICE.
T h e Golden Butterfly. By AuSurly Tim. By F . H. BURNETT.
thorsof "Ready-Money Morti^^^ ^^^^^
^ ^^.^^_
^^
This Son of Vulcan. By Authors
of " Ready-Money Mortiboy."
My Little Girl. By Authors of
" Ready-Money Mortiboy."
T h e Case of Mr. Lucraft. By
Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy."

I , ^'^'''^ S°\"'^'^
| Antonma. By W I L K I E COLLINS.
\ Basil. By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Hide a n d Seek. By W I L K I E
! COLLINS.
j T h e Dead Secret. By W I L K I E
I

COLLINS.
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POPULAR NOVELS—CHEAP EDITIONS—continued.
The Queen of Hearts.
WILKIE

By

My Miscellanies.

By W I L K I E

T h e Moonstone.

By W I L K I E

COLLINS.

M a n and Wife.

By

WILKIE

COLLINS;

Poor Miss Finch.

By W I L K I E

COLLINS.

Miss or Mrs. ?

By

WILKIE

COLLINS.

Magdalen.

By

COLLINS.

The L a w a n d t h e Lady.
WILKIE

By

COLLINS.

T h e TWO Destinies. By W I L K I E
COLLINS.
Roxy. By EDWARD EGGLESTON.

By M.

BETHAM-ED-

WARDS.

Filthy Lucre.

By ALBANY DE

FONELANQUE.

Olsrmpia. By R. E. FRANCILLON.

Dick

By JUSTIN

A Fair Saxon.

Temple.

By

JAMES

Dear Lady Disdain. By JUSTIN
MCCARTHY.

T h e Evil Eye.
S.

By K A T H A R I N E

MACQUOID.

Open! Sesame!

By FLORENCE

MARRYAT.

By Mrs.

OLI-

PHANT.
JAMES

By

PAYN.

Walter's Word. By J. PAYN.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.
By EDGAR A. POE.

H e r Mother's Darling. By Mrs.
J. H.

RIDDELL.

Gaslight a n d Daylight.

By

GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA,

Bound to t h e Wheel. By J O H N
SAUNDERS.

G u y W a t e r m a n . J. SAUNDERS.

One Against the World.

By

JOHN SAUNDERS.

GREENWOOD.

Under t h e Greenwood Tree.
By THOMAS HARDY.
BRET HARTE.

F a t e d to be Free.

By JEAN

INGELOW.

T h e Queen of Connaught. By
H.ARRIETT JAY.

T h e Dark Colleen.

The Lion in the Path. By JOHN
and KATHERINE

An Heiress of R e d Dog. By

By HAR-

RIETT JAY.

N u m b e r Seventeen. By HENRY
KINGSLEY.

Oakshott Castle. By HENRY
KINGSLEY.

T h e Waterdale

By JUSTIN

MCCARTHY,

T h e Best of H u s b a n d s .

COLLINS.

The Frozen Deep. By W I L K I E

Felicia.

Linley Rochford.

Whiteladies.

New

WILKIE

By

MCCARTHY.

MCCARTHY.

COLLINS.

The

My Enemy's Daughter.
JUSTIN

COLLINS.

Neighbours.

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY.

SAUNDERS.

Tales for t h e Marines.
WALTER

By

THORNBURY.

The W a y we Live Now.

By

ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

The American Senator.

By

ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

Diamond Cut Diamond
T. A. TROLLOPE.

An Idle Excursion.

Bv
'

By MARK

TWAIN.

The Adventures of T o m Sawyer.

By MARK TWAIN.

A Pleasure Trip on the Conti.
nent of Europe. By M. TWAIN-

CHATTO

&' WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, Is. 6d.

Primitive Manners and Customs.
By JAMES A . F A R R E R .

Small Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3^-. 6d.

Prince of A rgo lis,

The:

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time.
With 130 Illustrations by the Author.

By J. MOYR S M I T H .

" In ' The Prince of Argolis' Mr. Moyr Smith has given us a very lively version
of the grand old Greek myth of Theseus.
He has skilfully contrived to preserve
the rich classic flavour and grace of the story, while at the same time
infusinginto
it a spirit of sparkle and badinage which is essentially modern.
In doing this
Mr. Smith has been materially
helped by the cha.rming little woodcuts which he
has scattered all through the volume, and'which continually peep up in 7tnexpected
corners to give additional point and humour to the text.
His treatment of the
Greek heroic myth is widely different from Kingsley's—not, perhaps, so reverent or
so loftily (esthetic, but quite as wise, and Tnuch more
witty."—SCOTSMAN.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, 12^. (>d.

