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"Lillenhall
Lodge,
"Newport, Halop, Nov. 7, 1893.
" G. Mellin, Msq.,
'' Dear Sir,—J am sending you photo
of my eight-months-old-boy,
fed, since
he ivas three months old, on yotir Pood
entirely. It has given every
satisfaction.
J/ you care to use the photo in any way,
you are quite iit liberty to do so.
" Tours
faithfully,
"ARCHER
J.
RICHARDSON."
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TRAVELZERS

Is sold at all SPIERS & POND'S Refreshment

Rooms. This preparation may b#ftaken with
milk or with the addition of wine or spirit with
tlie greatest benefit. For athletes it is of the
highest value and as a sustaining diet after exhaustive physical exercise it has no equal.

Samples, Pamphlet and Prospectus post free on application to
MELLIN'S FOOD
WORKS,
PECKHAM,

S. E.

BREAKFAST—SUPPER.

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

cooo

BOILING WATER OR MILK.
I AniPQ

are particular^ CAUTIONED

« BEETHAIVI'S."

iGLYCERINEl
&*]
CUCUMBERI

The wonderful success which BEETHAM'S
" Glycerine and Cucumber " has attained
has induced many unprincipled persons to
put up, and offer for sale, preparations which
they call "Glycerine and Ououmber," but
which in reality contain no Cucumber at all,
and are often poisonous compounds of lead
and other minerals.
BEETHAM'S " Glycerine and Cucumber "
is sold in Bottles, iB. and 2s. 6d:, by all
Chemists and Perfumers throughout the
world. Sole Makers,
M.BEETHAM&30N,CliemiBts,GheUenliam.
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In Memoriam

Ii Ruth Candler Lovett
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RHEUMATIC
FILLS.

Lshii^e.

roER
I

JAGO:
NEURALGIA
The EXCRUCIATING PAIN is quickly re
lieved and cured in-a. few days by these cele
brated Pills, well-known as the GREA'
REMEDY for the above Complaints. Sun
Safe and Effectual. t

Sold by all Cbemists, at Is. l|d. and 28. 9c
per box.

ROWLANDS'

ARTICLES

For the Hair, Complexion, and Teeth, are the PUREST AND BEST.
A pure, non-gritfy tooth
powder ; it whitens the
teeth, prevents decay
& sweetens the breath;

;$5S^

ODONTO
MACASSAR OIL

is more efl5cacious than pastes or washes. 2/9.

preserves and beautifies the hair and prevents it
falling off or turning grey, is the best Brilliantine
for ladies' and children's hair, being less greasy and
drying than ordinary Brilliantine, and can be had
in a golden colour for fair hair. Sizes, 3/6, 7/-, 10/6,
equal to four small.
equai to lour suiciii.
is a most soothing,
healing and refreshing milk for the face,
hands and arms. It
prevents and removes Freckles, Tan, Sunburn. Redness and Roughness of the
Skin, soothes and heals all Irritation, Chaps, Chilblains, Cutaneous Eruptions,
&c., and produces a beautiful and delicate complexion. Bottles, S/3 and 4/6.
effectually dyes red or grey hair a permanent
brown or black. </.
CIII/fllllA
A pure toilet powder in three tints. White, Rose and Cream for
t U I V U n l A . ladies of a Brunette complexion and those who do not like
white powder. Boxes,!/-; large boxes, 2/6. Ask Chemists for ROWLANDS'

KALYDOR

ESSENCE OF TYRE

ARTICLES, of 20, HATTON GARDEN, LONDON, and avoid spurious imitations.

HOT WATER INSTANTLY BY NIGHT OR DAY.

EWART'S
LIGHTNING
CHICAGO
AWARD.
GEYSER.
346 to 350, Euston Road, London, N.W.

EDWARDS" HARLENE'FOR THE HAIR
WORLD-RENOWNED

Hair Producer & Restorer.
Prevents the Hair Falling off and
Turning Grey. The World-Renowned
Remedy for Baldness. Also for Restoring Grey Hair to Its Original Colour.
specially prepared for Toilet Use.
Is., 2s. 6d. and Ss. 6d. per Bottle.
From Chemists and Pet fumers.

EDWARDS & CO., 95, High Holborn, London, W.C.
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THE BOEDER EAGLE.

I T was a sumnier day late in the year in the wild moorlaml
of the old Border.
An amber light was on the lochs, a soft mist on field and
fell; the salmon waters were leaping down from rock to rock,
or boiling in the deep black pools beneath the birches ; the
deer were herding in the glens and wooded dips that sheltered
under the Cheviot range—here, in the debatable land between the northern country and the Southrons, where
Bothwell had swept with his mad moss-troopers, ere the
Warden of the Marches let passion run riot for his fair
White Queen, and where Belted Will's Tower still rose
above its oaks, as when the bugle blast of the Howard
sounded from its turrets, and the archers were marshalled
against a night-raid of the Scots. On the distant seas,
which once had been dark with the galleys of I^orse pirates,
nothing now was in sight but a fisherboat in the offing; on
the heather-moors, which had once echoed with the beat of
horses' hoofs, as Douglas or Percy had scoured through the
gorse for a dashing Border fray, or a Hotspur piece of
derring-do, there was only now to be heai'd the flap of a
^ild duck's wing as the flocks rose among the sedges ; and
the sole monarch of earth or sky was a solitary golden
tjagle soaring upward to the sun.
With a single swoop the bird bad come down from hiei
«orie among the rocks, as though he were about to drop
B
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earthward ; then, lifting his head he had spread his pinion^
in the wind that was blowing strong and fresh from Scot
land through the heat of the August day, and sailed upwartf
gloj-'ously -with slow majjestic motion through the light.
F a r below him lay the white-crested waves gleaming afar
off, the purple stretch of the dark moors and marshes, the
black still tarns, the rounded masses of the -ivoods; higher
and higher, leaving earth beneath him, he rose in his royal
grandeur, fronting the sun, and soaring onward and upward
against the blue skies and the snowy piles of clouds, rejoicing in his solitude, and kingly in his strength.
W i t h his broad wings spread in the sun gleam, he swept
through the silent air, his eyes looking at the luminance
which blinds the eyes of men, his empire taken in the vastness of the space that monarchs cannot gauge, and his
plumes stretched in all the glory of his godlike freedom, his
unchained liberty of life. Far beneath him, deep down
among the tangled mass of heather and brown moor grasses,
glistened the lean cruel steel of a barrel, like the shine of a
snake's back, pointing upward, while the eagle winged his
way aloft. There, in his proud kingship with the sun, how
could he note or know the steel tube—scarce larger, from
his altitude, than a needle's length—of his foe, hidden deep
among the gorse and reeds ? The sovereign bird rose higher
and higher still, in stately flight. One sharp sullen report
rang through the silence ; a single gray pufl' of smoke curled
up from the heather; a death-cry echoed on the air, quivering with a human agony; the eagle wheeled once round, a
dizzy circle in the summer light, then dropped down through
the sunny air—stricken and dead.
Was it more murder when Cfesar fell ?
The assassin rose I'roni where he had knelt on one kneo
among the gorse, ^Yhile his retriever had started the wildfowl up from the sedges of a pool, and strode throut^h
bracken and heath to the spot where his science had brouo-ht
down the eagle, at a distance and with an aim which marked
him as one of the first shots in Europe. A hundred yards
brought him to the place where his quarry had fallen and
he thrust the heather aside with impatient movement.' H e
was keen in sport as a Shikari, and he had looked for no
rarer game to-day than the blackcocks or the snipes or at
very best a heron from the marshes.
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On the moor the king-bird lay, tlis pinions broken and
powerless, the breast-featliers wet and bathed in blood, the
pit'i'ciiig eyes, whicli loved tlie sun, blind and glazed with
film; the life, a moment before strong, fearless, and rejoicing in the light, was gone. A I'celing, new and strange, came
on his slayer as he stood there in the stillness of the
solitary moor, alone with the dead eagle lying at his feet.
He paused and leaned on his rifle, looking downward.
' Grod forgive me. I have taken a life better than my
own.'
Tiio words were involuntary, and unlike enough to one
whose superb shot had become noted from the jungles of
Northern India to the ice plains of Norway ; from the
bear-haunts of the Danube to the tropic forests of the
Amazon.
But he stood looking down on the mighty bird,
wliilo the red blood welled through the blossoming furze,
with something that was almost remorse.
I t looked
strangely like slaughter in the still golden gl-enm of the
summer day.
If you wonder at it, wait until you see an eagle die on a
solitary moorland that was his kingdom by right divine,
with all the glorious liberty of life.
The skill which 3'ou would have challenged the first
marksman in Europe to have beaten will look, for a second
at least, oddly base, and treacherous, and cowardly, when
the lord of the air lies like carrion at your feet.
Knee-deep in the purple heather, the destroyer leant on
his gun, alone on the Scotch side of the Border, with the
Bea flashing like a line of silver light on his left, and the
bold sweep of tlie Cheviot Hills fronting him. The golden
eagle had fallen by no unworthy foe; he was a man of very
lofty stature, and of powerful build and sinew, his muscles
close knit, ar>d his frame like steel, as became one who was
in hard condition from year's end to year's end. His complexion was a clear bronze, almost as dark as an Arab's,
tliough originally it had been fair enough ; his black sweeping moustaches and beard were long, thick, and silken; his
eves large, and very thoughtful, the hue of the eagle's he
had shot. His features were bold, proud, and frank, while
bis bearing had the distinction of blood, with the dash of a
soldier, the reposeful stateliness of tiie old regime, with the
alert keenness of & man used to rapid action, clear decision,
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coolness under danger, and the wiles of the world in all its
ways. Standing solitary there on the brown heath, his form
rose tall and martial enough for one of the night riders ot
Liddesdale, or the Knight of Snowdon himself, against the
purple haze and amber light.
I n the days of Chevy Chase and Flodden Field his race
had been the proudest of the nobles on the Border-side
their massive keep reared in face of the Cheviots, the lands
their own, over miles of rock and gorse and forest, lords of
all the Marches stretching to the sea. Now all that belonged to him was that wild barren moorland, which gave
nothing but the blackcock and the ptarmigan which bred in
their wastes; and a hunting-lodge, half in ruins, to tlit
westward, buried under hawthorn, birch, and ivy, a roost for
owls and a paradise for painters,
' A splendid shot, Erceldoune: I congratulate you !' said
a voice behind him.
The slayer of the golden eagle turned in surprise ; these
moors, all barren and profitless though they were, were his,
and were rarely trodden by any step except his own.
' Ah, your grace! Good-day. How does the Border
come to be honoured by a visit from you ? '
' Lost my way,' responded his Grace of Glencairne, an
inveterate sportsman and a hearty, florid, stalwart man of
sixty, clad in a Scotch plaid suit, and looking like a well-todo North-country farmer. ' W e ' r e staying with Fitzallayne,
and came out after the black game; lost all the rest somehow, and know no more where we are than if we were at the
North Pole. Tou're a godsend. Let me introduce my
friends to you,—Sir Fulke Erceldoune, Lord Polemore, Mr.
Victor Vane.'
The beggared gentleman raised his bonnet to the Duke's
friends with much such frank soldier-like courtesy as that
with which the Border lords, whose blood was in his veins
received Chatelherault and Hamilton in the wild free days
of old.
' Shot an eagle, Erceldoune ? By George! what a bird !'
cried the Duke, gazing down amazed aud admiring on tha
murdered monarch.
' I envy you indeed,' said his companion whom he had
named as Victor Vane. ' I have shot most things—men
and other birds of prey—but I UCVCL' killed an eagle, not
wen in the Hartz or the Engadine.'
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Erceldoune glanced at him.
' They arc rare, and when they do appiear we shoot them
to insure their scarcity. Perhaps the eagle you would wish
to kill is the eagle with two heads ? W h a t sport have you
had, Duke ? '
' V e r y bad. Birds wild as the
. But God bless
my soul, your bag s full! I say, •we're nearly famished -,
can't you let us have something to eat at your place
yonder ? '
' W i t h pleasure, sir, if your G-race can honour an owl's
roost, and p u t up with a plain meal of cold game,' said
Erceldoune, as he thrust the dead king, with all his pomp
of plumage torn and blood-stained, into his bag with the
black-cocks, ptarmigan, wild duck, and snijjes.
' My dear fellow, I'll thank you for a crust; I'm literally
starving,' cried the nobleman, who was pining so wearily
for his luncheon that the words ' cold g a m e ' sounded to
him like paradise. ' And, by the way, if you've any of
your father's Madeira left, you might feast an emperor
there wasn't such a w^ine connoisseur in Europe as liegency
Erceldoune.'
A shadow swept over the face of the golden eagle's foe
as he whistled his dogs, and led the way for his guests over
the moor, talking with the Duke. Vane caught the look,
and smiled to himself; he thought it was because the
ruined gentleman shrank from taking them to his beggared
home and his unluxurious table: he erred for once. Such
a petty pride was wholly impossible to the bold Border
blood of Erceldoune; he would have taken them to a
garret quite as cordially as to a mansion ; he would have
given them, Arab-like, the half of all he had with frank
hospitality, if that all had been only an oaten cake, and
would never have done himself such mean dishonour as tC
measure his worth by the weight of his plate, the number
of his •wines, or the costliness of his soups.
True the world, he knew well enough, only appraised
men by the wealth that w^as in their pockets ; but the
world's dictum was not his deity, and with its social heartburnings his own wandering, athletic, adventurous, and
hardy life 1 id never had much to do. H e loved the saddle
better than the drawing-rooms, and mountain and moorlai^d
better than the lust of fame or gold.
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I t was not more than half a mile to the King's Rest, as
the sole relic of the feudal glories of the Border lords was
named, from an old tradition dating back to one of Malcolm of Scotland's hunting raids; the place would have
maddened an architect or a lover of new stucco, but it
would have enraptured an archa;ologist or an artist. One
half of it was in ruinD-—a mass of ivy and gray crumbling
stone ; the other half was of all st3d.es of architecture,
from the round quaint tower of the Saxons, to the fantastic, peaked, and oriel-'ivindowed Elizabethan. Birds made
their nests in most of the chimneys, holly and hawthorn
grew out of the clefts in the walls, the terraces were mossgrown, and the escutcheon above the gateway was lost in
a profusion of scarlet-leaved creej^ers. But there were a
picturesqueness, a charm, a lingering grandeur which it
had still; it spoke of a dead race, and it had poems in
every ruin, Avith the sun on its blazoned casements, and
the herons keeping guard by its deserted weed-grown
moat.
' G-od bless my soul! How tlie place has gone to rack
and ruin since I was here twenty years a g o ! ' cried the
Duke heedlessly and honestly, in blank amazement, as he
stared about him.
Erceldoune smiled slightly.
' Our fortunes have gone to " rack and ruin," Duke.'
' Ah, to be sure—yes, to be sure ! Sad thing ! sad thintr!
No fault of yours, though, Erceldoune. Tour father
shouldn't have been able to touch the entail. H e was a ^
Well, well, he's gone to his account now,' said his Grace,
pulling himself up short, with a perception that he was on
dangerous ground, but continuing to gaze about him with
a blank naivete of astonishment. Men used to call him a
' sexagenarian school-boy;' it was too harsh, for the Duke
was a thoroughly good man of business, and a manly and
honest friend; but it was true that the simplicitj'- and candour of boyhood clung very oddly to him ; and a courtier
or a fine gentleman his Grace of Glencairne had never become, though he was not without a frank dignity of his
own when roused to it.
By an arched side-door, through a long corridor, the\
passed into a room in the southern and still habitable nor.
tion of the hoiise; s long lofty room, lighted at the end
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with two magnificent painted windows, panelled with cedar
picked out with gold, nung with some half-dozen rare ju'ctures, a Titian, two Watteaux, a Tei.ii.ers, a Van Tol, and a
Memlinz, covered with a rich crimson carpeting, no w much
worn, and with some gold and silver racing and hunting
cups on the buffet. The chamber was the relic of the
lavish and princely splendour Avhich scarce thirty years ago
had been at its height in the King's llcsfc.
' Ah, dear me, dear me !' murmui-ed the Duke, throwing •'
himself into a fauteuil. 'Thi.s is the old sujvr.cr-room. To
be s u r e ; how well I remember George lA^ sitting just
there where you stand ! Lord, how fond he was of your
father—birds of a feather! Well, well, we might be wild,
wicked dogs—we were, sir ; but we had witty times of it.
liegeney Erceldoune was a very brilliant man, though he.
might be a—^
Erceldoune, with brief courtesy to the Duke, rang the
bell impatiently to order luncheon, and turned to the other
men.
' I hope your sport and our moorland air may have given
you an appetite, for Border larders were never very well
stocked, you know, except when the laird made a raid ;
and, unhappily, there is no " lifting," nowadays, to add to
our stock.'
' My dear sir,' laughed Vane, dropping his glass, through
•n'hich he had been glancing at the Van Tol, 'half a cold
grouse when one is starving is worth all the delicacies of a
careme w^hen one is not in extremis. I am delighted to
make acquaintance with your highly picturesque and mediaeval abode; a landscape-painter would be in raptures
over it, if you might wish it a trifle more waterproof.'
There was a certain dash of condescension and the sus.
picion of a sneer in the light careless words ; if they were
intended to wound, however, they missed their mark.
' Starving on the moors w^ould not be so very terrific to
you if you had been six days in the saddle on a handful of
maize, as has chanced to me in the Pampas and the Cordilleras,' said Erceldoune curtly. There is nothing your
' mightly hunter before the Lord,' who is known from the
Libyan to La Plata, holds in more profound contempt than
• omall miseries.'
t' Eh ?
W h a t ? W e r e you talking about your father's
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dinners ? ' broke in his Grace, who, lost m his reveries as
his eyes travelled over the familiar chamber, was not very
clear what was said. ' They were the best in Europe. 1
have seen Yarmouth, and Alvanley, and Talleyrand, and
Charles Dix, and the best epicures we ever had, round that
table; I was a very young fellow then, and the diiuiers
were splendid, Erceldoune. H e liked to outdo the king,
you know, and the king liked to be outdone by him. I
don't believe he'd have gone quite the pace he did if it
hadn't been for George.'
Erceldoune moved impatiently ; these latter royal memories connected with the King's Eest were no honour to him;
there were so many brands of an extravagant vice, and
a madman's ostentation, that had made him penniless, aud
bought a sovereign's smile with disgrace.
' I daresay, sir. I never knew any use that monarchs
were yet, save in some form or another to tax their subjects.'
G-lencairne laughed. H e had not seen much of the man
who was now his host, but wdiat he had seen he liked.
The Duke abhorred the atmosphere of adulation in which,
being a Duke, he was compelled to dwell, and Erceldoune's utter incapability of subservience or flattery refreshed him.
At that moment luncheon was served. The promised
cold game in abundance, with some prime venison, some
potted char, and a pile of superb strawberries; plain
enough, and all the produce of the moorlands round, but
accompanied by pure claret, and served on antique and
massive plate wiiich had been in the King's E e s t for
centuries, and was saved out of the total wreck of the
Erceldoune fortunes, and at which Lord Polemore looked
envyingly ; he was of the new creation, and would have
given half his broad lands aud vast incomes to have bouo-ht
that 'high and honourable ancientness' which was the only
thing gold could not purchase for him.
' T o n have a feast for the gods, Erceldoune. If this be
Border penury, commend me to it,' cried Glencairne as he
attacked the haunch with a hearty and absorbed attention •
Jike Louis Seize, he would have eaten in the reporters' box'
at the Assembly while SuUeau was falling under twenty
Bword-thrusts for his sake, and the Swiss Guard were
perishing in the Cour Eoyale.
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' I am sure we are infinitely indebted,' murmured Polemore languidly, gazing at a Venetian goblet given to an
Erceldoune by the Queen llegent, Mary of G-uise.
' Nay, it is 1 who am the debtor to a most happy hazard.
Try this wine,' said Erceldoune, with that stately courtesy
which was blent with his frank, href, soldier-like manners ;
sociality was not his nature, but cordial hospitality was.
The D u k e looked up.
' E'l ! Tokay? What, the very wine Leopold gave your
father? Tiny bottles—all cobwebbed ? Thai's it! The real
imperial growth; can't get it for money. Ah, how much
have you got of it left ? '
' But little—only a dozen or so, I believe ; but of what
there is I would ask the pleasure of your Grace's acceptance, if the wine find favour wdth you.'
' Favour with me ? Hear the man. Why, it's Leopold's
own growth, I tell you,' cried his G-race. ' As for giving it
away, thank you a thousand times, but I couldn't—I
wouldn't rob you of it for anything.'
' Indeed I beg you will, my dear Duke,' said Erceldoune,
with a slight smile. ' To a rich man you may refuse what
you like, but to a poor man you must leave the pleasure of
giving when he can.'
' Ideally, on my soul, you're very good,' said the Duke,
whose heart was longing after the imperial vintage. 1
thank you heartily, my dear fellow; but you're too generous, Erceldoune I give your head away, like all your race
—like all your race! If your ancestors had had their hands
a little less free at giving, and their heads a little longer at
their expenditure, you wouldn't have this place all tumbledown as it is about you now.'
' Generosity, if I can ever make claim to it, will not imperil me. W h o has nothing can lose nothing,' said Erceldoune briefly. H e did not feel particularly grateful for tnia
discussion of his own fortunes and his father's follies before
two strangers, and Vane, noticing this by tact or by chance,
glided in with a question admiringly relative to a small gold
salver singularly carved and filigreed.
' No, you are quite right, it is not European,' answered
his host, glad to turn the Duke's remarks oft' himself, the
person he liked least to hear talked of, of any in the world.
' I t is Mexican.
An Erceldoui).e who was in Cuba »t the
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time Cortes sailed, and who went with him throug'd all the
Aztec conquest, brought it home from the famous treasures
of Ayaxacotl. H e bored a hole in it and slung it roimd his
neck in the passage of the Noche Triste ; there is the mark
now.'
' Very curious,' murmured Polemore, with a sharp twinge
of jealousy ; he felt it hard that this man, living in an owl's
roost on a barren moor, should have had ancestors who were
nobles and soldiers in the great Castilian conquest, while he,
a viscount and a millionaire, could not even tell who his
fathers were at that era, but knew they had been woolcarders, drawers, butterers, cordwaiuers, or something
horrible and unmentionable.
' Out with C o r t e s ! ' echoed Vane. ' Then we have a link
in common, Sir Fulke. I have some Mexican trifles that
one of our family, who was a friend of Velasquez de Leon,
brought from the conquest. So a Vane and an Erceldoune
fought side by side at Otumba and in the temple of Huitzitopotchli ? W e must be friends after such an augury.'
Erceldoune bowed in silence, neither accepting nor declining the proffered alliance.
The sunlight poured through the scarlet creepers round
the oriel windows into the chamber, on to the red pile of
the fruit in its glossy leaves, the rich-hued plumage of the
dead birds where they were hastily flung down, the gold and
antique plate that was in strange contrast with the
simplicity of the fare served on i t ; and on the dark martial
head of the Border laird, where he sat with his great hounds
couched about him in attitudes for Landseer. H e looked, on
the whole, more to belong to those daring, dauntless, fiery,
steelclad Cavaliers of the Cross, who passed with Cortes
through the dark belt of porpliyry into the sunlit valley of
the Venice of the West, than to the present unheroic unadventurous, unmoved, unadmiring age. Near him sat
Victor A''ane, a man of not more than thirty years rather
under the middle size aud slightly built; in his beariiitr easy
and aristocratic, in feature, although not by any means
liandsome, very attractive, with blue eyes that were always
smiling with pleasant sunshine, hair of the lightest hue that
glanced like silk, and a mouth as delicate as a woman's that
would
i j h\jave made him almost effeminate but for the'lona
amber moustaches that shaded it, while his face, thou'^f
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very fair, was perfectly colourles.s, which lent to it the
delicacy, but also the coldness, of marble.
As the two men sat together—host and guest—antagonism seemed more likely between them than alliance; and
in sucli antai^onism, it if arose, it would have been hard to
say which v ould be the victor. I n a fair and open light,
hand to hand; the blood of the Northern Countrie would bef
sure ot" conquest, aud Erceldoune would gain it with t h e .
same ease and the same strength as tliat with which those
in v/hose veins it had run before him charged ' through and '
through a stand of pikes,' and stood the shock of the
English lances; but in a combat of finesse, in a duel of intrigue, where the hands v/ere tied froni a bold stroke, and
all the intricate moves were made in the darlc, it would be a
thousand to one that the bright and delicate Southron
stiletto would be too subtle for the straight stroke and
dauntless chivalry of the stalwart Border steel.
A t that moment a despatch was handed to Erceldoune by
the single servant who lived in the King's Eest, and served
him when he was there. The letter was sealed with tlie
royal arms, and marked ' On her Majesty's Service.'
Its
contents were but two lines:
' Sir Fulke Erceldoune on service immediately.
Eeport
to-morrow by 11 A.M. at F.O.'
' From the Office ? ' asked the Duke, as his host tossed
the despatch aside.
' T e s . On serdce immediately. East Europe, I daresay.'
' A h , the Cabinet breAving more mischief with their confounded pedagogue's pettifogging, I will b e t ! ' cried his
Grace. (The existing Government was his pet foe.) ' When
are you ordered ? '
' To-morrow. I shall take the night express, so I shall
not need to leave here till midnight,' answered Erceldoune,
to set at rest any fears his guests might feel that they detained him. ' 1 wish they had sent Buller or Phil Vaughan ;
I wanted a month more of the deer and the blackcock ! but
I must console myself with the big game iu Wallachia, if I
can find time.'
" You serve her Majesty ? ' inquired Vane, who knew it
well enough, as he knew all the State messengers in
Europe.
' The F . O. rather,' laughed Erceldoune, 'Salaried to
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keep in saddle! Paid to post up and down the world with
a State-bag honoured with havanas, and a despatch-box
marked " Immediate," and fiUed with char, chocolate, or
raviare I'
' Come, come, Erceldoune, that's too b a d ! ' laughed the
Duke.
' Not a whit, sir 1 I went out to New York last year
with royal bags imposing enough to contain tlie freedom of
Canada, or instructions to open an American war, b u t which
had nothing in the world in them save a dinner-service for
his Excellency, and some French novels and Paris perfume?
for the First Secretary.'
The Duke laughed.
' Well that will hardly be the case now. Matters are
getting very serious eastward ; everywhere over there the
people are ripe for revolt; I expect Venetia, and Galicia,
and Croatia, and all the rest of them, are meditating a
rising together. I happen to know^ those bags you take out
will contain very important declarations from u s ; the
Cabinet intend to send instructions to invite Turkey, command her rather, to—'
' jNIy dear Duke, it is not for me to know wJwt 1 take
o u t ; it is sufficient that I deliver it safely,' lauglied Erccl.
doune, to check the outpourings of his Grace's garruloue
tongue. ' I am no politician and diplomatist, as you know
well. I prefer hard riding to soft lying, in either sense of
the word.'
' Wish everybody else did,' said the Duke. ' If men
would keep to their own concerns and live as they ought,
with plenty of sport and fresh air, evervtliing would go
smootldy enough. There'd be no marring or meddling
t h e n ; as for this Cabinet, it's just what Clarendon said
of Bristol: " F o r puzzling and spoiling a thing, tiiere was
never his equal." If the despatches you Avill carry to
Moldavia don't embroil Europe, it won't be his fault, but
there'll be sure to be a postscript to 'em all, meauin''
" N . B . In no case will we fight! " '
°'
' Who is severe now, Duke ? On my honour, you will
make me feel as if I were Discord incarnate flyino- over
Europe with her firebrand. I never took so poetic a side
of the service before.'
H e strove to arrest the reckless course of incautioua
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revelations of the intentions in high places ; but it was
useless. The Scotch Duke •A^'as off on the Foreign Office
ill-deeds, and no power could have stopped him ; no ])ower
did imtil he had fairly talked himself hoarse, when he drank
a deep glass of claret, and rose, with reiterated thanks for
his impromptu entertainment as sincere as they were
voluble, aud with cordial invitation to his castle of Benithmar, a stately pile upon the Clyde.
' Aud I hope you will allow me also to return your hospitalities in kind,' said Vane with his brightest smile.
' Since you have the mania o'i p6regrinomanie,i\s Guy Patiu
calls it, and arc always going u]) and down Europe, you
must pass continually through Paris. I can only hope,
both there and in Naples, you will very soon allow me
the pleasure of showing you how much I hold myself the
debtor both for the hospitality of to-day and the accquaintance to which it has been so fortunate for me as to
lead.'
Erceldoune bent his head, and thanked him courteously
but briefly—he had no love for honeyed speeches—and
offered them, as a modern substitute for the stirrup-cup,
some cigars of purest flavour, brought over by himself
from the W e s t Indies.
' How does Mr. Vane come in your Q-race's society?' he
asked the Duke, as he accompanied them across his own
moor to p u t them en route for Lord Fitzallayne's, the two
others having fallen slightly behind them.
' How—eh ? W h y , I don't know—because he's staying
at Fitz's, to be sure.'
' Staying t h e r e ! '
' Yes. Fitz swears by him, and all the women are in love
with him, though he's a pale insignificant face, to my thinking. W h a t do j^ou know of him ? Anything against him,
eh?'
' Sufficiently alout him to advise you, if you will allow
me, not to let him glean from you the private intentions
and correspondence of the ministry, or any instructions
they may have given their representatives abroad. Only
talk to him on such matters generally ; say no more to him
than Avhat the public knows.'
' W h a t ? Ah, indeed! I apprehend you. I thankyou;
sir—I thank you,' said his Grace hurriedly, conscious that
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he had been somoAvhat indiscreet, but curious -is any old
gossip in a Breton knitting and spinning gos.s^pry.
j-"!;"
he stands very Avell; he comes of good blood, I think.
H e is a gentleman; you meet him at the best courts
abroad.'
' Possibly.'
' T h e n AAhat the deuce is there against him? '
' I am not aAvare that I said there was anything. Simply I know his character ; I knoAV he is an adventurer—a
political adventurer—associated with the ultra parties iu
Italy and Hungary I do not think his social status is
anything very remarkable, and I repeat my advice—do not
take him into political confidence.'
' I f the man can't be trusted, the man's a blackguard.'
' My dear Duke, la haute politique-will not admit of such
simplifications. A man may be a great man, a great minister, a great patriot, but all the same he may be, politically
speaking, a great cheat. Indeed, is there a statesman who
is not one ? '
' True, true—uncomfortably true,'—growled his G-race.
' B u t of Victor Vane—what's there against him ? W h a t
do you knoAV—AA'hat Avould you imply ? '
' I " imply " nothing ; it is the most cowardly word in the
language. I know very little, and that little I have said to
place your G-race on your g u a r d ; and it is no secret—Mr.
Vane is Avell known abroad to be the determinate foe of
Austria, and to be widely involved in political intrigues.
Of his career I knoAV no farther ; and of Avhat I have said,
he is Avelcome to hear every Avord,' said Erceldoune, Avitb
a dash of decision and impatience, while he paused and
pointed to a road running round a bend of gray gorsecovered rock beside a bi'OAvn and rapid moor-stream, Avliich
would lead them to a short cut across the fells homewards.
There they parted in the bright warm August afternoon
as the sun began to sink towards the westward; his guests
soon lost to sight behind the wild woodland groAvth of the
half savage glen, while the last of the Border lords turned
backwards to his solitary and ruined homestead, SAveeping
over the heather with the easy sAvinging step of the bred
mountaineer, followed by his brace of staghounda aD.(i two
black-and-tan setters.
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'Salaried to keep in saddle! Paid to post up and down
E u r o p e ! ' he had said with a certain disdain; for Erceldoune was nothing more or less than a Queen's messenger
—a State courier, bound to serve at a State summons;
holding himself in readiness for Eussia or Teheran, for
ice-fields or sun-scorched tropics, for the SAvamps of
Mexico or the rose-plains of Persia, at a second's notice.
But he suited the life, and the life suited him ; for he was
a keen sportsman, and the first rider in. E u r o p e ; was
equally at his ease in an Arab camp and a Paris cafe—iu
a Polish snoAV-storm, Avith the wolves baying in Avrath
and famine about the sleigh, and in the cliancellerie of a
British plenipotentiary over the dainty dishes of a First
Secretary's dinner ; and had an iron constitution, a frame
steeled to all changes of climate or inroads of fatigue, and
that coolness under close peril, and u t t e r indifference to
personal indulgence, which made him renoAvned in the
messenger service, and as much at home in the Desert as
a Sheikh. Indeed, the Desert life could not have been
bolder, and freer, and simpler than that which Erceldoune
had led from his boyhood, partly from nature, partly from
habit; he had as much of the barbaric chief in him as
he had of the man of the world.
Hia father—Eegency Erceldoune, as he was called, from
his alliance with ' the mad Prince and Pojmings'—had been
a gambler, a debauchee, and a drunkard, though a gentleman with it all. Such orgies as G-eorge Eex had. at the
Cross Deep, his friend and favourite had at King's Eest,
mad, Avitty, riotous, and shameless as the worst days of
lascivious Eome. Lauds and money went in them till
there were nei'iLher left; and his son, brought to them, and
taught them Avhile he was nothing but a child, had sickened
of •the vice in Avhich he was steeped as thoroughly as, had
he been brought up by precisians, he would have craved
and loved it. H e saw men levelled with brutes, and made
far more bestial than the beasts ; and his nature reared itself out of the slough, and refused the slavery of sensuality. If he Avere too early contaminated, he Avas all the
earlier revolted.
W^hen iie Avas twenty-two his father died, and he was
left the last Master of King's Eest (by the old title long
dropped in desuetude), Avith some miles of moorland and
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a beggared fortune, not a single relative, and not a chance
of a career. A certain Avild and witty peer, Avho had been
prominent in the orgies of the Eoissy of the Border—saying nothing to him, for the Erceldoune stock Avas famous
for a pride Avhich perished rather than bend—got him
ofllered a messcngership ; and his first meeting Avitli officials
at the Foreign Oilice 'was characteristic, and had not a
little infiuence on his career. I n the Board-room, at the
hour Avhen he was being received by those sleepy and
solemn personages the Heads of a Department, there
lounged in a minister, as celebrated for his cheery and
facetious humour as for his successful and indomitablo
statesmanship, for his off-hand good-nature as for his
foreign policies. The Heads bowed submissive before my
lord; my lord gave his rapid lucid orders, and as he vras
lounging out again p u t up his eye-glass at Erceldoune.
' Messengership ? We've too many messengers already,'
Lo said, cutting in two the reply of the Board to his interrogation. ' Only ride over one another's way, and Ipse
half the bags among them. W h o are you, sir ? '
' Fulke Erceldoune,' said the Border lord, with no birthright but some barren acres of heather, returning the great
minister's stare as calmly and as haughtily; insolence ho
would not have brooked from an emperor.
'Erceldoune! God bless my soul, your father and I
were like brothers once,' said his lordship, breaking off his
sharp autocratic cross-examination for the sans fagon good,.
hearted familiarity of tone most usual and congenial to
him. ' N o t a very holy fraternity either—monks of Medmenham! W h o sent you up for a messengership—Lord
Longbourn ? Ah, very happy to appoint you ! Go in for
your examination as soon as you like.'
' I thank you, my lord, no. You have said you " have
00 many messengers already " '
The minister stared a minute, and then laughed.
' Pooh, pooh ! Never mind Avhat I said. If you're like
what your father was, you won't complain of a sinecure.'
The boy-master of King's Eest bowed to the cabinet
counsellor.
' I am not what he was; and I do not take money fromi
the State, if the State do not need my services. I did not
come here to seek ?• pen-ion.'
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The great statesman stared at him a second with a blani
»mazement; his condescension had never met with such a
rebuff and such a scruple in all his length of years and of
office. The grave and reverend Heads, that bent to the
rarth in docility and servility before the Foreign Secretary,
tazed at the offender Avith such horror of reprobation as
;he members of the Inquisition might have bestoAved on a
blasphemer who had reviled the Host and rebelled against
the Holy See. Erceldoune stood his ground calmly and
indifferently; he had said simply what he meant, aud in
the pride of his youth and his ruin, he was grandly careless Avhether he had closed the door of every career upon
himself, and condemned himself to starve for life on his
profitless acres of tarn and gorse.
The minister looked at him with his keen blue eyes,
reading the boy through and t h r o u g h ; then a rich humour
lighted up their glittering azure light, and he laughed aloud
—a mellow, ringing, Irish mirth, that startled all the
drowsy echoes and pompous stillness of DoAvning-street.
' You hit hard and straight, my young Sir Fulke. Very
dangerous habit, sir, and very expensive—get rid of it.
G-o before the commissioners to-morroAV, and pass your
examination. I'll give you an attacheship, if you like it
better; but I don't think you'll do for diplomacy. I shall
Bee you again. Good-day to you.'
The minister nodded, and left the Board-room with as
much dash and lightness in his step Avhen he ran downstairs as if he were still a Harrow Ijoy; and in that two
minutes' interview in the Foreign Office, Erceldoune had
made a friend for life in one Avho-—if he had a short political memory, and took up policies or treaties, and dropped
them again Avith a charming facility and inconstancy, as occasion needed—Avas adored by every man he employed,
md was as loyal to his personal friendships as he was
staunch to his personal promises.
True to his word, he gave Erceldoune his choice of an
ittacheship, a messengership, a commission, or one of those
Fashionable and cosy appointments in Downing-street
where younger sons and patrician proteges yawn, make
bheir race-books, discuss the points of demireps and
rosieres, circulate the last epigram round the tOAvn, manufacture new and sublimated liqueur recipes, and play at
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baccarat or chicken-hazard in public service. Erceldoune
took the messengership, from a motive which strongly
coloured his character and career even then—honour.
His father, deep in a morass of embarrassments, had lived
like a prince of the blood; his son had taken, in sheer revulsion, an utter abhorrence of all debt. H e had been
steeped in desolate vices and lawless principles from his
earliest years; and the mere wildness of men of his own
years looked childish, and v;as without charm, beside the
orgies through which he had passed his novitiate while yet
in his youngest boyhood. H e had seen men of richest Avit,
highest powers, brightest talents, noblest blood, suddenly
disappear intodarkness and obliAdon, to drag on an outlawed
life in some Avretched continental town, through that
deadly curse of usury, which had given their heritage to the
Hebrews, and let them glitter leaders of fashion for a
decade, only to seize their lives more surely at the last;
and he had sworn never to give his oAvn life over to the
keeping of that vampire, which lulls us into an opium-like
dream for one short hour, to drain our best blood drop by
drop with its brute fangs and its insatiate thirst. Had he
gone into the army, where his own Avishes would have led
him, or had he taken one of the diplomatic or civil fashionable appointments offered him, the circles into which he
Avould have been thrown must have fltmg him into debt,
aud into every temptation to it, however he might have resisted ; he must have lived as those about him lived; the
mere bare necessities of his position would have entailed
embarrassments from which the liberty of his nature revolted as from a galley-slave's fetters. I n Ereeldoune's
creed, a landless gentleman was worthy of hia blood so
long as he was free—no longer.
Therefore he entered the messenger service; and, on the
whole, the life which he hadnowledior about a score of years
sufted him as well as any—save a soldier's—could have
done. The constant travel, the hard riding, the frequent
peril, the life of cities alternating Avith the life of adventure
•—these Avere to his taste. And Avhile in the capitals of
Europe there Avas not a Avoinan Avho could beguile, or a
ma,n AAdio could fool him'; the Mexican gnachos found in him
ariderflectand. fearless as themselves; the French Zephyrs
knt'Wm him a velf-ai-e?:!?-, fiery and elastic as any thsip bati
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t^alions held; the fishers of Scandinavia had lived Avlth
him through many a blinding, icy, midnight sea-storm;
the Circassians had feasted and loved him in their mighty
mountain strongholds; and the Bedaweens Avelcomed as
one of themselves the Frank, who rode as they rode, without heeding the scorch of the brazen skies and sands ; who
could bring down a vulture on the wing whirling right
betwixt his sight and the burning sun, a black speck on the
yelloAV glare; Avho could live like themselves, if needs be,
on a draught of water and a handful of maize or of dates,
and wdio cared for no better bed than their desert solitudes,
with his saddle beneath his head, and the desert stars
shining above.
Love he had known little of; no human life had ever
become necessary to his, or ever obtained the slightest
sway over, or hold upon. Ids own; in this he Avas exceptionally fortunate. W h a t Averedear to hiniAvere those
profitless, useless mooidand w^astes of heath and heroncreeks, of yelloAV gorse, and broAAai still pools, the sole
relics of his barren Border heritage, and Avhich self-denial
and renunciation had kept free from claim or burden.
The sun was shining full on the King's Eest as he returned, and he leaned over the low gate of the stable entrance, looking at the ivy-hidden ruins, which Avere all which
remained to him of the possessions of a race that had once
been as great as the Hamilton, the Douglas, or the Graeme,
and of which an empty title alone was left him, as though to
make his poverty and its decay more marked. These did not
often weigh on him ; he cared little for riches, or for what
they brought; and in the adventure and the vigour of a stirring wandering life there were a richness of colouring and a
fulness of sensation which, together with a certain simplicity of taste and habit that was natural to himself, prevented the pale hues and narrow lines of impoverished
fortunes from having place or note. But noAV the Duke's
Avords had recalled t h e m ; and he looked at the King's
E e s t with more of melancholy than his dauntless and virile
nature often knew. There, over the lofty gatcAvay, Avherc
the banner of a great feudal line had floated, the scarlet
leaves of the Virginian parasite alone Avere given to the
wind. I n the moat, where on many a summer night the
night riders had tl^uTidered over the bridge to scour hill
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and dale with the W a r d e n of the Marches, there were now
but the hoot of the heron, the nests of the water-rat, and
the thick groAvth of sedges and water-lilies.
I n the
chambers where James I V had feasted, and Mary Stuart
rested, and Charles Edward found his loyallest friends and
safest refuge, the blue sky shone through the open rafters,
and the tattered tapestry trembled on the walls, and the
fox and the bat made their coverts; the grand entrance,
the massive bastions, the stately towers which had been
there when the bold Border chieftains rode out to join the
marching of the clans had vanished like the glories of
Alnaschar's dream, all that remained to tell their place a
mound of lichen-covered ruin, vAdth the feathery grasses
Avaving in the breeze—it was the funeral pile of a dead
race.
And the last of their blood, the last of their title, stood
looking at it in the light of the setting sun with a pang at
his heart.
' AVeU ! better so than built up with dishonoured gold!
The power and the pomp are gone, but the name at least is
stainless,' thought F u l k e Erceldoune, as he looked aAvay
from the dark and shattered ruins of his heritage across
the moorland, golden Avith its gorse, and toAvard the
free and sunlit distance of t h e seas, stretching far aad
wide.

CHAPTEE

IL

HAVING BROKEN HIS BREAD.