Proctor's Myths and Marvels of
nomy. By

RICHARD

than Ours," &c.

Astro-

A. PROCTOR, Author of "Other Worlds

" Mr. Proctor, who is well and widely known for his faculty of populfirising
the
latest results of ihe science of 'which he is a master, has brought together in these
fascinating chapters a curious collection of popular beliefs concerning divination by
the stars, the influeiues of the moon, the destination of the comets, the constellation
figures, and the habitation of other worlds than ours."—DAILY
NEWS.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, los, 6d,

Proctor's Pleasant Ways in Science.
By RICHARD A. PROCTOR.
" When scientific problems of an abstruse and difficult character are presented
to the unscientific mind, so}neiking more than mere knowledge is necessary in
order to achieve success. The ability to trace such problems through the several
stages of observation and experitnent
to their successful
solution, without once
suffering the reader's attention to flag, or his interest in the issue of the investigation io abate, argues thi possession hy the writer,
not only of a thorough acquaintance with his subject, but also of that rare gift, the poTver of readily imparting his knowledge to those 'who have not the aptitude to acquire it,
undivested
of scientific formulce.
Now, such a writer is Mr. R. A. Proctor. Of his skill in
this particular class of literature he has already given ample proof in such works
as his ' Light Science for Leisure Hours,' * Science Byways,' &^c. ; and his present
work, ^Pleasant Ways in Science^ follows closely on the same
track."—SCOTSMAN.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, <^s,

Prometheus the

Fire-Giver:

An attempted Restoration of the Lost First Part of the Trilogy
of .iEschylus.

32

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, ^s, 6d,

Prout (Father),

The Final Reliques of.

Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the family of the
Rev. FRANCIS MAHONY, by BLANCHARD J E R R O L D .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, Ts. 6d,

Pursuivant

of Arms,

The ;

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the
Science of Heraldry,
By J. R. PLANCHfi, Esq., Somerset
Herald. With Coloured Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d,

Rabelais'

Works.

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and
numerous Characteristic Illustrations by GUSTAVE DORfi.
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully
executed Chart of the various Spectra, ^s. 6d.

Rambosson 's

Astronomy.

By J; RAMBOSSON, Laureate of the Institute of France.
lated by C. B. PITMAN. Profusely Illustrated.
NEW

Trans-

WORK BY DR.
RICHARDSON.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, IOJ-. 6d.

Richardson's(Dr

) A Ministry of Health,

and other Papers. By BENJAMIN W A R D RICHARDSON, M.D., &c.
" This highly interesting volume contains •upwards of nine addresses
written
in the author's well-ktiown style, and full of great and good thoughts.
. '.
The
•work is, like all these of ihe author, that of a man of genius, of great power of
experience,

and oble independence

of thought."—POPULAR

SCIENCE R E V I E W . '

" At the pr.'sent moment Dr. Richardson is the foremost man in England as
representative
of health-culture.
. . The etitire volume C07istituies a strikiw-ly
i>nporta>it and novel contributio?i to the literature of a great subject."
SUND'AY
TIMES.

Handsomely printed, price 5,^.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ;
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. Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by
two, with the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours.

CHATTO
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Fcap. SVO, cloth extra, 3^. (>d.

Rossetti's(W.

M.) Criticism upon Swin-

burnis " Poems and Ballads."
2 vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-Roxburghe, price £2 i6s.

Rowlandson the

Caricaturist,

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his
Famous Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. With 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the
Originals. By JOSEPH GREGO, Author of "James Gillray the
Caricaturist; his Life, Works, and Times."
[In the press.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, is. 6d.

Sanson Family, Memoirs of the •
Seven Generations of Executioners. By H E N R I SANSON. Translated from the French, with Introduction, by CAMILLE BARR^RE.
" A faithful translation of this curious work, which will certainly repay perusal
—not on the ground of its being full of horrors, for the original author seems to
be rather ashamed of the technical aspect of his profession, and is commendably
reticent as to its details, but because it contains a lucid account of the most notable
causes celebres yi>'0»« the time of Louis XIV. to a period within the memory of
persons still living.
Can scarcely fail to be extremely entertaining. "—
DAILY TELEGRAPH.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4J, 6d. each.

"Secret Out" Series, The.
The Pyrotechnisfs

Trea- Magician!s Own Book :

sury; or, Complete Art of
Making Fireworks. By THOMAS
KENTISH. With numerous Illustrations.

The Art of

Amusing:

A Collection of Graceful Arts,
Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By FRANK BELLEW.

300

Illustrations.

Hanky-Panky :
Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of
Hand. Edited by W. H. CREMER. 200 Illustrations.

The Merry Circle :
A Book of New Intellectual Games
and

Amtisements.

BELLEW.

By CLARA

Many Illustrations.

Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c.
All from Actual Experience.
Edited by W. H. CREMER.

200

Illustrations.

Magic No Mystery:
Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls,
&c., with fully descriptive Directions ; the Art of Secret Writing ;
the Training of Performing Animals, &c. With Coloured Frontispiece and many Illustrations.

The Secret Out :
One Thousand Tricks with Cards,
and other Recreations ; with Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." By
W. H. CREMER. 300 Engravings.
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Post Svo, with Portrait, cloth extra, "js. 6d.

Shakespeare,

The Lansdowne.

Beautifully printed in red and black, in small but very clear type.
With engraved facsimile of DROESHOUT'S Portrait.
In reduced facsimile, small Svo, half Roxburghe, los, 6d,

Shakespeare,

The First

Folio.

Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true OriginaU Copies. London,
Printed by ISAAC IAGGARD and E D . BLOUNT, 1623.—An exact

Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile
by a photographic process—ensuring the strictest accuracy in every
detail.
" To Messrs. Chatto and Windus belongs the merit of having done more to
facilitate the critical study of the text of our great dramatist than all the Shakespeare clubs and societies put together.
A complete facsimile of the celebrated
First Folio e4ition of li^z-^for half-a-guinea is at once a miracle of cheapness and
enterprise.
Being in a reduced form, the type is necessarily rather
diminutive,
but it is as disiitict as in a genuine copy of the original, and will be found to be as
useful and far more handy to the student than the
latter."—ATHEN,«UM.

Crown 4to, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, los. 6d. (uniform with
" Chaucer for Children.")

Shakespeare for Children :
TALES
LAMB.

FROM SHAKESPEARE.
B Y CHARLES and MARY
With numerous Illustrations, coloured and plain, by

J. MOYR S M I T H .

Eight Vols, royal Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, ;^3 I2,f.

Shakspere s Dramatic

Works,

Doubtful Plays, and Biography.—CHARLES

Poems,

KNIGHT'S PICTORIAL

EDITION, with many hundred beautiful Engravings on Wood of
Views, Costumes, Old Buildings, Antiquities, Portraits, &c.
Two Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra, i8j,

Shakspere,

The School of.

Including " T h e Life and Death of Captain Thomas Stukeley,"
with a New Life of Stucley, from Unpublished Sources; " N o .
body and Somebody," " Histriomastix," " T h e Prodigal Son,"
" J a c k Drum's Entertainement," " A Warning for Fair Women,"
with Reprints of the Accounts of the Murder; and " F a i r e E m . "
Edited, with Introductions and Notes, and an Account of Robert
Green and his Quarrels with Shakspere, by RICHARD SIMPSON,
B . A M Author of " The Philosophy of Shakspere's Sonnets," " T h e
Life of Campion," &c. With an Introduction by F , J. FURNIVALL.

CHATTO

&> WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. (>d.

Signboards:
Their History.

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Re-

markable Characters.

HOTTEN.

By JACOB LARWOOD and J O H N CAMDEN

With nearly loo Illustrations.

" Even if we were ever so maliciously inclined, we could not pick out all Messrs.
Larwood and Hotten'splums,
because the good thiftgs are so numerous as to defy
the most wholesale
depredation."—TIMES.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted
Illustrations, 7^^. 6d,

Sheridan's Complete Works,
with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings,
printed from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c.; with a Collection of Sheridaniana.
•• The editor has brought together within a manageable compass not only the
seven plays by which Sheridati is best known, but a collection also of his poetical
pieces which are less familiar to the public, sketches of unfinished dramas, selections
from his reported witticisms, and extracts from his principal speeches. To these
is prefixed a short hut 'well-written memoir, giving the chief facts in
Sheridan!s
literary and political career ; so that, with this volume in his hand, the student
may consider himself tolerably well furnished
with all that is necessary for a
general comprehension of the subject of it."—VKIAMALL GAZETTE.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6,f, dd.