* W H A T did you think of that man ? ' said Lord Polemore to Victor Vane that evening over his coffee in the;
draAving-rooms, out of the Duke"s hearino'.
_' Think of him ? think of him ? AVell !-^I think he wil^
die a violent death.'
' G o o d gracious!'said the peer, with a little nhi'vpp
'Why?'
"ui>er.
' I never analyse ! ' laughed Victor softly. ' I think so
because I think so. H e Avill get shot in a duel, perhaps
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for saying some barbaric t r u t h or other in the teeth oE
policy."'
' AVho is that you are prophesying for with such charm<
iugly horrible romance ? ' asked a very pretty Avoman.
' FelloAv we met on the moor,' ansAvered Polemore.
' Queer fellow ! Beggar, you know—holes in the carpets,
rats in the rooms—and yet, on my honour, "Vbiiice goblets
and Mexican gold ! absurd !'
' W h a t ! a beggar Avith holes in his coat and rats in
his pockets with Venice glass and Mexican ingots! '
cried the beautiful blonde, who had been listening languidly.
' No, n o ! N o t that sort of beggar, you know,' interposed
the peer. ' M a n that lives iu a lot of ruins. Messenger
fellow—lunched with him to-day. Wretched place; only
fit for b a t s ; no household, no cook, no anything ; odious
dungeon! And yet, on my word, if the fellow isn't ridiculous enough to serve up his dry bread on gold salvers,
and pour his small beer into Cinque Cento glasses ! '
' Come! we had very fair wine considering it was a Barmecide's feast,' laughed Vane.
' Height of absurdity, you know ! ' went on Polemore,
waxing almost eloquent under the spurs of the tAAdnges of
envy he had felt while at luncheon. ' Fancy, Lady Augusta!
here's a man nothing but a courier, he says himself, always
racing up a;id doAvn Europe with bags ; so hard up that he
has to shoot for himself everything that he eats, and living
in a wretched rat-hole I Avonldn't t u r n a dog i n t o ; yet
keeps gold and silver things fit for a prince, and tells you
bombastical stories about his ancestors haAdng been
caciques of Mexico! For my part, I don't doubt he
stole them a l l ! '
' Bravo ! Bravissimo!' laughed Victor Vane. ' And
what is much more. Lady Augusta, this Border savagft
wears deer-skins in the rough, " lifts " cattle when the
moon's dark, and has a fricassee of young children boiliup;
in a cauldron. Quite a I'antique, you see ! "
' B u t who is the creature ? ' asked the lady, a little bewildered, a little interested, and a good deal amused.
' O—let me see—ah! he calls himselt Fulke Erceldonn*,*
said Polemore, Avith an air of never having heard the title,
and of having strong reasons for believing it a f!>1 ?e one.
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A man standing near turned at the name.
' F u l k e ? You are talking of Fulke Erceldoune? Best
felloAv in the Avorld, and has the h.andsomest strrdn of
blacktan G-ordon setters, bred on the Eegent and E a k e
cross, going anyAvhere.'
' O—ah—do you know him, then ? ' murmured Polemore,
a little discomfited.
' E a t h e r ! First steeple-chaser in the two countries;
tremendous pots always on him. Know him !—ask the
Shire men. 'Saved my life, by the Avay, last year—fished
me out of the G-ulf of Spezzia, when I Avas all but spent;
awful tempest at the t i m e ; very nearly droAvned himself.
Is he here, do you say ? '
' He's at that Avretched rat-hole of his,' grumbled Polemore, sorely in wrath.
' King's Eest ? Didn't know that. Go and see him tomorroAV.'
' W h a t remarkably conflicting statements ! ' murmured
Lady Augusta Avith languid amusement. ' A beggar and
a savage !—a preux chevalier and a paladin of chi\'.alry!
Siutrular combination this—Avhat is it ?—Fulke Erceldoune.'
' Nay,' laughed Vane, ' i t was a combination common
enough in the old days of chivalry, and our fri<.'nd seems
to me better suited to the Cinque Cento than the ])resent
century. .Tnst the sort of man to have been a Knight
Templar with Coeur de Lion, or an adventurer Avitli Pizarro,
with no capital and no credit but his Toledo blade.'
' Trash !' said the absent m a n s defender, Avith impatient
disdain that almost roused him into energy,' Erceldoune is
a splendid felloAV, Lady Augusta. I only wish you could
see liim ride to hounds.
I n saddle; in sport; on a
yatch-deck in a storm; Avith any big game you like—pigs,
bisons, tigers ; SAvimming in the Turkish Avaters in midwinter; potting lions with the Kabylcs and the Zouaves—
put him where you will, he's never at a loss, never beaten,
and can do more than twenty men put together. Dash
and science, you kuoAV; Avhen you get the two together,
they always Avin. As for money—all the good old names
«,re impoverished now, and it's the traders only Avho have
fcny gilding.'
W i i h which fling at Polemore—whose fathers were of
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the Cottonocracy—the champion, something disgusted at
having been entrapped into such a near approach to any
thing Hke interest and excitement, turned aAvay, and began
to murmur pretty nothings, in the silkiest and sleepiest of
tones, into the ear of a Parisian marquise.
' Extreme readiness to break your neck, and extreme
aptitude for animal slaughter, always appear to be the
English criterion of your capabilities and your cardinal
virtues,' murmured Vane, with his low light laugh, while
Polemore, sulkily aggrieved, muttered to himself:
' Man that's a beggar to keep Mexican things and have
his bare bones served up on gold dishes—ridiculous, preposterous ! If he's so poor, he must be in debt; and if he's
in debt he ought to sell them, out of common honesty.
Cheats his creditors—clearly cheats his creditors!'
And so—having broken his bread and eaten his salt—
they talked of him: there are a few rude nomad Arab
virtues that have died out with civilization; and the Sheikh
wdl keep faith and return your hospitalities better than
Society.
That evening, a Dalmatian, who was the body servant of
Victor Vane, a very polished and confidentially useful
person, rode over to the little station nearest Lord Fitzallayne's, and sent a telegram, which he read from a slip of
paper, to Paris. It ran thus, save that it was in a polyglot
jumble of languages which would have defied any translation without a key:
' The Border Eagle flies eastward. Clip the last feather
of the wing. Only La Picciola. Idalia or pearls of lead,
as you like. Take no steps tdl beyond the King's. Then
make sure, even if
White coats in full muster;
Crescent horns u p ; Perfide, as usual, brags but won't
draw. N.B. The Eagle will give you beak and talons.'
Which, simply translated, meant—
' Erceldoune, Queen's courier, will take the P. O. bags
into the Principalities. Eelieve him of the last despatches
lie has with him. We only want the smallest bag. I
leave you to choose how to manage this; either with a
successful intrigue or a sure rifle-shot. Do not stop him
tiU he is beyond Turin. Secure the papers, even if you
have to take his life to get them. The Austrians are in
strong force everywhere; matters in Turkey, as regards
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the Principalities, are against u s ; England, as usual, bullies,
but Avill not be draAA'u into a Avar. N . B . This Erceldoune
will give you trouble and fight hard.'
And being translated by the recipient in all its
intricacies of implication and command, Avould mean far
more.
The tired telegraph clerk, v/ho yawned and did nothing
all day long in the little out-of-the-Avorld Border station,
save when he sent a message for the lodge to town,
rubbed his heavy eyes, stared, told off the jumbled Babel
of phrases with'beAvildered brain, and would barely have
telegraphed them all in due order and alphabet but for the
dextrous care of the Dalmatian.
W h d e the message w\as being spelled out, the night-express dashed into the station, Avith red lamps gleaming
through the late moonless night, and its Avhite steam cloud
flung far out on the gloom, flashing on its Avay from Edinburgh across the Border land. A tall mau, dressed in a
dark loose coat of soft Canadian furs, Avith a great caeeroot
in his mouth, ran up the station stairs and threw down
his gold.
' JFirst class to toAvn ;—all right.'
H e took his ticket, fiung open a door of an unoccupied
carriage, and he thrcAV himself into a seat Avith the rapidity
of one used never to idle time and never to be kept waiting
by others, and the train, Avith a clash and a clang, darted
out into the darkness, plunging down into the gloom as
into the yawning mouth of Avernus, its track faintly told
by the Avraith-like smoke of the Avreathing steam and the
scarlet gleam of the signal-lamps.
The Dalmatian had looked after him with some
curiosity.
' Who is that ? ' he asked the clerk.
' Erceldoune, of the King's Eest. H e is a Queen's
messenger, you know, always rushing about at unearthly
times, like a Wandering JCAV. I say, Avdiat the dickens is
that word ? Arabic, ain't it ? '
The Dalmatian, with a smile, looked after the train, then
turned and spelt out the words.
'Such gibberish ! If that ain't a rum start somehow or
other, Vm a Dutchman,' thought the telegraphist, Avith a
yawn, veturning to his dog-eared, green-covered shilling
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novel, relating the pungent adventures of a soiled dove of
St. John's-wood, and shoAving beyond all doubt—if anybody ever doubted it yet—that virtue, after starving on
three-h.alfpence a shirt, Avill be roAvarded with pneumonia
and the parish shell, Avdiilo vice eats her truffles, drinks her
wines, and retires Avith fashionable toilets, and a competence,
to t u r n repentant and respectable at leisure. MeauAvhile,
the night-express rushed on through silent hills and sleeping hamlets, over dark water-pools and through bright
gaslit cities, and above head the electric message flashed,
outstripping steam, and flying, like a courier of the air,
tOAvard France before the man it menaced.
W i t h noon on the morrow the best-knoAvn messenger in
the service reported himself at the Foreign Office, received
despatches for Paris, Turin, and Jassy, and started with
the F . O. bags, as usual, express.
H a d any prophet told him that, as he lay back in the
mail-train, Avith a curled silver Eastern pipe coming out of
his waving beard, and papers of critical European import
in the white bags lying at his feet. Chance was drifting
him at its Avanton caprice as idly and as AvayAvardly as the
feathery smoke it floated doAvn on the wind, Erceldoune
would have contemptuously denied that Chance could ever
affect a life justly balanced and rightly held in rein. H e
would have said Chance was a deity for women, fatalists,
and fools ; a Fetish worshipped by the blind. The Border
chiefs of the King's Eest had believed in the might of a
strong arm and in the justice cleft by a long two-edged
sword, and had left weaklings to bow to Hazard :—and the
spirit of their creed was still his.
Yet he might have read a lesson from the death of the
moorland eagle;—one chance shot from the barrel hid in
the heather, and poAver, strength, liberty, keen sight, and
lordly sovereignty of solitude Avere over, aud the king-bird
feeled and fell!
B u t to draAV the parable would not have been at all like
bis vigorous nature ;—a State courier has not much habitude or taste for oriental metaphors and highlj^-spiced
romances, and he had too much of the soldier, the
Shikari, the man of the world and Arab combined, to leave
him anything whatever of the poet or the dreamer. Men
of action may have grave, but they never have visionary
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thoughts, and life with Erceldoune was too gallant, strong,
and rapid a stream—ever in incessant motion, though calm
enough, as dee]) Avaters mostly are—to leave him leisure
or incHnation to loiter lingeringly or dreamily upon its
banks. •Reflection was habitual to him, imagination was
alien to him.
By midnight he reached Paris, and left his despatches
at the English Embassy There Avas no intense pressure
of haste to get Turin-wards so long as he was in the far
Eastern Principalities by the Friday, and he w^aited for the
early mail to the South, instead of taking a special one, as
he wouM otherwise have done, to get across the Alps. If
a few hours Avere left under his OAvn control in a city,
Erceldoune never slept them aAvay ; he slept in a railwaycarriage, a travelling-carriage, on deck, in a desert, on a
raft rushing down some broad river that made the only
highway through Bulgarian or Eoumelian forests—anyAvhere where novelty, discomfort, exposure, or danger
would have been likely to banish sleep from most men;
but in a city he neglected it -with an independence of that
necessity of life which is characteristic of the present day.
There is a cafe, whether in the E u e Lafitte, Eivoli, Castiglione, or L a Paix, matters n o t ; here—in the great gilded
salon, with its innumerable mirrors and consoles and little
oval tables, or in the little cabinets, AA'ith their rosewood
and gilding, and green velvet and rose satin, if there be a
bouquet to be tossed down on the marble slab, and the long
eyes of a Laura or Aglae to flash over the Avines, while a
pretty painted fan taps an impatient rataplan or gives a
soft blow on the ear—may be found after midnight a
choice butheterogeiTeous gathering. Secretaries of all the
legations, Queen's messengers. Charivari Avriters, Eastern
travellers, great feuilletonistes, great artistes, princes if
they have any wit beneath their purples, authors of any or
all nations—all, in a word, that is raciest, Avittiest, and, in
their own sense, most select in Paris, are to be met with
at the Cafe Minuit, if you be of the initiated. If you be
not, you may enter the cafe of course, since it is open t o
all the world, and sup there off what you will, but you
will still remain virtually outside it.
Erceldoune was well known h e r e : it is in such republics
only that a man is welcomed for what he is, and what ha
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has done—not for Avhat he is Avorth. H e was as renowned
in Paris, because he Avas so utterly unlilce the Parisians, as
he Avas renoAvned in the East because he so closely resembled the Arabs ; and he entered the Cafe Minuit for
the few hours Avhicli lay bctAveen his arrival at the Embassy
and his departure for Turin.
None of his own special set had dropped in just then ;
indeed, there were but few of them in Paris. As he sat at
his accustomed table, glancing through a journal, and
with the light from the gaselier above shed full on his face
—a face better in unison Avith drooping desert-palms, and a
gleaming stand of rifles, and the dusky glow of a deep sunset on Niger or on Nile, for its setting and background,
than with the gilt arabesques and florid hues and white
gaslight of a French cafe—a new-comer, who had entered
shortly afterward and seated himself at the same table,
addressed him on some topic of the hour, and pushed him
an open case of some dainty scented cigarettes.
Erceldoune courteously declined them; he always smoked
his OAvn Turkish tobacco, and would as soon have used cosmetiques as perfumed cigars; and ansAvering the remark,
looked at the speaker. H e was accustomed to read meu
thoroughly and rapidly, even if they carried their passports
in cipher. W h a t he saw opposite liim Avas a magnificentlymade man, with a face of most picturesque and brilliant
beauty, of a purely modern type, Avith the eyes long, darlr,
and melting, and features perfectly cut as any cameo's—a
man Avho might have sat to a painter for Lamoral d'Egmont,
or for one of Era Moreale's reckless nobly-born Free
Lances ; and might have passed for fivc-and-thirty at the
most, till he AVIIO should have looked closely at the lines
in the rich recldess beauty, and caught a certain look in the
lustrous half-veiled eyes, would have allotted him, justly,
fifteen full years more.
Erceldoune gave him one glance, and though there Avas
little doubt about his typo aud his order, he had known
men of both by the hundreds.
' Paris is rather empty, monsieur? Sapristi! The asphalte
in August Avould bo too much for a salamander,' pursued
the stranger, over his bouillabaisse. H e spoke excellent
French, with a, mellifluous southern accent, not of
France.
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Erceldoune assented. Like all travellers or men used to
the -'vorld, he liked a stranger full as well as a friend for a
companion—perhaps rather the better; but he Avas naturally silent, and seldom spoke much, save when strongly
moved or much prepossessed by those whom he conversed
with; then he Avould be eloquent enough, but that was
rare.
'Thousands come to P a n s this time of the year, but
only to pass through it, as I daresay you are doing yourself, monsieur ? ' went on the Greek, if such he were, as
Erceldoune judged him by the eyes and the features,
AYorthy of Phidias's chisel, rarely seen without some
Hellenic blood.
' F o r the season the city is tolerably full; travellers
keep it so, as you say,' ansAvered Erceldoune, Aifho was
never to be entrapped into talking of himself.
' I t is a great mistake for people to travel in flocks, like
swallows and sheep,' said his vivacious neighbour, whose
manners were very careless, graceful, and thoroughly
polished, if tliey had a dash of the Bohemian, the Adventurer, and the F r e e Lance. ' A terrible mistake!
OvercroAA'ds the inns, the steamers, and the railway
carriages ; thins the soups, doubles the price of wines, and
teaches guides to look on themselves as luxuries, to be paid
for accordingly; makes a Nile sunset ridiculous by being
witnessed by a mob ; and turns Luxor and Jupiter Amnion
into dust and prose by having a tribe of donkeys and
dragomen rattled over their stones ! A fearful mistake!
If you are social and gregarious, stay in a city; but if you
are speculative and Ishmaelesque, travel in solitude. Eh,
monsieur ? '
' If you can find it. B u t you have to travel far to get
into solitudes in these days. Have you seen this evenino-'s
Times !'
"^
' A thousand thanks!
Wonderful thing, your Times !
Does the work in England that secret police do in Vienna
spies and bayonets do here, and confetti to the populace
and galleys to the patriots do in Eome.'
' Scarcely! The Times Avould rather say it prevents Encland's having need of any of those continental arguments''
^ i d Erceldoune, as he tossed the brandy into his coffee.
The other laughed, as from under his lashes he flashed a
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swift glance at the Queen's messenger. H e would have
preferred it if there had been less decision about the broad,
bold, frank brow, and less power in the length of limba
stretched out, and the supple wrist as it lay resting on the
marble slab of the cafe table.
' Basta ! G-overnments should give the people plenty to
eat and plenty to laugh a t ; they would never be troubled
with insurrections then, or hear anything more about
" liberty! " A sleek, well-fed, happy felloAv never turned
patriot y e t ; he who takes a dagger for his country only
takes it because he has no loaf of bread to cut Avith it, or
feels inclined to slit his own t h r o a t ! Make corn and meat
cheap, and you may play tyrant as you like.'
* A sound policy, and a very simple one.'
' All sound things are simple, monsieur! I t is the sham
and rotten ones that Avant an intricate scaffolding to keep
them from falling ; the perfect arch stands Avithout girders.
" Panem et Circenses" will ahvays be the first article of
good governments; when the people are in good humour
they never seethe into malcontents.'
' Then I suppose you Avould hold that cheap provisions
and loAV taxes would make us hear no more of the present
cry of "nationalities"?' His companion w^as piquant in
his discourse and polished in his style, but he did not
particularly admire him; and when he did not admire
people, he had a way of holding them at arm's length.
' " Nationalities"? Eidiculous prejudices ! Myths that
would die to-morroAV, only ministers like to keep a handy
reason on the shelf to make a raid on their neighbour, or
steal an inch or two of frontier Avhen the spirit moves
them,' laughed the other, and his laugh was a soft silvery
chime, very pleasant to the ear. ' Pooh ! a man's nationalities are Avherehegetsthe best wage and the cheapest meat,
specially in these prosaic profoundly-practical times, when
there is no chivalry, no dash, no colour; when the commonplace thrives; when we t u r n Egyptian mummies into
railway fuel, and find Pharaoh's dust make a roaring fire ;
when Ave make crocuses into veratrin for our sore throats,
and violets mto sAveetmeats for our eating ! A detestable
age, truly. Fancy the barbarism of crystallising and
crunching a violet! The floAver of Clemence Isaure, and
all the poets after her, condemned to the degradation of
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becoming a bonhon! Can anything be more typical oJ
the prosaic atrocity of this age ? Impossible.'
' W i t h such acute feelings, you must find the dinnercard excessively restricted. W i t h so much sympathy for
a violet, what must be your philanthropy for a p h e a s a n t ! '
said Erceldoune quietly, who was not disposed to pursue
the Monody of a Violet in the Cafe Minuit, though the
man to a certain extent amused him.
A t that moment the foreigner rose a little hastily, left
his ice-cream unfinished, and, with a gay, graceful adieu,
went out of the salon, which was now filling.
' A handsome feUow, and talks well,' thought Erceldoune, wringing the amber Moselle from his long
moustaches, Avhen he was left alone at the marble table in
the heat, and light, and movement of the glittering cafe.
' I know the fraternity well enough, and he is one of the
best of the members, I dare say. H e did not waste much
of his science on m e ; he saw it would be profitless work.
On my word, the wit and ability and good manners those
men fritter away in their order would make them invaluable
in a chancellerie and fit them for any State office in the
world.'
The first secretary of the English Legation and a French
diplomatist entered and claimed his attention at that
i n s t a n t ; and he gave no more thought to t h e champion of
the crystallised violets, whom, justly or wrongly, as it
might chance, he had classed with the renowned Legion
of Chevaliers d'Industrie, and whose somewhat abrupt
departure he had attributed either to his own lack of
promise as a plausible subject for experimentalising upon,
or to the a))pearance on the scene of some mouchard of
the Secret Bureau, whom t h e vivacious bewailer of the
fate of sugared flowers in this age of prose did not care
to encounter.
Erceldoune thought no more of him then and thenceforward ; he would have thought more had the mirrors of the
Cafe Minuit been Paracelsus's or Agrippa's mirours of
grammarye.
The long console glass, with its curled gas-branches and
its rose-hued draperies, and its reflex of the gilding, the
glitter, t h e silver, the damask, the fruit, the wanes and
Uz@ crowds of the Paaia eafej would have been darkened
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with night-shadoAVS and deep forest foliage, and the
tumult of close struggles for life or death, and the
b.vilight hush of cloistered aisles, and the rich glow of
Eastern waters, and the silent gloom of ancient Godforgotten cities; and from out the Avaving, shadoAvy,
changing darkness of all, there Avould have looked a
woman's face, with fathomless, luminous eyes, and hair
with a golden light upon it, and a proud, weary, sorceress
smile on the l i p s ; the face of a temptress or of an
B-ngel.
But the mirror had no magic of the future ; the glass
reflected nothing save the gas-jets of the ormolu sconces
and Fulke Erceldoune sat there in Paris that night, drinkb g his iced Ehine Avines, and smoking his curled Arabian
meerschaum, knowing nothing of Avhat lay before him—a
blind Avanderer in the tAvilight, a traveller in strange
countries, as we are at best in life.

CHAPTEE I I I .
BOirrPEIR EN EOI.
H E A T E K forbid that the Principalities should be better
governed; they would be like all the rest of the Avorld in
no time. They may be ruinous to themselves very probably, and a nest of internecine discord for Eastern
Europe ; but they are delightful for the stranger, and the
bird of passage should surely have one solitude left wherein
to find r e s t ; regions AAdiere the refined tortures of the post
cannot reach ; where debts can be defied and forgotten
across the stretch of those dense pine-Avoods, Avhich seA^er
you from the rest of mankind ; where the only highway to
your quarters is a rapid surging river, with a timber-raft
drifting doAvn i t ; where, whirled along by gip-sy horses
and gipsy drivers through vast wooded tracks, you halt
and wake Avith a pleasant Avonder to find yourself in the
broad streets and squares of a populous city, of which,
chough you are not more geographically ignorant than
your brethren, you had not t h e haziest notion, and whoe^
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very name you do not know when you hear it—waking, al
the cessation of the horses' gallop and the gipsy Jehu'?
shouts, to open your eyes upon the clear Moldavian c|
Wallachian night, Avith the sound of music from some
open casement above. Eegions such as these are the
Principalities—and Avho would not keep them so ?—from
the Danube to the Dneister, from the Straits of Otranto
to the Euxine, for the refuge of necessitous wanderers
•who have an inconvenient connection, a tiresome run upon
them from the public, or a simple desire for a paradise
Avhere a Avoman will not follow them, where letters will
not come, Avhere the game districts are unbeaten, and the
deep woods and wild valleys as yet unsketchcd and
unsung.
Through the Principalities, Erceldoune travelled in as
brief a time, from the early daAvn Avhen he had left Paris,
as mail trains, express specials, rapid relays of horses, and
swift river passages could take him, across Tyrol and
Venetia, Alps and Carpathians, Danube and Drave, calling
at Belgrade with despatches, and pushing straight on for
Moldavia. Every mile of that wdld and unworn Avay was
as familiar to the Queen's messenger as the journej
betAveen London and Paris is familiar to other men.
W h e r e steam had not yet penetrated, and there Avas no
choice but betAveen posting and the saddle, he usually
rode; if the roads Avere level, and the route unsightly, he
would take the luxurious rest of a ' Messenger's carriage,'
and post through the nights and d a y s ; but, by preference,
hard riding carried him over most of his ground, with
pace and stay that none in the service could equal, and
which had made the Arabs, Avhen their horses SAvept beside
his through the eastern sunlight, toss their lances aloft,
and shout ' Fazzia! Fazzia! ' with applause to the Giaour.
H e rode so now, Avhen, having passed direct from Belgrade
across the loAver angle of Transylvania, and crossed the
Carpathian range, he found himself fairly set toward
Moldavia, with only a hundred miles or so more left
betw^een him and Jassy, Avhich Avas his destination.
The Principality Avas in a ferment; Church and civil
power were in conflict and rivalry: England, France
Austria, and Eussia Avere all disturbing themselves after
the affairs of +Kis out-of-the-way nook, conceiving that

SOUFFRIR EN ROI.

3J

with Greece in insurrection, and Italy in a transition state,,
and Poland., quivering afresh beneath her bonds, even
Moldavia might be the match to a European confiagration,
and open up the scarce-healed Eastern question; aud an
English envoy was then at Jassy, charged with a special
mission, to whom the despatches which Erceldoune bore
carried special instructions, touching on delicate matters
of moment to the affairs of central and eastern Europe,
and to the part which would be played by Great Britain
in the event of the freedom of the Southern States, and
the success of the liberal party in Athens, Hungary, or
Venetia. This one bag with the arms of England on the
seal, and the all-important instructions within, w^as all
that he carried now, slung round his neck and across his
chest by an undressed belt of chamois leather. H e was
wholly alone ; his mountain guides he had dismissed at
the foot of the Carpathians, for he had gone through the
most dangerous defiles and thief-invested passe_s all over
the world, caring for no other defence than lay iu his
holster pistols. H e had been stojjped tAvo or three times,
once by the ' Bail-up !' of Tasmanian bushrangers, once by
a G-hoorka gang in Northern India, once by a chieftain
who levied black mail in the rocky fastnesses of Macedonia
—but his shots had always cleared him a passage through.
and he had ridden on Avith no more loss than the v/aste of
powder and ball. H e Avas too well known, moreover, in
both hemispheres, to be molested, and the boldest hillrobbers would have cared as little to come to close quarters
Avith one whose strength had become proverbial, as to get
themselves into trouble by tampering with the State courier
of a great poAver.
I t had been a splendid day in the young autumn, and it
was just upon its close as he went through the forests, his
mare, a pure-bred sorrel, scarcely touching the ground, as
she SAvept along, swift as a greyhound or a lapAving. Tho
air was heavily scented with the fragrance of the firs ; the
last lingering rays of light slanted here and there across
the moss through dark fanlike boughs, cone-laden; aisles
of pines stretched in endless and innumerable lines of
paths scarce ever trodden save by the wolf, or the wild
boar, or the charcoal-burner, barely more human than the
b r u t e ; and, in the rear, to the westward, towered tho
O
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Carpathians, with their black rugged sides reared in the
purple sunset, the guard of the Magyar fatherland.
Now and then, at rare intervals, a little hamlet buried
in the recesses of the forest, Avhose few wretched women
wore the Turkish yashmak, spoke of Moldavia, or he came
on a camp of naked Avild-eyed gipsies of the country; but
as evening closed in, and Erceldoune advanced into a narrow
rocky defile, the nearest passage through dense pine solitudes, even these signs of human life in its most brutalised
phase ceased wholly. There was only the rapid ring of
his mare's hoofs, given back by a thousand hollow echoes,
as he swept down the ravine, with high precipitous walls
of rock rising on either side, while the river thundered
and foamed beside him, and the trees closing abovehead
made it well-mgh dark as night, though beyond, the summits of the Hungarian range were still lit by the last rays
of the sun gleaming golden on eternal snows. Sitting
down in his saddle, Avith his eyes glancing, rapid and unerring as a soldier's, on either side Avhere the shelving rocks
sloped upw-ard in tho gloom, Erceldoune dashed along the
defile at a pace such as the blood horses of the desert
reach—the surging of the torrent at his side, the winds
rising loud and stormy among the black pine boughs above,
the intense stillness and solitude around, that are only
felt in the depths of a forest or the hush of a mountainside.
These were what h e loved in his life : these nights aud
days of loneliness, of action, of freedom, alone with all that
Avas wildest and grandest in nature, under no laAV but the
setting and rising of the sun, riding onA\ ard, Avithout check
or pause, a fresh horse ready saddled Avhen the jaded one
drooped and slackened; these Avere Avhat suited the passionate need of liberty, the zest to do and dare, the eaglelove of solitude ingrained in his Border blood, and as latent
in him as in the chieftains of his name Avhen they had
borne fire aird. sword far away into stout Northumberland,
Cf? harried the Marches in their King's defiance.
The pressure of his knees sufficing for her guidance
Avithout curb or spur, the sorrel scoured the Avmdin" ravine, fleet and sure of foot, as though the rocky and irregular ground had been a level stretch of sward, her ears
pointed, her paee liJce tiie wiiifl, all the blood and ji-i.etil"
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there Avcre in her roused; she kneiy her master in her
rider. Dashing ouAvard through the gloom thus, suddenly
his hand checked her; his eyes had seeuAvhat hers had not.
ThroAvn back on her haunches in the midst of her breathless gallop, she reared in snorting t e r r o r ; any other she
might have hurled senseless to the earth ; he sat as motionless as though horse and man Avere cast together ui
bronze.
Across the narroAv and precipitous path lay the felled
trunk of a pine, blocking the Avay. She rose erect, and
stood so for a second, her rider in his saddle flrm as on a
rock—a sculptor Avould have given ten years of his life to
have caught and fixed that magnificent attitude; then down
she came Avith a crash on her fore feet, while from the
black barricade of the levelled pine, through the thick
screen of stiffened branches, came the gleam of half a
dozen rifles, the long lean barrels glistening in the tAvilight.
The brigands lay in ambush waiting him; and the hoarse
shout of arrest was pealed back by the echoes.
' Your papers—or we fire!'
And the steel muzzles covered him front and rear, while
the challenge rang out doAvn the vault of the holloAved
rocks.
SAviftly as lightning his eyes SAvept over the levelled
rifles and numbered them—eight against one; rapidly as
the wind he drcAV his pistol from his holster and fired
among them; a shrill slu'iek pierced the air, a man reeled
headlong down into the gorge of the river foaming below,
and without breath, without pause, Erceldoune put the
bay at the leap, trusting the rest to her hunter's blood,
and facing the levelled death-dealers full in the front.
The gallant beast deserved his faith ; she rose point-blank
at the barricade, and leapt AA'ith one mighty bound the
ijreat pine barrier and the glittering line of steel. She
landed safe—a second, and he Avould have raced ouAvard,
distancing all shot and defying all pursuit; but Avith a yell
that rang from rock to rock, the murderous barrels she
had overleapt and cleared covered her afresh ; the sharp
crack of the shots echoed through the pass, three balls
inerced her breast aud fhmks, bedding themselves where
the life lay, and ryith a Rcream of piteoua ngony ishe t h r e ^
ksv hcftd. H.pXsiiX'^i;. fivVivscd '''M mA fro a.}.). in.Bi.int, and f'-:'i_
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beneath him—dead. H e sprang from the saddle ere hei
height could crush him, and, Avith his back against the
Jedge of granite, turned at bay ; hope he had not, succour
there could be none in those dense mountain solitudes,
those wastes of vast unpeopled pine-Avoods ; in that hour
he had but one thought—to sell his life dearly, and to deserve his country's trust.
The echoes of the conflict rang in quick succession on
the stillness, thundered back by the reverberations of the
hills ; it Avas hot close, mortal Avork in that narrow choked
defile ; Erceldoune, with his back against the granite, and
his dead bay at his feet between him aud his foes, had the
strength and the fury of a legion, now that his wrath was
up in all its might, and the blood-thirst wakened in him.
A boU broke his right arm above the w r i s t ; it fell useless
at his side. H e laughed aloud:
' Blunderers, why don't you hit through the lungs ? '
And as he changed his pistol into his left hand, he raised
it, and the man Avho had shot him fell with a crash—a
bullet through his brain. H e could not load again, his
arm Avas broken; and the hoarse yell of men, infuriated to
be defied, and exasperated at their comrades' loss, told him
his minutes were numbered, as one cry alone grated on
the night air from many voices: in Eomaic, in Fi-ench, in
Venetian, in Hungarian—varied tongues, but one summons
alone.
' Your papers, or your life ! Death, or surrender I'
There was a moment's hush and pause ; they Avaited for
their menace to do their Avork, Avithout the bloodshed that
they shirked, from caution and from wisdom, rather than
from humanity; and .at that instant the moon, shed through
one break in the black pine roofing abovehead, poured it?
light through the ])ass. Eound him in a half-circle, broken
from their barricade and ambush UOAV that his fire Avas
spent, pressed his assassins, their faces masked by the
crape draAvn over them, their rifies covering him with pitiless purpose. W i t h his right arm hanging poAverless and
the mare lying at his feet, the sole barrier betAveen' him
and the cross-fire levelled at him, stood Erceldoune, reared
to his full height, motionless as though he were a statue.
' Death, or surrender! '
The summons hissed through the silence with a deadly
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meaning, a hoarse snarl, such as the hounds give when the
stag holds them too long at bay. Erceldoune stood erect,
his eyes glancing calmly doAvn on the semicircle of tho
long "shining lines of steel, each of Avhoso hollow tubes
carried his death-Avarrant; a look upon his face before
which the boldest, though they held his life in their hands
and at their mercy, quailed ; he knew hoAV he should save
his trust and his papers, though ho kncAV that his life musf'
paj' the forfeit. H e calmly watched the levelled rifles,
and a half smile passed over his face; they had brought
eight against one—it was a distinction, at least, to take so
much killing.
' The devil AVIII never give in ?' SAVore with savage H u n garian oaths the farthest of the band. ' Seize him, and
bind him—-Ave don't Avant his blood!'
' Take the papers, and gag him. Carl is r i g h t ; we want
them, not him,' muttered another, in whoso southern German the keen ear of him Avhose life they balanced caught
the foreign accent of a G-allican.
One who seemed the leader of the gang laughed—a rolling, melloAV, harmonious laugh, Avhich thrilled through the
blood of Erceldoune as menace and challenge had never
done; he had heard it a few nights beforo in the gaslit
salon of the Parisian cafe.
' Basta, basta! " Too many words, my masters."
Kill
the Border Eagle, and strip him afterAA'^ards! His beak
won't peck Avhen he's shot doAvn.'
' Stop, stop !' muttered a milder Sicilian. ' Give him
his choice ; we only want the despatches.'
' The papers, then, or we fire !'
The moon shone clearer aud whiter doAvn into tlie ravine, while they pressed nearer and nearer, till the halfcircle of steel glittered close against him Avithin a yard of
his b r e a s t ; and the Greek who in the Cafe Minuit had
lamented so softly the prosaic fate of the violet bonbons
pressed closest of all. H e stood quietly, with no change
in his attitude, and his broken wrist dripping blood on the
stone at his f e e t ; the dark scorn of fiery passions had
lowered on his face, stormy, dangerous, menacing as the
wrath that lightens up a lion's eyes, while on his lips was
a laugh—a laugh for the coward caution of his assassins,
the womanish cruelty which compassed him with such
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timorous might of numbers, fearing one man unarmed and
wounded.
' Death, or surrender i '
The cry echoed again, loud and hoarse now .as tho
hounds' bay, baffled and getting furious for blood..
His back Avas reared against the rock; his left arm
pressed against his breast, holding to him t h s seals that
were his t r u s t ; his eyes looked doAvn upon them steadily
as he ansAvered:
' Fire !'
And while his voice, calm and unfaltering, gave the word
of command for his own death-volley, with a SAvift sudden
gesture, unlooked for and unarrested by them, he lifted
his left hand, and hurled far away through the gloom, till
they sank with a loud splash into the bed of the SAvoUen
rushing river, the wdiite bag of the English despatches—
lost for ever in the dee^J gorge, and whirled on into darkness Avith the passage of foaming Avaters, where no spy
could reach and no foe could rob them.
Then, as the ravenous yell of baffled force and infuriated
passion shook the echoes of the hills, the report of the
rifles rang through the night Avith sullen murderous peal,
and Erceldoune fell as one dead.
All Avas still in the heart of the foresf:.
The snowy summits of the Carpathians gleamed AAdiite
in the moonlight; the cry of the Avild dog or tho growl of
the wild boar, the screech of the OAVI or tho rush of the
bat's Aving, alone broke the silence; above the dark silent
earth the skies were cloudless, and studded Avith countless
stars, AAdiose radiance glistened here and there through
dense black shadoAV, on moss, and bonlder.s, and cavernous
gorges, and torrents plunging doAvuAvards through tho
night. I n the narroAV channel of the defile, with gnarled
pines above and waters roaring in their pent-up bed below,
there lay the stiffened corpse of the mare, and across her
body, bathed in her blood and in his OAvn, with his head
fallen back, and his face turned upwards as the starlight
fell upon it, was stretched the Queen's messenger, where
they had left him for dead.
The night had passed on, and the hours stole apace, till
the stars had groAvn large in the heavens, and the morning
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planet risen in the cast before tho daAvn ; and he had lain
there, as lifeless and motionless as the sorrel beneath him,
through all the watches of the night which parted the sunset of one day from the daybreak of the next. His right
arm, broken and nerveless, was flung across the neck of
the mare, as though his last thought as he fell had been of
the brute friend whom he had lost, and who had died for
him; the blood had poured from a deep chest wound, till
the black velvet of his riding-coat was soaked through and
through, and the mosses and the grasses Avere dyed Avith
the stream that bore his life aAvay; his face was stern, yet
serene, like many faces of the dead upon a battle-field, and
only a deep-draAvn laboured breath, that quivered at long
intervals through all his frame, shoAved that existence had
not Avholly ceased with the murderous volley which had
brought him to the earth, as his own shot had brought tho
kingly fearless strength of the golden eagle reeling doAvnwards to his feet. Either the aim of his assassins had
been uncertain from the fury with Avhich they had levelled
and fired Avhen they had seen their errand baffled, and the
despatches flung beyond all reach into the mountain-gorge,
or they had been blinded by the flickering shadows of the
moon, and the lust of their vengeance on him, for tAVO
shots alone had touched him out of the flve which had
been fired at him. One ball had pierced his breast, and
brought him down senseless, and to all semblance lifeless;
it had been aimed by the leader of the band, who had
trified with his ice and mourned over the conserve of
violets in Paris a few nights before. The other bullet,
which had struck him in the chest, and would have cut its
way straight through the lungs, had been turned aside by
the solid silver of his meerschaum, in whose boAvl the ball
was bedded, though the force of its concussion Avould have
stretched him insensible Avithout a wound. H e had fallen
AS one dead, and they had left him for such in the narrow
defile, hastening themselves to leave the pine-forest far
behind them, and put the range of the Carpathians between them and Moldavia, taking their own wounded with
them, and plunging into the recesses of the woods, where
all pursuit could be baffled, all detection defied. Whether
they were mountain-banditti, or masked nobles, or insurgent conspirators, those vast solitudes would never roveaJ,

4°

IDALIA.

since the dead Avould tell no tales and bear no witness; his
assassination, if ever known, would be traced, they deemed,
to gipsies or charcoal-burners, while the odds Avere a million
to one that the fate of the English State courier would
never be heard of, but remain in the shroud of an impenetrable mystery, while he lay in the lonely and untrodden
ravine, till the bears and the vultures left his bones to
Avhiten unburied when they had sated their hunger on the
sinewy limbs of the man •who had fallen to avoid the surrender of his honour and his trust.
Darkness closes thus over the fate of many; he i s ' missing,' and we know no more.
Nearly lifeless thus, Erceldoune had remained through
the long hours Avhere his assassins had left him; about
him only the shrieking of the owls, the sough of the Avinds
among the pines, and the distant roar of the beasts of
prey, to whom his enemies had trusted for the completion
and the burial of their Avork. Weaker men v/ould have
succumbed to less danger than he had often brooked and
passed through scathless; and even noAV the athletic
strength Avithin him refused to perish. The fiowing of tho
blood had stopped ; a laboured sigh UOAV and then gave
sign of vitality, though not of consciousness; then, as the
night was Avaning, a shudder ran through all his frame, and
his eyes unclosed, looking upward, without light or sense,
to the starlit vault above.
H e remembered nothing.
The deep skies and ' the stars in their courses' whirled
giddily above him; the pine-boughs flickered in phantom
shapes before his sight; the sounds of the Avinds and of the
falling torrents smote dully on his e a r ; he had no sense but
of suffocation from the congealed blood upon his chest,
and the sharp agony of every breath; he wondered dimly,
dreamily, who he was and where he lay. An intense thirst
parched his throat and oppressed his lungs—a thirst he
suffered from without knowing Avliat the torture could be
—and the plunge and splash of the cascades in the gorge
beloAv filled his brain with vague thronging images of cool
still lakes, of rushing brooks, of deep broAvn tarns among
his native moorlands, and through them all he stood ever
up to the lips in the cold delicious waters, yet ever poAverless to stoop and taste one drop. The sweep of a night-
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bird's wing touched his forehead as it flew low under tha
drooped pine-branches; at the toucli consciousness slowly
and confusedly aAVoke; the night ceased to whirl round
him in a chaos of shadoAV ; the planets grew clear and
familiar, and looked doAvn on him from the dizzy mists
circling above. By sheer instinct, he sought to raise his
right hand ; it Avas powerless, and as he stretched out his
left arm, he felt the chill stiffened body of his lost mare,
and the grasses wet with her blood and his oAvn; then
thought and recollection awoke from the mists of death,
and he remembered all.
H e kncAv that he was lying there wounded unto death,
beyond all appeal for aid, all hope of succour, powerless
to drive from him the frailest insect that Avith the morning
light should begin the fell Avork of corruption and destruction ; alone in his last hour in the desolation of the
Carpathians, with no companion save the beast of prey,
no watcher but the carrion kite.
Dread of death he had never known ; there was no such
eoAvard weakness in him noAV, in his Avorst extremity, Avhen
tie knew that he Avas dying in the best years of his manhood, slaughtered by the baseness of treacherous assassination, alone in the pent defile Avhere his murder had been
planned, aud where no human step would ever come, except it were that of some mountain plunderer, who would
strip off the linen and the velvet that the birds of prey
would have left untouched, Avhile his bones should lie there
through summer drought and Avinter storm unburied, unlamented, unavenged. Fear Avas not on him, even UOAV in
his dying hour, but a mortal sense of loneliness that his
life had never known stole over him as he Avakened in tho
hush of the forest-night, paralysed, pOAverless, strengthless, felled in his full force, slain, like the golden eagle,
by a single shot. The heavens, studded Avith their stars,
looked chill aud pitiless ; the rocks towered upAvards in
the moonlight, shutting him out from all the peopled slumbering world ; no sound smote tlie stillness, save the distant sullen moan of the brutes seeking their prey, and the
wvnds sweeping and wailing through the endless aisles of
piLJ';d. H o died in solitude.
The night wore on ; a profound and aAvf ul silence reigned
around, only broken by the growl of wolves or the scream
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of foxes from their distant h a u n t s ; the ravening cry borne
on the blast of those who, with each second which passed
away, might scent blood from afar off, and track it iu their
hunger, and come down to rend, and tear, and devour,
finishing the work of slaughter. H e heard that sullen bay
all through the night where he lay, across the dead mare,
motionless ; he could not have stirred a limb, though the
fangs of the wild boar had been at his throat, or the
wolves in a troop been upon him. H o p e or thought of i
succour he had n o n e ; he was in the deep heart of the
mountains, where none could come ; and he knew too well
the lore of desert and camp not to know that all chance
of life was over, that his last hour was here, and that if
the vulture and the bear did not track him out, he would
die of the loss of blood alone; or that if his frame bore
up against the exhaustion of his wounds through the day
which would soon daAvn, he would perish but the more
sloAvly and the more agonisingly of famine and of thirst.
Time Avore o n ; the stars grew large as the morning drew
near, and his eyes gazed upward at them where he lay in
the pass of the defile ; a thousand nights on southern seas,
in tropic lands, in eastern aisles of palm, through phosphor-glittering waters while his ship cleft her way, through
the Avliite gleam of snow steppes while the sleigh bells
chimed, through the torchlit glades of forests while the
Grerman boar or the French stag was hunted to his lair,
drifted to memory as the moon shone down on him through
the break in the massed pine-boughs; for he had ever
loved the mere sense and strength of life ; all
' the Avild joys of living, the leaping from rock to rook,
The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, the cool river shock
Of a plunge in a pool's living water,—the hunt of the bear,
And the sultriness showing the lion is couched in his lair.'