Slang Dictionary,

The:

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An ENTIRELY N E W
EDITION, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged.

" We are glad to see the Slang Dictionary reprinted and enlarged.
From- a high
scientific point of view this book is not to be despised.
Of course it cannot fail to
be amusing also. It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained
humour, and
oddity, and grotesqueness.
In a word, it provides valuable material both for the
student of language and the student of human
nature."—ACADEMY.

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d.

Smoker's Text-Book, The.
By J. HAMER, F . R . S . L .

Crown 4to, uniform with " Chaucer for Children," with Coloured
Illustrations, cloth gilt, los. 6d,

Spenser for Children.
By M. H . TowRY.

With Illustrations in Colours by WALTER

J. MORGAN.
"Spenser has simply been transferred
into plain prose, with here and there a
line or stanza quoted, where the meaning and the diction are within a child's
comprehension, and additional point is thus given to the narrative luithout the
cost of obscurity.
,
, A Itogether the work has been well and carefully
done,"
— T H E TIMES.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, <js,

Stedman 's Victorian Poets:
Critical Essays. By EDMUND CLARENCE STEDMAN.
" We ought to be thankful to those who do critical work with competent skill
and understanding, luith honesty of purpose, and with diligence and thoroughness
of execution. And Mr. Stedman, having chosen to work in this line, deserves the
thanks of English scholars hy tJiese qualities ajid by something more ;
he is faithful, studious,and discerning."—SATVRHAI
REVIEW.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js, 6d,

Swift's Choice Works,
in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of
the Maps in the Original Edition of " Gulliver's Travels."
"The ' Tale of a Tub' is, in my apprehension, the masterpiece of Swift;
certainly Rabelais has nothing superior, even in invention, nor anything so condensed, so pointed, so full of real meaning, of biting satire, of felicitous analogy.
The ' Battle qf the Books is such an improvement on the similar combat in the
Lutrin, that'we can hardly ovjn it as an imitation."—HALLAM.
"If he had never loritten either the ' Tale of a Tub' or ' Gulliver's Travels,' his
name tnerely as a poet 'would have come down to us, and have gone down to posterity, luith well-earned honours."—HAZLITT.

Swinburne's Works
The Queen Mother and
Rosamond.

Fcap. Svo, ^s.

Atalanta in Calydon.
A New Edition.

Crown Svo, 6J.

Chastelard.
A Tragedy.

Crown Svo, is.

Poems and Ballads,
FIRST SERIES.
Fcap. Svo, gj.
Also in crown Svo, at same price.

Poems and Ballads,
SECOND SERIES. Fcap. Svo, <^s.
Also in crown Svo, at same price.

Notes

on "Poems and

Ballads,"

Svo, is.

William, Blake :
A Critical Essay. With Facsimile
Paintings. Demy Svo, i6s.

Songs before Sunrise.
Crown Svo, IOJ. td,

Bothwell:
A Tragedy.
Svo, i2,f. 6rf.

Two Vols, crown

George Chapman :
An Essay.

Crown Svo, -/s.

Songs of Two Nations.
Crown Svo, Ss,

Essays and Studies.
Crown Svo, X2S,

Erechtheus:
A Tragedy, Crown Svo, 6J.
Note
of an English
Republican on the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, i,f.

A Note on CharlotteBronte.
Crown Svo, f>s.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, Is, 6d,

Strutt's

Sports and Pastimes

of the

People of England; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants,
and Pompous Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited by WILLIAM H O N E .
Medium Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6d,

Syntax's

(Dr,) Three

Tours,

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in
Search of a Wife. With the whole of ROWLANDSON'S droll page
Illustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. HOTTEN.
LIBRARY EDITION.

Four Vols, small Svo, Tps,

Taine's History of English

Literature.

Translated by H E N R Y V A N L A U N .

POPULAR E D I T I O N .

Two Vols, crown Svo, 15J.

Taine's History of English

Literature,

Translated by H E N R Y VAN LAUN.

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 6J.

Tales of Old Thule.
Collected and Illustrated by J. MOYR S M I T H .

[/« the press,

A New Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece
and numerous Illustrations, 7,;. (>d.

Thackerayana:
Notes and Anecdotes.

Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by

WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Inci-

dents in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of
his everyday reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings facsimiled from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings.
''It would have been a real loss to bibliographical
literature
had
copyright
difficulties deprived the general public of this very amusing collection. One of
Thackeray's habits, from his schoolboy days, was to ornament the margins atid
blank pages of the books he had in use ivith caricature illustrations of their
contents.
This gave special value to the sale of his library, and is almost cause
for regret that it could not have been preserved in its integrity.
Thackeray's
place in literature is eminent enough to have made this an interest to future
generations.
The anonymous editor has done the best that he could to compensate for the lack of this. It is an admirable addendum, not only to his collected
•works, but also to any memmr of him that has been, or that is likely to be,
written."—BRITISH

QUARTERLY REVIEW.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, ']s. 6d.

Thomson's

Seasons

and Castle

of In-

dolence. With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CUNNINGHAM, and ever 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, price 7J. dd.

Thornburys (Walter)

Haunted

London.

A New Edition, Revised and Corrected, with numerous Illustrations by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A.
\In the press.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. dd.

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London.
With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and
Taverns. By JOHN TIMES, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s, 6d,

Timbs'

English

Eccentrics

and

Ec-

centricities : Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c By JOHN
TIMES, F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations.
One Vol. crown Svo, cloth extra, "js. 6d,

Tom Taylor's Historical

Plays.

" Clancarty," "Jeanne d'Arc," "'Twixt Axe and Crown," " The
Fool's Revenge," "Arkwright's Wife," "Anne Boleyn," " Plot
and Passion."
*,* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. each.
Demy Svo, cloth extra, I4J-.

Torrens' The Marquess

Wellesley:

A Sketch from Life.

By W. T. M'CULLAGH TORRENS, M.P.
\In the press.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 7^. fid.

Turner's(

J. M. W, )Life and Correspond-

ence, Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends
and fellow Academicians.

By WALTER THORNBURY.

A New

Edition, considerably Enlarged. With numerous Illustrations
in Colours, facsimiled from Turner's original Drawings.

CHATTO
NEW

<&• WINDUS,

VOLUME OF STORIES BY THE AUTHORS
" READ Y.MONE Y MORTIBO K "
SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo, cloth extra, (>s,

'Twas in Trafalgar's
stories.

NEW

PICCADILLY,
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Bay, and other

By W A L T E R BESANT and JAMES R I C E .

NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR OF ''BY
PROXY."
Three Vols., crown Svo, at every Library.

Under One Roof
By JAMES PAYN, Author of " B y Proxy," &c.
** The title of this novel is more than usually happy and significant
The author deserves thanks for his charining sketch of the German
gover)iess,for
his portraits of the two natural, graceful English girls, of whom one at least
displays ihe wisdom of the serpent in piqttant conjunction with the harmlessness of
the dove, and for the scenes in which these three girls are wooed and eventually
•won. With a few delicate and happy touches, and a dash of humour to colour the
picture, he presents us with many an exhilarating piece of love-making which we
at once acknowledge to he hit off to the life, and oj 'which -we can easily fill up the
7nere outline either from the imaginatioii or, peradventure, frcnn viemory.
The irrepressible spirit of drollery prevails ; and his intermixture
of the iublime
and the ridiculous goes to confirm the truth of the saying that comedy lurks in the
chinks of tragedy
The story is pretty sure to be found
attractive."—
PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, I4J-.

Walcott's

Church

English Minsters;

Work

and Life

and the English Student's Monasticon.

the Rev. MACKENZIE E . C . WALCOTT,

m
By

B.D.

Large crown Svo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d,

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ;
or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation: being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by IZAAK WALTON ;
and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear
Stream, by CHARLES COTTON. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations.
CarefiiUy printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 2s,

Warrant to Execute Charles I
An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fiftynine Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals.
Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price zs.

Warrant to Execute Mary Q. of Scots,
An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth,
and a Facsimile of the Great Seal.
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SEVENTH EDITION.

6-

WINDUS.

Square Svo, is.

Whist ler\. Ruskin: Art and Art

Critics,

By J. A. MACNEILL W H I S T L E R .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6d.

Wright's

Caricature

Georges. ( The House of Hanover.)