And he knew that this glory was dead in him for ever;
and that AA'hen those stars rose on another night, and shed
their brightness upon earth and ocean, forest and sea, his
eyes would be blind to their light and behold them no
more, since he should be stricken out from the Avorld
of the living.
A t last—it seemed that an eternity had come and gone
•—the day reached him, da'wning from the splendour of
Asia far away-
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The light streamed in the cast, the darkness of the shadows w^as broken by the first rays of Avarmth, the night6irds fled to their roost, and above the clouds rose the sun,
bathing the sleeping world in its golden gladness, and
jhining full on the SUOAV peaks of the mountains.
The
forest life awoke ; the song of cpuntless birds rose on the
silence, the hum of myriad insects murmured beneath the
grasses, the Avaters of innumerable torrents glistened in
the sunbeams ; and, alone in the waking and rejoicing
Avorld, he lay, dying.
About him, where never sunlight Came, were dank
grasses, and the gloomy foliage of pines, but abovehead,
far aloft throught the walls of granite, was the blue and
cloudless sky of a summer daAvn. His eyes looked upAvard
to it lieavil)', and Avith the film gathering fast over t h e m ,
in his physical anguish, in his sore extremity, there were
still beauty and solace in the day.
Y e t as he gazed, the heavens were darkened, the sunlit
morning became more loathsome than all the solitude and
darkness of the n i g h t ; wakened in the daAvn and poised in
air, draAvn thither by the scent of blood, he saAV the fiocks
of carrion-birds, the allies whom the assassins trusted to
destroy all trace of their Avork, the keepers of the vigil of
the dead. Cleaving the air and wheeling in the light, they
gathered there, vulture and kite, raven and rock-eagle,
coming AAdth the sunrise to their carrion feast, sweeping
dowaiward into the defile with shrill and hideous clamour
till they alit beside him, in their ravenous greed, upon the
body of the mare, striking their beaks into her eyes and
Avhetting their taste in her flesh, rending aud lacerating
and disputing their prey.
Thus he had seen them, many a time, making their feast
on the lion or camel of the B a s t ; and a sickness of loathing came upon him, and a horror unutterable; bound
in the bonds of death, and poAverless to lift his arm
against them, he must Avait, half living and half dead,
while these hungry hordes tore at his heart.
A cry broke from him loud and terrible—a shout for
help, where help there could be none. I t s echo pealing
from t h e rocks, scared and scattered the ravening birds one
instant fi'om their l u s t ; they wheeled and circled in the
sunlit air, then settled once more on their spoil.
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A single vulture, driven from the rest, poised above him,
v.aiting. Looking upward, he caw tho bird, with its dark
rv'ings outstrpiched, sailing iu rings round and round i n t h e
sunlight glare, impatient and athirst, its glittering eyea
fixed on him—the Avatcher and the harbinger of death.
By the sheer force of animal instinct, strength for the
moment was restored; he sprang up to drive from off him
the murderous beak that Avould seek his life blood, the
carrion-greed that would wrench out his eyes while yet
they saw the day! H e leapt forward, striking wildly and
blindly at the black shadow of the hovering bird ; at
the action the w^ound opened, the ha;morrhage broke out
afrcrih—he fell back senseless.

CHAPTEE IV
•' N'ETES VOXJS PAS DTJ PAUiDIS ? *

EVEN in the silent heart of the Carpathian woods two
had heard that shout of mor>,al extrcmit3^
They were but a woman and a Avolf-hound, resting together under the shade of tl::, jines higher up, where the
V.uad of the torrent tumbled and splashed from rock to
»ock, its sheet of foam glittering in the Avarmth of the
dscu day. They heard i t ; and the Avoman rose with a
Jtag-like grace of terror, blent Avith a haughty challenge of
»uch Aveakncss, and the dog, with its bristling inane erect,
and his liead lifted in the air, Avoke the echoes with a dcej)mouthed bay. Both listened—ail Avas still; then she laid
her hand on the hound's shaggv coat, and gave him a
single Avord of command. H e Avaited, sniffing the scent
borne to him on the Avind, then, with his muzzle to the
earth, sprang off; she followed him, the lights and shadoAvs
from the ])ine-bouglis above flung, flickering and golden,
on her uncovered hair; a woman fair as the morning, with
nhe free imperial step of the forest deer, and the beauty
R the classic and glorious south ; the beauty of Aspasia of
Athens, of Lucrezia of Eome.
A few short seconds, and the hound plunged down into
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the pass, baying loud in ie^jv and luiy, as though he tracked
the trail of tlio crime. The birds flew up Avith whirling
tumult from their meal, a.nd Avheeled aloft, scared and
scattered ; the vulture that had her talons tangled in the
hair of the fallen man, and Avas stretching her plumed
throat to deal her first aim at his sightless eyes, t.akiug
A\dng sloAvly, leaving her prey reluctantly. The Avoman
fell ou her knees beside him Avhere he lay across the body
of his slaughtered mare, as lifeless to all semblance as the
animal.
She kncAv that she was in the presence of crime, and she
believed herself iu that of death ; this man had been slain
foully in the heart of the forest, and she Avas alone, in the
mountain ravine that had seen the guilt done and the bloAv
dealt, alone Avith one whom his enemies had left to perish
and lie unburied for the haAvks and crows to tear. The
night had witnessed the sin and shrouded i t ; she and the
sunny light of day had tracked and found ^it. And the
sickness of its guilt Avas on her in all its ghastliness, in all
its secret craven vileness.
One thought alone seemed left h e r ; was she too late, or
could this human life, even in its last hour, be saved, be
called back, even though it had ebbed aAvay ?
She felt for the beating of his h e a r t ; a quick shudder
ran through all her frame— her hand Avas Avet Avith the
blood that had soaked through linen and velvet, and floAved
in its deep stream from his breast.
Yet she did not
shrink, but pressed it there, seeking for the throbbing of
the life; the pulse beat slowly, faintly still, beneath her
touch—he lived even UOAV The carrion-birds Avere poised
on the boughs, or settled on the rocky ledges, Avaiting for
the prey which soon or late must come to t h e m ; the
hound was teai'ing up the moss AAdth his muzzle to the
earth. She called him to h e r ; the dog Avas her friend, her
guard, her slave—he came reluctantly, looking backAvard
at the mosses he had uprooted in his thirst for the scent
they gave; she drcAV him to her, and signed him to look at
the dying man AA^here he Avas stretched across his horse
then pointed to the Avestward with some Avorda in Silesian
The hound looked upward an instant with earnest,
eloquent eyes, trying to read her will—then, at his full
speed, obeyed her, and went down the ravine; she had
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sent from her her sole defender, while, lor aught she knew
the murderers of the man she sought to save might return t«
the scene of their outrage, and deal with her as they had
dealt with him. But cowardice was scarcely more in her
blood than in his to whose succour she had come with the
light of the morning, and whose face was turned upward
white and rigid, in mute appeal, in voiceless witness, stern
as one who has fallen in fierce contest, but calm as though
he lay in the tranquillity of sleep. She gazed at him thus,
tiU hot tears gathered in her eyes, and fell upon his forehead ; he was a stranger, and not of her land; she knew
not how his death had been dealt, nor in Avhat cause he had
fallen, whence he came, nor what his life had been; but
his face touched to the heart all of pity there was iu her,
where he lay blind and unconscious in the glory of the sun,
though many had said that pity was a thing unknown to
her. The falling of her tears upon his brow, or the touch
of her hand as it swept back the hair from his temples,
and fanned his temples with a fragrant bough of pine to
freshen the sultry heat of the noonday, awoke him to some
returning life ; a heavy sigh heaved his chest, he stirred
w^earily, and his lips moved without sound. She knew
what he must need—all of comfort or of aid that she
could give—and folding one of the broad dock leaves cup.
shape, she filled it at the "-. d of the torrent, and, raising
his head, held the cold watei to his parched and colourless
lips.
Unconsciously, instinctively, he dranls: and drank, slaking
the intolerable thirst; she filled it three times at tho
channel of the i"iver, and he drained in new existence from
that green forest-cup, from that fresh and icy water, held
to him by his ministering angel. Then his head sank back,
lying against her, resting on her arm; his eyes had not unclosed, he was senseless still, save that he was vagueK
conscious of a sense of coolness, languor, rest, and peace ;
and the vultures on the rocks above looked doAvn with
ravenous impatience, waiting till t'\e watcher should weary
of her vigil, and their pr-ey be their own again.
She would not have left him now though she should have
died Avith him. She knew the laAvless brutality of tha
mountain hordes of gipsies and of plunderers well enough
Is kuew thilt iA all likeUk@ed thone Whe had left hm k^
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dead might return to strip him of all that was of value on
bis person, and Avould slay her, without remorse or rnerey,
lest she should bear testimony to them and to their Avork ;
but to desert him and leave him to the lust of the carrionbirds and the torrid heat of the noon never passed in
thought even before her—Avhatevcr fate should come of
it, she had cast in her lot Avith his.
The sun fell through the tracery of firs upon the rushing
water, the mosses red with blood, the black flock of the
waiting birds, and the motionless form of Erceldoune,
stretched across his slaughtered horse, his head resting, as
if in the serenity of sleep, upon the bosom of the Avoman
who had saved him, while above bent the magnificence of
her face, with a golden light on its motirnful splendour, and
the softness of compassion in the lustre of the eyes that
watched him in his unconsciousness.
Time wore on, the sun rose to noon height, the heat
groAV more intense, and they were still alone; he lay as in
a trance still, but with that vague sense of coolness and of
peace, all that he kncAV or sought to know ; once his eyes
unclosed, Aveary and blind, and saAV, as in a vision, the face
as of an angel above him. H e had not strength to rouse,
poAver to Avonder, consciousness to know or ask v.-hether he
slept, or dreamed, or beheld but the phantom of his own
brain ; but his eyes gazed upward at the loveliness that
looked down on him, with the Avarmth of the morning on
it, and it pierced through the mists of death and the chaos
of unconsciousness, and sank into his sight and heart, never
again to be forgotten. While the sun Avas in its zenith and
the day rolled ouAvard, he Avas conscious, through all his
anguish, despite all his stupor, of the fragrance of leaves
that fanned his brow and stirred the heated air Avith
soothing movement, of the gentle murmur of rivcr-Avater.s
sounding through the stillness, and—ever Avhen his eyes
unclosecl and looked upAvard on the radiance of the day—•
of the face that he saAV in the luminance of the light, even
as the face of a guardian angel. And he knev/ no more
in the dulness of lulled pain, in the k'Jiguor of profouad
sxhaustion.
The loud bay of a hound broke the silence when noon
long had passed, the rapid rush of the dog's feet scoured
s-vi'.r tl-.e rocks above aud down the wi.ndin_; ^ja'th : Ua ]--l
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known that he had been bidden to seek succour, and had
left those he first met no peace till they had followed him
—two Moldavian peasants, herdsmen or stable-helpers,
who had understood the meaning of the hound's impatient
bark and whine.
A t the sound of their steps she moved from the wounded
man, and rose with the grace which made her every action
beautiful as the wild antelope's, imperial as a sovereign's
in her court.
The Moldavians listened with profound reverence while
she spoke, and without pause or question hastened to obey
her command ; deeds of violence were not so rare at the
foot of the Carpathians, in the heart of the Principalities,
as to excite either the horror or the wonder of the passive
serfs ; they Avent without a AVord to their work, wrenched
down the long boughs of the pines, stripped them, lashed
the bare poles together, and covered them Avith lesser
branches of the firs, overstrewn in turn by the yielding
velvet moss of the forest, till they had formed a rude
stretcher, rough in form but fragrant and easy; then they
laid him on it, lifting him Avith kindly gentleness. A t the
first movement which raised him, aud the sharp agony it
caused, careful and not untender though it Avas, he fainted;
they might have taken him where they would ; he knew
nothing. The Moldavians prepared to raise the litter on
their shoulders, then looked to h e r :
' Home, your Excellency ? '
She started, and stood silent; then over the light and
beauty of her face swept a shadow, as of better memory.
' N o — n o ! ' she ansAvered them, in their own Moldavian
tongue. ' Go to the Convent of Monastica ; it is nearer,
and they will tend him better there. If any can save him,
the Sisters AAalL'
' And Ave are to tell them—?'
' Tell them Avhere you found this stranger, lying as one
dead, and poAverless to say Avho are his assassins; do not give
my name, or speak of me ; that he is wounded, and alone,
and in need, AAdll be enough to gain him care and pity at
Monastica. W h e n you haye left him in safety at the convent, come back here ; you shall bury the horse, it shall
not be food for vultures. NOAV go—each moment ia precious. I shall know Avith what fidelity you serve him, and
shall rcAvard you as you do it well.'
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Yet, though she had bidden them go, she stood still,
looking down on the litter Avhere Erceldoune lay ; she had
saved this man's life at peril of her own, yet they Avould
probably never meet again; she had redeemed him from
amid the dead, yet he would have no memory of her, no
knoAvledge that she had been Avith him in the hour of his extremity, and rescued him from his grave. H e r eyes dwelt
on him in a silent fareAvell, and a certain tenderness camo
over all her face as she bowed her head, while her lips
moved Avith the words of a Q-reek prayer and benediction
over the life of which she knew nothing, yet vv'hich in some
sense had been made her own by every laAv of gratitude
for a great deliverance.
Then she signed to the bearers to raise the litter and go
onward. They wound slowly with their burden up the
narroAv pass, and she sank down on the fallen trunk levelled
by his assassins for their barricade, her rich dress sweeping
the blood-stained mosses, her head resting on her hands
that were twisted in the lustrous masses of her h a i r ; her
eyes, with their mournful brilliance, their luminance
fathomless as that of tropic skies by night, gazing into tho
depths of the torrent foaming below in its black b e d ; and
at her side the Silesian hound, his mane erect, his head
uplifted, his feet paAving the turf, as though he scented
the blood-trail and panted for command to hunt the evildoers to their lair.
A small antique chamber, with gray walls and snowwhite draperies; an ebony crucifix with a marble Christ
hanging above an altar draped with velvet, and broidered
with gold, and fragrant with lilies in silver cups; a painted
G-othic AvindoAV through which were seen stretches of green
pine-Avoods and golden haze beyond ; and an intense stillness through which pealed, softly and subdued, the chant
of the Aqnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi,—these were
what Erceldoune opened his eyes upon, and saw, and
heard, when he awoke from a long trance that had been
death itself for aught he knoAV, and through Avhich he had
only been conscious of burning torture, of intolerable pain,
of mellow strains of music floating through his brain, and
of one face of divinest beauty bent above him while he lay
bound in bonds of iron, in swathes of
fire.
Foi
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he had been delirious for many days in the Convent of
Monastica.
His life had hung on a thread: the ball was in his breast,
and the fever of his wounds, combined with the weakness
consequent on loss of blood, had kept him in sharpest
peril through all the rest of that sultry autumn. B u t the
bullet had missed his lungs, and the intense vitality and
resistance in him brought him through all AA'hich would
have slain at a blow a Aveaklier and less hardily trained
frame. The skill in leechcraft of the Sisters of jMonastica
was proverbial in the Principalities; Avomen who loved him
could not have tended him more tenderly and uuAveariedly
than did those high-born recluses AA^ho had sought the
solitudes of the dense Moldavian pine-forests, in a conventional community different to those of any other country.
H e was saved, and aw^oke one sunlight evening, conscious
aud calm, gazing dreamily and w^ondertngly at the dead
Christ on the altar, and the narrow-arched window, Avith
its glimpse of plain and forest through the slit, Avhile the
Af/nus Dei pealed on the stillness of the chamber. H e
thought himself dreaming still.
To his bedside came a nun, pale, gentle, with dovelike
eyes, a woman no longer young. Erceldoune looked at
her dimly; the past A\-as a blank, yet unfamiliar as the
chamber was to him, and unreal his own personality, he
vaguely desired and missed Avhat he had seen throughout
his delirium—what he did not behold on awaking. And
the first Avords he spoke AA-ere : ' W h e r e is she ?'
The Sister shook her head, looking ou him Avith a compassionate Avelcoming smile.
' I cannot understand my son. I can speak a little
French, but you must not talk yet, you are too Aveak.'
All European languages, most of the Eastern, had been
as familiar to him as his own. H e repeated his questiou
impatiently in the nun's tongue.
' Where is she ? '
' Who, my sou ? '
' Who ? A woman—or an angel—who has been with me
ftlways.'
' None have been with you, my son, save myself and
those of my order.'
H e made a faint intolerant sign of dissent; aud his eyes
wandered over the place where he la.y, in weary search, miss-
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ing in consciousness and iu reality the face Avhich had been
ever before him iu delirium.
' Where am I, then ? '
' I n our convent at Monastica. T o n were found all bui
lifeless in the forest by two peasants, who brought you
hither. You have been in sore peril, my son, but, by the
blessing of the most holy Mother of God, Ave have wrought
your cure. But keep silence, and rest novv,you are very weak.'
' Weak ?—I.f'
H e repeated the word in marvelling incredulity; he Avho
had stood face to face with the lion in the sultry African
night, and measured his strength with the desert king's,
and prevailed,—he who from his childish years upward,
through a long, and daring, and adventurous life, had never
known his force to fail, his power to desert him,—was
unable to realise that he could be laid low and powerless as
any reed levelled by the wind ! Instinctively he lifted his
right arm to raise himself—that right arm which had
never failed him yet in battle, in storm, iu the death-grapple,
or in any blow dealt in love of justice, in hatred of dishonour—it fell nerveless and broken. Then he realised
that his strength was gone; and for the sole time in his life,
Erceldoune could have turned his face to the wall aud wept
like a woman.
' I remember,' he said faintly. ' I remember now. The
cowards shot me down, and she saved me. Tell them I destroyed " the papers; " but—'
The words died away unintelligible to the nun, his head
fell back, and his eyes closed: he felt how utter was his
weakness. H e lay exhausted, his thoughts wandering OA'cr
all that past of peril which had long been a blank to him,
and which now slowly and by degrees returned to memory,
striving to realise what manner of thing this could be, this
calamity of stricken strength which his life had never before
dreaded or conceived. Sweeping like fire through his blood,
and filling his frame as with fresh life, there came with
consciousness recollection of the murderous gang Avho had
stretched him there, and fierce natural thirst for vengeance
on his cowardly foes, for the hour of reckoning when he
should rise and deal with that craven womanish brutei^
whose gentle mellow laugh had bidden them ' kill the
Border Eagle,' and whose shot bad brou<.;ht him to tl'o earth.
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A fair and cpen antagonist Erceldoune would honour,
and forgive frankly and generously from his h e a r t ; but to
the coward treachery that struck him in the dark, he sAA'ore
that death itself should not be more pitiless or more inexorable than his wrath.
The shadows lengthened through the painted window, the
music ceased from the convent ch.apel, the nun left him, and
knelt before the altar lost in prayer. I t was intensely still,
no sound was upon the air save that, from the distance, the
bells of one of the Moldavian monasteries were chiming the
vespers; it was a pause as strange in his strong, rapid,
varied, richly-coloured life of action and adventure as tliat
which we feel when we enter the shr.ded silent aisles of some
cathedral, and the doors close behind us, shutting out all the
accustomed crowds, the busy whirl, and the swift press, aud
the hot sunlight of the city we have left without. H e had
never known in all the years of his existence that profound
exhaustion, th.at death-like prostration, in which all vitality
seems suspended, and in Avhich a lulled, dreamy, listless
meditation is all of Avhich we are left capable : he knew
them now, as he lay gazing at the altar, with its dead Christ
and its white river-lilies, and the bowed form of the kneeling
nun, while all sense of pain, of Aveakness, of thirst for the
just vengeance he would rise and reach, drifted from him,
merged and lost in one memory. A memory luminous,
angel-like, as are the imaginations which fill the mind of
painters with shapes divine and visions of beauty, but
such as had never entered the life or the thotights of this
man till now, when, in the sunset stillness of the lonely
oratory at Monastica, he saw ever before him, Avith the
depths of an unspeakable compassion in her fathomless
eyes, the face of the woman who had saved him. Where
was she?
H e questioned ceaselessly for many days each of the
order who came to his bedside and tended liim Avith skilled
care, and brought him fruits and sherbet, and prayed for
him at the altar, where the lilies Avere placed fresh with
tvery dawn, and the dead God looked down with serene and
mournful smile. H e insisted that a woman had come to
him in the defile when he lay there dying, and had given
him water, aud had saved him. They thought his persistence the remembrance of some delirious hallucination, some
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dream which haunted him, aud which he could not sever
from reality. H e saw the Moldavian serfs, who came each
day during his danger to the convent for news of him ; and.
while he rewarded them, interrogated them as to hoAV and
where they had discoA^ered him. They answered that a dog
had led them to where he lay, aud that they had seen that
he Avas all but lifeless, and had made a litter of pine boughs
and brought him to the gates of Monastica for succour
AVhen he pressed them, and insisted that a woman had
been the first to rescue him, the Moldavians shook their
heads ; thei/ had found him, and had brought him hither.
They had barely more iutelligence than that of a kindly
good-humoured animal, and adhered doggedly to their
statement; it was useless to question t h e m ; Erceldoune
bade them to be given half the gold pieces in his travelling belt, and let them go. I t was not his nature to pursue
uselessly, nor to give expression to a futile annoyance or an
unavailing disappointment; he was silent from that moment
on the subject.
The nuns, Avith their Mother Superior, thought he had
become convinced that his fancy Avas the phantom of hu
delirium. Erceldoune remained certain that no unrealltv,
no mere vision, fever-begotten, would have been impressed
as this was upon him ; he remembered what it would have
been wholly unlike him to haA-e imagined. And this fugitive
memory of one who had been his saviour iu his extremity,
yet who was lost to him on his awakening to consciousness,
filled his thoughts unceasingly during the lull of his life in
the solitudes of Monastica.
For many weeks he lay there in the antique quiet
chamber, Avith the glimpse of hill and torrent seen through
its single casement, and the cadence of the Angelas or the
Fro Feccatis alone breaking the stillness at matins, mass,
or vespers ; the inaction, the imprisoument, the monotonj^
were as intolerable to him as to a fettered lion, for though
solitude might be ofteutimes his preference, it was ever the
solitude of freedom, of action, and of the grandeur of desert
wilds. H e recovered slowly but surely, the science of the
Sisters and his own natural strength bringing him through
in the teeth of imminent peril; but it was far into the
autumn, and the pines were the only trees not bare in the
Moldavian woods, Avhen he rose Avith anything of his old
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poAvcr in his limb?, with anythiug of the old muscular '?rco
in his right arm, and breathed without pnjn, and wi-:. free to
go back to thoAvorld cf the living without danger.
MeauAvhile, Europe rang for a space with his attempted
assassination. A Queen's messenger could not have been
left for murdered, aud English state papers of the first and
most secret importance been waylaid by so singular and
trained a conspiracy, Avithout the outrage being of import,
and rousing alike the Avrath of his government and the
speculations of all other powers. That those who had
stopped him were no ordinary assassins and marauders the
object of their plunder shoAved; common banditti would
have menaced his money, not his despatches. I t seemed
eA'ident that his enemies had been men of consider.able
resources and power, that they had been Avell acquainted
with his movements, and that their object had been political.
Southern Europe Avas in the throes of revolt, and much of
central and Eastern Europe seething in intrigue ; political
gamesters would have counted one man's assassination a
very little cost for the gain of political information and advantage in their unscrupulous rouge et noir.
Amid all, the ciiminals remained untracked. Moldavia
said she did all she could to discover and render them up to
justice. V/hether or not this were true, they Avere undiscovered: the little State was heavily mulcted for the outrage, and the perpetrators Avent scot free at large, the night
and their masks having shrouded them, the pine-forests
telling no tales, and the sole clue to their subsequent identification lying in Ereeldoune's recognition by voice of their
ringleader, as the vivacious and graceful bewailer for the
sacrifice of crystallised violets whom he had met at the
Paris cafe.
The menace of England failed to track his assassins and
bring them to their reckoning; but he swore that sooner or
later his own vengeance should find them, and strike home
to that tiger brute whose laugh he Avould know again though
a score of years should have rolled away before they stood
face to face.
' T o u bear no malice to your savage murderers, my son ?
said the Abbess of Monastica to him wistfully one day, an
aged woman, AAdiite-haired and venerable, gentle as a child,
aud unworldly as an infant, for she had taken the veil in he?
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fcurftenth year, and had never left the convent UOAV that
*he had rti'.c]:ied her seventieth, save on an occasional visit,
as permitted by Moldavian rules, to the innocent festivities
of Jassy.
' Malice, madam ? No ; I am not a woman ! '
The Abbess looked at him Avistfully still; the answer
was affirmative, yet she was not wholly secure that this was
tho meek and lowly mercy which she sought to win from
him.
' Then you forgive them, my son, and would remember,
if you met them, the Lamb of God's injunction, " If thy
enemy smite thee on one cheek, give him the other," and
would refrain from all vengeance—would you not ? '
Ereeldoune's hand came down on the massive oak table,
standing by him Avith a force that shook it to its centre.
' By my honour, madam, I would remember it so, that
the life should not be left in one of them ! Forgive ? A y !
when I have turned dastard like them.'
The Mother Superior gazed at him with perplexed trouble
in her eyes ; the child-like innocent woman could not understand the strong unfettered nature of the man, with its deep
passions and its fiery honour, Avhich made the low serpent
meanness of malice as impossible and incomprehensible to
him as it made the chastisement of coAvardice and the vengeance of treachery instinctive n.nd imperative, resistless as
an impulse as it was sacred as a duty.
' B u t forgiveness is godlike, my son.'
' May be, madam ; but I am mortal.'
' B u t it is a human duty.'
' T o an open gallant foe, madam—yes! I will render it
him to-morroAV, and honour him from my soul the better he
fights me and the harder he strikes; but the serpent that
stings me in the dark I set my heel on, for the vermin he
is, and serve God and man Avhen I strangle him ! '
The venerable Abbess sighed; she had ministered to him
through his unconsciousness and through his suffering, she
had seen him bear torture with a silent endurauce that
seemed to her superhuman in its heroism, and she had went
over the stately stature levelled like a cedar felled by the
axe, and the superb strength brought down to worse than
a child's weakness, till she had felt for him something of a
mother's tenderness, and found it hard to urge him to love
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and to pardon his Injurers. Moreover, Mother Verom;?
was no casuist.
' I t must be bitter, my son, I know,' she murmured,
' and the evil spirit is strong in us, and fearful to subdue;
but One who sufiered a deadlier wrong than thine forgave
the traitor and the murderer, though Judas sold Him to the
the Cross.'
Erceldoune gave a movement of impatience, and the
muscles of his arm straitened as though by sheer instinct
of longing to ' deliver from the shoulder.'
' Pardon me, holy mother, I am no theologian! B u t I
know this, that if •there had been a touch of loyalty and
fealty among the eleven left, that scoundrel of Iscariot
would not have lived till the morrow to hang himself. If I
had been in Galilee, he would have had a lunge of steel
through his lungs, and died a traitor's death!
So startling a vieAv of apostolic duty had never penetrated
the sacred Avails of the Convent cf Monastica; the whole
range of her instruction from the Church had never given
her a rule by which to deal with such a novel article of
creed ; and she sat silent, gazing at him with a wistful bewilderment, wondering what the sainted Eemigius had replied
Avhen King Clevis gave him a similar answer in the old days
of Gaul.
Erceldoune, who felt a sincere gratitude to the aged woman who had shoAved him a mother's tenderness and care
throughout a lengthened peril, bent to her with gentle reverence, AA'hich sat well upon him.
' P a r d o n me, madam, I spoke something roughly, and
men should not talk of these matters to women. There is
one broad ground on Avhich Ave can meet and understand one
another, that of your goodness to a stranger, and his sincere
recognition of it. Let that suffice ! '
And Mother Veronica smiled wistfully on him, and after
seventy years of unsullied devotion to the Supreme Church,
found herself guilty of the horrible heresy of loving one
whose soul was lost, and whose wild liA'ing Avill, and errintr,
wayAvard creeds, were the most fatal forms of tumult and
revolt against which the Infallible Faith warned her.
An eagle from his native Cheviot-side, fettered in a cage,
would not have been less fitted for it than Erceldoune for
Ilis imprisonment at Monastica. As soon as he was strong
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enough to be raised in his couch, and was able to use his arn..
he beguiled the time with a pastime which had often whiled
away hours and days of enforced inaction, in quarantine, ou
board ship becalmed in the topics, or cooped up in Marseilles
during the mistral. H e painted extremely well. H e was
too thorough a man of action, too truly the English Effendi
of the Eastern nations, ever to take art or indolence by
choice ; but there had come many times in his life when to
paint the rare scenery, or the picturesque groupings aroui^d
him, had been his only available pursuit; and he did this
with singular dash and delicacy, vividness and truth. Erceldoune Avould never have been a creative a r t i s t ; he had not
the imaginative or poetic faculty which idealises, it wa:i
A\holly alien to his nature and his habits ; but what he saw
he rendered with a force, a fidelity, and a brilliance of hue
which painters by the score hadeuvied him. H e passed tlie
dreary Aveeks now at Monastica painting what he had seen ;
and the picture grew into such life and loveliness that tho
nuns marvelled when they looked on it, as the Eeligieusea
of Bruges marvelled when they saw the ' Marriage of St. Katherine,' left in legacy to them by the soldier-artist Hans
Hemlin, whose wounds they had dressed, and cried out that
it should be the Virginal altar-piece in aAvorld-famed cathedral. Yet the picture was but a woman's face—a fiice with
thoughtful lustrous eyes, and liair with a golden reflex on it,
and lips which wore a smile that had something more profound than sadness, and more imperial than tenderness; a
face looking downward from an aureole of light, half sunlit
and half shadowed.
' Now I knoAv that I have seen it, or I could not have
painted it,' said Erceldoune to himself, as he cast down his
brushes ; and to kuoAV that Avas Avhy he had done so.
' Keep the picture, madam, as altar- piece, or Avhat it please
you, in token of my gratitude, at the least, for the kindness
I cannot hope to return,' he said to the Mother Superior;
' and, if you ever see a Avoman whose likeness you recognise
in it, she will be the one to whom I first owed the rescue
of my life. Tell her Fulke Erceldoune waits to pay his
debt.'
Aud Mother Veronica heard him with as much pain in his
last words as she had had pleasure in his first; for she saw
that the nhantom of his delirium Avas still strong on him, and
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feared that his mind must wander, to bo so haunted by this
mere hallucination of the lady of his dreams.
A few days later on, Erceldoune, able at last to endure the
return journey through the mountains and across Hungary,
attended a Te Deum to gratify the Abbess, in celebration
and thanksgiving for his own restoration from death to life,
left his three months' pay to the almsgiving of the order,
bowed his lofty head for the tearful benediction of the Mother
Superior, and quitted the innocent community of religious
AA'omen, iuAvhose convent he had found asylum, the Angclus
chiming him a soft and silent farewell, as, in the late leafless autumn, while the black Danube AA^as swelling Avith the
first rains of winter, and the forests Avere strewn with the
yellow leaves that covered the grave of his dead sorrel, he
went out from the solitudes of Monastica back to the living
world.

CHAPTER V
'AIT IGNIS EATUUS

GLEAM

01' LOTE.*

' I T was a superb thing—magnificent!'
The most popular personage in the English Cabinet was
standing on the hearth-rug of his own library of his Avife'a
chateau of Liramar, South Italy, Avhere he had snatched a
brief autumn holiday, nothing altered and little aged since
some twenty years before, when the beggared Border lord,
in the pride and liberty of his youth and his ruin, had wou
the great minister's liking for life by a defiance.
Erceldoune laughed a little im[iatieiitly.
' Nothing of the kind ! Any other man in the service
would have done the same ; simplest duty possible.'
' Simple duties get done in this Avorld, do they ? Humph !
I didn't know it. I suppose you expected, when you gave
the word to fire, that the brutes Avould kill you—eli ? '
' Of course. I can't think now how they missed it. 1 ought
to have been riddledAvith bullets, if they had aimed propeiiv.'
' I believe he's half disgusted he Avasu't wholly dead now ! '
said his lordship plaintively. ' I t Avas a superb thing, I tell
you. B u t don't you do it again, Erceldoune. The trash Ave
write to bully and blind one another isn't worth the loss of a
gallant man's life. We know that. A terrible fellow Aveut
and said so too, in the Commons, last session. H e Avas up,
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and nobody could st(;p him. H e told us, point blank to our
faces, that though we pc^cJ very successfully for the innocent
public, we miglit as AVCU drop the toga and show the sock
and buskin before each other, as the attitudinising didn't
take in the initiated, and must be a fearful bore always for
us. Clever felloAV ; tremendous hard hitter; but he wants
training. By the way, the Principalities paid us down a
heavy tine as indemnity for that outrage. Half the money
comes to you, clearly.'
' I thank you, my dear lord ; I haA'e no need of it.'
' Eh ? W h a t ? I thought you were poor, Erceldoune ? '
' I a m ; but I have never been in debt, and I want
nothing. Besides, if you will pardon my saying so, I don't
admire that system of " indemnification," ' pursued Erceldoune, giving himself a shake like a staghound Avhere he
leaned against the marble mantlepiece. ' A single scoundrel,
or a gang of scoundrels, commits an insult, as in this case, on
England, or any other great power, through the person of
her representative, or perhaps merely through the person of
one of her nation ; the State to which tho rascals belong is
heavily mulcted by way of penalty. Who sufl^ers ? Not the
guilty ; but the unhappy multitudes, peasants, traders, farmers, citizens, gentlemen—all innocent—who pay the taxes
and the imposts. W i t h an outrage from a great poAver, if accidentally committed on a traveller by a horde of thieves, you
would take no notice whatever ; if one were done obviously as
a political insult you Avould declare war. But Avhen the thing
happens in a small State she ia punished by an enormous
fine, which half ruins her, for a crime which she could no
more prevent than you can help in Downiug-street the last
wreckers' murder that took place in Cornwall. Pardon me,
but I fail to see the justice or the dignity of the system ;
and for myself, Avhen my OAVU conviction is that the assassins
who stopped me Avere not Moldavians at all, what compensation would it be to me to have the money wrung from a
million or two guiltless people, whose country the cowards
chose to select as their field ? If you Avish to avenge me,
track the dastards, and give them into my power.'
Thestatesman listened as theystoodalone inthe library,and
looked at his guest, with humour lighting up his blue eyes.
' Erceldoune, if you hadn't that stiff-necked Scottish
pride, which would make you knock me down, in »1! proba-
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bility, if 1 offered it, I would give you three thousand a year
to live with me and speak your mind,' laughed his lordship,
meaning his words too. " You are a miracle in your generation ; you're not a bit like this age sir—not a whit more
than the Napiers ; you speak rarely, and never speak but
the t r u t h ; you have to choose betAveen your life and your
trust, and, as a matter of course, give up your life; you are
moneyless, and refuse money the State would tender you
because you think it gained " neither by justice nor dignity;"
you have have dined at my house in t o w n ; you have
stayed in my house in the country; you knoAV that I
like you ; and yet you are the only man of my acquaintance
who has never asked me for anything. On my life, sir, you
don't do for this century!'
' Unfit for my century, my lord, because I value your
friendship and honour your esteem too highly to regard both
ouly as ladders to " place " ? '
The minister stretched his hand out to him Avith one of
those AA'arm silent gestures of acknowledgment, very uncommon Avith him, but very eloquent. Too sweet and sunny a
temper to be a ' good hater,' he was a cordial friend—how
true and steadfast a friend those only kucAV who knew hiiu
in private life.
' Well, the State, at least, owes you something,' ho said
after a pause. ' You must let us pay our debt. Messengerships never do lead to anything; but that is no reason why
they should n o t i u your person. There are many half civil,
half military appointments for which your life has fitted you,
aud which you yourself would fill better than any man I
know ; the governorship of some good island, for instance.'
Erceldoune Avas silent a moment,leaningagainst the marble.
' I thank you sincerely ; but I Avant nothing ; and I have
too much of the nomad in me to care to relinquish my wandering life in saddle. Give me no credit for asceticism or renunciation ; it is nothing of the kind. I should have been
born a desert chief. I have never been happier than in the
Kabyles' " houses of hair," living on maize and camel-flesh,
nnd waiting for the lions through the night Avith the Zouaves
and the Arabs. If you think, however, that I have really
done enough to have earned any preference from England, I
will ask you to send me on service, as soon as I am myself
again, to South and Bast Europe, with your authorisation
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to take leisure in returning if I desire it, and fa'l povera
from the government to go to any exjjcnses, or impress any
assistance I require, if I should be able to discover the persons or the track of the assassins.'
' Certainly ; you shall have both to the fullest extent.
T o u shall have the authorisation of the Crown to act
precisely as you see fit; and spare no cost, if you can get
on the villains' trail, in bringing them to justice. I fear
you will be baffled ; Ave don't know enough to identify them.
Tbey seconded us Avell in France, and everything was tried,
but failed. I t was in Paris you had seen the man Avhose
voice you recognised, wasn't i t ? Would you know him
again ? '
Erceldoune ground his heel into the tiger-skin of the
hearth rug as though his tiger foe Avere under his feet; ho
longed to have his hand on the throat of the silky murderou:<
brute.
' I would swear to his voice and his laugh anywhere »
score of years hence ; and I should know him again, too ;
he was as beautiful as a woman; though I did not take his
measure, as I should have done had I guessed where we
should meet.'
' The object, of course, was purely political; and there
are thousands of men—Carlists, Ultramontanists, Carbonarists, Eeactionists, Socialists, and all the rest of the Continentalists—who would have held that they only obeyed
their chiefs, and acted like patriots in shooting you down
for the sake of your papers. Well, you shall have your
own way, Erceldoune, and all you ask ; it is little enough.—
Lady George,' broke ofl* his lordship vivaciously, as a party
from the billiard-room entered the library, ' here is Erceldoune so enamoured of the country he was murdered in that
he is asking me to have him sent off there again 1 These
messenger fellows are never quiet. H e says he ought to
be an Arab chief; and so he should be.'
* H e only wants the Avhite haick to look like one,' smiled
Lady George, a lovely blonde, dropping her azure eyes on
him with an effective side glance, wholly wasted.
Erceldoune, to his own infinite annoyance, had found
himself an object of hero worship to all the brilliant beauties
down at Liramar, where he had been bidden by the great
minister as soon as he was able to leave Monastica, and
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where that unworn octogenarian ATSS himself taking a ra^re
short rest in the November of the year. His lordship was
imperative in his summons to his favourite courier, to whonj
the southern air was ]".kely to give back the lost strength
which was still only returning slowly and wearily to muscles
and limbs whose force had been ' even as the lions of Libya.'
The story of his single-handed peril, his choice of death
rather than disloyalty to his trust, in the silent ravine of
the Moldavian pine-woods, had sent a thrill of its own
chivalry through the languid, nil admirari, egotistic, listless
pulses of high-bred society. Erceldoune Avas the hero of
the hour if he chose; and the Border Eagle might have
folded his strong pinions under the soft caress of a thousand
white hands. B u t he did not choose; he had never cared
for women ; they had never gained any hold on him. Steeped
in vice in his earliest years, sensuality had little power over
his manhood; and the languid intrigues,the hollow homage,
the ' love' of the drawing-rooms—pulseless, insipid, artificial,
frivolous, pare a la mode—were still more contemptible and
absolutely impossible to him. Nor was fashionable life to
his t a s t e ; its Avheels within wheels ill suited the singleness
of his own character ; the fcA'erish puerility of its envies
and ambitions woke no chord of sympathy in him ; and its
hot-pressed atmosphere was too narrow and too rarefied
with heat aud perfume for the lungs which only breathed
freely on the moorland and the prairie, on the ocean and
the mountain-side. A man once bound to the great
Avorld is a slave till the day of his death ; and Erceldoune
could not have lived in chains.
' You are very like one of the eagles of your own border.
Sir Fulke,' said a French duchesse at Liramar to him. She
had been a beauty, and now, at forty, M'as a poAver—the
customary development of a Frenchwoman
' I n love of liberty, madame, and solitude? Well, yes.'
H e thought how he am' 'he golden eagle had fallen,
much alike; and the thought crossed him vaguely, should
he ever live to wish that the shot, like the eagle's, had told
florae ?
' Yes, and if I were twenty years younger, I would tame
y o u ! ' said the Duchesse, with a malicious smile. ' Ah, how
you would suii'er, how you would beat your strong winga
against the chains, how you would hate and worship, in one
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breath, your cnptor, and IIQAV you would pant out yunx gi'cat
lii'e in tortr.ro, i ill you sank dcvvn at last in slavery ns intens?.
as your resistance !'
'I? You do not know mo much, Mdadi.'
The Duchesse gave him a perfumy touch with her fan as
she swep-t aAA'ay.
' Bah! M. Erceldoune, I know your tribe and I knoAv
their tamers. You Avill find a Averse foe than a bullet, soon
or late. Your assassins Avere merciful to what your love
will be—ivhen you love. See if I am Avrong !'
And Avith a laugh of compassion and of mocking prescience the prophetess of dark omen went to her whist-table,
Avhero she played as Avell as Prince Metternich; and Erceldoune passed on his Avay to the smoking-room, a contemptuous disdain Avorking in him. ' L o v e ! ' H e had never
known it, he had never believed in it, the frank boldness of
his nature had been proof against most of its seductions, and
he only recognised iu it a sophistical synonym for women's
vanity and men's sensuality, or vice versa; and, take it in
the long run, he was undoubtedly right.
His passions were great; but they had never been fairly
aroused ; and he had, or thought he had, them under an
iron bridle, like some Knight of St. John, half priest, half
soldier, stern Avarrior and ascetic monk in one, his soul, like
his body, mailed in steel, and wrestling with the vile
tempters of the flesh as with twining serpents that sought
to Avreathe round and stifle out his martial strength, and
drag it dowuAvard into voluptuous fumeSj and enervating
shame, and weakness, that would disgrace his manhood and
his pride, his order and his oath.
Yet vague, dreamy, half soft, half stormy thoughts SAvept
over him of some love that this Avorld might hold, with all
the delight of passion, while loftier, richer, holier, than
mere passion alone, Avhicli Avakes and desires, jnirsues,
possesses—and dies. H e believed it a fable; he Avas incredulous of its dominion; it was, he fancied, alien to his
nature ; he neither needed nor accredited i t ; yet the dim
glory of some such light that ' never yet was upon sea or
iand' half touched his life in fancy for a second. For,
whore he sat in the lonely smoking-room, with the smoke
curling up from the meerschaum bowl which had turned
the huUet from his heart in Moldavia, and floating away to
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the far rccessca of Eembrandtesque shade, out from the
shadow there seemed to rise, Avith the lustre in the eyea
and the unspoken tenderness upon the lips, the face of tho
one Avho had saved him.
The face of a temptress or an angel ?
Erceldoune did not ask, as he sat and dreamt of that
memory called up from the depths of thought and shade;
then he rose with an impatient disdain of himself, and strode
out into the white, warm, Mediterranean night.
Had be refused to surrender his life to any living woman,
only to have it haunted by a mere phantom-shape, an hallucination Avrought from the fever fancies of a past delirium ?
The great minister Avent home ; the gathering at Liramar
remained with the hostess—Erceldoune with them ; the sea
breezes were bringing him back their old force into his
limbs, and the melloAv air was dri^dng away the danger
which for a time had threatened his lungs from the deep
chest wound where the ball had lodged. I n physics he did
not believe—he never touched them ; air and sea water
were his sole physicians, and under them the fallen TitaB
rose again.
' I took too much killing !' he laughed to one of the men
as they drifted down the Avaters lapping the sunny Sicilian
shores, in the brief space which severs the day from the
night. H e had reported himself ready for fresh service,
and the messenger Avho was to bring the Italian bag to
Palermo would deliver him despatches for the Principalities
and Asiatic Turkey. Erceldoune was impatient to be on
the move, and feel himself in saddle once more ; while in
inaction, too, he Avas no nearer on his quest—of those AVIIO
had attacked his life, and of the one Avho had saved it.
Phantom, hallucina.tion, delirious memory, be it what it
would, the remembrance which haunted him, and which he
had no single proof Avas anything more tangible than a
fever-born fancy, was strong on him—the stronger the more
he thrust it away. The woman who had rescued him, aud
who had since been lost to him in the darkness of mystery
and the wide wilderness of the world, he could not recall,
save by such intangible unsubstantiated recollection as had
remained to him from unconsciousness; common reason
told him that it could be but a folly which haunted the
brain from the visions of his long peril, but reason failed to
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drive it out, or shake the first impression wdiich had ever
AA'akened or seized his ima2;iuation. The idea which pursued
him, the face he had painted in the monastic solitude of tho
convent, had become to him a living reality ; he resisted it,
he trampled it o u t ; not unfrequently he recoiled and
shuddered from it, as from the phantasia of impending insanity ; but it remained there. H e r face rose before him
from the sea depths, when he plunged down into the dark
violet Avaves, and let them close above his head; he saAV it
with every gorgeous sunset that flushed the skies with flre;
he remembered it with every hour he spent alone lying on
the sands, or steering through the waters, or Avaiting
Avith his rifle for the sea birds on the pine-croAvned rocks.
H e could not banish i t ; and he used no sophism or half
truths Avith himself; he knew that, vision or reality, whichever it was, it had dominion over him, and that the search
he so thirsted to make for his assassins •ras not more closely
woven Avith his thoughts than the quest of what was but
line ombre, un reve, un rien—a phantom and a shadow.
The boat dropped down the Mediterranean that night,
while the sun was setting, drifting gently through the blue
stretch of the waves, while the striped sails were filled by a
west wind that brought over the sea a thousand odours from
the far Levant, and the voices of the women idly chanted
the ' Ave Maria, Stella Virgine !' Erceldoune was stretched
in the bottom of the boat, at the feet of a fair aristocrat,
whe leaned her hand over the leeward side playing with the
water, aud letting the drops fall, diamond bright as her
rings, glancing at him now and then the while, and Avondering, as she had wondered long at Liramar, Avhat manner of
man this AA^TS, Avho confessed himself poor and a mere
courier, yet bore himself like a noble; who had the blood
of an ancient race, and the habits of a desert chief, Avho was
indifl'erent and insensible to all Avomen, yet had, for all, a
gi-avc and gentle courtesy for the grape girl among the
vineyards yonder, as for her,_the patrician and the queen of
coquettes, leaning here. H e Avas unlike anything in her
world—and Lady George would fain liave roused in him
the forbidden love which she, proud empress though she
was, had learned, in her own despite, as her own chastisement.
But Erceldoune lay looking eastward at a lateen uoai
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cutting its swift track through the waters ; so little had het
beauty ever caught his eyes, that he never even kncAV that
he had roused her interest. Vanity he had absolutely none,
and as for pride in such uncared-for, unsought victories, he
would have as soon thought of being proud that a bright
Sicilian butterfly had flown beneath his foot and been
crushed by it.
' How beautifully she cuts her way !' he said to the man
beside him. ' Look how she dips, and lifts herself again—
light as a bird ! She will be past us like lightning.'
Lady George glanced at her rival across the sea; how
strange it was, she thought, that any man should live who
could look at a lateen boat rather than at her 1
' As with a bound
Into the rosy and golden half
Of the sky,