History

of the

With 400 Pictures, Caricatures,

Squibs, Broadsides, Wmdow Pictures, &c.

By THOMAS W R I G H T ,

Esq., M.A., F.S.A.
Large post Svo, cloth extra, gUt, with Illustrations, "js, 6d,

Wright's

History

of Caricature and of

the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting,
the .Earhest Times to the Present Day.

M.A., F.S.A. Profusely illustrated by F.

from

By THOMAS W R I G H T ,
W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A.

T. OGDBN AND CO., P R I N T E R S , 172, ST. JOHN S T R E E T , B I
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Bennett's Keyless Watebeo.
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sv/OTKEAeMIRALTY..

DR. J. GOLLIS BROWNE'S GHLORODYNE.
The Opiginal a n d only Genuine.
INVALIDS.—If you wish to obtain quiet refreshing sleep,
A D VfreeI C EfromT Oheadache,
relief from pain and anguish, to calm and assuage

the weary achings of protracted disease, invigorate the nervous media, and
regulate the circulating systems of the body, you will provide yourselves with
that marvellous remedy discovered by Dr. J . CoLLiS BROWNE (late Medical
Staff), to which he gave the name of

CHLORODYNE,
And which is admitted by the Profession to be the most wonderful and valuable
remedy ever discovered.
CHLORODYNE is the best remedy known for CoUGHS, CONSUMPTION,
BRONCHITIS, ASTHMA.
CHLORODYNE effectually checks and arrests those too often fatal
diseases known as DIPHTHERIA, FEVER, CROUP, AGUE.
C H L O R O D Y N E acts like a charm in DIARRHCEA, and is the only
specific in CHOLERA and DYSENTERY.
CHLORODYNE effectually cuts short all attacks of EPILEPSY, H Y STERIA, PALPITATION, and SPASMS.
CHLORODYNE is the only palliative in NEURALGIA, RHEUMATISM,
GOUT, CANCER, TCXJTHACHE, MENINGITIS, &C.
The Right Han. Earl RUSSELL has graciously favoured J. T, DAVENPORT ixiith the
follotving—" Earl Russell communicated to the College of Physicians that he received a
despatch from Her Majesty's Consul at Manilla, to the effect that Cholera has been
raging fearfully, and that the ONLY remedy of any service was CHLORODYNE."—See
Lancet, December i, 1864.
From W. VESALIUS PETTIGREW, M . D . — I have no hesitation in stating; that I have
never met with any medicine so efficacious as an Anti-spasmodic and Sedative. I have
used it in Consumption, Asthma, Diarrhoea, and other diseases, and am perfectly satisfied with the results.
From Dr. B. J. BOULTON & Co., Horncastle.—We have made pretty extensive use of
Chlorodyne in our practice lately, and look upon it as an excellent direct Sedative and
Anti-spasmodic. It seems to allay pain and irritation in whatever organ,"and from whatever cause. It induces a feeling of comfort and quietude not obtainable by any other
remedy, and it seems to possess this great advantage over all other Sedatives, that it
leaves no unpleasant after-effects.
CAUTION.—The extraordinary medical reports of the efficacy of Chlorodyne render it of vital importance that the public should obtain the genuine,
which bears the words, " Dr, J. CoLLis BROWNE'S CHLOROUYNE."
Vioe-Chancellor WOOD stated that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was undoubtedly
the Inventor of CHLORODYNE ; that the whole story of the defendant, Freeman, was deliberately untrue.
Lord Chancellor SELBORNE and Lord Justice JAMES stated that the defendant had made a deliberate misrepresentation of the decision of Vice-Chancellor WOOD.
Chemists throughout the land confirm this decision that Dr. J, C. BROWNE
was the Inventor of CHLORODYNE.
Sold in Bottles at i.;. xiid., as. gd., and 4s. 6d. by all Chemists.

Sole Manufacturer: J. T. Davenport, Qt. Eussell-sti, London, W.O.

THE POTTERY GALLERIES,
Oxford Street, and Orchard Street,
L O N D O N ,

W

Messrs. M O R T L O C K ,
in order to correct a prevailing idea that they confine themselves exclusively to the production of China and Glass of the more elaborate
description, beg to state they have devoted considerable attention to the
introduction of Patterns of Artistic Merit, at prices which hitherto have
not been attempted.
Pariicular attention is called to the folloiving:

The "Every Day " Dinner Service for 12 Persons,
„
,,
Breakfast
„
,,
„
„
Dessert
,,
„
Tea
„
„

£4 15s.
£2 15s.
£3 15s.
£1 10s.