I suppose,' she quoted listlessly.
Their OAVU vessel floated lazily and slowly; the lateen
craft came on after them, as he had said, turned into a pleasure boat, and draped with costliness, and laden with a fragrant load of violets gathered for distilling, piled high, and
filling the air with odour. The skifl' passed them swiftly—
half screened by the rich draperies, the taAvny sails, and the
purple mound of the violets, aud turned half from them,
and toward the Avestern skies, as the boat flashed past, in
the haze of light, he saw a woman.
W i t h aloud cry he sprang to his feet, the vessel rocking
and lurching under the sudden impulse ; he had seen the
face of his dreams, the face of his saviour. And the lateen
boat Avas cutting its swift way through the waves, away into
the misty purrilo shadow out of reach, out of sight.
' Neuralgia ? ' said one of the men. ' A h , that is alway
the AVorst of shot wounds.'
' You are ill—you are in pain ? ' asked Lady George; and
her voice Avas hurried and tremulous.
Ereeldouue set his teeth hard, his eyes straining into the
ivarra haze where the lateen boat was Aviuging her rapid
Avay, out of reach, Avhile their own lay idly rocking on the
waves.
' Pardon me—no,' he said, in ansAver to them, for the
man's nature was too integrallv true to seek shelter under
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eren a tacit acceptance of an untrutli. ' I saw one whom
I recognised as having last seen in Moldavia the day the
brigands shot me dovAni. I fear that I foolishly startled you
all'?'
They thought it nothing strange that any link with ths
Xnemory of his attempted assassination should have roused
him ; and he leaned over the boat's side folloAving the now
distant track of the light lateen skiff Avith his eyes, silent in
the wild reasonless joy, and the bitter baflled regret, which
swept together through his veins. The face that he had
dreamed had bent over him in his anguish and extremity
was then a truth, a liAdng loveliness, a life to be found ou
earth—no fever-born ideal of his own disordered brain; he
had seen again, and seen now in the clearness of reason,
the face of the Avoman Avho had been his ministering augci.
Yet, as she had been lost to him then, so she was lost to
him noAV; and as the sun sunk doAvu below the Avaves,
and the sudden southern night fell shrouding the Sicilian
boat in its shadows, the phosphor light left in its track, and
the odour of its violet freight dying off from the sea and
the air, he could have believed he had been dreaming afresh.
W a s he mad ? Erceldoune almost asked himself the question as he leaned over the vessel's side looking down into tha
purple shadows of the Avater. High-born by the beauty of
her face, and by the luxury with Avhich that little skiff was
decked, how should she have been in the wild solitudes of
the Moldavian forest ? Compassionate to his peril and extremity, would she have cared nothing to know whether death
or life had been at last his portion ? and could an act of such
noble and pitying humanity have needed the vale of mystery
and denial in which it had been shrouded by the serfs' repudiation of all knowledge that any save themselves had found
him ?
Yet the face of which he had dreamed he had seen now
in the evening light of the Mediterranean—the mere phantom of a delirium could not have become vivid and living
thus. A heavy oath was stifled in his teeth, as he stood
Avith his eyes strained to pierce the cloudy offing. W h y
had he not been alone, that—a few yards more sail flung
out to the winds, and his own hand upon the helm—his
boat cotild have given chase doAA^n the luminous sea, aud
have swept aAvay with hers, no matter at what cost of sand*
reel' or of shipwreck, into that golden mist, that tAvilight
darkness 1
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CHAPTEE V I
THE WISDOM OF MOTHER VEEONICA
T H E pines were tipped with their lightest green, the torrents were swollen with the winter rains, the rafts Avere
rushing, lightning like, down the rivers in the impetus that
the spring lends to nature and to labour, to the earth and
the human swarm it bears ; primroses strewed every inch of
ground under the boughs of the pine-woods ; and the light
of the young year was on the solitary hills and ravines as
"Erceldoune rode once more into Moldavia, through the sam'^
iefile where his assassins had waylaid him.
H e checked his horse, and wondered if the horrors of
that wild night had been all a dream, as he looked doAA^n.
The tumbling water glistened in the sunlight, the grass had
grown in ranker luxuriance w^here the good bay was laid in
her last resting-place ; over the place where he had fallen,
bright clusters of spring fiowers blossomed among the moss;
two records of the night's AVork alone remained : the black
and broken pine trunk that had been fiung across the road,
and had only been UOAV lifted to one side, and a dark crimson stain, where the grmilte rock had been soaked and
crusted with his life's blood, too deeply for even the snoAvs
of winter Avholly to wash out the shade it left. The most
thoughtless man would have felt some shadoAV of earnestness steal on him in sucli a place, with such a memory;
Erceldoune, though used to meet death in every shape, and
too habituated to danger to ever feel its terror, let the
bridle slacken on his stallion's neck, and gazed down on the
wild ravine round him, with sometliing of solemnity upon
him—had the shot been one hair's breadth nearer his heart,
he had now been rotting there with his dead horse ; had she
who had come as his guardian angel been one instant later,
his eyes had now been blind to the light of the sun, and his
life numbered with the vast nameless multitudes of the
grave.
I t was a strange unreal knoAvledge to the man in whose
veins life swept with such eager vivid force, and in Avhose
every breath and every limb strength was so vital, that life
and strength both seemed eternal.
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I t was very still, here in the depths of the Danuhian
defile ; and i u t h e flood of sunset light he seemed to see the
face of the woman he had lost. His heart Avent out to her
with a futile, passionate longing; the pine-boughs th.at bent
over him had shadowed her, the Avater that.foamed at his
feet had bccu touched by her hand ; here his head had rested
on her bosom, here his eyes had looked upward through the
mi;it3 of agony to hers. The very grasses Avhispered of her,
the very rocks were Avitness of his debt to her!
I n madness with himself, in passionate thought of her he
dashed the spurs into his horse's flanks, snd swept full gallop
down the steep incline. W a s this Love ?
For a woman seen but tAvice, for a mere memory, for a
loveliness, fugitive, nameless, dreamlike, mourned and lost!
I n the first spring-time of the year, holy Mother Veronica
sat in her pleasant little chamber, Avhich was panelled Avith
maple wood, and filled Avith early floAvers, and delicate caiwings, and the soft-hued heads of saints, and had as little of
conventual gloom as though it had been the boudoir in a
chateau rather than an Abbess's ' cell' in Monastica; for
they are no ascetics, but enjoy life in their way, those innocent, childlike, sunny-natured uuns of Moldavian Monastica.
Mother Veronica sat in deep thought, the sun upon het
silvered hair, primroses and an antique vellum ' H o r a j ' lying
together in her lap—the fresh gifts of Nature with the worn
manual of Superstition—venerable and happy in her serene
old age. The primroses Avere untouched, •the missal lay
unread. Mother Veronica Avas looking out at the blue mountain line, and thinking of the stranger to whom she had
felt almost that mother's tenderness which her life had not
known, though in her eyes he Avas godless and a lost soul, a
grand Pagan Avhom it was hopeless to save : thinking wistfully, for she believed, that on earth she would never sec
him again. Suddenly she heard in the convent aisle without the iron ring of a tread more like that of the Knights
Templar, who had once held Monastica, than like the subdued
slow step of her order—she started and listened ; could it bo
that the Virgin had heard her prayers, and allowed her to
see the heathen who was, perchance, so Avrongly dear to
h e r ? She hardly hoped i t ; yet she listened with longing
anxiety. I t was very sinful to so Avish to behold the uicvQ
tsortai life of a heretic!
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But that he was such an infidel. Mother Veronica wholly
forgot when the door unclosed, and a Sister ushered in Erceldoune.
' A h , my son, the blessing of Heaven rest on you !' cried
the Abbess, stretching out her hands with fervent welcome.
' I never thought to see you here again. I t is good—very
J good—to have remembered us, and come back from your
?great world to Monastica! '
; ' Far from it, madam,' answered Erceldoune, bending
lower to the simple venerable Avoman than he had ever bent
to the patrician coquettes of Liramar. ' I t would be sorely
ungrateful if I could enter Moldavia without seeing those to
to Avhom I owe it that I am not now rotting in its pineAA'Oods.'

' And you are recovered—entirely ? *
'Entirely. My strength is wholly returned.'
Her hands still holding his. Mother Veronica drew him
nearer to the light, looking upward at him with as much
pride and tenderness as though he had been her son by
blood instead of by the mere title cf the Church; then a
sudden remembrance lightened her aged face and sunken
eyes wdth all the innocent eagerness of a life which lives in
solitude, where each chance trifle is a rare and wondroua
event.
' Ah, my eon—I forgot—I have so much to tell you, I
have seen the woman of your picture ! '
' You, have f And she—'
' She saved your life—yes; b u t it is all so strange!
Listen—I Avill tell you.'
' Do, for God's sake ! And she—? '
' O, my son, do not take a holy name in vain for a woman's
perishable beauty ! ' said Mother Veronica, Avith plaintive reproof, while Erceldoune crushed his heel into the maple-wood
floor iu a sore^eft'ort to contain his soul in patience. ' I t
was about a month ago that at a Salutation to the Virgin,
to wdiich, as you know, strangers come sometimes from
Piatra, even sometimes as far as from Eonan and Jassy, I
lifted my eyes during the service—I cannot tell how I came
to do so wicked a thing—and I saw—ah ! I thought I should
have fainted !—in the shadow of another aisle, living befor^
me, the glorious beauty that you painted i n c u r altar-piece!
I never sinned so deeply in my life before, but, though I
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never raised my eyes again, I thought of nothing but her
all through the"^mass. If she tempted me so, hoAv must she
have tempted the souls of men! She is more lovely even
than your portrait—'
' B u t her name—her country ? ' broke in Erceldoune impatiently. ' W h y have Avithheld from me that she—'
' Mv son, I will tell all I knoAv if you do not hasten me,'
pleaded Mother Veronica. ' W h e n the Salutation Avas over.
Sister Eunice came and told me that a lady sought to see me ; I
I bade her bring her here, and it Avas here I saAV her—the
woman of your picture, Avith those deep marvellous eyes, and
that hair which is like light. Ah ! how Avicked it is that a
mere earthly beauty of form can touch us andAvin us as can
never all the spiritual beauty of the saints. One sees at once
that she is of noble rank, and young, but she is a Avoman of
the world—too much a woman of the world ! She apologised
to me with a proud grace that the base-born never can have,
my son (though we ought to believe that the Father has
made all equal), aud said she came to ask about a stranger
who had been succoured by us in the autumn, and been cured
of dangerous wounds; had he suffered much—had he been
wholly restored ? Then I knew that Avhat we had deemed
delirium had been the truth, and that this was she Avho had
saved you ; but I said nothing of that, only answered her
fully of your illness and of your cure, and then added to her
as it were carelessly, that in your convalescence you had
painted an altar-piece for Monastica—would she like to see
it ? She assented—she has a voice as IOAV and rich as music
—and I led her to the chapel, and pointed to the Virgin'.*
altar, where,it hangs. She went forward—and I saw lier
s t a r t ; she gave a stifled cry, and then stood silent. She
could not but see that it Avas her own beauty. I let her
stand aAvhile, for I thought she was agitated ; then I went
forward, and said to her, " H e who painted that picture, my
daughter, VAdien he left it Avitli me said,' If yoti ever see a
woman whose portrait you recognise iu it, she will be the
woman to whom I first owed the rescue of my life. Tell her
Fulke Erceldoune waits to pay his debt.' My daughter you
are she." Her lips quivered a little though she ansAvered me
coldly. " H e said that ? HOAV could he have known ?—
how could he have remembered ? " " How well he remem
bered, my daughter," I ansAvered her, " his painting says.
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Your Avords confess that you first saved this stranger's life;
wdiy conceal so noble an act of mercy ? " She turned her
eyes on mine, half mournfully, half haughtily. " I had due
reason. I t was little that 1 did for this English traveller.
My hound led me to him, and I found him, as I supposed,
dying—left for dead, doubtless, by som.e forest brigands,
I did what I could to revive him—it was scarce anything to
name—and stayed Avith him while I sent my dog for assistance. That was all; it merited no gratitude, and I had no
thought that he would ever know it, since he Avas unconscious all the time I Avatched him." " But you w^ere in
peril, my daughter ? If the brigands had returned—" Ah,
my son, if you could have seen the proud beauty of her face
as she smiled on me ! " Is life so beloved a thing, that we
must be too great cowards to chance its loss when another
is in extremity, and needs us ? " The words were so courageous, and yet so mournful ! She is as beautiful as the
morning, but I fear she is not happy.'
Erceldoune paced the little chamber to and fro for n
second, his arms folded, his head bent, his heart moved to a
strange softness and pain that his life had never known; thou
he paused abruptly before the Abbess.
' H e r name ! Tell me her name ! '
' Alas, my son ! I cannot.'
' Cannot \ Great H e a v e n ! you never let her go unknown ? '
' Do not be angered, my sen. I t was not in my power to
prevent i t ; she chose it to remain secret. All I know is,
that she let fall a gold perfume-box as she left my cell, and
that as I lifted it, and sent Daughter Virginia with it after
her, I saw engraven on the lid one word only—" Idalia." '
'Idalia!'
H e repeated the word with passionate tremulous ea^-erness ; it seemed to him the sweetest poem poets could ever
dream, the fairest echo that ever the world heard, the treasury
of all that womanhood could give of beauty, grace aud love
that single Greek name of the Avoman he pursued ; yet it
could serve him in nothing.
' Idalia!—Idalia ! That will do nothing to find h e r ! Q,
my God ! she is lost to me as she was lost in Sicily !'
The Avords were more full of bitterness than anv she had
ever heard wrung from him by his physical anguish, while
he paced up and down the narrow chamber.
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' I t is very strange; but indeed it was no fiiult of mine,'
pleaded the Abbess a little piteously, for she saw that it wag
a heavy blow to him, and she dreaded alike to see tlie pain
or tho wrath of that unchastened Pagan nature, before which
the Mother Superior, used only to deal with and chasten or
solace the untroubled souls of guileless women, whose heaviest
gin Avas an omitted prayer, felt helpless. ' And perhaps it is
for the best that you should not knoAV where to seek her, for
hers is a wondrous sorcery, aud it might be a fatal snare ; if
it is such a delight of the eyes to me, what might it be to
you ? I t is not well to see anything of a mere human earthly
charm so glorious as that.'
Erceldoune stretched his hand out with an irrepressible
gesture.
' But surely you told her, at the least, how great I held
the debt I owe to her? —hoAV deeply I felt her humanity,
her heroism, her self-devotion to a stranger ? How—'
' I told her, my son, that in all your delirium you spoke
but of her, and that on awaking to consciousness your first
question was for her, even as the first eflbrt of your strength
was to paint her own loveliness upon the canvas ; and she
heard me silentl}' aud seemed profoundly moved that you
should have thus remembered her,' pursued innocent Mother
Veronica placidly, uuAvitting iu her serenity that she was
but ' heaping fuel to the burning,' while where Erceldoune
leaned in the shadow his face flushed iiotly again. Spoken
out in the calm words of the Superior, his passionate memory
of an unknown Avomanlooked more Avild and more tenderthau
he liked that anything of his should look. ' I spoke of you
as I I'elt,' Avent on Mother Veronica; ' and she seemed to
like to hear all, which was but natural since she saved your
life, and found you so cruelly injured in the forest; though
she said that you owed her little, aud that the dog had done
more for you than she had. She looked long at the painting. " The English stranger has honoured me too much,"
she said at l a s t ; " and so, holy mother, have you. The portrait—r.ii/ portrait—should not be chosen for any altar-piece.
Hang it rather in the shadow, with that Guide's Magdalen."
And Avith those words, my son, she bade me farewell; and
I felt, all sinful though it Avas to feel such a thing for a mere
mortal creature, as though the light had sunk out of Monastica Avhen she Avas gone. A h ! just such beauty must have
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been the beauty of tha glorified Dorothea, when she brought
the summer roses and tlie golden fruit of Paradise at midnight to the stricken unbeliever !'
Erceldoune stood long silent, leaning against the embrasure, with his head b e n t ; except under the immediate impulse of passion, many words were not natural to him.
' Is she married ? ' he said suddenly, after a lengthened
pause.
' I cannot tell my son. She sa'd nothing of herself. H e r
dress is rich, her manners noble. I knoAV no more. She
had many rings upon her left hand ; one of them might be
her marriage-ring. Tliat she is not happy, I am certain.'
Erceldoune crushed a bitter oath to silence. N o t even to
tnow this of her !
' Can I see the picture in the chapel ? '
' Surely, my son. Do we not owe it to vour art and your
gift?
His step woke the hollow echoes of the arched aisles as
it rang on the stone pavements, and he passed into the chapel,
far famed through all the Danubian Principalities for its antiquity, its riches, and its architecture, which closely resembled that of the Bohemian Chancery at Vienna. I t was cool
aud dark and still, the glass stained Avith deep and gloAving
hues, the lofty arches stretching on till they Avere lost in
gloom ; and the face of hia own painting, Avith its brilliant
li:<ht, looked down like that of an angel from out the depths
of shade. Thus had he seen her—and seen only to lose her
once more—in the violet shadows and the falling night of
tiie Sicilian seas.
Erceldoune stood there long, and in silence, as before him
a Templar, leal to his monastic oath through half a lifetime,
might have stood before the same altar, seeing in the virginal
beauty of some sacred artist's painted thought only tl;e
loveliness of the woman before whom the asceticism of the
soldier, priest, and anchorite had flung down SAvord aud
shield and cross, and boAA'ed and fallen.
The Abbess Veronica looked at him with an earnest sadness, then went and laid her hand on his arm :
• Do not think so much of her, my son ; it may be she is
not worthy of it. A beauty divine she has ; but it is not
always in those of fairest form that the divine spirit rests.
There is mystery with h e r ; and where there is mystery, my
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eon, all is not well. I doubt me if she be what you deem
her. The belladona is beautiful ; but TiAdng in darkness,
aud loving the shade, it brings only poison and death. Take
to your bosom that flower alone which lives in the clearness of light, and folds no leaves unopened from your eyes.'
H e gave a movement of impatience, but he ansAvered
nothing; it was not in bim to take shelter beneath denial,
AAhen to giA^e the lie would have been to lie, and he turned
and walked up and doAvn the aisle, where, a few months
before, the living presence of the Avoman he sought had been,
his tread reechoing through the silent chapel, in which the
step of man had never been heard since the days of the
Temple Knights. And as he went, pacing slowly to and
fro in the religious solitudes, he saw nothing but the face
above the Virgin's altar—the face of the woman on whose
heart he had rested, from whose hand he had drunk tlie
living waters of life, and yet who was lost to him, a stranger
and untracked, in the wide wilderness of the world.
H e stayed that night at Monastica.
The nuns were innocent as children, and though reluctant
to receive a male guest, entertained him cheerfully, once
admitted. H e was reluctant to leave the place'where at
least one could speak to him of the woman whose memory
was so dear—Avhere at least her presence once had been,
and still seemed to him to sanctify the very stones that she
had trodden. IMother Veronica made him welcome with
almost a mother's dcA^otedness ; this strong, fiery, laAvless
heathen, as she held him, had groAvn very dear to her, aud
having eased her conscience by Avarning him., she could no
longer resist the temptation, so strong in a monotonous aud
one-idea'd life, of dAvelling on the romance and mystery of
the single episode which had broken the even tenor of her
days. H e listened over and over again to the same vA^ords,
never wearying of them, for he was in love Avith his own
ideal as utterly as any ladof tAventy. I n the pause between
her religious services, iu the hush of the spring-tide, while
she walked Avith him in the still convent gardens, and at the
supper she shared with him in her pretty little cell, Avith its
maple wood, its sunny pictures and its fresh primroses, that
had nothing of the recluse, as the meal had nothing of the
ascetic in its frothing chocolate, golden honey, milk-white
cakes, dainty river-fish, aud newly-laid eggs, the Abbess
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spoke incessantly and garrulously of but one theme. She
did penance for the indulgence every ten minutes, it is true,
by a gentle little pleading sermon against the desire of the
eye, the perishableness of earthly beauty, and the danger
of erring idolatry ; but the penance done, she perpetually
nullified it by dwelling, in all her innocent unwisdom, on
every grace, on every word, on every charm of the woman
against whom, nevertheless, she tenderly warned him. Every
syllable she uttered heightened a hundredfold the sorcery
Avhicli his lost saviour's memory had for him, and all her
simple warnings drifted past his thoughts unheard. A child's
hand will sooner stop the seas, when they rise in their Avrath,
thau counsels of caution or of prudence arrest the growth of
a great passion.
' Idalia!'
That solitary word seemed all he could see or hear as he
sat in the twilight, VA^hile the mist slowly stole over the
bright primroses, the sculptured ivory Passion, and the
silver I.H.S. that glistened on the draperies of the Mother
Superior's peaceful altar, as it had once done on the laharum
of the Constantines.
' Idalia!'
I t seemed to fill the night, that single name of the shadow
he pursued, as Ereeldouue stood on the balcony that ran
round the convent alone, Avhile all around him slept, Avhile
the great forests stretched aAvay on every side into the darkness, burying iu them the little Swiss-like chalets, in each
of Avhich their dwelt, according to Moldavian custom, one
nun alone—safe in that lonely wilderness, though Avith no
guardian but her OAVU sauctitj'.
The stars were bright, the murmurs of innumerable torrents filled the silence, the heavy odours of a million pinea
rose up from below, and over the far Danubian plains the
woods trembled as though stirred by the shadowy hosts of
Persian myriads and of Scythian chiefs, of Eoman legions
and of Avar hordes, Avhose bones had Avhitened in their
eternal sands, and Avhose graves Avere locked in their funereal depths. I t Avas profoundly still, Avhile from the conventtower the midnight strokes fell slowly, beating out the flight
vf Time, that in its merciless eternal movement had left of
the Great King but the Avritmg on the Avail, but the mute
Btory of Assyrian stones; and that had sAvept doAvn, like
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insects of a summcr-d.ay, the mailed and mighty cohorts
who once had ].ias.sed tlie Avindings of the Ister, with the
shouts of ' Ave Ciesar Imperator !' proudly heralding the
passage of the last Constautiue. Where were they—tho
innumerable Peoples of the P a s t ?
Where were they—bright Greek and delicate Persian,
ravening H u n and haughty Latin, swift Scythian and blackbrowed Tartar, brute Mogul and patrician Eoman, whose
bones lay buried there, unmarked, unparted, in the community of the grave ?
The Danube rolled along its majestic waters, Avhile centuries and cycles passed ; sweeping onward under the same
suns that once flashed on the diadem of Darius ; flowing in
solemn melody through the night under the same stars
which the wistful eyes of Julian once studied in the still
lonely Avatches of his tent. The river Avas living still, dark
and changeless, rushing ever onward to the sea ; but they,
the fleeting and innumerable phantoms, the Generations of
the Dead, were gone for evermore.
As he stood there in the midnight solitude, it seemed to
him as if, in the midst of his virile and adventurous life, he
suddenly paused for the first time, and thought itself paused
with him : it Avas because he was for the first time a dreamer
•—for the first time a lover.
Something of melancholy, of foreboding, were on him ;
the world, for once, seemed weary to him ; he AvonderedAvhy
men lived only to suffer and to die. I n all his years belbro
he had never felt this; they had been filled with rapid action and vigorous strength, finding their joys in the close
conflict of peril, in the mere sense of abundant and powerful
life, in the victories of an athlete wrestling breast to breast
with the lion or bear, and in the SAvift sweep of a wild gallop
through jungles of the tropics or cold crisp dawns of northern
moorlands. NOAV he knew that his life was no longer under
his own governance ; noAv he knew that the vague fantasy
of a baseless dream Avas dearer to him than anything t h i
earth held. I t had its sAveetness and its bitterness b o t h :
she lived ; she had remembered him ; she was not happy ;
this was all he knoAV, but it was enough to flll the night
with her memory, and from those brief words to build a
world.
His imagination had never awakened before; hut now
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hi3 fancies thronged with dreams, wild as a youth'.s, vagu*
as a poet's, and dazzling as
Fii'ofliea tangled in a silver braid.

Thus, before him, in the Daintbian solitudes, once the baltlofleld of nations, the Persian of tho Immortal Guard had
thought of some gazelle-eyed Lydian, seen once, never to be
forgot, in the Temple of the Sun ; the Avild Bulgarian had
felt his savage eyes grow dim with tears of blood Avhen the
Byzantine arrow pierced his breast, and he remembered
gome Greek captive, loved as tigers love, who never again
would lie within his arms, and to whose feet he would never
bring agam the pillage of the palace and the trophies of the
h u n t ; the Eoman Legionary leaning on his spear, on guard,
while the cohorts slept in their black frozen camp, had
dreamed of a gold-haired barbarian far away in the utmost
limits of the western isles, whom he had loved under the
green shadows of fresh Britannic woods, as he had never
loved the haughty Eoman matron who bore his name where
tawny Tiber rolled. Thus, before him, men had mused, iu
those forsaken solitudes, of the light of a woman's smile, of
the softness of a woman's memory, where, standing in the
silence of the night, he heard the fall of the torrents thunder
through the stillness, and Avatched the black pines tower upwards into the star-lighted gloom. Naticiis had perished on
those shadowy battle-plains; but the same river rolled unchanged, and unchanged the sasie dreams of passion dreamed
themselves away.

CHAPTEE V n .
THE BADGE OP THE SILVEB ITST.

I T was midnight and midAvinter in Pai-is, snow lying thick
on the ground : dead lying thick in the Morgue ; outcasts
gnawing the bones dogs had left, and shivering on churchsteps built by pious crowds, who glorified God and scerved
their brethren; aristocrats skimming over the ice, flashing
their diamonds in the torchlight, warm in their swansdown
and ermine ; wretches Avho dared be both poor and honest,
jleeping, famine-stricken, under bridge-arches, aa such a

THE BADGE OF THE SILVER

IVY,

y<j

tAviu insult to a Aviso world deserved ; philosophers, male ana
female, Avho Avere vile, and got gold, and joliment jouaien\
leurs mondes, drinking Cote and Ehine wines, and laughing
at life from velvet couches. I t was a bitter icy night, and
the contrasts of a great city were at their widest aw]
sharpest, as the chiffonuier searched in the SUOAV for oftal
as treasure, and the Princess lost iu the SUOAV, as a mere
bagatelle, wealth in an emerald that would have bought
bread for a million; as a young child, half naked, sobbed,
homeless, under the pitiless cold, and a State messenger,
Avrapped in furs, was rolled in his travelling-carriage through
the bright gaslit streets. The Eoyal courier was lying,
stretched nearly at length on his carriage-bed, while he
dashed through the capital full speed, not losing a moment
to get through to Persia.
There was plenty of time to sleep while the train tore
through the night to Marseilles, and he raised himself on
his arm, and looked out at the old familiar welcome streets
of Paris ; a mistress for every new-comer, a friend to every
well-worn returning traveller, a siren ever fresh, ever dear,
ever unrivalled. As he did so, the carriage Avas passing
down the E u e Lepelletier and before the Opera, where the
doors had just opened for one of those balls to which all
Paris proper (or improper) flocks. The throng Avas great;
the wheel of his carriage nearly locked in another, whose
gas-lamps, flashing off the SUOAV, lighted up the face of a
woman within, with t i e azure of sapphires glancing above
'icr brow. The Queen's messenger started up from his
carriage-couch, and threw himself forward; his postboy
saA'ed the collision, his horses dashed on Avithout a pause.
H e flung himself back among his furs, with a fierce bitterness in his soul.
' Good God, again !—and there f'
The carriage whirled on, leaving the masked throngs to
Qock to the wild Eigolboche of the Opera.
That night, under the glitter of a chandelier in the Hotel
Mirabeau, before a fire which fiung its warmth over the
green velvet and walnut wood, the ormulu and silver, the
mirrors and consoles of the chamber, two men sat smoking
over claret and olives, having dined alone, by a miracle, in
the midst of the laughing, dazzling, contagious gaieties of
peopled Paris. I n these days confederates meet oyer liqueura
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and cigarettes, instead of in subterranean caverns ; and conspirators j)lan their checkmates in the coffee-room, an operabox, or a drive to an imperial stag-hunt, instead of by midnight, under masks, and with rapiers draAA'n.
One of the men was Victor Vane, the other that dashing
Free Lance, that Monodist of the Sugared Violet, that political brigand of the Carpathian Pass, to whom the telegram
had been addressed as to the Count Conrad Constautiue
Phaulcon: a mau in physical beauty, physical proAvess,
talent, wit, and bearing, far the superior of the Englishman,
yet Avhom the latter dominated and held in check, simply
by that fine and priceless quality, which is colourless
because inscrutable, and irresistible because prevoyant—
Acumen. I t crowns genius and dethrones kings.
Socially, there was the same anomaly between them.
Vane, of Avhose antecedents none kncAV very much (except
that hia mother had been a Venetian, wedded, but not of
very fair fame, and his father a decayed English gentleman,
chiefly resident in Naples, both of whom had been dead
long ago), with no title, with no connections, with a someAvhat notorious association with the ultra parties of Southern
Europe, aud with no particular quality of social distinction
beyond his perfect breeding, his scientiflc whist, and hia
inimitable tact, Avas, nevertheless, seen at all courts save
those of Vienna and the Vatican, and had made himself not
only received, but Avelcomed in many of the best families
and highest sets in all countries. Phaulcon, on the other
hand, in whose veins ran blood of purest Hellenic breed,
Avho could trace his chain of descent unbroken, who had a
marvellous beauty, a marvellous grace, and a marvellous
tact, with many other gifts of fortune and nature, was contraband of courts, had long since been exiled from ' good
s o c i e t y ; ' and Avas considered, rightly or wrongly, to belong
to the bohemian class of Free Lances, the Chevaliers
d'Industrie of politics, the wild laAvless Eeiters of plot and
counterplot, of liberalism and intrigue, Avho are the abomination of the English mind (Avhich commonly understands
not one whit about them), aud are the arch disturbers of •
continental empires, where the peoples recognise at the
bottom of all their schemes and crimes the germ and memory '
of one great, precious, living truth and treasure—Liberty.
At the core, both these meu were aa deeply dyed, and aa
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utterly unscrupulous, the one as the other, the only difference being that the one was the more wiiily dangerous,
the other the more visibly lawless ; both deserved equally to
be out of the presence-chamber of princes and the pale of
aristocratic cliques, yet Vane was accepted as a man of
fashion by the most fastidious, Phaulcon Avas excluded by
the least fastidious as among the ' equivocal.' W h a t made
the difference ?
Victor would have told again, with his charming low
laugh, that w^hen quiet on his lips was always in his sunny
eyes, Avhich dazzled women and never met men fairly—
' Acumen!'
' I cannot imagine how you could miss him !' he was saying now, breaking a macaroon, with a slight superb disdain
in his tone, as of a man Avho never missed anything.
' How should I know ? ' cried Phaulcon, Avith petulant
impatience. ' W e fired half a dozen balls at him, the man
fell dead, never stirred, never breathed; Avho on the face of
the earth could imagine he was going to get up again ? *
' Carissimo,' said Vane, Avitli soft persuasion. ' Why ivill
you persist in that most deleterious habit of trusting to
chance, and satisfying yourself with " a p p e a r a n c e s " and
with " beliefs" ? Nothing more fatal. Always make sure.
J u s t a farewell plunge of an inch of steel into the aorta,
and you are always certain.'
The picture-like beauty of Phaulcon's face reddened with
n momentary flush, and he tossed back his long hair.
' Parbleu ! one is not an assassin!'
' Since when have you discovered that ? '
Ttje fiush groAV darker on Count Conrad's forehead ; he
moved restlessly under the irony, and drank CIOAA^U a draught
of red fiery Eoussillon Avithout tasting it more than it it
liad been Avater. Theu he laughed; the same careless
musical laughter with Avhich he had made the requiem over
a violet—a laugh Avhich belonged at once to the moat
careless and the most evil side of his character.
' Since sophism came in, which Avas Avith Monsieur Cain,
when he asked, " Am I my brother's keeper ? " I t was ingenious that reply ; creditable to a beginner, Avithout social
advantages. " A n assassin! " Take the A\'ord boldly by the
beard, and look at it. W h a t is there objectionable? '
' Nothing—except to the assassinated.'