Etruscan form Glass Service, complete, for 12 Persons, £6 15s. 6d.
Messrs. Morllock allow a liberal Discount to all who prefer to pay Cask.

The POTTERY GALLERIES, 203 & 204, Oxford Street.
30 and 31, Orchard Street, Portman Square.
LONDON, w .

ESTABLISHED

1746.

I M P O R T A N T TO A L L .
As a means of keeping the system
clear, and thus taking away the groundwork of Malarious Disease? and all Liver
Gomplaintb,

END'S TEUIT SALT
is particularly vahiable. No traveller
sliould leave uorae without a supply, for
by its use the most daiige.-ous forms of
Pever, Gouty, tiheumatie, and other
Blood Poisons, very frequently causing
Apoplexy, Heart Disease, and sudden
death, e t c , are prevented sad'cured. It
is, in truth, a P'AMILV MEHICINB CHESI

iu th« simplest, yet, most potent form.
The FRUIT SAlai acts as simply yet
just as powerfully on tlie animal system
as sunshine does on the vegLtable world;
it has a natural action on tlie organs of
digestion, absorption, circulation, respiration, secretion, and excretion, aud rerucves all impurities, thus preeervlng
iind restoring health. Also, as a
HEFRESHING, COOLING, AND INVtGORATING BBVERAGB, USK

END'S FRUIT SALT
(Prepared from Sound Ripu Fruit).
It is the best PreveutiniTPe aurt Oure for
BiliousEesBi Sick Keadaoha, 'J kin ErtipMons, Impiurc Blciid, Pimp'cs on the
i'acejSiddijxess, I'everishii«~s, M..->ntal
y-ip/esaion, W a a t of Appetite, Sonr, itai.3 of t h e Stomach, Oonstipaticc,,
70Bliting, thivBt, etc., and to remove
the effecta of Errors of E a t i p ^ a n d i
Drinking,
,
" 11, Axe de la Puu, Pa.u, Jan. 18, IS77.
" A crentleuiah called iti ,vi*pterdav;! 3 is:. <•( ustent Muflferer from C^i roii ic Di'spt'psia, an^ l;i»
taken iUI 8ort$ of Mineral WiUrrs. * lewmniiii<Lei bin: to give your gi.iU a trial, v/ri/'i, Im dtc?, '
a8d rftc«i-tfei,l (jryj^t benelit; he nays he never
kneiT what it-. wa> t" be -Ait'tout p;an u.itil lie
tried your baU, aud for t!ie future aliali i.ever be
witiicut it ill tiie house.
M. JJKAAI,.**
tf iu great vatuv in keepinff the body h Sfalth wert •
Ki?ittrgt}UyfcnOJUM,no FamUy wmitd be !-n*h'mt it.

' ricc-'s. r.d ;i!i.l Is. (•d.
iiopared only by J. C. ENO, Newcastle-on-TyuB. May bt- iwd tbrougii any Olmroist, as
all Wholeislo H006SS keep it in stock.
Messrs. GIBbO.s it SON, Chemists, of Hexham, writing for a farther supply of Uw Pwjji.,
salt, say— Smcf? we introduced your Fruit Salt in Hexham, a few rnoi'tha affo, we hare StofflS
upwards of one thousand bottles, and it gives general satisfaction, a*
almost always rs,oommeud it to their li'iends. 'We h,wo had niuaoroua i
in the crre of Bilioas Headaches, Indigestion, Stomach Compldhits, etc. It has a groiier eala i
than any other proprietary medicine that we know of."
e
• = « " = <j
<•* 140,000 perii»j) evei-y year die unnatural deaths. 880,000 are coostanUy suflferiag from
X
actual diseases which may be prevented.

^9f.''''^/f^^^^^^'r
THilEOFA&ATIONOFliJFEOTIOirS DISEASES
w;tJ • r / . Rott!<?of PniitSaliiswrappedaWiire iLi.rsfE>.Ti!i> Sheet, showing how to pre-

/• _, outSojuet I ' e v e r W Typhoid, also raanv .tlier Diseases. The inforroation is
Ag'f\<-

P a r i s : Kf.-

iilil,, U , r u e d a l a "Paix.