a
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' I t has had an apotheosis ever since the world began,'
pursued Phaulcon, unheeding, in his bright Aavacity. ' Who
are celebrated in Scripture ? Judith, Samuel, David, Moses,
Joab. W h o is a patriot ? Brutus. Who ia an immortal ?
Harmodius and Aristogiton. W h o is a philosopher ?
Cicero, while he murmurs "Vixerunt!"
after slaying
Lentulus. V f h o i s a h e r o ? Marius, who nails the senators'
heads to the rostrse. Who is a martyr? Charles, who
murders Strafford. W h a t is religion ? Christianity, that
has burnt and slain millions. W h o is a priest ? Cahdn,
who destroys Servetus; or Pole, who kills Latimer, which
you like. Who is a saint ? George of Cappadocia, who
slaughters right and left. Who is a ruler? Sulla, who
slays Ofella. W h o is a queen ? Christina, who staba
Monaldeschi; Catherine, AVIIO strangles P e t e r ; Isabella,
who slays Moors and Jews by the thousand. Murderers
a l l ! Assassination has always been deified; and before it
is objected to, the world must change its creeds, its celebrities, and its chronicles. " Monsieur, you are an assassin,' says an impolite world. " Messieurs," says the polite
logician, " I found my warrant in your Bible, and my precedent in your Brutus. W h a t you deify iu Aristogiton and
Jael you mustn't damn in Ankarstrom and me." Voilii 1
W h a t could the Avorld say ? '
' That you would outAA'it Belial with words, and beguile
Beelzebub out of bis kingdom with sophistry,' laughed
Vane,* with a quiet lazy enjoyment. ' Caro, caro! with
such exquisite subtleties in speech, how is it that you are
so uncertain in acts, so rash even occasionally, and so—
just noAV aud then—so weak ? '
Phaulcon laughed too.
' Because, intellectually, I am quite a devil, but morally,
perhaps, keep a pin's point of humanity still. I am
ashamed of it, but what would you have ? Achilles could
be shot in the heel.'
And there Avas the very slightest shadow of bitterness in
the words, which showed that there was a ' pin's point,' too,
of truth in them. Vane looked at him with his quiet
amusement undisturbed.
' And your delicate susceptibilities AVIU let you shoot a

maui but not ctab biui ? What an artist's e^es for imperoepN
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And it was with that gentle mocking banter that ho had
killed—perseveringly and remorselessly killed—any lingering touches of nobler things, any stray instincts toward
holier impulses, that he had found in that unscrupulous,
brilliant, lawless Free Lance, who laughed now with an
evil glitter in his eyes, and a sense of ridicule aud shame
lor the single impulse that had moved him with something
true and human.
' Madre di Christo ! shot or steel, I would have given
him either willingly enough Avhen he outAvitted us. Curse
him ! if ever we come across each other, it shall go worse
with him for that trick.'
' O no,' interposed Victor languidly. ' N o , certainly not,
let him alone. Never kill save when there is necessity ;
besides, any rcAV betAveen him and you might draw attention
to that little afl'air, and though Ave must make the sacrifice
of those unpleasant trifles to la haute ^^olitique, it does not
do for them to get wind. They do not dream we were in
it. They have plenty of toy-terriers, and yapping puppies,
and truffle-dogs with a good nose for a perquisite at tho
English Foreign Office, but they have no bloodhounds in
the bureau—they can't track. Apropos of tracking—I
tell j'ou Avho I AA'ish were more completely pledged to us—'
'Lilmarc, of course. So do I, but he is caution itself;
.and I believe, on my faith, that a white wand at Vienna
would buy up A\hat little Magyar spirit there is in him.
.He is a fox, with the heart of an ape !'
Lilmarc was the Griif von Lilmarc, a Hungarian noble
'Of splendid possessions, and of Avavering allegiance—now to
Austria, and noAV to his Fatherland. Vane trifled gravely
Avith his olives.
' B u t Lilmarc has one weakness—women. Cannot the
Countess Vassalis seduce him ? '
Phaulcon gave a despairing shrug of his shoulders.
' There is no reliance on women! I don't know what
has come to Idalia of late ; she is not herself, and is oftener
dead against us now than anything else. I have asked her
to make play with Lilmarc; she might have him in her
hands like wax in no time, but she will n o t ; she is wayAvard,
cold, haughty—'
' Perhaps she has taken a lover you know nothing about,
•^aid Yicto'i"j witlAaRi'^Tilo io hia eyes. H e lilicd hj.f? frierfj
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and confederate as well perhaps as any one in the world,
but he liked better still tormenting him.
T'le blood flushed Phaulcon's forehead,
' if I thought that—' Then he laughed the melodious
laugh which Avas in harmony with the reckless poetic grace
of the m a n s beauty. ' O, no ! She only sees through us,
and has found out* that our sublime statue of Liberty has
very clay feet. Ifoitie marbre et moitie boue, as \ o l t a i r e
said of the Encyclopedie.'
' W hy do vou let her see the clay feet, then ? '_
' W h y ? Idalia is not a woman that you can blind. Tou
have not seen her.'
' Unhappily, no ! I have heard men rave of her, as they
never raved of anything, I think ; aud I know hoAV madly
they have lost their heads for her—to our advantage. Miladi's loveliness has done more for the cause thau half our
intrigues. She is now at Naples ? '
' She Avas ; to-night she is in Paris.'
' I n Paris ? '
' Y e s ; I thought you knew it. I n half an hour I ara
going back to take her to the opera ball. Lilmarc is sure
to be there, and she must beguile him out of his reticence
and caution if she can ; there is not a better place for enticing Tannhiiuser into the Vcnusberg than en domino in an
opera-box, Avhile all the world is going mad belov/.'
' D'avaiice, I am jealous both of Lilmarc and of you! '
cried A'ane, Avith that easy worldly serenity to AA hich such
a normal and barbaric passion as jealousy seems AvhoUy
antagonistic and impossible. 'At last 1 sliall see her,
then—your beautiful Vassalis! Sluill I ccme Avilh you ? '
']>\o; better come up to the box A\l'.en Lilmarc is not
there. If he saw you Avith her he might take fright and
cry off; if you have an ivy spray at your button-hole she
will understand aud admit you, whether I be there or not.
Here ! '
W i t h the Avords he opened a small long bonboiibox he took from his coat, and tossed Vane one of the little
sprays of silver ivy that it held—the badge Avhieh all tlioses
Avho would be recognised by Idalia, Countess Vassalis,
must Avear on their dominoes that night.
' Thanks,' said Victor, as he slipped it in his waistcoatpocket. ' I shall be there by one o'clock at latest. Idalia
thifs wonderful Idalia!—how often I have missed her, how
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often I have longed to see her, the fairest conspirator in
Europe ! '
The Bal de I'Opera was brilliant, crowded, dizzy, mad
with the very insouciant and reckless gaiety of the Prince
Avho invented it, as though the spirit of Philippe d'Orleans
still presided over the revelries. Dominoes here, dominoes
there ; gold spangles, silver spangles, rose and white, blue
and amber, violet and gray, scarlet and black, mock jeAvels
flashing like suns and glancing like s t a r s , ' debardeurs ' and
'grands bebes,' Pierrots and Scaramouches, Avhite shoulders
and black masks, fluttering rosettes and dainty signal-roses,
were all pell-mell in glittering tumult and contagious riot;
and Vane, in a domino of imperial blue, Avith the silver ivy
spray fastened on his shoulder, made his Avay through the
croAvd, not dancing, not heeding much the invitations,
mockeries, and whispers of a score of charming masks, but
looking incessantly upAvard at the boxes.
H e did not see Avhat he looked for; but he did see, CA^ery
now and then, till they had numbered more than a dozen, ou
an Ottoman, on a Knight of Malta, on a Pharaoh, on a Poissarde, on a black domino, on a scarlet, on a purple, on a
violet, tho little spray of ivy like hia own, that had come out
of Phaulcon's bonbon-box.
'Che, die, ch-e-e!' murmured Victor, with the southern
expletive. 'Miladi Idalia will have a large gathering. Is
she as beautiful as they say ? One would think so to judge
by her power.'
H e got as much out of the press aa he could, and moved
on in silence, heeding nothing of the cancan d'enfer and
cliaine du diable dancing round him. H e Avas not a mau
who cared for noisy dissipations; they had no sort of attraction for him ; indeed, dissipation at all had not much, unless
it were associated with the intricacies of intrigue. H e cared
for nothing that Avas not ruse. His own life was emphatically
so ; he had begun it with serious disadvantages: flrst, of birth,
which, though gentle on one side, AA^as not distinguished ; of
fortunes which were very impoverished ; of prospects which
were absolutely nil; of a world in which he had no place,
and which had no want of bim ; of a temperament that Avas
intensely ambitious, intensely dissatisfied, and intensely speculative. Despite all these drawbacks, by dint of tact and
finesse, he had now, when he was but thirty, moved for many
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yeai's in some of the best society of Europe. H e lived expensively, though he was very poor; and he Avas deferred to,
though no one could have said Avhy they gave him such a
preference. H e had the spirit of the gambler Avith the
talent of the statesman, and he found the Avorld one great
gaming-table. H e could not be a statesman in his own
country; England Avould not accept as statesmen Avhat she is
pleased to term 'adventurers,' whereby she loses all men of
genius, and gets only trained men of business. Hence he
had thrown himself, partly in pique, more iu ambition, into
the interests of a certain ultra political party abroad. Bred
in Venetia, he hated Austria with a cold but very virulent
hatred. Eash only in the height and unscrupulousness of
his ambitions, he adopted politics—or, perhaps, to give them
their true and naked name, conspiracies—as the scalingladder for his OAvn advancement. If all the Avaters round
him were lashed into a tempest, he kncAV so cautious aud
tried a sAvimmer as himself Avould have a fair chance to cotiio
uppermost while other men went doAvn. H e loved intrigue
for mere intrigue's sake, aud poAver for tho simple pleasure
of holding it. Serene, sunny, impassive, and even indifferent
iu bearing, and, indeed, in temperament, hn could sei/e
savagely aud hold pitilessly. I n deceiving any one Vane had
no sort of scruple ; it Avas only an artistic kind of exercise;
but kill anybody, or provoke anybody, he would not think
of doing; it Avas a barbaric blundering style of warfare.
H e never went out of his way in wrath ; but, all the same, ho
never missed his way to revenge. Ho had a ;;ood deal of
ice ID his nature ; but it was, perhaps, the most dangeiou^
of ice—that which smiles in the sun, aud breaks to droj) you
into the grave. In the woild ol fashion Victor was Out a
man of fashion—popular, very (successful with women, au
admirable tactician, and a guest who brought his own Avelcome everyAvhere by Lis easy social accomjiiishments, and
his languid gentle temper, Avinch had over aud over agaiu
smoothed a quarref, prevented an embarrassment, hushed a
provocation unuttered, and arranged a misunderstanding
before it grcAv lo a rupture. In that Avorld unseen, whicii
revolves under the rose, he was very much more than this,
*Dd had a sAvay and a place of considerable influence in a
Fociety of politicians wfiose members are in all classes and
orders, and whose network epreada more Avidely and finely
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beneath society than society dreams, stretching from Paris
to Sicilia, and from the Quadrilateral to the Carpathians, in
their restless scheming for the future, and their plans for
the alteration of the map of Europe. Ifc was not, however,
of the French in Eome, the ' Avhite coats' in Venice, the
Muscovites in Warsaw, or the states of siege in Galicia,
that ho Avas thinking noAV, as he went through the wild,
panting, crushed croAvd of dancers at the French opera ; it
was of something far fairer, if equally dangerous—a Avoman.
' I s she here?' he asked a violet domino, who wore, like
himself, the badge of silver ivy.
' N o . Perhaps slia will not come, after aU.'
' 0 , yes, she Avill.'
' HOAV do you know ? Have you seen her ? '
' No ; I never saw her; but Conrad has been dining Avith
me, and left me to go and fetch her.'
The violet domino Avent on Avithout a word.
' He's in love Avith her, too ; he can't speak of her Avithout a tremor iu his voice; and by his voice he is nobody
less tluin Prince Carlo himself,' thought Vane, glancing
back at his silver ivy, in apprehension lest it should be
torn off or stolen in the press. ' W h a t can her poAver be ?
Ah, bah! W h a t Avas that of the L'Enclos?
Nobody
kuoAV ; but nobody resisted.'
And he went on, humming to himself Scarron's quatrain ;
' Elle avait au bout de ses manches,
Uno paire de mains si blanches j
Que je Toudrais en vei'ite.
En avoir ote soufllete !'

' Ah, there she is ! '
The stifled exclamation fell on his ear, low spoken but
impulsively passionate, as only a lover's entranced recognition is. H e turned, and saAV a mask in Venetian costume,
to whose shoulder .was also fastened the little badge of
ivy.
' One of us ! W h o , I wonder ? H e , too, cannot speak
of her Avithout betraying himself,' thought Victor, as he
BAvung round quickly and glanced over the boxes. I n one
of them he saAV what he sought, with black laces and azure
silks sweeping about her, caught here and therewith sprays
of silver ivy, a woman masked, who, leaning her arm on the
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i rout of the box, and her check upon her hand, gazed downinto the tumult of colour and of movement that made up
the ball below. H e r f.ice was unseen ; but the lips, exquisite as the lips cf a Greuze painting, had a certain
proud weariness on them ; and iu the bright richness of
her hair, in the elegance oL her h^nd and arm, in the languor and grace of her atf itude and her form, there were
sufficient sureties of the beauty that v.ould be seen if the
black mask that veiled it were removed.
The Venetian domino looked at her long, then with a
stifled sigh turned away.
' You have loved her ? ' whispered Vane.
The domino started, and glanced at the ivy branch on
Victor's arm.
' To my cost,' he said bitterly as he plunged among th3
whirling dancers, and was lost in the spangled and riotous
multitude.
His hearer smiled. A woman who OAvned .a limitless
poAver, and was unscrupulous and Avithout pity in its use,
Avas, perhaps, the only Avoman he was capable of respecting. Cold as he was, and but little accessible to anything
of passion, for which his blood ran too suavely and too
tranquilly, he felt something of Avarm eager curiosity sAveep
over him, and his pulse beat a shade quicker with a ncAV
expectation. H e had long heard of this sorceress ; he had
never seen h e r ; and he threaded his Avay Avith impatience
through the Arlequins, Pierrots, masks, .ind costumes till
he reached the stairs, and mounted them lightly and rapidly
toAvards the box, opened the door, and entered.
I t was filled Avith dominoes, all decorated with the silver
spray, and all bending toAvards her with eyes that told
their admiration through their masks, and voices that murmured flatteries, homage, and Avit to au inattentive ear.
She lifted her head, and turned slightly as the door unclosed ; her eyes dAvelt on him through her mask, noting
the badge he wore ; she bow^ed languidly.
' Enter, monsieur.'
And Victor Vane, all-impassive diplomatist, all ruse man
of the world though he was, felt a thrill run through him,
and a hot breath seemed to pass sirocco-like over his life
as he heard the nameless magic of that melodious lingering
voice, and found himself for the first time in the presence
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of that Queen of the SUver Ivy who Avas knoAvn as
Idiilia.
Could Erceldoune have seen afar aa Surrey saAV his mistress, the magic glass Avould not have brought him such
secure and h.appy peace as came with the vision of Geraldine. Late into the daAvn, as the night-express plunged
through the heart of France doAVUAvard to Avhere Marseilles
lay beside the southern sea, through the cold clear night,
the plains Avhite Avith sheeted SUOAV, the black and spectral
Avoods, and the sleeping hamlets, Avith the pointed tOAvers
of chateaux and manoirs rising against the leaden clouds,
behind him the city that Julian loved sparkled under a
million lights, strangely altered since the days Avhen Julian
wrote in adoring phrase of the studious and tranquil retirement of his austere and beloved Lutetia. The bright
tide of Parisian life was at its gayest in the flrst hours of
the mid-Avinter morning; and in one of its richest quarters
an opera-supper was at the height of its Avit and of its
brilliancy. The guests had come from the opera-ball. Tho
dominoes, sparkling with silver violets, gold bees, diamond
clusters, and glittering stars, were tossed doAvn on the
ccxLiches with the V^enetian masks, being no tinsel costumes
of the Passage des Panoramas, hired for a night, but the
silk and satin elegancies of a court costumier, for men who
Avoro these trifles at the masked fetes of the Tuileries, in
the Colonna palace in Carnival, aud at the Veglioue with
noble maskers of Florence. The supper-room Avas a long
and handsome chamber, hung Avith rose-silk floAvered Avith
silver, with crystal chandeliers, flashing globes of light,
and Avith a meal of the choicest extravagance on the table,
about Avhich half a dozen men and but one woman were
gathered.
She—alone there at the head of her table, with her
bouquet lying idly by her little army of deep claret-glasses,
broad champagne goblets, and tiny spiral mousselines for
liqueurs—Avas Avell Avorth a host of women less fair. Marie
de Eolian—when Buckingham and Holland and Lorraine,
and all that glittered greatest at tAvo courts, Avcre at her
feet, and even the Iron Cardinal, in the censure of hia
blackest enmity, could not wholly keep his eyes from being
dazzled by the shrine of the arch-intriguer's golden hair—
was not more beautiful than she. Many would have
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added, also, that the Duchesse de Chevreuse was not more
dangerous.
That her form and her face were perfect Avas not half
nor a tithe of her resistless charm; it lay in still more than
these : in every glance of her eyes, blue-black like the gazelle's ; in every slight smile that crossed her prcud lips;
in all the sunlit lustre on her hair ; in all the attitudes of
Iier southern grace ; iu every movement, accent, and ges?
ture of one Avho kncAV to its uttermost the spells of her
power, and Avas used to have that power courted, flattered,
and obeyed. H e r loveliness was very g r e a t ; but, great aa
it Avas, it Avas comparatively forgotten beside so much that
Avas of still rarer fascination: the patrician ease, the silver
Avit, the languor and the laughter, the dignity and the nonchalance, the brilliance and the eloquence, Avhich t u r n by
turn gave their changing sorcery to her. The innocence
and fawn-like shyness of a young girl in her earliest spring
may be charming in a pastoral; but in real life they are
but aAvkward and tame beside the exquisite Avitchery, the
polished insouciance, the careless disdain, the culturea
fascination of a Avoman of tho world. And these Avere
hers iu their utmost perfection; a woman of the Avorld she
Avas in the utmost meaning of the Avords, and all of victory,
of poAver, and of beguilement that the Avorld could give
Asero added to the beauty of Idalia, Countess Vassalis.
Men passing her in the open air gazed after her, and
felt a sudden giddy Avorship for Avhat they only saAv one
moment to lose the next; men Avho held themselves, by
age or coldness, steeled to all the glamour of her sex, fell
before her. A fcAV IOAV lingering Avords from her lips, a
breath of fragrance from her laces, the disdain of her deligate scorn, the caress of her soft persuasion, the challenge
of her haughty indifference, the sorcery of her soverei"u
smile—these at her Avill did Avith men as they would : intoxicated them, blinded them, wooed them, bound them,
subdued their Avill, their honour, and their pride; fettered
their souses, broke their peace, gave them heaven, gave
them hell, won from them their closest secret, and drcAV
them down into the darkest path. A power wide and
fatal; a power that she Avas said, and justly, to have used
with little scruple. W h o was she, what was she, thia
beautiful enchantress ?
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In one AVord she was—' Idalia.'
H e r supper-room—perfumed, mellowly lighted, servea
without ostentation or display, yet, iu truth, as extravagantly as any court banquet, Avifh summer fruits though
it Avas mid-winter, Avith Avines imperial palaces could not
have eclipsed, Avith hookah-tubes curled through the arms of
the lounging-chairs, aud lazily floating in their great boAvls
of rose-Avatcr—Avas sought Avith that eagerness for the entree Avhich is only found Avheu,for far different attractions,
men seek cither tho salons of a princess of the ton or of
an empress of the demi-monde, the legitimate leader of the
aristocracies, or the yet more potent hxAvgiver, Anonyma.
There Avas a cosmopolite gathering about her t a b l e ; the
Prince of Viana, a Neapolitan; the Count Phaulcon, a
Greek ; the Graf von Lilmarc, a Hungarian ; the Marcjuis
de Beltran and the Marcch.ale d'lvore, both of P a r i s ; and
one Englishman, Victor Yano. Here, at three o'clock in
the morning, with the AVIUO just flushing their thoughts
with its warmth, and the scented smoke of the nargliili.s
curling out m l^inguid aerial clomls, they supped ii la
Rrgence with one of the fairest Avomen of her ti:iie; and
she, lying back, with her Titiaii-like drajieries floating out
like tho dee[) lined plumage of some tropic bird, toying
with her boiujuet ul rose japonicas, stooping her lips to
the purjile dt^pths ui lu;r KoiisiUon, or tho light sparkles of
her Moselle, giving lier smile to one, her wit to another,
letting tho wiiu! stc^a! the caution from their speech, and
the fragrant vapour charm tho secrets from their heart,
knew that hi5r beauty drew tluMU down into its charm and
chain, her creatures and hcsr captives, aud hit tho revelry
flash on around her, brilliant as the aiglettes in the discarded dominoes; and, while they supjjed Avith her in the
dawn of the Pans morning, weighed theui each and all at
their wort h
Like tho jcAVcIs that glistened pbove her .fair forebead, they had no value in her eyes save this—what
'hey were worth.
Yet, if ever there were on any face, there were in hers,
> haughty poAver in the arch of the classic brows, a
generous grace in the smile of the proud lips, a fearless
dignity in the aaze of the long lustrous eyes. Looking on
ber. he Avho should have had force to resist her beauty
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Avuuld have still said, ' I f this star have fallen from heaven,
it is great still even in it fall.'
The Lost Pleiad of fable may sink doAAmAvard throngk
the darkness of an eternal night, and become one of the
women of earth, earth-stained, earth-debased, but the
light of forgotten suns, the glory of forsaken Avorlds, will
be upon her stiU. I t might be so here.

CHAPTEE VIII.
' P A S S I O N EOHN OP A OLA^N^CE.'
W I T H his rifle resting against his knee, its butt bedded
in the moss, Erceldoune sat alone a fcAv months later on,
in the warm Turkish night, on the Bosphorus shores. H e
had been shooting sea-gulls, jackals, or a stray hill deer, if
such came Avithin range, through tho last half of the day,
while Avaiting for return despatches in Constantinople, and
was now resting on a boulder of rock under a cypress, in
his Avhite buimous and sun-helmet, the Monarch, a fine
English chestnut, straying loose at his side, a pile of dead
game at his feet, and the starlight full on his face, as his
eyes looked seaAvard thoughtfully.
A year had gone by since he had stood before the altarpiece in Monastica, and he Avas no nearer to either aim of
his twofold quest. PoAver, patience, vigilance, inquiry—all
had failed to bring him on the track of his assassins,
masked nobles, reckless adventurers, political secret agents,
Avhichever they were, they had had Avit and Avisdom to
organise their plot so that no trace Avas left of it and them,
and they were beyond all reach of justice, as it seemed,
for ever. And of the woman, to whom his only clue Avas
the fairness of her face, he had learned nothing. Shadowy,
fugitive, lost in mystery, fantastic as a madman's dream,
the hold she had gained upon his thoughts Avas so utterly
foreign to them that it Avas the stronger once admitted
there. Speculation was wholly antagonistic to him—his
nature was forcible, single, vigorous ; that he acted greatlv
when great occasions arose, was due to the mould in AvhicL
his character was naturally cast, not to any premeditatiou

'PASSION

BORN OF A GLANCE.'

93

»r previous contest and sifting of principles; he lived, as
«11 bold men do, meeting accident or emergency as it caino,
content Avith the activity of the present, looking very
rarely to anything past, never to anything future. To sift
moral problems, to torture himself Avitli theoretical
questions, Avas Avhat would no more have occurred to Ercel
doune than to have sat tAvisting ropes of the Bosphorui.i
sand; hence the poetic unreality of the memory Avhich
possessed him Avas so abhorrent and antagonistic to his
Avhole temperament that it gave a deeper colouring to his
life, once received, thau it Avould have done to any other to
Avhich it had been less alien. Mental disquietude, moral
tumult, were unknown to hiin; a shadoAvy pursuit, a
speculative meditation, were no more in consonance with
his character than it Avould have been to study the stars
for Chaldean knoAvledge of things obscure. Therefore it
Avas Avith the stronger force and the more unbelief that
Erceldoune felt that a Avell-nigh mythical mystery had
poAver over him, and touched his heart, and stirred his
thoughts, as no living woman had ever done through the
varied course of his life.
So sacred had the vision of his ministering angel become
to him, so intimately interAvoveu Avith holiness, loftiness,
purity, with the compassion of the luminous eyes, and the
hush of the convent solitudes where her picture hung, that
to have seen her at the entrance of the Opera had given
him a sharp and uuAvelcome recall to the fact of hoAV
utterly he foUoAved—a phantom; hoAV utterly he kuew
nothing of the woman who had wound herself into hia
thoughts.
The face wdiich he had seen in the haze of golden light,
in Avhat he had deemed his dying hour, the loveliness that
he had found afresh, only fresh to lose it, in t h s softness of
the Sicilian seas, among the heat, the noise, the maskers,
the false brilliants, false floAvers, false laces, false beauty
of the Eigolbochade !—it gave Erceldoune a bitter revulsion. True, there might be nothing in it to do so; she
might go thither, not to the laAvless Avhirl of the stage, but
simply to the boxes as a spectator of the sceue below ; he
kncAV this was common enough with proudest and purest
of women. Still, it revolted him; his memory of her, his
belief in her, was as of a life as unlike aud as above the
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\i orld, as the stars that shone now across the sea above the
classic shores where old Olympus rose. I t Avas an instinct,
an impulse, a folly, never analysed, only felt; but to think
of her, in the gas and throngs of the masked midnight
gathering, had given him much such a shock as an artist,
soul-devoted to his art, would feel if he could come suddenly on a Eaphael or Correggio Madonna made the sign
and centre of a riotous casino, or flung by a drunken
soldier as worthless loot into the flames of a bivouac fire.
This Avoman, all unknown though she was, had become the
single poetic faith, the single haunting weakness of a passionate and earnest temperament, of a changeful and selfeustained l i f e ; to have seen her at the Bal de I'Opera
grated jarringly on both.
H e thought of it now, and the thought was full of tempestuous [pain to him ; to find in her a leader of the artificial worlds of fashion ; a coquette, worn, brilliant and
chill as her own diamonds, with every smile a beautiful lie,
with every glance a demand for accustomed homage, would
be scarce better than to find in her one of the cancan worshippers of the Opera throng, a dSiardeur in rose and
Gilver, laughing through her velvet mask of Venice!
Of
all places, of all hours, w^ero there none in the width of the
world, in the vastness of time, to have found her in at the
last than at midnight in the E u e Lepelletier ? W h o was
s h e ? W h a t Avas she—this phantom which pursued him ?
H e wondered restlessly, as he did often in lonely moments
like these, while he sat looking down the Bosphorus as the
lights gleamed in the distance among the cypress and
orange groA-es of the city of the Moslem, and the far-ofE
cry of the Imaum Availed deep and mournful through the
silence, chanting the evening prayer of the faithful.
As he sat thus he did not notice or hear a man approach
him on horseback, riding slowly along the sea-shore, unarmed, and lightly chanting a iittle French air—a hanr^
some, careless, graceful Greek, whose saddle reveries
seemed of the lightest and brightest as he SAvayed a bunch
of Turkish lilies idly in his hand. His roan mare's hoofs—•
—she was a Bafbary—sank noiselessly in the sands; and
Erceldoune did not lift his h e a d ; he sat motionless under
the cypreen, i*esting on his rifle, which the starlight falling
i t f u % e^ tUe Ayhlt® fiildi of the Ardh feloak and the
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Eembrandt darkness of his face, as his head Avas bent
doAvn and his eyes gazed seaAvard. The rider came nearer,
the hoofs still noiseless on the loose soil; and the hummed
song on his lips broke louder, till he sang the words clearly
and mclloAvly on the air, in the mischievous truth of
Dufresnys chanson :
'Deux epoux dit un grand oraolo,
Tout d'un coup deviendront henreux,
Quand deux epoux, ]5as un miracle,
Pourront devenir veiifs touts deux.'

The voice fell on Ereeldoune's ear, rich, harmonious,
Boft as a Avoman's contralto—the voice that had given the
word to ' kill the Border Eagle.' H e started to his feet,
flinging back his burnous ; in the silvery silent Eastern
night they met once more, and knew each other at a
glance. There is no instinct so rapid and so unerring as
the instinct of a foe. W i t h an oath that rang over the
seas, Erceldoune sprang forAvard, as lions spring, and
covered him with his rifle; SAvift as an unconsidered
thought, Phaulcoii Avheeled and dashed his spur into his
mare's flanks, AA^hich sprang off at a headlong gallop a
hundred paces in advance by that second's start. I n an
instant the other caught at the loose rein of his English
horse, flung himself into saddle at a leap, and tore doAvn the
Bosphorus shore, his rifle levelled, the bridle betAveen his
teeth, the Monarch racing at full speed. They were in
chase, the pursuer and the pursued.
' H a l t ! or you are a dead man.'
The challenge rolled through the night out and away to
the Bosphorus. The sole answer of the Greek was to dash
the roAvels agaiu into his roan's sides, aud tear on without
other thought than flight, tasting all the long bitterness of
death with every time that tho beat of the gallop grew
closer behind him, Avith every moment that the shriek of the
bullet might whistle down on the Avind and the shot pierce
his heart from the hand he had once thought picked bare to
the boue by the vultures, and buried safe in Moldavian
snows.
The blood coursed like fire through Ereeldoune's veins,
every muscle in him strained like those of a gallant hound
in chase ; he longed, aa the hound longSi, to be at the throat

ei" his fljring 'V'T { h© had a mortal debt to pay^ and a deadly
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wrath to pay it with; the life of his murderer lay at his
mercy, and he panted—Avith brute thirst, perhaps—to take
it, aud trample it out on the sands in a just and pitiless
vengeance. Y e t he did not fire.
All thai AAas boldest and truest in him refused to let him
do as he had been done by—forbade him to shoot doAvn an
unarmed man.
With the hoofs now thundering loud on barren rock, noA*
scattering in clouds the loosened sand, UOAV trampling out
the fragrance from acres of Avild myrtles and basilica, he rode
on in hot close chase, the bridle held in the grip of his teeth,
his rifle covering his assassin, AA'hile Conrad Phaulcon fled for
his life. A single shot, from an aim which never missed,
and the coward would be slain as he would have slain, would
die the death that he Avould have dealt; a single ball sent
screaming, Avith its shrill hiss, crash through his spine, and
he Avould drop from the saddle dead as a dog. The Greek
kueAV that as Avell as the man who held his life iu his hands,
to take it wheu he Avould; and the sweat of his agony gathered in great drops on his brow, the horror of his dcathbloAV seemed to him to quiver already through all his limbs,
and as he turned in his saddle once, once only, he saAV the
stretching head of the Monarch within fifty paces, the face
of his pursuer stern and dark as though cast iu bronze, and
the long lean barrel of steel glistening bright in the mooulight, lifted to deal him the fate he had dealt.
OuAvard—Aviiile the chant of the Muezzin grew fainter
and fainter, and the lighted mosques of Stamboul were left
distant behind; ouAvard—through the night, lit Avith a million stars, and all ou fire Avith glittering fire-flies; ouAvard—
doAvu the beach of the luminous phosphor-radiant sea, along
stretches of yellow sand, under beetling broAVS of granite,
over rocky strips foam-splashed Avith spray, throui^ls fields of
sweet A\ild lavender, and roses blowing rich Avith dcAV, and
tangled Avithes of tamarind tendrils, and myrtle thickets
eloping to the shore, and netted screens of drooping orange
boughs, all Avhite with bloom ; ouAvard they swept—hunter
and hunted—in a race for life and death.
The Greek was aKvays before him; now and again they
well-nigh touched, and the loam from his lurse's bit was
fiung on the steaming flanks of the mare he chased; now
and again the dull thud of the hoofs thundered aluiust siuo
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by side as they scattered sand and surf, or trampled out the
odorous dews from trodden roses. His enemy's life lay in
the lioUoAV of his hand; he saAV the womanish beauty of
Phaulcon's face, all Avhite and ghastlj Avith a craven terror,
turned backAvard one instant iu the light of the moon, and a
fierce delight, a just vengeance heated his senses and throbbed
in his veins. H e panted for his foe's life, as he hunted him,
on through the hot Asian night, as the lion in chase may'
pant for the tiger's ; all the passions in him, rare to rise,
but wild as the Avildest tempest when once roused, were at
their darkest, and the creed which chained them, and forbade
him to fire on a man unarmed, serA'cd but to make each
fibre strain, each nerve strengthen, with the fiercer thirst to
race his injurer down, and—side to side, man to man—hurl
him from his saddle and fling him to earth, held under his
heel as he would have held the venomous coil of a snake,
imprisoned and powerless, till its poisonous breath was
trodden out on the sands.
They rode in hard aud fearful chase, aa men ride only for
life and death.
The surf flashed its salt spray in their eyes as they
splashed through the sea-pools girth deep in water ; startled
nest-birds flew Avith a rush from bud and bough, as they
crashed through the Avild pomegranates; white winged gulls
rose up Avith a shrill scream in the light of the moon, as the
tramp of horses rang out on the rocks, or scattered the
sands in a Avhirling cloud. There Avas a savage delight to
him in the breathless ride, in the intoxication of the odours
trampled out from trodden roses and crushed citrons, in the
fierce vivid sense of living, as he swept down the lonely
shore by the side of the luminous sea, hunting his murderer
into his lair;—the wolf in its OAVU steppes, the boar in its
own pine-forests, the tiger in the hot Indian night, the lion
in the palm-plains of Libya ; he had hunted them all in their
turn, but he had knoAvn no chase like that he rode now,
..hen the quarry Avas not brute, but man.
The snorting nostrils of the Monarch touched the flanks
of the straining Barbary, the hot steam of the one blent
with the blood-fiaked foam of the other. They raced together almost side by side, dashing doAvn a precipitous ridge
of shore, entangled Avith a riotous growth of aloes and
olean4er: Erceldtyiue saw his assassin was making for some
H
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known and near lair, as a fcx hard pressed heads for covert,
and he thundered on in hotter and hotter pursuit, till the
steel of the rifle glittered dose in Count Conrad's sight as he
turned again, his face livid with terror, and the breath of
the horse that was hunting him doAvn scorching and noxious
against his cheek, like the breath of the bloodhound on the
murderer's. There were barely six paces betAveen them,
crashing headlong down the sloping ridge, and through the
cactus thickets ; as he turned backward, Avith that dastard
gesture of pitiful despair, they looked on one another by
the white light of the moon, and the Avomanish fairness of
the Greek's face was ghastly with a coward's prayer, and the
dark bronze of his pursuer's Avas set in deadly menace, in
fierce lust of blood. Phaulcon knew whi/, with that lean
tube flashing in the starlight, he was still spared; he knew,
too, that once side by side in fair struggle, he Avould be
hurled from his saddle, and crushed o u t u n d e r a just retribution, till all life Avas dead, as pitilessly, as righteously as men
crush Out the snake AAdiose fangs have bit them.
And the pursuit gained on him. Erceldoune rode iiim
doAvn, dashing through the wilderness of vegetation, Avith
the surf of the sea thundering loudly belo\A', aud a loathing
hate, a riotous joy seething through his veins. The horscsJ
rau almost neck bynecknoAA^, nothing betAveen them and the
billoAvs lashing beloAV but a span's breadth of rock and a frail
fence of cactus. One effort more, aud he would be beside
him. The wild bloodshot eyes of the mare Avere blinded Avith
the foam flung off the Monarch's curb, and his OAVU arm was
stretched to seize his assassin and hurl him out to the waters
boiling beneath, or tread him doAvn on the rock under hia
feet, while he Avrung out his confession iu the terror of
death. H e leaned from his saddle; his hand all but grasped
his enemy in a hold Phaulcon could no more have shaken
ofl' than ho could have the grip of an eagle, or the fauo-s of a
lion : he Avas even Avith him, and had run him to earth in
that wild night-race doAvnthe Asian shore. Then—suddenly,
with a sAverve aud a plunge as the spurs tore her reekinw
flanks—the mare was lifted to a mad leap, a Avail of marble
gleaming Avhitc in the starlight, and rising straight in face
of the sea; she cleared it Avith a bound of agony, aud the
dull crash that smote the silence as she fell, told the price
with AVhich she paid that gallaat effort of bf ute life; j j j ^
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A fierce oath broke from his lips and rang over the seas.
As he put the Monarch at the leap, he reared and refused
it • a second was already lost, an eternity in value to him
whom he pursued. His face grew dark—all that was worst
in him was roused and at its height; he wheeled the hunter
and rode him back, then turned again and put him full
gallop at the barrier, nursing him for the leap; the marble^
Avail rose before them, clothed with the foliage of fig and
tamarisk trees; he lifted the horse in the air, cleared the
structure, and came down on the yielding bed of wild
geranium that broke the sheer descent.
On the ground lay the Barbary mare, panting and quivering on her side : the saddle was empty.
A darkness like the night came upon Ereeldoune's face
as he saAV that his enemy had escaped him—a darkness
closely and terribly like crime on his soul.
Wolf, and boar, and lion, he had chased them all to their
lair, and brought them down, now and again, a thousand
times over, by the surety of his shot, by the victory of his
streugth. His secret assassin hunted and run to earth, at
his mercy and given up to his will through the whole length
of that race down the Bosphorus waters, had outstripped
nis speed, had baffled his vengeance, and Avas let loose again
on the world Avith his name unconfessed, with his brute
guilt unavenged, lost once more in the solitudes of the night,
in the vastness of the Ottoman empire! A second more,
and his hand would have been at the throat of this man: he
would have hurled under his feet the dainty silken beauty
of the coward who was thief and murderer in one, and
Avould have crushed the truth from his throat and the craven
life from his limbs under the iron grind of his heel, giving
back vengeance as great as his wrongs. A second more,
and the traitor Avho had laughed Avith him in good felloAvship
in the Parisian cafe, and butchered him in cold blood in the
Danubian solitudes, Avould have ansAvered to him for that
Avork. NOAV the Barbary mare lay riderless at his feet, and
before him, around him, stretching dim in the distance, were
thickets of myrtle, Inbyrinths of cactus, dense groups of
oleander, of palm, of pomegranate, Avhere liis quarry had
hep/led for « known covef t, or had found one by chance,* and
frnt.-!. Avhirh it •'.vf'.T f.tj b':'relc-nfj i'^ d'.':i,'".f bim p.g.aiu m to '!'!''.»
•:•'.'!'• i\ fbx cncn GUti'ia t1'S hai'J'.do* r.^m^ 'y^': piTBUC .ft vM$,
Umt lta*l omcs s**Ja>n the l"5^-ln
~
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A curse broke again from Ereeldoune's lips, that the dia
taut wail of the Imaum seemed to mock and fling back, as
he rode the Monarch headlong down into the Avilderness of
shrubs and floAvers, trampling the boughs asunder, crushing
luscious fruit and odorous blossom under the horse's hoofs,
searching beneath the shadows and under the tangled aisles
of foliage for the dastard who must be refuged there ; one
dusky glimpse of a crouching form, one flash of the starlight
on a "hidden face, and he would have fired on him now Avithout a moment's check; his blood was up, his passions were
let loose, and the Greek might as well have sought for leniency from the jaws of a panther as for mercy from Erceldoune
then, had he ridden him down in his cover aud dragged him
out in the still Eastern night.
H e rode furiously hither and thither through the thickest
glades, and where the shadoAVS were deepest, searching for
that to Avhich he had no clue, in chase of a quarry Avhich
every turn he missed, every clump of shrubs he passed,
CA'ery screen of aloes whose spines his horse refused to
breast, might hide and shelter from his vengeance. Nothing
met his eye or ear but the frightened birds that flcAV from
their sleep among the piles of blossom, and the shrill hiss of
the cicada, scared from its bed in the grasses. I n the leafy
recesses and the Avinding aisles of those hanging gardens
overlooking the Bosphorus, a hundred men might have been
secreted, and defied the search of one Avho Avas a stranger to
the ground, and was cheated at every turn by the fantastic
shadoAvs of the moonlight and the palms. His foe had
escaped him; before the dawn broke he might have slipped
down to the shore and be far out at sea beyond the Dardanelles; or, if the gardens Avere the known lair for which he
had purposely headed iu the race along the beach, he Avould
be safe beyond pursuit wherever he made his den.
Erceldoune dropped the bridle on the chestnut's neck and
let him take his own pace ; a terrible bitterness of baffled
effort, of foiled wrath was on him—a passion, like a Aveapou
which recoils, hits the one Avho holds it hard. This man's
life had been iu his hands, and had escaped him!— and the
uuexpiated vengeance rolled back on his own heart, fierce
heavy, dark, almost as though it Avere tAviu-crime Avith Avhat
it had hitherto failed to punish. A night-assassin, only of
the viler stamp because of the gentler breed, went through
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the world unbranded and unpunished, Avhile honest men
died by the score of cold and famine in the snows of Caucasus and the streets of cities ! Ereeldoune's teeth ground
together; when they met again, he SAVore it should be I'ol
shorter shrive and deadlier work.
The Monarch, with his head drooped and the steam
reeking from hia hot flanks, took his OAVU course over the
unknoAAn ground, and, turning out of the thickets, paced
doAvn a long Avinding aisle of cedars : the night was perfectlj
still, nothing was heard but the surging of the Bosphorus
Avaters, nothing Avas stirring save the incessant motion of
the fire-flies, that sparkled over all the boughs with starry
points of light. Erceldoune had no knoAvledge where he
was, except that the sea Avas still beside him, and he let his
horse take his OAvn AA'ay. Suddenly, through the dark masses
of the cedars, a light gleamed, Avhich came neither from the
fire-fiies nor from the moon, but from the Turkish latticework of a distant casement.
W a s that Avhere his foe had found covert ? H e raised
the Monarch's drooping head Avitli the curb, and urged him
at a canter doAvn the cedar aisle, the noise of the hoofs
muffled in the grass that grew untrimmed, as though the
wild luxuriance of the gardens had long been left untouched.
Sultan's palace. Queen's serail, sacred mosque, or Moslem
harem, he sAvore to himself that he would break doAvn its
gates, with the menace of England, and have his murderer
delivered up to him, though he were surrounded by an Emir's
eunuchs or harboured in the sanctuary o f t h e O d a itself.
For anything that he knew, the light might glitter from the
dwelling Avherehis enemy and all his gang had made stronghold, or the place might swarm with Mussulmans, Avho
would think there Avas no holier service to Allah than to
smite doAvn the life of a Frank, or the latticed window might
be that of a seraglio, into whose anderun it Avas death for a
man aud a Giaour to enter. B u t these memories never
weighed Avitli Erceldoune: he Avas armed, his blood Avas up,
aud, if his foe were sheltered there, he vowed that all the
might of Mahmoud, all the yataghans of Islam, should not
serve to shield him.
A fiight of steps ending the cedar-walk stopped the cheatnut's passage ; above ran a terrace, and on that terrace
iooked the few lattice casements allowed to f\ Turkish dwell-
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ing, Avhose fight from within had caught his eyes. H e threw
himself out of saddle, passed the bridle over a bough, and
went on foot up the stairs. Ereeldoune's rifle Avas loaded;
he had on him, too, the hunting knife with Avhich he had
grallocked the hill deer; and he Avent straight on—into the
den of the assassins, as he believed. Foolhardy he Avas n o t ;
but he had found sinew and coolness serve him too Avell in
many au avatar, east and Avest, not to have learned to trust
to them, and he had resolved, moreover, to go through with
this thing cost what it might, bring AA^hat it would.
H e hurried on the terrace, laden with the scarlet blossoma
of the trumpet-flower and japonica, and heavy with odours
from the nvctanthus and musk-roses trailing over the stone ;
a door stood open on to it, leading into the large court
which forms the customary entrance of a Turkish house; he
paused a moment and looked through ; there was only a dim
light throAvn on its Avails and floor, and there was no sound
but of the falling of the water into the central fountain.
H e passed the threshold and entered, the clang of his step
resounding on the variegated mosaic of the pavement: its
OAVU echo Avas the only sound Avhich answered—for its stillness the place might have been deserted. But the court
opened into a chamber beyond, flooded with Avarm, mellow
/ight, its domelike ceiling Avreathed with carved pomegranates, while another fountain Avas flinging its shower upward
iu the centre, and the fragrance of aloes wood filled the air
from where it burned, like incense in a brazier ; a picture,
full of oriental colouring. W i t h his rifle in his hand, hia
white burnous flung behind him, and his single thought the
longing which possessed him to unearth his foe, and have
his hand upon his throat, he swept aside the purple draperies that partially shadowed the portico, and passed within
the entrance.
A woman rose from her couch in the distance, startled
yet with the look of one who disdains to give its reins to
fear—as a sovereign would rise were her solitude desecrated;
and he paused, his steps arrested and his passions silenced,
as in ancient days he who came to slay in the deadliness of
wrath uncovered his head and dropped his unsheathed sword
entering the holy shrine at whose altar his foe had taken
sanctuary. His enemy was forgotten—he stood before
Idalia.
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H e saAV her in the flood of amber light that fell upon the
lustre of her hair, on the white folds of her dress Avith its
hem of gold, on the scarlet blossom of the roses clustering
about her feet, on the aromatic mist of the aloe Avood burnin"' near—and iu an instant he had crossed the marble that
severed them, his head uncovered, his hand disarmed, his
eyes blinded.
' A t last!—at l a s t ! '
And he had never known hoAV strong had become the
)Ower, hoAV eager had grown his quest, of the memory which
lad pnrsued him, until noAV, AA'hen he boAved before her,
when his lips Avere on her hand, when a hot joy that he had
never known swept through his life, when in that sudden
meeting his gaze looked upward to the face which had
mocked him a thousand times, from the blue depths of sea
waves, in the taAvny stretch of Eastern plains, in the stillness of starry nights and the darkness of convent aisles, and
now at length was found.
She droAv herself with haughty amazed anger from him ;
she saw her solitude violated by the abrupt entrance of an
armed man when the night was so late that the chant of the
Imaum was calling to prayer; she saAV a stranger, by his
dress an Arab, bend before her iu homage that Avas insult.
She wrenched herself away, and signed him back Avith a
gesture too grand in its grace for fear, and in her eyes a
glance which spoke without words.
Then, as he raised his head, she saw the features which
she had last beheld in what had seemed their death hour,
Avhile up to hers gazed the eyes that but for her succour the
vulture's beak would have struck and torn out for ever;
then she kncAV him—and over her proud loveliness came a
sudden flush, a softness that changed it as by a miracle;
and she looked doAvn upon him with that glance which he
had seen and remembered through the dizzy mists of deli°
rium, and had given to the altar-picture at Monastica.
'YoiW
I t was but one word; but by that word he knew that as
he had never forgot, so he had not been forgotten.
H e bent lower yet, till his lips touched her hand again.
' At last! I thought that we should never meet! And
new—I have no Avords. To strive to pay my debt Avere
hopeless; God grant the day may come Avhen I can show
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you how I hold it. You saved my life! you shall command
it as you will.'
His words broke from his heart's depths, and in the rapid
breathless tide of emotion, strongly felt and hard to utter.
Few women would have failed to read in them that, with
his bold, keen, dauntless nature, self-reliant, danger-tested
though it was, there went a faith that Avould be loyal to
his OAVU u t t e r ruin, once pledged and given, and a tenderness passionate and exhaustless, through Avhich he might
be lured on to any belief, dashed doAvn to any destruction.
A dangerous knowledge; there are scarce any women to
be trusted with it.
Silence fell between them for the moment, where she
stood beside the scarlet roses of the fountain, with the
heavy aloes perfume rising round, and at her feet, boAved
low before her, the man \Adiose life Avas OAved to her by so
vast a debt—a stranger and unknoAvn, yet bound to her
by the golden bonds of service that had loosed and freed
him from his grave. All the glory of her beauty Avaa
deepened and softened as she looked on him, startled still,
and hardly conscious of his words ; and Erceldoune gazed
upward to her face, with a dim mist before his sight, as he
had never gazed before upon the face of Avoman. H e had
forgotten al 1 in that luminance of light, that gloAV of colour,
that delicious dreamy fragrance.
Eemembrance returned to him as she released her hands
from his hold, and drew slightly from him. They could
not meet as strangers, Avhile betAvixt them Avas the tie of a
life restored, and the memory of that hour of aAvful peril
in Avhich she had been his saviour. B u t he had come,
armed and alone, by violent entrance into her solitary
chamber in the lateness of the n i g h t ; and on her face Avas
t he look of one to Avhom insult Avas intolerable and all fear
unknown—then he remembered Avhat had brought him
thither, and spoke ere she could speak.
' Pardon me for the rude abruptness with Avhich I have
broken on you ; nothing can excuse it save the truth. I
foUoAved, as I thought, one of my Moldavian assassins. I
hunted him doAvn the Bosphorus, and lost his track in the
gardens here. I fancied—'
' Your assassins ?—here ? '
' Doubtless it was an error of mine!' he broke in hastily,
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That this house could be his murderer's lair Avas impossible, since it Avas hers, and he forbore to tell her IIOAV
closely he had hunted his quarry to her presence, lest he
should give her alarm. ' I rode him doAvn into a Avilderness of palm-trees and cactus, and missed his trail in the
darkness—the coAvard Avas unarmed, I could not fire on
him, and he escaped me. I saAV a light gleam through the
cedars; aud I forced my entrance; then I forgot all—
even forgot Avhat my OAVU violence must appear—since it
led me to you ! '
His voice dropped and softened as he spoke the last
word. The pitiless passion Avhichhad alone possessed him
as he had dashed asi'le the draperies and forced his Avay
into Avhat he had believed the covert of the man he hunted
was outAveighed and forgotten. Even while he spoke he
had no memory but for her.
She shuddered slightly, and glanced into the dim twilight gloom of the court on to Avhich her chamber opened.
' If you tracked him into these gardens, he may be there,
or may have hidden here. Search—have my people Avith
you—let them take torches, and seek through the gardens.
N o one can have entered; but the grounds are a Avilderness—'
' More likely he has escaped to the sea-shore ; and all I
knoAV, or care UOAV, is, that he has served to bring me—
here ! 0 I my God, if you kncAV hoAV I have sought you!
—and noAV that we have met, what can I say ? Nothing
that will not leave me deeper your debtor than before.'
' Say no more. You OAve me nothing. W h o would not
have done for you the iittle that I did.'
' You perilled your life to save mine, and mine is OAved
to you if a man's life Avas ever OAvedfor angel AA'ork,' broke
in Erceldoune, while the force of a UCAV and strange softness trembled through his voice as he stood alone in flie
stillness of the night Avith this Avoman, of Avhom he kncAV
nothing—nothing, save that she filled his soul and his
senses with a SAveet fierce joy that had never touched them
before, and that he had been rescued from his grave by
her hand.
Over her face swept a look almost of pain.
'Call noihing I did by that name. And—why should
you feel it as a debt, as a merit even ? A little cold watef
held to a stranger's lips ! I t is not worth a thought.'
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' I t AA-as worth r\j Hfo, and with my life I will pay it, i!
you Avill take the paym'£-nt, be it m.ade in what guise it
may.'
i'licy wore no empty words of courteous requital; they
were an oath to t h e ' d e a t h , if need be. She was silent,
while her glance dAVdt on him Avhere he stood, reared now
to his full stature, in the amber flood of the lamps, the
snoAvy folds of the burnous flung back, and on his face a
grandeur from the stormy passions an instant ago lashed
to their height, blent Avith the eager light with which he
looked on her. Then she held her hand out to him, Avith
the beautiful impulse of a proud and gracious nature
touched aud bending with a sovereign grace.
' I thank you for your Avords. There is no question of
debt now ; they more than pay the little I could do to serve
you in your peril, 'fie cannot meet as strangers ; let us
part as friends.'
The words Avere, even in their gentleness, a sign of dismissal. H e had broken in on her abruptly, and the night
Avas late. H e boAved low over her hand—as we bow over
that of an empress.
' P a r t ! True ; I come unbidden here ; I have no right
to linger in your presence: but we cannot part until I
know that we shall meet again. I have not found to-night
Avhat I have sought so long unceasingly and hopelessly,
only to-night once more to lose it.'
She drcAv back slightly, and her face groAv paler, while
over its brilliance SAvept a troubled feverish shadow. She
ansAvered nothing.
' You can knoAV nothing of me UOAV, but at least you will
consent to knoAV more ? ' he pursued. ' A name alone tells
little ; yet had I one by Avhich to seek the saviour of my
life, it would not have been so long before you had heard
mine.'
I n the hot night, in the perfumed stillness, in the sudden revulsion from the violence of vengeance to the Avild
SAveetness of this woman's presence, words far different
reeled through his thoughts and rose to his lips ; but they
«vere held back by his own sense of their madness, and by
Ihe dignity, nameless yet resistless, which surrounded her.
' You would know my name ? I t is Idalia Vassalis.'
She uttered it almost in defiance, yet a defiance which
fead a profound sadness in it, like the defiance of the slave.

'PASSION

BORN OF A GLANCE.'

107

' And why conceal it ao long ? Can you not think what
it was to OAAO
' so great a grat'ltude to you, yet to be left in
such strange ignorance of my praservcr tha.t, for anything
which I could tell, AVC might never have met ou earth? '
' I had reasons for dooiring my own name untold,' she
answered coldly, as though interrogation Avero unknoAvnto
her. ' Besides, I never thought that you wotild have any
remembrance of me.'
' To have lost remembrance I mttst have lost the life you
rescued.'
The brief words said a volume ; she know they Avere no
offs2:)ring of holloAV courtesy, but a passionate t r u t h broken
up unbidden from a character in Avhich a bold and noble
simplicity prevailed over all that the world had taught, iu
motive, in purpose, in action, and iu speech. To understand her, might for years bcAvilder and mislead the man ;
to understand him, tho few moments of that night sufficed
to the woman.
' I t is feAV remember as you do,' she said; and the soft
lingering richness of her voice, with an unspoken melancholy vibrating through it, thrilled through him. ' Life is
no great gift given back to merit gratitude! But, while
we lose time iu words, your murderer Avill escape. If you
chased him to these gardens, there is no outlet seaAvard.
Take my people Avitli you. Some are Albanians, and will
serve well and boldly under need. Let the grounds be
searched, for my safety if not for your OAVU.'
AVhile she spoke she rang a hand-bell; a negress obeyed
the summons—an Abyssinian, clothed in scarlet and white.
' Bid Paulus and his sons take arms and torches, and
wait without on the terrace,' said the mistress to her slave,
who ga,ve the salaam silently, and left the chamber. ' The
men Avill be faithful to you,' she resumed to Erceldoune.
' Let them accompany you home ; if your assassins be in
Turkey, the Bosphorus shores cannot be safe for you alone.
N o ;—you will not refuse me ; you can set little store on
the life you say I gave you back if you would risk it wantonly so soon.'
' My life will be dearer and richer to me from to-night.'
The words broke from him on impulse and almost
nnaAvares, as he bent before her in farcAvell: he could not
linger after his dismissal; to have disputed it would have
been imnossible. for there was about her that nameless
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royalty which is its own defence, and wliich no man ever
it suited with impunity, or insulted twice.
She avoided all notice of his words as she gave him hei'
a^ieu, speaking, as she had hitherto done, in French.
H e boAved over her hand, but he held it still.
' And to-morroAV I may have permission to return, and
seek to say all for Avhich I have no words to-night? Tho
debt that you disclaim must, at least, be sufiicient bom
betAveen us for us not to part as strangers ?'
Looking upAvard he saAv a certain hesitation upon her
face; her eyes Avere suddenly darkened by a shadow it
were hard to describe, and she was silent. Chivalrous iu
his courtesy to women, pride Avas too strong in him for him
to sue when he was repulsed, to entreat AAdiere he was undesired. H e released her, aud raised his head.
' I t is not for me to force my presence on you.
Farewell, then, and take, once for all, my gratitude for a debt
that it has pleasured you to embitter.'
The words were proud, but they Avere also pained ; they
were the terse, unstudied phrases of a man who Avas
wounded, but AA'ho could not be lowered, and Avould not be
angered; they served him better, and touched her more
keenly, than more servile or more honeyed utterances
would have done. She smiled with a certain amusement,
yet Avith a graver and a gentler feeling too.
' Nay, you need not read my silence so. Come here
agaiu if you Avish.'
J u s t then the clang of the Alb.anlans' arms announced
their readiness on the terrace Avithout. H e boAved down
once more before her, and left her standing there, Avitii tho
clusters of the roses at her feet, and the colour of the rich
chamber stretching aAvay into dim distance around her
as she had suddenly broken on his sight Avhen he had
dashed back the purple draperies in pursuit of his assassin.
And he went out into the night with one thought alone
upon him. H e felt blind with the gloAV of the light, in•\oxicated with the incense of odours, dizzy AvIth all that
lustre of maze and delicate hues, of golden arabesques, of
gleaming marbles, aud of scarlet blossoms ; but Avhat had
blinded his sight and made his thoughts reel Avere not these,
but was the smile of the woman who had suddenly lit his
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life to a beauty which he had passed through half the
years that are allotted to man never having knoAvn or cared
to knoAV.

CHAPTEE IX.
BITTER TANNUAUSEB.

O F his foe there •was no trace.
The Monarch stood undisturbed, with the bridle flung
over the cedar bough, and the Barbary mare lay motionless,
with her right fore-leg twisted under her and broken. Of
his foe there Avas no trace ; and he rode on silently down
the Bosphorus shore back into Pera, Avith the Albanians
running by his horse's side, their torches throwing a ruddy
glare over the moonlit sea and silvered sands, and on their
own picturesque dresses and handsome classic faces, as
they held on to his stirrup-leather.
A few moments before, and he had had no thought save of
the blood-thirst Avitli AvhIch he had ridden his enemy doAvn
the shore, and of the just vengeance of an unpardonable
wrong; UOAV he had no memory save one.
W i t h the morning he rose, with but this one thought
«tlll—he Avould see her again. W i t h the early daAvn,
Avhile the sound of the drums was rolling through the
mists, as they heralded the Commander of the Faithful
going to prayer, he was plunging into the gray depths of
the 13osphorus, sleep beyond his bidding. H e knoAV that
for hours yet he could not go to her ; but he watched the
sun in intolerable impatience for it to travel faster on its
Avay. H e walked alone to and fro the silent shore in a
dream that was filled Avith her memory, and dead to all
else. H e did not pause to analyse Avhat he felt, not even
to wonder at i t ; his life Avas launched on the tempestuous
sea of passion, and he lived in a trance of feverish
intoxication, restless pain, and SAveet idolatry.
What
avail how great had been his strength before? I t only
served to fling him doAvn in more utter captivity UOAV.
F a r sooner than ceremony would have allowed him, he
rode doAvn the same path by which he had pursued the
Greek the night before; but of him he had no more
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thought than if he were blotted from his life, when once
more he looked upon her, a woman fitted for a throne.
She did not give him her hand, but she smiled—that
smile which gave its light to her eyes yet more than to her
lips; and he thought that she must hear the beating of hia
heart—it had never throbbed so thick and fast Avhen he
had given the word for his OAVU death-shot in the Car)athian pass. H e had never felt himself stricken strengthess and powerless, blind and dizzy with a thousand UOAV
emotions, as he felt now. So had another bold Border
chief, the Night Eider of the Marches, been conquered
when Bothw^ell stood before his Queen
His thoughts were full of fever; his life seemed confused, yet transfigured. To have throAvn himself at her
feet, and gazed there upward to her in silence and in worship, would have been to follow the impulse in him.
She
knew i t ; his eyes spoke all onw^hichhis lips Avere perforce
dumb ; he did not think how much they betrayed him ; he
did not dream how much they told—to a woman who had
Avakened so much love that its faintest sign was known to
her—of the tumult in his heart, of the glory in his life, of
the madness in his soul, which were so mingled and et
nameless to himself.
I n that moment the whole heart of the man, in its brave
trtithfulness, its bold manhood, its headlong faith, and its
aAvakening passions, was open before her as a book. Slio
kncAv her power over a dauntless, loyal life: hoAv would
she use i t ?
She let her glance dwell on him for a moment—those
lustrous changeful ej'es, Avhose hue could never be told,
calmly meeting the passion of his OAVU, calmly reading and
watching the type and the worth of this life, Avhich through
her Avas still among the living.
' H a v e you found no trace of your assassin?' she asked
him carelessly 'They told me there were no signs of him
on the shore last night.'
' I forgot him. I have only remembered that he brought
me here.'
' I t is not many who would follow so generous a code aa
yours. You have a deathle^^s memory for gratitude, a
forgiving obliyion of injury.'
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gratitude, it is not that only Avhich has made my life know
no memory save the memory of you.'
His voice trembled; the words escaped him involuntarily;
he Avas scarcely conscious Avhat he said. She bowed with
that dignity which repulsed Avithout rebuking the meaning
of the Avords.
' You do me far too much honour. The little I did
in common human charity merits, as I said before,
neither thanks nor memory.—You stay in Constantinople,
I suppose ? ' she continued, Avith that ease AAdiich was
almost cold—cold, at least, compared to the tumult of impassioned impulses, unconsidered thoughts, and newly-born
emotions which were Avarm and eager in the heart of her
listener.
I t checked him; it stung and chilled him.
' I am waiting for home despatches,' he ansAvered her ;
' I am a Queen's courier, as you may have heard. You are
living here ? '
' Ouly for a while ; some months—a few days, I do not
knoAv which it may be. You, wdio are so splendid an artist,
must find constant occupation iu the East.'
' I ? I am little of an artist, save Avhen my horse or my
rifle are out of reach.
W e of the old Border rarely
carved our names in any other fashion than by the
SAvord.'
She saw how little his thoughts Avere Avith his Avords, as
she met again the burning gaze of eyes that told far
more than he knoAV. Their language was too familiar
to her to move her as it Avould have moved a w'oman
less used to its utterance; it Avas a tale so old to her.
She sighed a little impatiently, a little wearily ; she wa:j
unutterably tired of love. W h a t was intoxication to
him was but a thousand-times told story to her. And yet
she saAV that this man would suffer, and she foresaAv that
he would suffer through her. She pitied him, as it wast
not in her commonly to pity
' I saAV you in Sicil}^ surely ? ' he pursued,—' for one moment, as you passed in a lateen-boat ? '
' I Avas in Sicily a year ago ; I daresay you might have
Been me.'
' You travel much P '
' Who does not in our daya P ' ehe answcted, ^ifch dafSlsoa-v
f'^;-". l5ut r.n.rRle^niifMs that Yei'^>'^. ;* refiig?*..! ttJ spcqk fiii'tlK..?
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of herself, which was impenetrable. She had every grace
of womanhood, but beneath these she had a haughty «JAd
courtly reticence that was impassable. 'Travel has one
great attraction—it leaves little room for reflection.
Iou
like it yourself?'
,
vi>
' Yes, I like it. A courier's suits me better than any fifo,
raccpt a soldier's, would have done. However, it was not
with me a matter of preference ; I was ruined ; I was glad
of any post."
H e said it frankly, and with the indifl"erence which his
decayed fortunes really Avere to him ; but he saw that she
was rich, he heard that she was titled, and he would not
form her friendship under false colours, knoAving that his
own title gave him a semblance of wealth and of station he
had not.
She smiled slightly ; there were both wonder at his honesty and comprehension of his motives in that smile. The
candour aud integrity of his nature were very ncAV to her,
and moved her to a Avonder almost kindred to reverence.
' You are rich, I think,' she said a little Avearily. ' You
have strength, liberty, manhood, independence, honour;
iioAV many have forfeited or never owned those birthrights !
You chose very wisely to take a wanderer's freedom rather
than tho slavery of the AA'orld.'
Erceldoune shook himself Avith a restless gesture, as an
eagle chained shakes hia Avings.
Ich dicne nicht Vasallen !'
he muttered in bis beard.
She laughed, but her gaze dwelt ou him in sympathy with
the fiery independence of hia nature.
* Never the vassaf of a slave ? Then never bo the slave
of a AVoman !'
H e looked at her, and there was something wistful in the
look. l i e wondered if she knew her power over him and
if she made a jest of it. H e could not ansAver her 'with
that badinage, that gay light homage, that subtle flattery
to which she was accustomed; he felt too earnestlv ton
deeply; a mau of few Avords, save when keenly moved or
much interested, he could not give himself to the utteranc
of those airy nothings while all his life was stirred with
passion he could not name.
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At (hat moment the great Servian hound entered through,
the open A\ indow from the terrace, and stood looking at
him with its wolf-crest up, its fine eyes watchful and
menacing, and a low angry growl challenging him as a
stranger. I t was a magnificent brute, massive in build;
lithe in limb, pure bred, and nearly as tall as a young deer
Erceldoune turned to him and stretched out his hand.
' Ah, there is my gallant friend. I owe bim a debt too.*
The animal stood a second looking at him, then went and
laid doAvn like a lion couchant at her feet.
She laid her hand on his great head—a hand of exceeding
fairness and elegance, with the sapphires and diamonds glittering there, which Mother Veronica had noted with a recluse's quick appreciation of Avorldly things.
' You must forgive him if he be discourteous ; he has so
often been my only champion, that he is apt to be a httle
rash in his chivalry '
' I honour him for his fidelity. B u t your only champion !
Where was the chivalry of the world, to leave such a post
to a d o g ? '
' W h e r e ! I n idle vows and poets' dreams, I imagine;
its only home in any time, most likely. Ths Eitter Tannhauser swore his knightly homage in the Venusberg, but
ere long he turned on her who gave him his delight:
" 0 Venus schbne Fraue meii»j
Ihr seyd eine Teufelinne !"
The German legend is very typical.'
' Tannhauser was a e u r ! ' said Erceldoune, with an eloquent warmth in his voice rather than in his Avords. ' What
matter what she was? what matter Avhence she came? she
was the sovereign of his life; she had given him loA'e, and
glory, aud delight; she was his. I t Avas enough—enough
to lose a world for, and to hold it well lost.'
H e paused suddenly in the passionate poetic impulse on
which he spoke, which had broken up in his heart for the
first time, utterly alien, as he believed, to his nature, to hia
temperament, to his will. I t AV&S of her and of himself
that he thought, not of the old Teutonic Minnesinger's
legend of Tannhauser; and the rich gloAv of the sunlight.
rJ-iinting across the mosaic pavement, shone in the dark
eaa-le lustre of his eyes, and lent its Avarmth to the Murillolike bronze of his cheek.
»
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ylie Avas a Avoman of the world ; that noble truthfulness,
that gallant faith, that knightly earnestuess were noAV aud
very strange to her. They touched her.
' If Tannhauser had loved like that—who knows ?—even
she, the Teufelinne, might have been redeemed. She could
not have been faithless to such faith,' she said half musingly,
rather following out her thoughts than addressing h i m ; and
in her voice there was a vague pathetic pain.
Mad words rose to his lips in reply—Avords that he had
to hold down in silence; the room seemed dizzy round him,
the odours of the flowers reeled in his brain as though they
were narcotics; he watched, like a man half-blinded, her
hand wander among the scarlet blossoms, and toy with the
waters of the fountain. I t was a delirium ; and, for all its
feverish pain, he Avould not have exchanged it to have back
the happiest and most tranquil hour of his past. H e had
dreamed of her, till he had loved her as utterly as ever a
man loved a woman ; he was iu her presence—at last!—and
all love that before might be but a dream became at once
with giant growth a passion. She did not—with him at
least—seek her power; but such poAver was hers in its
widest magnitude of empire; aud she was a little weary of
it, as sovereigns are weary of their crowns.
' You give fresh air the preference,—AVIII you come into
my gardens? They are very wild, but I like them the
better for that,' she asked him, as she rose Avith that halflanguid grace Avhich bespoke something of oriental blood in
her, and moved out on to the terrace.
The gardens Avere, in truth, untrimmed as the neglect of
years could make them, but they had been originally palace
grounds, aud all the colour and luxuriance of unchecked
vegetation made them beautiful, Avith their Avilderness of
myrtle, cactus, and pomegranate, and their stretches of untrained roses blooming round the splashing Avatera of the
marble and porphyry fountains.
' Little has been done here for years, and yet there is a
loveliness In thein not to be had iu trimmed and trained
chateau gardens,' she said, as she turned so that the suu
fell full on her face with its delicate haughty lustre ita
richness and fairness of hue.
' Yes ! there is a lovelluess,' he ansAvered her, as his eyea
looked down into hers, ' greater than I ever belieyed in
before.'
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She laughed a little ; slightly, carelessly.
' W h a t enthusiasm! So great a traveller cannot, surely,
find anything so new and striking In a wild Turkish garden ? '
she said half amusedly, half languidly, a trifle ironically,
purposely misapprehending his words.
The look came into hia eyes that had been there before, i
when she had bade him never to be the slave of a woman ;
proud, and yet wistful.
' I do not know t h a t ! ' he said almost bitterly ; ' b u t I
know that the gardens may be as fatal as those of Uhland's
Linden-tree. You remember IIOAV the poem begins ? '
The Avords took an undue effect on her ; resentment came
on her, haughty inquiry into her eyes, that she turned full
ou him in some surprise, some anger, and yet more, as it
seemed to him, disquiet. Then all these faded, and a profound sadness followed them.
' Yes, I remember,' she said calmly. ' Take warning by
Wolfdieterlch, and do not lie under the linden ! Eather,
to speak more plainly, and less poetically, never come
where you do not see where your footsteps AVIU lead you.
You knoAV nothing of me, save my name; leave me without knoAving more. I t AVIU be best, believe me—far best.'
She paused as she spoke, as they moved doAvn the avenue,
the roses strewing the grass path, and the Bosphorus
waves fiashing through the boughs. The singularity of
the words struck him less at that moment than the Injunction they gave him to leave her. Leave her !—In the
very moment Avhen his quest had been recompensed; iu the
first hour when, at last In her presence, at last in her home,
the fugitive glory of his dreams was made real, and he had
found the woman who had literally been to him the angel
of life.
Beneath the sun-bronze of his face she saAv the blood
come and go quickly and painfully ; he paused, too, and
stood facing her in the cedar aisle, with that gallant and
dauntless manhood whicli lent Its kingliness to him by
nature.
' Best ? F o r which of us ? '
' F o r you.'
' Then I must refuse to obey.'
' AVhy ? Eefuse because it is for yourself tbat I have
spoken ? '
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' Yea. If my presence jeopardised you, 1 must obey,
and rid you of I t ; if I alone be concerned, I refuse obedience, because I would give up all I have ever prized on
earth—save honour—to be near what I have sought so
long, and sought so vaiidy.'
I t was all but a declaration of love to a woman of whom
he knew nothing, save her beauty and her name. She read
him as she would have read a book, but she did not shoAV
her knoAvledge.
' You are very rash,' she said softly, without a touch of
irony now. ' I liaA-e said truly, I have said wisely, it will
be best for you that our friendship should not continue—
should barely commence. If you persist in it, the time
Avill, in every likelihood, come when you will condemn me,
and reproach yourself for It. I speak In all sincerity, even
though I do not give you my reasons. You consider—very
generously—that you owe me a debt; It would be best paid
by obeying what I say now, and forgetting me, as if we had
never met.'
She spoke with the courtly ease of n Avoman of the
world, of a woman used to speak and to be obeyed, to guide
and to be followed ; but there was a certain inflection of
regretful bitterness in her voice, a certain shadow of
troubled weariness in ber eyes, as If she did send him from
her without some reluctance. They were strange words ;
but she had known too many of the multiform phases of
life to have any feminine fear of singularity or of its imputation, and had passed through unfamiliar paths with a
fearless, careless grace wholly and solely her own.
His frank eyea met hers, and there was in them a passionate pain.
' You bid me pay my debt in the only coin I cannot command. Obey you, I will not. Forget you, I could not,'
She smiled.
* TAventy-four hours' absence soon supplies any one with
oblivion!'
' I t is a year since I saw you in the Sicilian boat, yet I
ha\e not forgotten. I shall not while I have life.*
His voice was very low; he was wounded, but he could
not be oflended or incensed—by her.
Bbe bent her head with r sweet aud gracious gesture of
amends and of coaiession.
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• T r e e ! Pardon me ; I Avronged you. Nevertheless, InC'^el racher bicause you remember so well—I still say to
7'-u, Go, and lei; r.% remain as strangers!'
A " '.l.at w.is noblest In her spoke in those words : all
In&t lingered, best aud truest, iu her, prompted them. She
V, ished, for his peace, that he should leave her, because she
knew hia heart better far thau he himself; she Avished—
no-ft-, at the least—that he Avhom she had rescued should be
spared from all shadow from her, from all love for her; she
Avished—noAV, at least—to save him. From Avhat ? From
herself.
Yet It Avas not without pain on her side also, though
that pain was concealed, that she spoke.
He looked at her steadily, the earnest, open, loyal, uuartificial nature of the man striving in vain to read the motive and the meaning of tho Avoman, and failing, as men
mostly do.
His face grew very wdiite under the warm brown left
there by Asian and Algerian suns.
' If you command it, I must obey. My presence shall be
no forced burden upon you. But you cannot command on
me forgetfulness, and I could AvIsh you had been merciful
before, and left me to die were I lay.'
Unconsidered, spoken from his heart, and the more profound in pathos for their brief simplicity, the words mOA'cd
her deeply, so deeply, that tears, rarest sign of emotion
with her, that she had never known for years, rose in her
eyes as they dwelt on him ; her lips parted, but without
speech ; she stood silent.
The day was very still; aheltered by the cedars from the
heat, the golden light quivered about them ; there was no
eound but of the cicada among the pomegranate leaA'cs, and
of the Avaves breaking up against the marble palace stairs ;
neither ever forgot that single hour when on one word the
future hung. Hia eyea watched her longingly; he did not
gsk who she was, whence she came, for Avhat reason she
thus bade him go from h e r ; he only remembered the glory
of her lovellnesa, and the words in which she had said, ' Go,
and let us remain henceforth as strangers.'
' Answer me, madame,' be said briefly, ' do you,yor yourself, command me to leave you ?'
' F o r myself? No. I cannot oomraand you—It Is ouly
for your sake—'
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She paused. W h a t Avas, in truth, in her thoughts it
would have been impossible to put in clear words before
him; she could not tell this man that what she feared for
him Avas the love that he would feel for herself; and what
she had said sufficed to give back to his heart its restless
tumult of vague joys, sufficed to make the present hour in
which he lived full of SAveet intoxication.
' Then, since not for yourself you command, for myself I
refuse to obey; refuse, now and for ever—come Avhat AVIU—.
ever to be to you again as a stranger.'
Tho tremor was still in his voice, but there were In it,
too, the thrill of a triumphant gratitude, the reckless resolve
of a tropic passion : she knew that the die Avas cast, that to
send him from her now would serve but little to make her
memory forgotten by him. She knew well enough that
forgetfulness was a treasure for evermore beyond the reach
of those Avho once had loved her.
' Be it so ! We will have no more words on the matter,
she said carelessly, as she passed ouAvard with a low light
laugh ; her temperament Avas variable, and she did not care
that he should see that new unAvonted weakness which had
made her eyes grow dim at the chivalry and pathos of hia
brief words. ' The fantasies of Uhland have made us speak
as poetically as themselves. My counsels were counsels of
wisdom, but since Wolfdieterlch will rest under the linden,
he must accept the hazard I How calm the Bosphorus is,
the waves are hardly curled ! There Is my boat at the foot of
the stairs ; it is not too warm ye'^ '^" '~-'f an hour on the sea
if you Avould like to take the odLf.
A moment ago and she had forbade him any knowledge
of her, and had sought to dismiss him from her presence;
noAV she spoke to him familiarly and Avithout ceremony, Avith
the charm of those first bright sweet hours of communion
when strangers glide Into friends ; that hour Avhich either,
in friendship or in love. Is as the bloom to the fruit, as the
daybreak to the day, indefinable, magical, and fleetino-.
The caique rocked on the water, half hidden under the
hanging boughs of myrtles at the landing-stairs, while the
sea lay calm as a sun-girded lake, nothing in sight except a
far-ofl' fleet of olive-Avood feluccas. Aud with one stroke of
the oars among the fragrant water-weeds, the little curled
gilded sea-toy floated softly and slowly down the still gray
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waters that glistened like a lake of silver in the sun.
Erceldoune Avas in as ecstatic a dream as any opium-eater.
She had cast aAvay Avhatever thoughts had Aveighed on her
when she had bade him leave her; a step once taken, a
decision once given, she Avas not a Avoman to vacillate in
farther doubt or In after-regret, she Avas at once too proud
and too nonchalant. She had bidden him, in all sincerity,
remain a stranger to her ; he had refused to obey, and had
chosen to linger in her presence. She let his AVIII take Its
course, and accepted the present hour. The vessel dropped
doAvn the Bosphorus in the sunlight so smoothly, that a
lazy stroke of the oars noAV and theu sufficed to guide It
along the shore, where the cypress and myrtle boughs
drooped almost to the water, and the heavy odours of jasmine
and roses floated to them from the gardens across the sea.
Lying back among her cushions, so near him that he could
feel the touch of her laces sweep across him as the breeze
stirred them, and could see the breath of the wind steal
among the chestnut masses of her hair that was drawn back
in its OAVU richness from her brow and fastened AvIth gold
threads scarce brighter than its OAVU hue, the fascination of
Idalia—a danger that men far colder aud better on their
guard than he found themselves powerless against—gained
its empire on him, as the spell of the Venusberg stole on the
will and the senses of the mailed knight Tannhauser. W i t h
a glittering gaiety v/hen she would; with a knoAvledge of
the Avorld, varied, it seemed, almost beyond any Avoman's
scope ; with the acquisition of most languages and of their
literature, polished and profound to scholarship; with a
disdainful, graceful, Ironic AvIt, delicate, but keenly barbed ;
and with all these a certain shadoAV of sadness, half scornful,
half Aveary, that It gave to her at times an exquisite gentleness and a deeper interest yet, she Avould have had a fatal
and resistless seduction, Avithout that patrician grace of air
and form and that rarity of personal attractions which made
her one of those women Avhom no man looks on Avithout
homage, feAV men without passion. W i t h the ease wdiich
long acquaintance with the world alone gives, she spoke on
all topics lightly, brilliantly, the languor or the satire of one
moment changed the next to the poetry or the earnestnesa
which seemed to lie full as much in her nature ; and even

\yhlle she spoke of trifles, she learnt every trait, every touch
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of his life, hia character, his fortunes, and hia tastes, though
he never observed or dreamt of it—though he never noted
in turn that in it all no word escaped her that could have
told him who she Avas, whence she came, what her past had
been, or what her present was. The frank, bold, loyal nature
of the man loved and trusted, and had nothing to conceal.
She, of penetration as keen as she was in tact most subtle,
read his life at AAIII, while her own was veiled.
The caique dropped Indolently doAvn the shore, the oara
scarcely parting the bright w^aters, the warmth of the day
tempered by a low west wind, bloAving gently from the Levantine isles, spice-laden with their odour. W i t h the rise
and fall of the boat, with the perfumes of rose gardens
borne on the air, with the boundless freedom of cloudless
skies aud stretching seas, there were blent the murmur of
her voice, the fragrance of her hair, the glance whose
beauty had haunted him by night and day, the fascination
of a loveliness passing that even of his remembrance. I t
seemed to him as if they had been together for ever,
drifting through the glories of an Avillion; as if, until
now, in all his life he had never Kved. H e was like a man
in enchantment; the world seemed no longer real to him,
but changed into a golden and tumultuous dream.
Time, custom, ceremonies, all grcAV vague and indlffere n t ; it seemed to him as if he had loved this woman
for an eternity.
The passion suddenly Avoke In him
Avould have broken its way Into hot unconsidered words,
but for that light chain lying on his love and binding
it to silence, Avhich only gave it more tenacity and more
strength.
She Avould not have been Avhat she Avas to
him could he have approached her Avith familiarity ;
could he have sought her as his mistress she AA'Oiild
have fallen as his Ideal.
No one could haAo called her cold who looked ou
the brilliance of her beauty, on the light of her smile •
Jjut the languor with Avhich she turned aside homage'
and let AVords of softer meaning glide off her ear unnot'ed'
or unaccepted, gave her an impenetrability, a nonchalance
a serenity, that Avas as Impassible as coldness.
*I may return t o - m o r r o w ? ' he asked her, when she
at last had made him t u r n the caVque back, a,nd had
tacitly dismissed him
"
'
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l i e spoke briefly; but his voice was very IOAV, and
there Avas entreaty in tho tone that pleaded far more
thau a honeyed phrase Avould ever have done with her.
H e r eyes dAvelt on him a moment, once more with that
profound undeflnable look of pifg.
' Yes ; since you AvIsh. I shall be happy to see you
at dinner, if you Aviil do me the honour. A d i e u ! '
She boAved, and moved to leave him.
Something in
Ills look as he ansAvered her made her pause as she SAvept
aAvay, and, stirred by a sudden impulse (impulse was
rare Avith her), she waited an instant and held out her
hand.
H e took it, and, bending his head, touched it with his
lips as reverently as a devotee would kiss his cross. She
laughed a little as she drew it gently aAvay.
' We are not in the days of Castilian courtesies ! Farewell until to-morroAV! '
And AvIth that graceful negligent movement which gave
her so languid a charm, she passed aAvay from him into
the villa; and for Erceldoune the sun died out of the
heavens, and all its beauty faded off the bright earth
about him.
H e spent the remaining hours of the day alone—alone
till long after nightfall—pushing a boat far out to sea,
and letting it float at hazard, in the sunset, in the twilight,
in the phosphor brilliance of the moon, till the chant
of the Muezzin rang over the Avaves with the daAvu.
His existence seemed dreamy, unreal, transfigured; he
neither heeded hoAv time Avent nor Avhat he did, but
lay leaning over the side of his boat, gazing all through
the night at the lighted lattices of her AvIndoAvs, Avhere
they glittered through the cypress aud myrtle Avoods.
He was in the first trance of a passion ho had scorned.

CHAPTEE X.
THE SOVEBEIOK OP THE BOUND TABL?.
A L L the day Erceldoune spent aimlessly: he took his
rifle and weut over wild tracts of outlying country—he
uever asked, or knew, where—but he scarcely fired &
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shot; the hours seemed endless till they brought the
evening; and he Avalked on and on through sear deserted valleys, and ovpr hills thick clothed Avith tho
sombre cypress, with little object except to throAv off the
fever in him by exhausting exercise and bodily fatigue.
The tumultuous happiness and the restless disquiet he
felt were alike new to him. H e was uot a man easily to
be the fool of his passions, or to let loose his judgment in their intoxication; he had held them down in
almost as stern a curb as any of the iron knights of
the Calatrava; and now, in solitude, and In the calmness of morning, he saAV his OAATI peril and his own madness as he had not In the enchantment of her presence, or
in the impassioned fantasies of the night. H e loved h e r ;
he did not disguise It from himself; he Avas not likely to
mislead either his OAVU mind or others by the veil of a
specious sophistry; and in the freshness and the abandonment of those first hours there came the chillier memory
of the bidding she had given him—to leave her and remain a stranger to her. Fear and doubt were alike alien
to him. Yet, in calmer reason, he could uot but remember
that such Avords must have their motive in some cause he
could not fathom; that their mere expression had been
strange, and argued of mystery, if not of evil. She had
spoken nothing of herself; there remained stfll unexplained, unguessed at, the cause she had had for the concealment of her name at ]\IonastIca, or of her presence at
all in those barbaric Moldavian Avilds. W h o Avas she ?
W h a t was her history ? H e could not tell. N o t even
did he know w^hcther she Avcrc wedded or uuAvedded;
Avhether his love could ever bring him any chance of
happiness through It, or AAdiether It Avere already forbidden and doomed to be Its OAVU miaery, its own curse.
He
kneAV nothing.
And alone on the hill-side, Avith the
vulture wheeling abovehead in the noon skies, and the
cypress thickets stretching doAvnward to the precipice
Deneath his feet, a quick shudder ran through his blood.
Had he had the mastery of his life so long only to yield it
up noAV to break in a Avoman's hands ? Had he believed In
aud followed the ideal of his dreams only to suffer througV
her, and be divorced from her at the last ?
H e ground the butt of his rifle down into the loosa
olack soil,
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' I t is too latc'now,' he said unconsciously aloud. * She
?aved my life ; she shall claim it if she AVIU. Come what
may, I will believe In her.'
I t Avas a loyal and gallant oath, pledged to the sunburnt solitudes and the blue cloudless skies.
W a s she
for Avhose sake It Avas SAVorii Avorthy of it ?
The world Avould have told him no, and, being questioned
v h y , would have ansAvered in three words:
' She is Idalia.'
Anything of doubt, of depression, of pam, that had
mingled Avith the tumult of his thoughts through the day
swept far aAvay Avhen the hour came for him to go to her
again. One of the Albanian men-servants ushered him
through the hall and into the magnificent chamber, which,
once the Oda of an anderrm, served UOAV as the receptionroom of the villa. The curtains were draAA^n back ; the
blaze of light dazzled his sight; and his eyes, eagerly
glancing through the vastuess of the space for the Countess
Vassalis, met instead the eyes of Victor Vane.
His first sensation was one of intense disappointment;
the next of intolerable impatience; the third of reckless
hatred. H e did not pause to remember IIOAV improbable
it had been to think that she would have Invited him alone
to dine at her table; how unreasonable it vA^as to suppose
that a titled AVoman of so much youth and so much brilliance could live in solitude the life of a recluse; how
natural it must be that she was acquainted with a man of
fashionable repute and aristocratic habits, Avho lived chiefly
abroad, and kncAV almost every continental family of note.
H e remembered none of these things ; he only realised his
dlsaj^pointment; ho only saAV before him the colourless
face of the guest he had once entertained, and to Avhom he
had felt that quick contemptuous dislike which a noted
rider, an untiring sjjortsman, a desert hunter, and a
traveller impervious to fatigue, was certain to conceive for
A delicate dilettante, an idle flanetir, a ruse silken speculator
and courtier, such as Vane appeared to him.
Something in the very attitude of this man, moreover,
Is he leant against a marble console playing with a scarlet
fose, and humming a Spanish bolero to himself, suggested
the familiarity of custom, of intimacy ; he looked like one
b his own home; not less so from the way in which ho
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advanced to Erceldoune, with a cordial pleasant smile of
welcome. His smile Avas, indeed, ahvays very sAveet, and
of a rarely winning promise.
' A h , Sir Fulke—charmed to renew our acquaintance.
/ Avas delighted to hear from the Countess that she expected
the pleasure of seeing you this evening. I assure you I
have never forgotten j^our moat comforting hospitality on
the moors ; my only regret Is that Ave have not come across
each other before.'
• You do me much honour, and have a long memory for
a mere trifle.'
idalia had announced his acquaintance wdth her to
r i c t o r Vane. They had talked of him then. H e could
not, would not, have spoken her name to friend or
stranger.
' T h e Countess tells me that you think you met about
here one of your Moldavian assassins,' pursued the other,
not noticing, or not seeming to notice, the coldness with
wdiich his advances were met. ' I am not surprised; so
many rascals come eastAvard. I hope you will be able to
track the felloAV.'
' My only regret is that I did not shoot him down.'
The ansAver Avas brief and stern. H e could have shot
doAvn the man before him.
' Ah, great pity you didn't. Chivalry is wasted on these
condoftieri.
I have seen too much of the scamps in Italy.
That Avas a strange affair that in the Carpathians ? Motive
Avas political, I should suppose.'
' Probably.
Politics is the hospital for broken
scoundrels.'
Vane laughed softly and merrily. H e was a ponshed
gentleman and a polished diplomatist, and never betrayed
it if he Avere hit.
' True enough. I used to busy myself with politics once
on a time ; but, on my soul, I found myself in such bad
company that I Avas glad to throAv up the cards and leave
tho tables. Voila! tAvo of my best friends ! AIIOAV me
the honour of introducing them to one who, before long, I
hope, will let me claim him to make a trio. The Count
Laraxa ; Baron Falkenstiern—Sir Fulke Erceldoune.'
Erceldoune looked at the tAvo men-^—Hungarian and

Thessalian. There was nothing of the adventurer or tha
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chevalier d'industrie, however, about cither of t h e m ; they
were of courtly breeding and of genuine rank.
' Idalia is not here ? ' said Laraxa, after the introduction,
to Victor Vane, who gave him the slightest possible silencing
glance of w.aruing as he answered:
' She AvIU be in In a moment, I dare say.'
Erceldoune crushed his heel into the softness of the
carpet with a passionate oath suppressed. W h a t was this
man to her that he had title to call her by her familiar
name?—what the other, that he had a right to receive her
guests and speak of her actions ? At that moment Diomed
threw open the broad double doors. I n the flood of sunshine still pouring in through the western windows there
came Idalia.
She SAvept toward them with the dignity and grace of a
woman long accustomed to homage AAdierever she moved,
and familiar with It to weariness. She gave the same
reception to all, Avithout a shade of difference that could
have flattered any, except that, when dinner Avas announced
as served, with a slight bend of her head she signed Erceldoune to her, and laid her hand on his arm. She might
have felt the quick tremor that ran through his frame at
that signal of her preference, at that light touch of her
h a n d ; she did see the gladness and gratitude that shone
in his eyes as they gazed on her ; and a sigh unconsciously
escaped her—a sigh not for herself, b u t for him.
They passed into a large vaulted chamber, the walls of
white marble, the draperies and couches of scarlet, the
matting a silken amber tissue, the ceiling in fresco with
wreaths of grapes and pomegranates raised in gold, and at
one end a lofty fountain flinging its spray u p among
flowers.
' W h o is that ? ' muttered Laraxa. ' A magnificent man,
and she seems to favour him. Is he—preg ? '
' N o ; he is a beggared Queen's messenger. Besides—
don't you remember the name ?—he Avas Count Conrad's
Border Eagle. Take care what you say before him.'
Laraxa lifted his eyebroAVS.
' W h y , in Heaven's name, is he here ? '
•Idalia's caprice! You remember, she saved his life;
but, take care, he may overhear '
' B u t i f Conrad—'
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' Conrad is at Athens by UOAV.
Chut!'
The table Avas round, so that there was no place of _ pre*
ccdence except the right hand of the hostess. The dinner
was of as much sumptuousness and elegance as if it had
been served in Paris ; and the various Albanian, Negro,
and Turkish attendants gave the entertainment an Arabianlike effect, heightened by the Eastern character of the
confectionery and the Eastern fruits and flowers. The
still lingering sunset glow was shut out, and the chamber
was illumined with wax-lights in crystal or in candelabra
at every point. Everything about her spoke of no
ordinary wealth, and had the air, moreover, of habitual
luxury, even of habitual extravagance. I t might be only
surface deep ; b u t that surface, at least, was brilliant.
' My table Is round, like Arthur's,' said Idalia, with L
smile as she sank Into her chair. ' There should be no precedence at a dinner-table; equality, at least, should exist
over soups and entrees !'
' W h e r e the Countess Vassalis id, can there fail to be u
place of honour ? '
She laughed softly.
' You Avould haA^e me say, like the O'Donoghue, " Where
J a m , is the head of the table." That was a truer and
haughtier pride thau w^ould have lain In a struggle for precedence. The ansAver always pleased me.'
' And yet you are for equality, Madame ? ' said Victor
Vane, with a significance iu the tone that did not He in the
words.
A certain contempt came Into her eyes and a slight flush
on her cheeks.
' My fancies, at least, remain patrician ; a woman is
never compelled to be consistent,' she said, Avith a negligent
indifference.
Yet no physiognomist who had studied the proud curve
of her beautiful lips, or the firm mould other delicate chin,
would have said that inconsistency, or any need to take
refuge in it, could ever be attributed to the Countess Vaasalis, whatever other errors might lie at her score.
' W h a t can that man be to her ? ' thought Erceldoune,
while t h e dark colour flushed over his brow. Vane had
not been named as any relative. There was no difference
in her manner to him from her conduct to others, yet ho
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had about elm a nameless familiarity, graceful and polished
like all hia actions, Avhich seemed to betoken In him either
some SAvay over her or some accepted tie to her. Could he
be her lover—her husband ? The blood grcAV like ice iu
Ereeldoune's veins aa the thought glanced across him. H a
felt dizzy, blinded, sick at heart, and drank doAvn unconsciously the great goblet glass of champagne beside him
that they had filled. The Avine that he was Ui^ed to drink
like Avater felt UOAV like so much fire ; the fever was in hia
life, not in the liquid.
The dinner was as choice aud seductive a one as that
with Avhicli the fair Intriguing Queen of Aragon subdued
the senses and stole the allegiance of Villena. There Avas
a shadoAV of melancholy still on the liostess ; but the
dazzling glitter of her AvIt gained rather than lost by that
certain disdainful languor—half scorn, half weariness—
which Avas more marked in her that evening than Avhen she
had been with Erceldoune alone in the sunny silence of
the Bosphorus. A Avoman far less conscious of her power
than she was conscious of it would have knoAvn that all
these men loved her, and Avere, even if unknown to them,
each other's rivals. But the knowledge gave her no more
sort of embarrassment than if they had been guests of her
OAVU sex. She Avas well used to all conquest; used to men
in all their moods and all their passions ; used to intoxicate
them with a smile, to subdue them Avith a glance. She
took little Avine, touching each variety with her lips ; but
once or twice she drank a single draught of hot chartreuse—
a fiery liqueur that her sex rarely choose—and Avltli it
drove away the shadoAv that seemed on her, and abandoned
herself to the gay glitter of the hour. Watching her, he
could have fancied, had not the thought been too fantastic,
that she had taken the chartreuse as men take hot Avines—
to shake off thought, and give their spirits recklessness.
Yet wdiat, he mused, could this woman, with her splendour,
her power, her youth, and her fascination, desire that she
had uot ? Wliat could be the canker at the core of that
' purple and odorous pomegranate floAver of her life ?
The various courses were served admirably; and he
might have been dining at a palace for the lavishness of the
banquet. There Avas great brilliance, too, in the conversation; for in her presence every one strove to shine.
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There was considerable freedom in the topics and in th*
wit, though never actually sufficient to become license;
but now and then there were flashes of jest at which E.-celdoune ground hia teeth ; they were a profanation to his
ideal—a taint on his angel. Unconsciously he had so
idealised and ethereallsed her in his thoughts, that a soil of
earth on her would defame if it were too late to dethrone
her. ' That is not the tone in which men speak before a
hostess.they reverence,' he said in his soul, with fiery
bitterness, while he glanced at her to see if she resented it.
She lay back with her beautiful languor, laughing softly,
slightly. S'le was either too familiar with it to note it, or
if she felt resentment did not display it.
W h e n only the Turkish and LeA-antine fruits and crystallised confections remained on the table in their silver
baskets, which dainty statuettes of Odalisque slaves and
Greek girls held up in a shoAver of flowers, hookahs were
brought round by a Nubian to each of the guests.
' W e have permission to smoke in your presence, then,
Madame ? ' said Erceldoune, aa the porcelain narghile was
set beside him.
She looked up in slight surprise, aa though the aolicitation were new to ber.
' O yes. I t is as necessary to you after dinner aa your
cup of coflee. Is It uot ? '
' I t Is alAA-ays welcome, since you have the compassion to
alloAV It,' he answered her, as he raised the long ambertipped tube.
She smiled.
' Of course—\Ahy not ? That Latakia, I belicA'c, is good ?
All the rest of It, they tell me, was bought up by the
French Legation.'
' I t Is excellent; full fragrance, but very soft.
Apropos
of the Chancelleries, at Avliicli of them shall I hare the honour of meeting you most ? As yet, you, know, I am In
ignorance of your nation.'
H e spoke with the natural carelessness of so natural a
question ; the Countess Vassalis, as he deemed, must be
known by the representatives of all the great Powers. A
shadow of impatience came on her face, a defiant hauteur
in her eyes.
' You will meet me at none of the EmbassieSj' she said
briefly and coldly.
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And in that moment Erceldonne saw Idalia as he had
ncA'er seen her before ; saw in her a certain grandeur of
disdainful defiance, a certain oufclaAved sovereignty as ot
one life against the Avorld.
' The Countess Idalia has come to the East for rest,' in*
tcrposed Victor Vane, with his musical, gliding voice. ' How
is It possible to obtain It if 3'ou go en penitence to those
tedious traA'cstles of little courts, his Excellency's receptions? Visiting your ambassador is, I think, one of the
severest penalties of foreign residence.'
' Our representative will conseut, I daresay, to release
you from it If you petition him ; or most likely he will not
notice your choice de hriller par vofre absence,' said Erceldoune curtly.
H e knew the explanation was a diplomatic lie; he was
tortured with bitter Impatience to know why the man made
himself her apologist, or had claim to explain her actions ;
his thoughts were in a conflict of conjecture as to the cause
of her exclusion from the Embassies—for exclusion he
believed it, by the look that for one instant he had seen
upon her face.
The access of vivacity and abandon Avhich a considerable
amount of wine drunk and the introduction of tobacco invariably produce, floAved into the couversation; its gaiety
grew very gay, and though there was still nothing that was
lieentioua, there was a tone in it not customary before
women of rank; the anecdotes had a Breda aroma, the
epigrams had a jockey-club flavour, the equivoques were
fitted for a little gilded supper cabinet in the Malson
Doree ; such a freedom In any other hour would have added
to its piquance and its savour to Erceldoune as to all other
men, but it now lashed him into vehement pain and incensement; it brought the breath of the world—and of a
very profane world—on the woman of his dreams, it desecrated and almost dimmed the beauty of hia ideah Out
of the mists of death he had once wakened to see her face
in the haze of the sunlight; the face of an angel, the face
of his altar-picture at Monastica. W h e n he sat here in tha
perfume and lustre of the Eastern chamber, with the odours
of wines and flowers, and spices and incense, with tho
glitter of gold and azure, of silver and scarlet, with light
laughter aud light wit on the air, he seemed to have lost
K
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her again—lost her more cruelly. Even while close beside
him, the richness of her beauty, the glance of her eyes, the
touch of her trailing dress, the gleam of the diamonds on
her hair, heightened her loveliness and heightened his passion, till the night seemed fall of wild tumult to him, of
fierce dehght, aud of as fiery a pain, there was still on him
that deadly nameless sense of some impending loss. She
was nothing to him, worse thau nothing, if she Avere not
what he believed her. Alas, Avhere was there CA^er man or
woman who reached the spiritu.alised standard of an idealic
love?
The lustre and splendour of the chamber, the artistic
mingling of colour, the rich AvInes, the dreamy perfumes,
the scented narcotics, these were all, he knew, the studied
auxiliaries of a woman whose science was to beguile. B u t
he dashed the accursed suspicion from him as quickly as it
rose; he had sworn to believe in her, he tvould believe in
her.
W h e n she at last rose and left the dinner-table, her guesta
rose too, and followed her, A timepiece was striking
tAvelve when they entered the salon.
' W e have been long enough at dinner to satisfy BrlllatSavarin,' said Idalia, glancing at it. ' Do you like cards.
Sir Fulke ?'
' I think no man could say honestly he did not, though
it ia the most dangerous of pastimes,' he answered her AvIth
a smile. ' I have seen its evils in South America, where, as
in Pizarro's time, the old proverb still holds good, and they
" game away the sun before it rises." '
' Many do that over other things than play, and before
they know what their sun Is Avorth,' she said Avith that profound sadness Avhich noAv aud then checkered her careless
brilliance Avith so dark a shadoAv. ' W e AAIII have some baccarat, then. I am fond of play—when it is high enough.'
' I should not have thought that.'
She looked at him with a smile; she kneAv his reasons
as well as though he had uttered them; there was something
of irony, more of melancholy in the smile.
' N o ? B v t it is true all the same. W h y should it not
b e ? High play ia excitement, and it whirls thought
away.'
' B u t you should have no thoughts that are pain.'
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' Those are idle words. There are few lives without pain,
there are none without reproach.'
She turned from him with something of impatience, and
as her Albanians AAdieeled the card-table nearer, sank into
her couch, dra\ving some cards to her. She looked a Avoman
to lean over a balcony in a starlit southern night, aud listen
to a poet's cancion, or a lover's Avhisper stealing up through
the murmurs of the leaves with the reverend worship of
P e t r a r c a ; not one to need the feverish excitation of the
gamester's reckless hazards. Who was she, what was
she—this mystery Avhom men called Idalia ? he Avondered
ceaselessly in eager unrest.
The baccarat commenced.
She played AvIth the skill of her country, if that country
were Greece, as her name implied; played like one accustomed to control chance by proficiency : but also with that
alternate listlessness and eagerness which marks those who
seek It as a distraction from those who crave It out of
avarice. I t was Its excitement that was grateful to her, the
rapid changes aud chances. When she lost, she lost with an
absolute indifference, and she staked her gold Avith a lavish
extravagance that seemed to disdain speculation. Once or
twice Erceldoune almost thought that she sought to guide
the success of the hazard towards himself; if so, she
succeeded ! he Avon considerably, to his own displeasure, and
she did not. Over and over again, when the current of
chance ran for her, she lost it, either listlessly, with that
careless scornful Avearlnesa peculiar to her, or with a
recklessness that made her throw large sums away while she
lanu:hed over a bon-mot. Two hours passed rapidly In the
whirl of the game, leaving him winner of some heavy sums.
H e r eyes rested on him a moment, on the dark soldier-like
grandeur of his head, which the rich colours and light of the
room behind him threw up, as a noble Spanish head by
Murillo might be throAA'U up on an illuminated background
of gold and scarlet; then, at a slight pause in the game, she
rose, sweeping her laces about her.
' Play on by yourselves, mes amis, as long as you will. I
am constant to nothing—the privilege of a Avoman!—and I
shall take a cup of cofl'ee.'
They all rose, as of course she knew that they would, aud
gathered about her, while two Nubians brought round trays
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of Mocha and bonbons. I t had been her caprice that Erceldoune should be a g.aiuer by the baccarat, and she had
secured her point Avithout any semblance of eflbrt. Tho
expression used by more than one to her concerning him had
impressed her with the idea that his necessities for money
were far greater than they were.
Taking their coffee, they stood about her by the marble
basin of the fountain. As the night grew late, as the wine
and the incense and her constant presence added heat to
their mutual rivalry, the band of courtesy began to loosen,
the instlnctlA'e jealouy that was rife among them began to
seethe up in covert words and bitter Ironies. Erceldoune
resented their presence, they resented his ; even the bright
soft harmony always characteristic of Victor Vane began to
shoAv a gleam of constraint aud Impatience beneath it. Any
watcher might have seen that it needed but very slight
provocation, a very little more license, to remove the curb
that lay on them, aud to let their enmity break Into feud,
mere strangers though they were to one another. She saw
this, but it excited in her no passing agitation even, no
thought of difficulty ; she was used to see the strongest
tempests at riot, and to control them, if she cared to do so,
with a glance or a Avord; often she let them destroy themselves by their own violence. Now, she left them, and ran
her hands over the keys of the grand piano which stood near
the fountain, and with hardly a chord of prelude sang a rich
Eomaic ode, a mountain song Avith the old war-fire of Hellas
in it. H e r voice was of an exquisite beauty, highly
cultivated and eloquent as any Pasta's, and It rang through
the silence, throbbing on the air, and echoing far out to the
night, where It Avas ansAvered by the beating of the Avaves
and the music of the nightingales among the roses.
Those round her were stilled as by a sudden spell. She
eang on, scarcely_ pausing, grand, mournful impassioned
vhauts, noAv Eomaic, now Sicilian, now Venetian; son^s of
the nations, of the poets, of the hours of freedom, of the
glories that were gone from Hellas and from Eome ; songs
Df a profound pathos, of an eternal meaning. Neither
Mozart nor Beethoven ever gave richer melodies than were
those poems brought from the past, from the peoples, from
the heart of dying nations, and from the treasures of their
perished liberties.
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Erceldoune leant against the white shaft of the marble
walls, with hia head b e n t ; music always had poAA^er over
him and It gave her back all the divinity of his dreams, all
the poAver of his lost Ideal. Never, since the first moment
when she had stooped to hiin with that one w o r d ' Y o u ! '
had he seen her look as she looked UOAV ; those were the
eyes that had bent above him with an angel's pity, when he
had lain dying in the sunlight. Anything of her empire
that had been hazarded in the past few hours she recovered
tenfold ; anything of abhorrent doubt that had stolen Into
his loyalty and faith to her was SAvept aAvay and forgotten.
H e believed in her—he worshipped h e r ! Not less so,
when with a shock of surprise, and all the Border blood
warming In him, he heard her sing the Scottish sonnet, beautiful and living still as the waters of the Esk by which it
was written:
' Sleep, silence, child, SAveet father of soft rest,
Prince, whose approach peace to all mortals brings.
Indifferent host to shepherds and to kings.
Sole comforter of minds that are opprest,
Lo ! by thy charming rod all breathing things
Lie slumbering Avith forgetfulness possest.'

The words, only the sAveeter for the lingering softness of
the foreign accents, came to his ear like the breath of his
mountain air over the heather; as they died off the air ho
leaned eagerly forward;
' You know our poems ? You believe that beauty may
come even out of our rugged glens ?'
' Surely every one knoAvs Drummond? The gentle Cavalier who died of his Master's death ? You must often have
seen HaAvthornden, I suppose?'
' I t Avas my favourite haunt iu my boyhood, though I
believe I thought more of the birds I shot in the glen, and
the water-fowls of the Esk, than of Drummond himself at
that time.'
'And yet there was Fatria in every line of your face
when you heard his sonnet just now,' she said, with a smile.
' Ah ! you know that Pope says,
" A Scot would fight for ' Christ's Kirk o' the Green.'"

To hear any of the pW ballads is like hearing a trumpet call
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besides—Drummcnd'g words on gour lips! I cannot tell you
what they Avere to me.'
H e paused abruptly, the silence more eloquent than any
words could have been.
* You have never heard me speak English,' she said carelessly. ' I n truth, if you Avill pardou me, it is the language
I like least. I t s low Dutch, vs-ith all the exotic additions
that have grown on it, is too hard for my lips; and I have
rarely had occasion to use what knowledge I possess of it.
Apropos of Scottish poetry, are you descended from the
Ehymer ?'
' W e believe him to have been of the same race; but
what is known of him la so enveloped in legend, that It is
hard to trace. Thomas himself has groAvn almost mythical,
though " Syr Tristam " is immortal.'
' Yes ! because Syr Tristam's folly is repeated by all men
through all ages.'
' Folly ? I t merits a better name ; it was, at least, fidelity?'
' Folly ! Fidelity I They are synonyms for love.
L'un
vaut I'autre.'
' Would you never, then, believe in passion as enduring
as Tristam's ? '
' For Ysoude, Avho is another raau's wife ? O, yes! that
is a very common feature. The love is so charming because
it is forbidden ! '
The evening was very still; tlie stars shining iu myriads
above the cypress and ilex woods, the heavy odours of roses
and basilica on the air, and through the boughs of the
cedars silvery gleams and fiashes of the phosphorescent
water. She left her seat as she spoke, and went out on to
the terrace, and leaned a moment ever the marble Avail.
' HOAV cool, hoAv tranquil! And Ave spend such a night
over hot AvInes, and Idle jests, and feverish p l a y ! '
To his heart, to his lips, rose words in unison with that
sweetness of the night, born from the intoxication of the
hour: as though she felt them ere they Avere uttered, and
Would haA-e them remain unspoken, she leant slightly
toAvard him.
' Go home by yourself—AvIth none of them, if the^-^ Invita
you. I don't mean,' she added, Avith a laugh, ' because
they will knock you down to steal your wdnnings ! They
are not so low as t h a t — j e t ! '
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The whisper was low and very rapid ; surprise was the
dominant feeling that it aAvoke In him, joined with something of a vivid wondering delight—she thought of his welfare !
' Your wish is my law,' he answered her. ' Do with my
'ife what you AVIII—it is yours.'
' No. N o t mine. I t is a noble t r u s t ; never give it
rashly.'
There was a step beside them.
' A beautiful night. Indeed,' said Victor Vane. * A picture of Gherardo, and a poem of Hafiz ! Certainly we
never knoAV what stars are till we come to the East.'
' Never,' said Idalia, turning to him ; ' and now you may
return to Stamboul by their light. After their poetry come
their practical uses. I shall dismiss you all now ; I am
tired. Good-night.'
Lightly aa the words were spoken, eagerly as they longed
to dispute the dismissal, unscrupulous, at least, as were
some of those about her, all Avere constrained to obey her
command—-all AA^ere powerless to remain In her presence.
Erceldoune was the first to accept her dismissal; he would
not offer her even so much insult as Avould have been
implied in hesitation, and he took his farewell of her Instantly and almost In silence.
Vane followed him Avith his glance.
' W h y have you taken to patronise that Border mosstrooper, madame ? ' he asked, with a slight satirical laugh.
' H e is nothing but a courier, and has only an owl's roost at
home that foxes burrow in, and cobwebs keep furnished.
H e is a rough rider and a wild shikari, nothing else; they
are odd titles to your preference.'
She looked him steadily in the eyes.
' H e is a frank and gallant gentleman ; that is, perhaps,
aa strange a one ! I t may be odd that I should care to see
an honest man by way of variety; b u t since it is my caprice,
harm him at your peril.'
.Her guests were gone.
I n solitude she sank down in the depths of a couch, with
the light still playing on the diamonds In her hair, and her
eyes watching the fall of the shoAvering spray Into the basin
of the fountain, where scarlet roses swayed into the lily
laden waters. She gave a weary, restless sigh aa she thrust
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back the brig'it maa^e? of her hair ;"ait}j5r from ber temjjlcs,
and, leaning her cheek on her hand, gazed absently into
the glancing surface. There was .•something of release,
something of regret, something of self-reproach in her
attitude and In her thoughts; though these were checked
by and mingled with a careless Ironic triumph, and a royal
habit of command and of disdain.
' Have I done more wrong ? ' she said half aloud, while
her proud head fell. ' Greater wrong than ever! H e Is
loyal and lion-hearted—a brave chivalrous gentleman : he
should not come among tis / The others can play at
diamond cut diamond; the others are fairly armed, and
have but their Aveapous turned against them. B u t he is of
different mould: he will suff'er—he AVIU suffer terribly !'
CHAPTEE
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I N the full noon heat of the next day—heat that brooded
on the hills and glistened on the sea, in which the leaves
and the flowers drooped, and the sails of the feluccas hung
stirless—Idalia moved sloAvly and thoughtfully up and
down her reception-room, the sunlight straying in
checkered rays through the chinks of the shutters, and
falling fltfuUy across her. The Avolf-hound foUoAved her
step for step ; there was not a sound except the faUing of
the fountains and the buzzing of a little humming-bird
tangled among the flowers. There was a certain shadow
on her, but it Avas not that of grief—still less was it that
of any tremulous effeminate sorroAV; it Avas haughty, unrestful, Avith much of doubt, much of rebellion, much of
disdain in it—the shadow that Avas on the Eeiue Blanche in
the fetters of Fotheringay, on Marie Antoinette in the
presence of Mirabeau. There was an intense scorn in the
dark, soft lustre of her eyes—the eyes of a Georo-Ian or a
(xreek. She was netted closely in, in a net partially of
\;er own past w^caving; self-reproach was not the least
keen of many regrets that were heavy upon her, and the
world w-as against h e r ; but she was not vanquished nor
intimidated.
She came and paused before an open cabinet; on whose
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writing-stand lay a pile of letters. H e r eyes rested on the
one that lay uppermost, aud read its lines for the second
time with disdain, re'vulslon, pity, impatience, and loathing
all mingled In her glanco.
' H e always wants money! H e would give his soul for
money; aud yet he throw a it aAvay as Idly as the Avinds!'
she thought, Avhile her hand absently caressed the great
head of the hound.
' W e l l ! he can have It.
I wih
alAA'ays give him that. I would give it him all—doAA'n to
the very diamonds—if he would leave me free, if he would
cut aAvay every link of the past, if he would go and never
let me see his face again.'
Yet still, though there Avas much of profound dejection
and heart-sickness at her life upon her, there Avas no fear
in it, and no sadness that had not as much disdain. She
laid both hands on the dog's broad forehead, and looked
doAvn into his eyes.
' O, Sulla! when one life is chosen, is there no escape
into another? If Ave accept error in blindness once, is
there no laying it down ? Plutarch has written, " W h e n
we see the dishonour of a thing, then is it time to renounce
it." B u t what can we do if we cannot—if it stay with
us, aud Avill not forsake us ? How can I be free from
it?'
B u t bondage was not submission; and she was like the
Palmyran or Icenian queens—made a slave, but all a sovereign still.
A humming-bird flew against her, and, frightened, tangled itself among her lace. She p u t her hand over it and
caught it, stroked smooth the little ruffled wdngs, laid her
lips gently on its bright head, and, opening one of the lattices, loosed it and let it fly Into the sunny air.
' Liberty ! Liberty ! I t Is Avorth any sacrifice,' she said
half aloud, as she Avatched the bird's flight through the
gardens and outAvard to the sea.
A t that moment a Nubian slave thrcAV open the broad
double doors of jaspar at the end of the chamber, the
hangings before it were fiung aside, and Erceldoune entered her presence.
She had said that It would be best that he should remain
absent; yet he was not In error when he thought that the
gmUe she had given him last night was scarcely so sweet
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as that she gave Mm now. H e seemed half her OAA-U by
title of that death-hour in wdiich she had felt for the faint
beatings of his heart, and had watched beside him in the
loneliness of the Cnr])athians. She could not forget that
this man's strong life would ha^ve perished b u t for her.
H e owed her a debt—the debt of faith, at the least.
Whatever she might be to others, to him she had been aa
the angel of life. Moreover, there was in Idalia, overlying the proud earnestness that was in her nature, a certain nonchalance—a certain languid carelessness—that
made her look little beyond the present hour, and change
her temperament as immediate influences prevailed. The
tradition of birth gave her some blood of the Commneni
in her veins; and the insouciance of an epicurean, with
the haughty poAver of imperial pride, were blent in her as
they had been in Manuel. Therefore, since he had chosen
to p u t aside her first warning, she allowed him now to
come as he would.
As for him, life was a paradise—a delirium ; and he gave
himself up to it. The earth had eternal summer for him,
and wore an eternal smile. H e sat near her in the shaded
light and sweet incense of the chamber, while they spoke
of things that served to veil the thoughts burning beneath
his commonest w o r d s ; they strolled through the cedar
aisles, and through the fields of roses, as the heat of the
day faded, and the breeze began to stir among the splendours of the fiower-wilderness; they passed the sunset
hour on the sea, watching the day die out in glory, and
the fire from the Avest gloAV over the Marmora Avaves, and
tinge the distant snoAV-crests of Mount I d a and Olympus.
W h e n the little caique floated sloAvly homeward down
the Avaters, the evening star—the star of Astarte—had
risen. Through the opened wIndoAvs of hervIUathe llo'hts
of the banqueting-room glittered, and the table stood
ready served, with the Albanians and Nubians waltlnoabout it. She bade him stay, if he would, and he was her
only guest. H a d her wines been opium-drugged, they
could not have brought him dreams more fatally fair—a
luUed delight more sure to wake in bitterness—than they
gave him now. The charms for every sense, the beauty of
the chamber, the odours of the flowers, the oriental
languor pervading the very air—ail that he had felt tha
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w'ght before t o felt tenfold noAv: then a p;'«ssionate jealousy, a restless doubt, had haunted lirm ; now he was
alone, and on hhz oulv did her fmiile glance, did her eyes
fall.
There wr-.s on i.i.er tc-night an infmiie gentleness, a gracious SAveetness, often tinged Avlt.h Badness, though often
bright, brilliant, and illumined wdth pJi the grace of talent.
But at the same time there Avas tlie sovereignty AAdiich, in
her solitude, guarded her aa an empress is guarded in a
Court, wdiich made her as secure from Avords of warmer
tinge than what she chose to hear, as she Avas carelessly
disdainful of the precise customs of the Avorld. H e felt
that she forbade him to approach her with any AvhIsper of
love ; he knew that to take advantage of his admlssloit to
her solitude, to give any utterance to the passion in him,
would be to be banished from it then and for ever. H e
felt this though she never spoke, never hinted i t ; and
even Avlide the restriction galled and stung him most, he
most revered her for it, he most honoured and adored in
her the holiness of his ideal.
There w^as a difference in her from the evening before ;
while her gaiety was less, the darker shadow Avas also far
less upon her. She had scarcely touched the Avines, and
of play she did not speak; it might be but the ' hope
which out of its own self creates the thing it longs for,'
but he could have believed that for the few hours of the
present she had resigned herself to happiness—happiness
in his presence. The thought seemed wild to him, baseless and vain even to madness ; he told himself that it was
a presumptuous folly, and he felt that her gentleness to
him, her smile upon him, were only such feeling as a
woman might Avell testify, in mere pity's sake, to one
whom she had found in deadly peril, and to whom she
had restored life on the very brink of the grave. And,
indeed, there was a haughty, weary, royal grace always iu
her, which would have made a man, far vainer than Erceldoune could ever become, long doubt his own power
ever to move her heart.
H^e asked nothing, heeded nothing, doubted nothing.
H e moved, acted, spoke, almost as mechanically as one In
the unconsciousness of fever. I t was love of which men
have died before n o w ; not of broken hearts, as poets say,
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but of its rntoxic.':ti..n, and its roactloiij as ia a deathdraught of opium or digitals.
She divined well enough all that was muttered on hie
lips. She let his love be fostered by all of scene, tf'rne,
place, and the spells of her own loveliness that a studied
coquette could have devised, yet she repressed any expression of that love as a woman of the world alone can
do, without any word that was cold, any glance that was
rebuke, yet proudly, distinctly, and beyond resistance.
She followed the impulse, the caprice perhaps, of the
moment, AAdthout definite purpose or thought at all. F o r
the last eight years men had never approached her save to
love ; it Avas a thousand-time-told tale to her. If her
heart had lost his freshness, or its pity, there could be
little marvel in it, even though there were much blame.
The chant of the Imaum rang up from the shore, deep
and sonorous, calling on the Faithful to prayer, an hour
before midnight. She listened dreamily to the echoes that
seemed to linger among the dark foliage.
' I like those national calls to prayer,' she said, aa she
leaned over the parapet, while the fire-fiies glittered
among the mass of leaves as the diamond sprays glistened
in her hair. ' The Ave jMarIa, the Vespers, tho Imaum'a
chant, the salutation of the dawn or of the night, the hymn
before sleep, or before the sun;—you have none of those
in your chill islands ? You have only weary rituals, and
stuccoed churches, where the " Pharisees for a pretence
make long prayers! " As if that Avas not the best—the
only—temple !'
She glanced upward at the star-studded sky, and on her
face was that graver and gentler look which had come
there Avhen she sang.
' I have h-eld it so many a time,' he answered her,
' lying awake at night among the long grass of the Andes,
or under the palms of the desert. I t was a strange delusion to build shrines to the honour of God Avhile there
are still his OAVU—the forests and the mountains. B u t do
not call my country cold; we are not cold ; there are
bold lives among u s ; and we can love—too well for our
own peace.'
His voice had a rich melody in it, and was unsteady
over the last w o r d s ; in his eyes, as they burned in the
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shadows of the night, she .v-av a pas.nion as intense as ever
^loAved under the suns of Asi.?,, the stronger for t h e rein
in which it was etili held.
She was silent a moment, then she laughed a little;
very softly.
' Do not repudiate coldness ; it is the most precious
gift the fates give, if It be not the most poetic.
Eemember what your namesake of Erceldoune found when
the Elf-Queen granted him his p r a y e r ; where he thought
lie held an angel he saw a loathsome shadow. The legend
covers a wise warning.
' A y ! — b u t even while the horror of the shadow and
the treachery were on him he had faith in her; and hit.
faith was justified; it gave him, in reward, his bright, immortal love.'
She turned her head and looked at him, gently, pityingly, almost tenderly.
' Ah ! you are too loyal for this world, far too loyal to
spend your heart on any woman's love. I t is only fairygold, believe me, which, if you took it, would t u r n ashes
in your hand. And now,—a safe ride homeward to you,
and good-night.'
She held her hand out to him with a sweet and gracious gesture, the more marked in her because she never
gave her hand in familiar salutation; he bent over it, and
touched it with his lips, a lingering kiss in which all his
silenced heart spent itself.
She did not rebuke him; she had not poAver to speak
coldly or chidlngly to the man Avhose life was owed her,
whose head had rested in his dying hour on her bosom. As
he rode sloAvly out doAvn the cedar avenue that passed in
front of the terrace, he looked up ; she Avas leaning still
over the marble parapet, her form distinct against the
dark masses of myrtle foliage, the brilliance of tho
moonlight shining full upon her from the sea. She gave
him a farewell sign of her hand as he bowed to his saddle,
such as from her palace-prison Queen Ysoude might have
given to her lover; and Erceldoune Avent on through the
fragrant night, his horse's feet beating out rich odours
from the trailing leaves, dizzy with that riot of hope, joy
belief, and desire, which is too tumultuous and impatient
for happiness, but yet is happy beyond all that the
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world holds. She remained long in her solitude upon tha
terrace, gazing down into the shelving slopes of leaf and
blossom, where the fire-flies made the woodland as starstudded as the skies.
' I t ia too late now—he would never forget now,' she
murmured. ' I tried to save him, and he would not be
saved.'
Saved from what ? Saved from her.
A little while before, and in her own gardens at
Naples, a brave boy, in the brightness of his youth, had
been run through the heart in a rapier duel for her
sake ; and she had not felt a tithe so much pain as lay
on her now, so much weary, passionate, and vain regret.
Then many had called her heartless, .and the mother of
the dead boy had cursed her with pitiless c u r s e s ; none
would have called her heartless noAv.
F o r seven or eight days time came and passed away,
spent thus. H e sought her in the w^arm amber noons,
stayed AAdth her amid the wilderness of roses, and drifted
with her down the sunny sea along the Bosphorus shore,
and left her only when the midnight stars rose over the
minarets of the city of Constantino. H e met no one in
her Turkish villa, and she let him come in this familiar unbroken intercourse as though it were welcome to her ; as
though, indeed, their friendship had been the long-accustomed groAvth of years. H e asked nothing, heeded nothing : he never paused to recall that there Avas any defiance
of custom in the intercourse between them, or to note
that she, with her wealth and her splendour, was as utterly
alone as though she were a recluse of Mount Athos ; he
never observed that she kept silence on all that could have
explained her presence Iu MoldaA-Ia, or given him account
of the position and the character of her life ; he never
noticed, he never recollected ;—he was lost in a day-dream
of such magic that it lulled him to obllAdon of everything
save itself, and all criticism, all reason, all doubt, were aa
impossible in him as insult and outrage to her. His OAVU
nature was one too boldly free, too accustomed to the
liberty of both action and thought, too little tolerant of
the ceremonials and conventionalities of the world, to be
awake to the singularity of her reception of him as others
might have been. Moreover, while she allowed him thia
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unrestrained communion with her, he would have been a
vainer man far than Erceldoune Avho could have flattered
himself that this was done because her heart was touched ;
or Avho should have brought on him his exile for ever by
warmer entreaties for a softer joy than friendship. While
untrammelled by any of the bonds of conventionality,
Avhilo accustomed to a liberty of thought, of speech, of
act that brooked no dictator, while distinguished by a
careless negligence of custom and of opinion that Avas
patrician even while it was bohemian, Idalia still kept the
light but inexorable rein upon his passion, which forbade
him to pass the bounds that she tacitly prescribed to him.
H e was a bold and daring man enough; in his early
days he had been steeped in vice, though he had learned
to loathe i t ; he was impassioned in his pursuit of her as
any lover that the Asian suns had ever nurtured to their
own heat. B u t he loved her as William Craven loved the
W i n t e r Queen, as George Douglas the W h i t e Queen.
One who should not have cared for her—if such there
could have been—would have found an infinite variety, an
endless charm in her companionship. She had travelled
in most countries, she was familiar with most nations, she
had knoAvledge of the classic and the oriental literatures,
deep to a scholar's scope, and warmed with a picturesque
hue of an imagination naturally luxuriant, though the
world had joined with it an ironic and contemptuous
scepticism that gave the keenness of wit, side by side with
the colour of a poet, to her thoughts and to her Avords ; she
understood men pitilessly, human nature unerringly ; none
could have palmed off on her a false mask or a glossed
nction; she had seen and known the world in all its intricacies ; the variety of her acquirements was scarcely so
singular as the variety of her experience, and the SAAdft
change of her mood, now grave to melancholy, now careless to caprice, UOAV thoughtful AvIth a profound and philosophic insight into the labyrlntha of human life, now gay
with the nonchalant .and glittering gaiety of bohemian
le-vity, gave her much of inconstancy, it is true, but gave
her infinitely more of charm and enchantment.
Evening fell once more, closing ;In the eighth day that
tneir intercourse had thus passed on since the night when
he had found her as he had hunted the Greek to her
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gardens; they had lingered without moving in the banqueting-room, the wines and fiowers and fruits still standing on the table, no light stronger than the clear -vivid
moonlight shining on the freshly-cut flowers that strewed
the ground, the frescoes of the pomegranates that wreathed
the hall, the scarlet hues melting away in the shadoAV, and
the tall slender column of the "fountain flinging its foam
aloft. Idalia leant back among the cushions, the dazzling
play of her words ceasing for awhile; the moon's rays
touching the proud arch of her brows, the clusters of her
hair bound with a narrow gold band of antique workmanship, the voluptuous softness of her lips, and the dark unfathomable lustre of her eyes that met his own, burning
with the eloquence he felt forbidden to p u t into words,
h u t were not moved by t h e m ; they did not droop, as women's often do, beneath the fire in his, they passed on
from him forest dreamily on the distance Avh ere the domes
of Santa Sophia rose against the stars, and the lighted
minarets glittered among the cypress groves of the Moslem
city.
' I t was a fair heritage to lose through a feeble vanity
—that beautiful Constantinople!' she said musingly.
* The East and the West—what an empire! More than
Alexander ever grasped at—what might not have been
done with i t ? Asian faith and Oriental sublimity, wlljh
Eoman power and Gothic force; if there had been a hand
strong enough to weld aU these together, what a world
there might have been! '
' B u t to have done that would have been to attain the
Impossible ? ' he ansAvered her. ' Oil and flame, old and
new, living and dying, tradition and scepticism, iconoclast
and idolater, you cannot unite and harmonise these antagonisms ? '
She gave a sign of dissent.
' The prophet or the hero unites all antagonisms, because
he binds them all to his own genius. The Byzantine empire had none such ; the nearest was Julian, but he believed less in himself than in the gods; the nearest after
him was Belisarlus—the fool of a courtesan, and he was
but a good soldier—he was no teacher, no liberator' no
leader for the nations. John Vatices came too late. A
man must be his o^wn convert before he can convert others.
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Zoroaster, Christ, Mahommed, Cromwell, Napoleon, believed intensely in their OAvn missions; hence their influence on the peoples. How can we tell what Byzantium
might have become under one mighty hand ? I t was torn
in pieces among courtesans, and. parasites, and Christian
fanatics, and Houmousians and Houmolouslans! I havo
the blood of the Commneni in me. I think of it v/ith
shame Avhen I remember Avhat they might have been.'
' You come from the Eoman Emperors ? '
' The Eoman Emperors ?' she repeated. ' W h e n the
name was a travesty, an ignominy, a reproach!
When
Barbarians thronged the Forum, and the representative of
Galilee fishermen claimed power in the Capitol ? Y e s ; I
descend, they say, from the Commneni; but I am far
prouder that, on the other hand, I come from pure Athenians. I belong to two buried worlds. B u t the stone
throne of the Areopagus was greater than the gold ouo
of Manuel.'
' You are the daughter of Emperors ? You are worthy
an empire.'
His Avere the words of no flattery of the hour, but of
a homage as idolatrous as was ever offered in the fair
shadows of the Sacred Groves of Antioch to the goddess
from whom she took hei' siiine. And there was a great
pang at his heart as he apoke of them ; he thought of the
ouly thing on earth he called his OAVU, those crumbling
ruins to the far AvestAvard, by the Cheviot range, where
the scarlet creepers hid the jagged rents In the AA^alls, and
OAvls roosted Avhere princes once had banqueted.
' An empire ! I thought so once,' she answered vdth a
low slight laugh. ' I had dreams—of the sceptre of my
ancestors, of the croAvn of the Violet City, of Utopias
here, AAdiere east and Avest mee.t one another, and nature
Avould give us a paradise, if men did not make us a hell.
Dreams—dreams—youth Is all a dream, and life too, some
metaphysicians say. W h e r e shall we wake, I wonder,
m d hoAV—for the better? I t is to be hoped so, if we
ever wake at all, Avhich is more than doubtful'
There was an accent of sadness in the opening words,
but the rest were spoken with that irony which, while it
Avas never bitter, was more contemptuous than bitterness
in its half languid levity.
H e looked at her Avith a
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Tague. and troubled pain—^there was so much in the com.
plexity of her nature that was veiled from him; seeing
her life but dimly, there was so much of splendoitr, so
much of melancholy in it, that exiled him from her, and
that oppressed him; the more magnificent her lineage
or her fortunes, the farther she was from him.
' You have one empire already,' he said almost abruptly,
in the tumult of the suppressed thoughts in him—'a
wider one than the Byzantine. You can do what you wUl
with men's lives. I have nothing, I can lose nothing, except the life you gave me back ; but if I had aU the
kingdoms of the earth, I would throw them away for—'
The eagerness in his voice dropped suddenly, leaving
the words unfinished; he crushed them into silence with
a fierce effort. She glanced at him with that graceful
negligence with which she silenced all she would not hear.
' N o kingdom would be a tithe so peaceful as your
manhood and your honour. Never peril those for any
woman; there is not one worth the loss.'
The flash of a giddy, exultant, incredulous rapture ran
like lightning through his veins for a moment. She had
softly repulsed, but she had not rebuked him; she had
known at what his words paused, and the smile she had
given him had a light in it that was almost tenderness.
He did not ask, he did not think, where his hope began
or ended; he did not weigh its meaning, he dared not
have drawn it to the light, lest close seen it should have
faded j he only felt—
* So my eyes hold her ! What is worth
The best of heaven, the best of earth ?'

' There it lies !' she pursued dreamily, resting her eyes
on the distant minarets and roofs of Constantinople, rising clear aud dark in the lustre of the moon, undimmed
by even a floating cloud. ' And all its glories are dead.
'The Porphyry-chamber and the Tyrlan dyes, the Pandects and the Laharum, the thunder of Chrysostom and
the violets of child-Protus—they could not make the city
Hve that had dared to dethrone Eome. The hordes of
the Forest and the Desert avenged the wrongs of the
Scipii and the Julii. I t was but just?'
' AB the soldiers of I«l«m avenged the gods of Gre@e«^
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Aphrodite perished that Arlans might rage, and the beautiful mythus was SAvept away that heU and the devil might
be believed instead. When the Crescent glittered there^
it half redressed the wrongs of your Olympus.'
* i\jid we reign still!'
She turned, as she spoke, towards the western waters,
where the sea-line of the iEgean lay, while in her eyes
came the look of a royal pride and of a deathless love.
' Greece cannot die. No matter what the land be now,,
Greece—our Greece—must live for ever. H e r languagei
lives ; the children of Europe learn it, even if they halt it
in imperfect numbers.
The greater the scholar, tha
humbler he still bends to learn the words of wisdom from
her schools. The poet comes to her for all his fairest
myths, his noblest mysteries, his greatest masters. The
sculptor looks at the broken fragments of her statues,
and throws aside his calliope in despair before those
matchless wrecks. From her soldiers learn how to die,
and nations how to conquer and to keep their liberties.
No deed of heroism is done but, to crown it, it is named
parallel to hers. They write of love, and who forgets the
Lesbian ? They dream of freedom, and to reach it they
remember Salamis.
They talk of progress, and while
they talk they sigh for all that they have lost in Acado"
mus. They seek truth, and while they seek, wearily long,
as little children, to hear the golden speech of Socrates,
that slave, and fisherman, and sailor, and stonemason, and
date-seller were all once free to hear in her Agora. B u t
for the light that shone from Greece in the breaking of
the Eenalssance, Europe Avouldhave perished in its Gothic
darkness. They call her dead: she can never die while
her life, her soul, her gemus breathe fire into the ncAV
nations, and give their youth all of greatness and of
grace that they can claim. Greece dead ! She reigns iu
every poem written, in every art pursued, in every beauty
treasured, in every liberty won, in every godlike life and
godlike death, in your fresh lands, which, b u t for her,
would be barbarian now.'
W h e r e she stood, Avith her eyes turned westward to the
far-off snows of Cithseron and Mount Ida, and the shorea
which the bronze spear of Pallas Athene once guarded
through ihe nie-ht ia,nH day, the dark light in her eyea
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deepened, and the flush of a superb pride was on her brow
—it seemed Aspasia who lived again, and who remembered
Pericles.
H e looked on her, AvIth the glow of passion on his face,
made nobler by the poet's thoughts that were awakening
in liim. H e Avas silent, for his heart Avas lulled with the
oppression of his love, as the great forests are silenced
before the storm.
She had forgotten his presence, standing there in the
hush of the midnight, with the Byzantine city to the
eastAvard, and to the Avest the laud that had heard Plato ;
her thoughts Avere far away among the shadoAvs of tho
past, the great past, when the l o Triumphe had been
echoed up to the dim majesty of the Acropolis, and the
roses had drooped their fragrant heads on the graciotis
gold of Alclblades' love-locks.
H e knew that he was forgotten, yet his heart did not
reproach h e r ; she was far above him, in his sight—far as
the stars that shone now above A t h e n s : and his love waa
,„ie that would take neglect and anguish silently, Avithout
SAvcrving once from his loyalty. H e would have laid hia
life doAvn to be pressed out in agony, so that it should
have given her one passing moment of pleasure, as a rose
is throAvn under a woman's foot to be crushed as she
steps, that dying it may lend a breath of fragrance to tho
air she breathes.
' You are born with genius, A'OU are made for sove.
reignty, and I have nothing that is Avorthy to bring you.
be said long after, Avhile his voice sanlc very IOAV. ' Only—.:.
only-—remember, If ever you need it, one man's life will bQ
yours to be lost for you.'
She started slightly Avhere she leaned, wdth her musing
eyes resting on the Avest; she had forgotten his presence,,
and his words, though they told her no more than she
kucAV, startled her still Avith their suddenness. The look
of disdainful pain that he had seen before came on her.
face—the disdain was not for him—but the smile that
already to him Avas the only sun the Avorld held lin^-ered
on her lips a moment.
' A year's pain to a true I'je—a day's pain, an hour's
—were far more than mine were Avorth. The daughter
of emperors you called me—the daughter of men who
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gamed awa.y their birthright, and played Avith diadems as
idiot children play AvIth olive-stones! Is there much
greatness t h e r e ?
Genius! If I liaA'C It, I havo sold it,
shamed it, polluted it. As for you, I have had so many
die for me, I am tired of the shadoAV of the cypress !'
Strange though tho Avords were, no vanity of power
spoke In them, but a fatal truth, a mournful earnestness,
tinged by, deepened to, remorse ; the shadoAV of the cjrpress
seemed to fall across the brilliancy of her face as she uttered them.
' Then—will you let me live for you ?'
The words escaped him before he knew they were uttered, before he realised all they meant, before he Avas
consclotis what he offered and pledged to a stranger who,
for aught he knew or could tell, might be the head of
an Illustrious race, the Avife of one of the royal chiefs of
the Levant or of the East, or—might be anything that
Europe held of what Avas most evil, most fatal, most dangerous in her sex.
She looked at him with a long, earnest, uiiAvavering
look.
' I t is well for you that I will not take you at your
word. N o !—your life is a noble, gallant t h i n g ; treasure
its liberty, and never risk It In a woman's hands,'
The calmness AvIth whicli she put aside words that had
been nothing less than a declaration of the love he bore her,
the serenity with which her gaze had dwelt on him, Avere
not those of a woman who did or Avho would give him
answering tenderness ; yet the tone, the glance with which
she had spoken had not been those of one to whom he was
Avholly indifferent, or to whom his Avords had been repugnant. I t seemed as though she Avould never let him come
to her as a lover, yet as though she would never let him
free himself from the SAvay of her fascination; she refused
his homage with easy and delicate grace, but she refused
it so that she shoAved that the mau Avho had been saved by
her in the depths of the Carpathian Pass had her interest
and had her pity.
Noting—and for once having compassion for the deadly
pain that she had dealt, she smiled on h i m ; she talked
to him of a thousand things with her rich and graphic
eloquence, that charmed the ear like the flowing of music,
and often sank to silence that only lent it rarer charm •
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she sang the chants of Bach, of Pergolesi, of M o z a r t ;
she let him stay with her till night had closed over tho
distant mosques and courts of Constantinople, and she
bade him good-night, leaning again over the marble parapet of the terrace, -with the moonlight full upon her, as
she gave him such a sign of adieu, just so proud, just
so gentle, as Mary Stuart might have given to her W a r d e n
of the Marches while yet she knew his love and would not
yield htm hers.

CHAPTEE XIL
DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND.

Y E T — e r e many moments passed—another succeeded him;
a head cooler than his felt the charm of the scene and the
h jur, a pulse slower than his beat time fast, under the challenge of Idalia's eyes.
His rival was alone with her.
Erceldoune set no store on any single quality he possessed; was ignorant Ii^deed of much of his own value;
acted greatly not seldom, but never thought so by any hazard;
did straightly, instinctively, and without preface or ornament
that which seemed to him the need of the hour, the due of
his manhood ; held hi^j course boldly and carelessly among
men, caring nothing zor their praise, as little for their censure ; had quick fiery blood in him that took fiame rapidly ,
had, on the other hand, much earnestness, much tenacity
much tenderness, more far than he knew; had kept through
his Avandering life a heart singularly unworn, a mind singularly without guile; Avas naturally prone to good faith in
men aud incapable of base suspicion, and was certain whenever he did love to love to his own destruction, as such
natures not seldom do. Hia rival was hia reverse In every
quality—cool, wary, impenetrable under an airy semblance
of nonchalance, vain, with the pardonable if overweening
vanity of unusual poAvers firmly conscious of themselves,
inordinately ambitious, but even that in a keen, critical and
studiously systematic manner, the Anglo-Venetian thought
Erceldoune nothing more than a fine animal physically, and
and half a fool mentally, underrating what was dissimilar to
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himself with an error not uncommon with minds of hia
stamp, when their disdainful egotistic measurement has not
been corrected by the experiences of a long life. Yet widelj
diverse though they were, and utterly contrasted In every
iota, the one who never resisted his passion, and noven
thought of her save with such chivalrous trust and absolute
self-abandonment as were Instinctive to his temperament,
was scarcely more a prey to It than the other, who with his
love, blended a thousand threads of policy, design, covetous
intrigue, aud hated it for having stolen on him, hated it for
halting on his lips, hated it for levelling him with the herd
he had so contemptuously despised ; hated it because, for
the first time, he had found a talent stronger, a logic surer,
a perception keener and subtler, and a courage more daring
and careless than his own; because, in fine, he had
found his master, and found it In a woman.
This, a knowledge not easily to be pardoned by one like
him, made a certain acrid jealousy, a certain smartened
bitterness, tinge even the passion Into which she had sur*
prised him, when the dark eyes of Idalia glanced over him
and read thoughts he had fancied unbetrayed by speech or
sign, or •when her careless ironies smote diim back with the
polished, piercing weapons of his OAVU sceptic indifference,
his OAVU unyielding philosophies, which were as real in her
as they had been till late iu him.
For many years this woman had been but a name to him ;
only a name, through a succession of hazards, that had time
after time kept their meeting deferred; but a name that
had given her a personality to him, and had been Interwoven
with many of the more critical essays and enterprises o^
his career.
Moving through the gore-stained, artillery-trodden maze
of Lombardic fields, where in some unrewarded skirmish
young, eager, patriotic lives had been shot doAvn by the
troops of Austria, gasping to their latest breath ' Italia fara
da se !' he had stood beside some shattered Avreck of brightest
manhood that have fallen there, down head-first into the
yellowing wheat, and when he had thought all life was dead
in that broken mass, above which the tangled corn-stalka
nodded and met in summer winds, he had caught a last sigh
m AvhIch the name of Idalia was blent with the name of
Italy, and died together with it down the IiOmbau»d breeze,
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Travelling once through Enssian. ticppc^ of iViov7, m the aecllne of the year, when all nature was perishing, and the
great bleak versts of whitened plain stretched out unbroken
to Siberian desolation, he had found a prisoner AvorkIng in
fetters—a haggard, blear-eyed, scarcely human thing, livid
with the hue of the lead-mines, disfigured with the ravages
of frost-bite, idiotic, with a strange dull stupor, that made
him utter incessantly, as he tolled iu a gang, one Avord alone;
and he had known that in this wretched creature was the
wreck of Avhat once had been the finest, the most fiery, the
most glittering of all the aristocratic soldiery of Poland;
and that the word he muttered ever as he laboured was that
which had been his ignis fatuus, his Idol, hia ruin—Idalia
I n his OAVU Venice he had once seen a terrible struggle; it
was when a mere lad of Venetia, a child of seventeen years,
with the clear Avild noble eyes of a young eastern colt, had
been brought in, among others who Avere ' rebels,' and given
over to the rods that he might tell who hia chiefs and his
comrades Avere; the boy A\as frail of make, and weakened
with gunshot wounds, and he reeled and fell thrice under
the rain of Austrian bloAva, but his teeth clinched on hia
tongue, and bit it through, so that no speech should pass it,
and when the strokes told at last more mortally than those
who lashed him knew, he smiled as he murmured, though
his mouth Avas full of blood, ' Tell her I died silent!'—and
he who had heard had sent the farewell message to Idalia,
at whose bidding that silence Avas kept. Once on the brow
of a steep hill, looking over the Moravian highlands, with
the Avide wastes of barren grasslands, mingled Avith jagged
piles of bare rock or stunted larches, with here and there
the sharp peaks of a pine-belt to break the outline, and the
angry lustre of a red evening fading out in the hot autumn
skies, he had seen a Monarch, the centre of a little knot of
cuirassier officers, draAv near, and look hardly and eagerly
across to the westward, where, far as the eye could reach,
a dark shadoAV, like a hovering bird above the stony plains
marked the place where the Uhlans rode doAvn on a fuo-itlve's wake; and when, reeking and breathless and spent,
the troopers dragged their Aveary horses backAvard without
the prize they had pursued, he had heard the Kaiser mutter in the gloaming of the night, ' I would give a province
for that one woman ! ' and that woman had btsen Idalia
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She hsd been long thus a name on his ear, and in his schemes,
and Avhen at last she had become known to him, he had
learned to Avonder no more at the name's magic.
To tell her this he had never ventured, really audacious
as his temper w a s : circumstaucea united them closely In
some things, but Avith all his tact and all his daring, he had
never been able to seduce himself into the self-flattery of
deeming that she AA'OUM heed his love-Avorda. She heard
so many, the story had no attraction for h e r ; and apart
from his own sense of how contemptuously careless she Avas
of hoAV men suft'ered for her, was the reluctance of chafing
pride to acknoAAdedge that he also paid the life-coin of his
surrender to one AAdio could tempt like Calypso, and remain
cold as Casta Diva while her spells Avorked.
Yet he could not restrain one mark of the passion—
jealousy—as he sat that night beside her In the dining-hall
of the Turkish villa, and stretched himself from his pile of
cushions to lift from the carpet a wdiite riding glove that
caught his eye where it lay.
' A stray Avalf of our beggared laird's, is it not, madame ?
H e has been here to-day ? '
' If you mean Sir Fulke Erceldoune, he only left an hour
or so ago. I AVonder you did not meet him.'
' N o ; I saw nothing of lilm. The Moldavian bullet did
him good serAnce, since it has won him so much of your
interest. H e should be vastly Indebted to i t ! '
She laughed a little.
' Surely a shot In the lungs is not so very pleasant 3
matter that a man need be grateful for i t ! '
' A r e there not many Avho risked shots far more mortal
than his in the mere hope to win what they never did, but
he does—your pity ? '
She shrusKed her shoulders CA'er so slightlv.
• AVhy should you imagine I pity him ? Have you not
seen him here ?'
The emphasis spoke more than volumes could haA^e done.
Her companion boAved his head.
' T r u e l The real mercy would have been—exclusion!
Yet pity him you do, miladi, since you bade me " harm him
at my p e r i l ! " '
She looked at him such a curiously fixed regard, that had
a hundred meanings in it.
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' Let us make an end of thia fencing,' she said quietly
'There are none here to dupe. AVe can speak frankly.
We have done this man quite evil enough without bringing
more upon him ! '
* W e ! I fail to apprehend you—'
She gave a little gesture of impatience.
'Monsieur, you have not known me very long, or you
would knoAv me too well to attempt those tactics. Evasion
answ-ers nothing AvIth me, and Avhy should we attempt it ?
Our cause is the same, and we both are equally aware that
this brave-hearted gentleman was the prey of its viler adherents.'
'But—'
' Pardou m e ; I have said we both know it. I have
grace enough to blush for It: and you—? '
F o r the moment a faint fiush of shame kindled over hia
face; he was for the moment silenced, embarrassed, uncertain how to reply; he had never dreamed that his share
i n t h e Carpathian attack—which his intelhgence had directed
unseen, though his hand was not active nor his complicity
divulged in it—had been suspected by her, and he Avas UOAV
almost, for the first time in his life, astray in the twilight
of boAvildered doubts, of intricate apprehensions.
She laughed slightly again.
' A h ! I told you you did not know me ; you thought
you had deceived m e ! AA^ell, never seek that again. A
man once did : a man of .Leghorn ; he Avas clever and vain,
he said to himself, " Altro, a woman! and they obey her?
I, for one, I will n o t ; I will blind her." And ho thought
he was strong enough. H e stole aAvay, like the fox that he
was, and carried his scheme with him—his scheme to treat
AvIth Austria unknoAvn to u s ; unknown, he thought, to the
very walls of the room he slumbered In, to the very river
reeds he walked by,—he thought himself so strong. B u t I
learnt it.'
' And then ? '
' Then! W h y then I taught him what such an error
cost.'
' And that cost was ? '
She smiled a little; and in her eyes gathered a certain
iiarkling, retrospective, scornful memory.
' AVhat he merited. I t had been better for him that he
nad never been born.'
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A chill of som.ething th.at was almost fear passed over
the listener's cold, keen, courageous nature. H e , too, held
that which Avas concealed from t e r , if s::c iivenged treachery
thus.
' A'^engeance, madame ? ' he said, s.-arcely caring what triviality of speech served to screen hio thoughts. ' Surely
nothing so barbarous lingers amid so much worldly wisdom,
nothing so ferocious harbours amid so much divine Avitchery ?'
'Eevengeful! N o ; I do not think I am that, though one
knows ill one's own errors. I t is easy to forgive; we
scorn where we pardon, but we pardon because we scorn.'
She spoke musingly, Avith a grave and weary meditation,
as though memory, and not his words, usurped h e r ; then
suddenly she shook away any darker remembrance that
dwelt with her, and turned full on him brilliant penetrating
eyes of half-contemptuous questioning.
' Some of you it Avas who wrought that glorious piece of
honest work in the Carpathians. You see they Avere afraid
that I should know their scheme; they stole out to do It in
darkness ; they thought that I should never learn it. B u t
it all came to me, simply enough. I found their victim aud
saved him ; and when Marc Lassla dragged himself half
dying to my lodge in the mountains, and gasped us out a
lam.e history of a bear-play, telling us that young AQIstchnow
lay dead in the Avoods from the brute's embrace, the whole
Avas clear enough to me. The dying man's and the dead
one's injuries were both no bear's Avounds, but the fruit of
pistol bullets ; and though Lassla breathed his last in an
hour or so, saying no more, I knew well enough that they
bad both been shot down by the Scot, and that the planned
attack had been done by my people—by mine.'
There Avas a deadly bitterness In the last words,—.an
ominous meaning, such as might have run through Catherine
of Eussia's speech when she found a vassal faithless.
' Your people ! '
His surprise was admirably feigned, but it did not
deceive her.
' Never trouble yourself to assume ignorance,' she said,
with a certain amusement at his discomfiture. * You knew
»ery well of the plan.'
' On my honour—'
' Have we anv of that quality among us to swear by ? *
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' Nay ! as a gentleman, as a man, I declare to you 1 know
nothing of it.'
She boAved her head; courteously, as one too highly bred
to accuse him ; carelessly, as one too worldly-Avise to believe
him.
'Nothing,' he averred, irritably mortified by that unspoken Incredulity. ' Y o u may believe me, madame ; from
my policies, If not'iny virtues, I am totally opposed to every
sort of violence; deem it ill-advised, uncivlliaed, barbaric,
invariably give my veto against it. Force Is the weapon of
savages ; learning has done little for us if Ave cannot find a
better, a surer, a more secret tool. To prevent the wild
spirits that join ua from folloAving their brute instincts, and
blundering headlong into uuAvisc action, would be impossible.
You can do more than most; but 1 doubt very much if you
iiave not oftentimes roused tigers AAdiom even you could not
tame when once they had tasted of slai>ghter. The evil of
every national movement is that the majority, once nlloAved
to move at all, refuse to proceed by intellectual means, and
loose themselves at once to physical violence. In which
every good thing is lost, every temperate voice droAvued.
I t is this sort of fiital misconception from whicli such
criminal essays as that which attacked Sir Fulke Erceldoune
proceed. I t is impossible to avoid their appearing alike
expedient and pardonable to a certain class of characters.'
The explanation Avas given Avith graceful ease, AvIth eloquent address. She heard it with courtesy, also with incredulity.
' Yes ; and that " class " serve as excellent weapons for
bi-illiaut intelligences Avhich need to use them—excellent
scapegoats for such intelligences when they do not care to
appear in the Intrigues they suggest.'
H e felt the thrust, yet he parred it with seeming tranquillity.
' That is b u t too true indeed, and the unscrupulousness is
not, alas, on the side of the mere mauvais sujets. Apropos,
madame, you know all things; who then was the leader of
the Carpathian episode ? '
A stern impatience passed for an Instant over the splendour of her face, miugled with something of more Avounded
pain.
' Xou must know too well whom I supposed to be so.'
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The answer was very low ; there was a thrill of passionate
shame in it.
' A h !' There waa a whole world of gentle sympathy, of
profound comprehension, In the deep breath he drew. ' VVas
he not then Implicated ? '
She lifted her head, and looked at him long and steadily.
There was more than contemplation In the look.
' You can better tell that than I . '
' N o ; indeed you wrong me, madame. May I hear what
you think yourself noAV wo are on the subject ? '
A scorn that she repressed in utterance flashed with 3
weary darkness in her eyes.
' I Avould have SAVorn, Tes. H e has sworn to me, by tho
only name I ever knew him to hold sacred. No.'
'"Why doubt him, then ? '
' Whg?
Ask mo rather why even on his oath believe
him!'
The impetuous disdain that burned through this retort
had a terrible scathing satire in it. H e looked at her with
au admiration that was the more vivid because he thought
her intentionally deceiving him, aud thought also the deception so magnificently wrought out.
' Ah, ma belle Comtesse,' he murmured, in his liquid flowing French, that both habitually used, ' that you should
have to feel this ! that you should have to give such passion
of contempt to one so near to you! I t Is " A t h e n e to a
Satyr." How is it that, with such an Inspiration as you
beside him, Conrad has never—'
She interrupted him, with the Ironical cold nonchalanca
Df her common tone resumed.
' Count Phaulcon Is at least gour friend, monsieur; let
that suffice to dismiss his name. I suspected him ; I do
still suspect him. Did I think that he had been on the
Turkish shore last night, I should have certainty iu hiin of
suspicion; but in saying this to you I say no more than i
have done, or shall do, to him himself.'
' And to—Monsieur Erceldoune ? '
' No.' The ansAver Avas rapid and peremptory. She
turned her head to him Avith something of the goaded impatience of a stag at bay mingling AvIth her careless dignity.
' HoAV can you ask ? You have heard him say he will kill
his assassin if they ever meet. And he would be justified.'
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' A n d hia "justification" would free you not a little.
Ah, where is there any sophism, that will curve round to its
own point so deftly as a woman's ? ' thought hercompanion,
Avhile he bent forward Avith a gentle deference in his air, a
hesitating sympathy In his tone.
' Count Phaulcon is my very good friend, it is true,
madame; and yet I scarcely think I deserved to be reminded of that by a rebuke, because I cannot choose but
regret that—'
' Eegret nothing at my score, monsieur.'
' AVhat! not even that Avhich you yourself regret ? '
• When I tell you that there is such a thing ; not before.
' You are very cruel—'
' Am I ? Well, I have no great liking for sympathy,
and uot much need for It If one cannot stand alone, one
deserves, I fancy, to fall. Poets have made an idol and a
martyr of the sensitive p l a n t ; their use of it is an unwise
allegory : to shrink at every touch, to droop at every stroke,
to be at the mercy of every hand, strange or familiar—an
odd virtue t h a t ! I t Avould not commend itself to me.'
' True. I s sensitiveness much, after all, except vanity
quick to be wounded, as the sea-dlanthus that dies of a
finger thrust at it ? Believe me, I meant not to offer the
insult of pity, scarcely dared to intend the familiarity of
sympathy ; I merely felt—forgive me if I say it—I have
long knowu Conrad, I have but of late knoAvn you. Can
you not guess that the old aud the recent friendship alike
tell me that you, despite all your pride, indeed because of
all your pride, are bitterly galled, are shamefully companioned by a life unworthy you p '
H e paused; he had doubted In how far he might venture
even thus much; for she was of a nature to Avhich compassion is unendurable—a thing to be shunned far more
than pain itself. H e knew that already ; had he ncA^er
kncwn, he would have seen it In the barely perceptible
quiver with Avhich she drew aAvay, as a high-hearted and
fearless hound will take its mortal wound, and refuse a sign
of suffering.
' You say a fact too plain for me to give it denial,' she
said chilly ; ' but it is also one that I must decline to discuss
•with you. Let us talk of other matters.'
Even her comi)aiiion's long-trained audacity was not bold
eponnh to force her on a thcmo she thus refused.
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'Forgive ine,' he murmured hurriedly; ' I t Is hard somelimes not to speak out one's thoughts.'
' I thought tb.c luudship rather lay in being sometime*
compelled to do uo.'
' Y o u if/ZZjest!'
* AVell, jests are better than tragedies. Life is ahvaya
jostling tho tAvo together.'
' AVe are like enough to have one tragedy, madame, if that
hotheaded courier's suspicions point the same way as yours
do.'
H e spoke irritably, inconsequently; for he was both
checked and Incensed.
' I t is not likely they will ever do so.'
' AVhy ? Suppose—merely suppose your fear aright, and
that Phaulcon and your new friend ever meet under your
roof; Avhat t h e u ? '
She did uot reply for a moment, while a shadoAv of many
memories, tinged with something of a smile, passed over
her features.
'AVhat then? W h y then I should know the truth of
this matter, which Monsieur mon ami here refuses to tell
me.'
H e felt the sting; and he knew that he had better provoke no more encounters Avith a Avoman's wit. And being
piqued he wronged her, as pique commonly Avrongs those
who have provoked it, and thought tha.t she knew far more
of this thing than even he himself.

CHAPTEE XIII.
* DIE QUALST MICH ALS TTEAKN ; UND ICH ? ICH LIEB
DICH NOCH I '
WiiT^N he had left her, she leaned awhile over the terrace
parapet, AvIth her eyes musingly dropped on the shelving
mass of myrtle-blossoms ; and as she stood there in her
solitude, a step hurriedly crushed the fallen leaves of
pomegranate fioAvers. Before she saAV him, a man had
thrown himself before her, pressing his lips on the trailing
folds of her laces, kneeling there aa one kneela who Miisa
f«!- li.f?i
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'Idaha!'
She started nnd looked doAvn : and drawing herself from
hia clasp Avith the gesture of her habitual haughty grace
turned from him Avifchout a word, bending her head with a
silent salutation.
' Idalia, I have come only to look upon your face.'
The vibration of Intense sufl'ering in his voice made her
iuA'oluntarlly pause; but when she spoke it was with a calm
iudifFerence, a pointed meaning.
' I do not receive this evening, monsieur; did not my
people Inform you so ? '
A quick shudder shook him. H e it was Avho had worn
the badge of the Silver Ivy, and had answered A^Ictor Vane
Avith three brief pregnant Avords—' To my c o s t ! ' To his
cost, his most bitter cost, he had loved her, and he had
forced his way to her here in the quiet of the night. H e
grasped again the hem of her dress, and held her there,
looking upAvard to that fair and fatal face in the radiance of
the full moon shining from the sea.
She had destroyed him ; but he could not look on her
without groAving drunk with his own idolatry, as men groAV
drunk with wine.
' Idalia, haA^e you no pit.y, no remorse? You knoAv what
you have made me, aud you give me no mercy. I s your
heart stone ? '
N o change came on her face; she smiled Avith a negligent
disdain.
' You haA^e studied at the Porte St. Martin. That is noi
the way Ave speak anyAvhere else in Paris.'
There was a contemptuous languor in the words more
cruel than the bitterest utterance in earnest Avould havo
been ; Avith scenes and hours so vivid iu his memory, in
Avhich his love had been lavished at her feet and sunned iu
her smile and welcomed by her Avord, they struck on him as
passing all that history had ever held of Avoman's traitorous
heartlessness.
Idalia was now what much evil doue to her had made
her.
His hands clenched on her dress in a convulsive wretchedness.
' Have you no heart, no soul, no conscience ? I laid
doAvn all I had on earth for you ; I gave you my peace, my
honour, my abject slavery. And yet—'
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His voice died Inarticulate, while the light from the tea
fell on his upturned face—a face cf lair and gallant cast, of
ancient race and leonine blood, in the early prime of manhood, yet now Avorn, haggard, drawn, and darkened with the
hopeless passions that were loosening in him beyond all
strength to hold them.
She looked down ou him, still without change of glance
or feature. I t Avas a tale so often told to her. She drew
herself from him with her coldest indolence.
' A on came here to tell me this ? I t Avas scarcely worth
while. Good-evening.'
Like a deer stung by a shot he started to his feet, standing betAveen her and the shafts of jasper that formed the
portico into the building; the endurance that had laid him
at her mercy, suffering all things for her sake, living only
in the light of her smile, and knowing no law but her desire,
broke Its bondage now, and turned against her in fierce but
just rebuke. Incoherent In its misery.
' I t is true, then, what they say. You have a heart of
bronze, a soul of marble! You have that glory of your
levelineaa only to draw men Iu your net and hurl them to
perdition. I t Is true, then, in Avorahipping you we worship
the fairest traitress, the most angelical lie that the world
ever saw. Have you ever thought Avhat it Is you do ? Have
you ever asked yourself what price lue pay for the poAver
you hold ? Have you ever thought that you may tempt us
and betray ua and destroy us once too often, till your verj
slaves may turn against you ? '
H e stood alone Avith her in the lateness of the night, hia
words Incoherent and crushed between his teeth ; and she
kncAv that she had done hiin Avrong which before UOAV has
turned men into fiends, and has made them stamp out into
its grave the beauty that has beguiled them and betrayed
them. But she gave no sign of fear ; her dauntless nature
knoAv fear no more than any Spartan knew It. H e r conscience alone smote h e r , a pang of remorse wakened in her.
She Avas silent, looking at him In the shadowy moonlight;
she knew that she had ruined his life—a high-souled
patriotic life, full of bright promise and of fearless action ;
a life laid subject to he;-, and broken in her hands as the
child breaks the paiuted butterfly.
' G o d ! ' he cried, and It was the involuntary cry of a great
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despair that broke his force doAA^n before the woman by
whom he had been fooled and forsaken, yet whom he still
worshipped but the more the more that he condemned her,
' that such beauty should only veil a heart of steel! If you
had ever loved, If ever you could love, you could not do such
treachery to love as this. I knoAv you as you are now—
now that it is too late ; and yet—and yet—' _
A single sob choked his voice ; he thrcAV himself again at
her feet in the sheer blindness of an utter misery, his hands
clutching the folds of her dress, his lips pressed in kisses on
the senseless laces, conscious alone of the woman •who now
had no more thought, or need, or tenderness for him than
the cold marble that rose above him into the starry stillness
of the Bosphorus night.
' And yet there is no crime I would uot take on me at
your word; there is no sin I would not sin for j'^ou. I know
you as you are ; and yet, so utterly in spite of all, I love
you. I came to-night to see your face once more. I go
to die for Italy. Say one last gentle word to m e ; we shall
never meet again on earth.'
She stood there above him in the clear radiance shining
from the waters; his words had struck deep to the core of
the remorse that was sloAvly awaking in h e r ; a profound
pity for him, as profound a loathing of herself, arose; all
the gentler, purer, nobler nature in her was touched, and
accused her more poignantly than the most bitter of his accusationa. She stooped slightly; her proud instincts, her
habit of power, and her world of levity and mockery, made
her yield with difficulty, made her pity with rarity; but
when she did either, she did them aa no other woman
could.
She stooped slightly, and her eyea were heavy aa they
rested on him.
' I have but one word: forgive me.'
And in that one Avord Idalia spoke more than could have
been uttered in the richest eloquence that could have confessed her error and his wrong. Y e t while she said it she
knew that both the sin and the injury Avere bevond all
pardon.
y<Jiiu.
H e looked up, hope against hope flashing in on h^m OTIA
moment. I t was quenched as soon as b o r n ; her faefl h A
pain on i t ; but the light that he had once seen there
gone* there was n©. teaderuesa for bias.
^*'
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His head sank again.
'Forgive! I Avould have forgiven you death; I forgive
you more than death. But if you ever meet again one Avho
loves you as I have loved, remember me, and spare him.'
The generous ansAver died In his throat. Never again, lie
kncAv, Avould he look upon the loveliness that had betrayed
him; he knew that he Avas going to his death as surely aa
though he sank into the sea-depths glistening beloAV, and
that Avhen he should He In the darkness and decay of a
forgotten soldier's grave, there Avould be no pang of memory
for him in her heart; no thought that gave him pity or
lament iu the life to which his OAVU was sacrificed.
H e looked yet once again upAvard to her face, as dying
men may look their last on VA^hat they treasure; then
slowly, very sloAvly, as though each moment Avere a separate
pang, he loosened his hold upon her, and turned and Avent
through the shadows of the cypress, doAAaiAvard to Avhere the
waves were drearily breaking on the strand beloAV.
Where he had left her she stood silent, the moonlight
falling on the white marble about her, till from the sea the
lustre on her looked bright as day. I n one thing alone had
he wronged h e r : she knew the weariness of remorse; she
kneAV the tenderness of pity.
Though no sign had escaped her, each word of his accusation had quivered to her heart; he did not feel its truth
more bitterly than she. That upbraiding, poured out in the
solitude of the night, had stirred her heart with its condemnation ; it shoAved her what It was that she had done;
it made her shudder from the fatal gift of her own dominion.
HOAV had she used it ?
Again and again, till they had passed by her no more
noted than the winds that SAvept the air about her, the
anguish of men's lives, the fire of their passions had been
spent upon her, and been wasted for her; she had won love
without scruple, embittered It without self-reproach; but
DOAV her OAVU heart for once was stirred.
'AVhat do I d o ? ' she asked herself. ' E u i n their lives,
destroy their peace, send them out to their deaths ; and for
what ? A phantom, a falsehood, an unreality, that betrays
them aa utterly as 11 The life I lead is but cruelty on
cruelty, RIII on sin. I knoiv ita crime; and yet I love ita
"ov^.feigutjf ctilh I am vile enough to feed the Gha.r)n ef
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ita power, while I have couscieuce euough to abhor Its
work.'
The thoughts floated through her mind where she stood
looking over to where the sea lay, the dark outline of some
felucca alone gliding spirit-like across the moonlit surface.
The last words of the mau Avho had left her seemed to
echo still upon the air; the summons of conscience, the
reproach of the past, the duty and the demand of the present, all were spoken in them. Even as he had uttered
them she had thought of one Avhose fate Avould be the same
with this which now upbraided her and pleaded with her.
She knoAv that he should be spared. I t might not be too
late to save him; to saA'C him from herself.
H e who had left her to go out and flnd a soldier's death
on the blood-soaked plains of Lombardy stood between her
and the other life Avhich she had once saved from such a
grave, and Avhich now Avas in the flrst flush of faith that
held her rather angel than woman, and of love that had
sprung up full groAvn in one short night, like a flower
under tropical suns.
Better one pang for him at first than for a while the
sweetness of a cheated hope to end In lifelong desolation,
like that Avhich had to-night risen before her, and arraigned
her for its ruin.
' Most men In their passion love but their OAvn Indulgence ; but now and then there are those AVIIO love us for
ourseh^es; they should be spared,' she thought, still standing,
her face turned once more toAvard the sea.
They called her unscrupulous ; she had been so. They
called her heartless, merciless, remorseless, in all her poetic
beauty. There had been too much truth In the charge;
much error lay on her life, great ruin at her door; but of
what this Avomau really was her foes kucAv iiothino- • and her
lovers kncAV as little. AVIth neither Avas she ever Avhat she
now was, looking on the Avhite gleam of the surf Avhere it
broke up ou the sands beloAv; noAv, Avhen she Avas musiii"
how to save again from herself him Avhom she had once
saved from the grave.
In the break of the morning Idalia rose, and, thrustinf»
back the green lattice of her casement, glanced outAA'ard at
the east. The loose silken folds of a Turkish robe floated
round b ^ , her face Ava^ pale with a dark shadoAv beneath
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the eves, and her hair lay in long loose masses on het
shoulders, now and then lifted by the wind. She Avaa
thinking deeply and painfully, Avhile her eyes folloAved
mechanically the flight of Avhite-Avinged gulls, aa they
SAvept in a bright cloud above the Avater. The reproaches
that had been uttered to her a fcAV hours before still had
their sting for lier; the truths Avith Avliich they had been
barbed stlJ^J pierced her.
Proud, fearless, negligent, superbly Indifferent to the
world's opinion, contemptuous of its censure as she Avas
careless of its homage, she still was not steeled against the
accusation of her OAVU heart and conscience. She was no
sophist, no coAvard ; she could look at her own acts and condemn them Avith au unsparing t r u t h ; though haughtily disdainful of all censure, she tore doAvn the mask from her OAVU
errors, and looked at them fully, face to face, as they Avere.
Erred she had, gravely, passing on from the slighter to the
deeper. In that course which ia almost inevitable, since no
single false step ever yet could be taken alone.
The brightest chivalry, the noblest Impulses, the most
unquestioning self-aacrifice, the most headlong devotion—
these had all been wakened by her, and lavished on her,
AVhat had she done with them ? Accepted them to turn
them to her tool; excited them to make them her slaves and
her creatures; won them and wooed them with sorceress
charm to weigh them with cold cruelty at their worth, and
let them drift unpltled to their doom.
Those who had loved her had been no more to her than
thia : beguiled for the value they were, betrayed to passion
that by it they might grow plastic to her purpose, bent to
her command. She, who had all the superb, satiric, contemptuous disbelief in suffering of a woman of the world,
still knew that, over and over again, the tide of grief had
broken up vainly against the disdain of her delicate pitiless
irony; knew that over and over again a life made desolate,
a life driven out to recklessness and desperation, a life laid
doAvn in the early glory of ambitious manhood, bad been
sacrificed through her, ruined by her, as cruelly, as carelessly as a young child destroys the brightness of the
butterfly, the fragrance of the cowslip. In Its sport of
summer-day chase or spring-day blossom-ball. And for
what ? For the sake of triumphs that had palled in their
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gaining, for the sake of gains that were valueless now i for
the sake of a sovereignty that seemed to brand her forehead
with its crown; for the sake of evil things that had worn a
fair mask, of freedom that had grown into slavery, of daring
that had said, ' Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven.'
She had erred deeply; all that was noblest, tenderest,
most generous in her nature—and there Avas much still,
despite the accusers that could appeal against her—kncAV It,
and did not seek to palliate it to herself. The career that
closed her In, once entered, as the net closes round the bird
It ensnares, had wearied her, had revolted her, had made her
pride contemn the part she played, her conscience plead
against the woe she worked, her nature, grand iu its mould
aud fearless In Its courage, rcA'olt from much that she had
once voluntarily sought and confessedly loved in the earlier
years when It was fresh to her. And she was not happy;
the simplicity of the aged recluse at Monastica had pierced
to a truth that Paris and the world and the men who
glittered round her and adored her did not perceive. She
Avas not happy. AVith her brilliance, her power, her enterprise, the fineness of her intricate intrigues, the daring of
her constant adventures, the excitement of her Incessant
changes, no morbid sentiment, no passive pensivenesa could
have hold on her or be kuOAA'U to h e r ; but something deeper
thau this was at her heart; It Avas the melancholy of a mute
remorse, the unaA'ailing and vainly-silenced lament of one
Avho flnds that he has bartered his gold for stones.
Her eyes were weary in all their splendour, as they folloAved the flight of the sea-gulls. She thought of Avhat she
had been, Avhen only sixteen seasons had warmed the lustre
of her hair, yet had made her Hellenic beauty iu its early
blush and sudden maturity almost, even then, the beauty of
her present womanhood; she thought of herself as she had
stood one evening at sunset leaning down over the ivymantled ruins of an antique bridge in Greece, looking across
to the .^gean flashing in the light, and thinking of the ceniuries far aAvay In the distance of the past when those Avaves
had broken against the proAVS of Mlltlades' galleys, and been
croAvded AvIth the fleets of Salamis; she remembered the
livid and decorated eloquence that had wooed her then to
aer present path, murmuring such bright words of libertj
and triumph, while the waters in their melody and the sun
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set In its splendour seemed filled Avitli the grand dead names
of Gracchan Eome aud of Socratic Athens ; she remembered
hoAv the proud Imagination of her daAvning life had leapt to
those subtle temptings as an arroAv leaps from the boAv into
the empyrean, and had seen in Its ambitious and still childlike dreams the sovereignty of Semiramis, the SAvay of Aspasia, the empire of Maria Theresa, Avaiting In the future
for her.
Eight years had gone by since then, and she had known
the Avorld clee])ly, Avidely. Avisely ; she had been sated with
homage and Avitli victory, she had Avakened loA'e almost
Avherever her glance fell; lier hours had been filled with
vivid colour and incessant variety, Avitli luxury and AvIth
pleasure, with the life of an adventuress in its airy nonchalance mingled with all the grace and elegance of patrician
tastes, and habits, and Avealtli. And yet she Avas not happy;
for the fame she had Avas notoriety, the power she had was
used unscrupulously, in the core of the rose there was always
an asp, and In the depth of her heart there were disappointment, remorse, and dishonour.
' And yet I AA'as more sinned against than sinning,' she
mused. ' I Avas so young then, and I was allured with such
glorious beguilement. The regeneration of nations, the revolution of empires, the striking ofl' of the serf's fetters, the
redressing of every unjust balance, the conquest of empires
aud liberties, the people's homage and the monarchs'
croAvns—those Avere Avhat tempted me. I t was the old fable
of Satan and E v e : " Eat of this fruit, and ye shall have the
knoAvledge of heaven and earth ;" " Believe in me, follow
me, and you shall have glory beside whicli Paradise is poor,
kingdoms beside which Eden is a desert." And I took the
fruit. HoAv could I tell then that it would be all a lie ?'
The thoughts floated through her mind, leaning there
wearily against the lattice, Avliile the early wind of the
Avarm dawn stirred the half-opened scarlet blossoms of the
japonica tAviniug round it. But she was too integrally
proud to seek refuge or exculpation in self-excuses even in
her solitary reverie.
' Yet that is but half the truth,' she mused, while her
eyes still unconsciously followed the sweep of the sea-birda
out to sea. ' 1 Avas sinned against then, In the first, but it
has been my own AAiong (since, I have kept to error long
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since I have known it to be error; I have loved my power
even while I despised its means and its ends; I have felt
the intoxication of hazard till I have let It entangle me beyond recall; I have known the evil I did, yet I have not
paused In it when I might; I have seen the fatal Issue of so
much, and I have gone on and on ; I haA'e bound them, I
have blinded them, I have despoiled them, I have taken
their strength and their manhood, their faith and their
courage, their wealth and their genius, aud ruined them all.
I have spared none of them ; I have betrayed so many.
That has not been done In ignorance—that has not been
palliated with the excuse of youth scarce conscious what it
does,'
H e r thoughts travelled far over past years, while the sun
rose higher, and while the man Avhose existence she had
given back dreamed of her with the waking of the day, aa of
one so far above his love, that
' No head save some world-genius should rest
Above the treasures of that perfect breast.'
She remained still and silent at the casement till the distant
call of the drums, as the Soldan weut up to the mosque for
the sunrise prayers, died softly aAvay on the air.
' I will save him at least. One sharp blow, and perhaps
he will forget. Pride will aid him : and if we never meet
again, I shall rem.ain only a dream to him—a dream without pain,' she said half aloud. And for the moment a darker
shadoAV SAvept over her face ; she remembered loyal eyes
that had gazed their eager passion Into hers ; she remembered
leonine strength that Avould have been felled into its tomb
but for h e r ; she remembered that the mau Avho had sought
her with such untiring patience on the clue of one frail memory Avould not forget in a day. In a year. B u t her resolve
was not shaken.
' I will save him if he will be saved; he, at least, shall
have nothing to reproach me,' she thought, while she
watched the gray sea fiash between the scarlet blossoms
of the japonica tendrils. Then she turned aAvay from the
windoAv, and rang a hand-bell that had once belon<Ted to
Catherlna Medici: like the one whose long, slender palm
had before touched the spiral column of its handle she

'UND ICH ? ICH LIEB DICH NOCHl'

169

never hesitated In any course Avheu her resolve was taken,
she never sAverved Avhen once she had decided.
The Nubian slave, Avho attended her Avherever she travelled as her maid, ansAvered the summons from AAdiere she
stood In the ante-chamber.
'Tell Paulus that I start for Naples this morning. H o
knoAVs what to do. I leave by ten.'
The Nubian boAVcd to the ground, and withdrew. H e r
mistress stood beside the table Avhere the bell Avas placed,
thoughtful still, Avith the shadoAV that had gathered on her
deepening in the purple light that fell through violet curtains near. She Avas not a Avoman to Avhom regret Avas
familiar. Many would have said she Avas too heartless ; it
was rather because she had seen, and knoAvn, and penetrated too much to bo lightly touched ; but a great tearless pain gathered in her eyes, aud her hand closed with
a gesture of impatience on the sharp metal circle of tho
bell.
' H e will be stung to the heart—and yet, better one
pang at once,' she said in her solitude. ' AVhat could It
avail him to knoAV me more except to suffer longer ? '
H e r resolvci Avas not changed; vacillation Avas impossible to h e r ; she had none of Its Aveakness in her nature,
b u t a regret poignant and almost remorseful Avas 011
lier. She thought of the fearless fidelity Avith which he
had refused ever again to become as a stranger to her,
she thought of the fealty that she kuoAV so Avell he bore
to her, that had looked out from the ardent Avorship of his
eyes in the calm of the Eastern night a few short hours
before.
And she Avas about to kill this at a bloAV, because the
prayer of another had pierced her heart and pleaded Avith
her to spare him, if it Avere not too late.
A noAv life had daAvned on Erceldoune.
All his old habits of soldier-like decision, of sportsmanlike activity, were broken u p ; he who had used to find
his greatest pleasures in the saddle and the rifle. In Avaiting high up in a leafy nest for the lions to come doAvn to
the spring to drink, and in riding Avild races Avith Arabs
over amber stretches of torrid sand, in spending whole
days alone among the sedge-pools of the Border foAvl,
and in bivouacking through a scorching night with Bra-
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zillan guanchos, had now changed into the veriest dreamer
that ever let the long hours steal aAvay,
' floating -up bright forms ideal,
Half sense-supplied and half unreal.
Like music mingling A\'ith a dream.'

H e lived in a land of enchantment, Avhose sole sunlight
was a Avoman's glance; he gave himself wp Avithout a
struggle to the only passion that had ever touched hia
life. NOAV and then forebodings sAvept over him ; now
and then his OAA'U utter ignorance of the w^oman to Avhom
he was yielding up his destiny, smote him Avith a terrible
pang, but very rarely: in proportion to the length of
his resistance to such a subjugation was the reckless,
headlong force of his fall into Its poAver. Moreover, his
nature Avas essentially unsuspecting ; and he had an oldworld chivalry in him that Avould have made it seem to
him the poorest poltroonery to cast doubt on the guardianangel who had saved him from the very jaws of death
His mother, lost In his earliest childhood, had been of
Spanish r a c e ; neglected by her lord, she had been left
to break her spirit as she Avould against the gray walla
of the King's Eest, longing for the perfume and the
colour and tho southern AvInds of her home in the Vega,
Avliile the Border moors stretched round her, and the
Cheviots shut her in until she died, like a tropic bird,
caged in cold and in tAvilight. A softness, inherited from
the tenderness and the enthus-'.iism of her southern blood,
Avas latent in her son, little as he kncAV I t ; an unAvorldllness and trustfulness Avere In his nature, though he
did not perceive them ; aud though his career had done
much to strengthen the lion-like daring and athlete's hardihood of his character, on the other hand the picturesque
colouring and varied AvanderIng In Avhich his years had
been spent had done much to preserve the vein of romance AvIthIn him, uuAVorn while unsuspected. Nothing
had touched this side of his nature until UOAV; and now,
the stronger for Its past suppression, it conquered him in
its turn, and ruled alone.
W h e n he left her that evening he could not sleep ; he
rode far and fast through the late night, dashing d'oAvn
into the interior, along sandy plains, and through cypress
groves, across stretches of tangled vegetation, and ovei

UND ICH ? ICH LIEB DICH NOCHI'

171

the rocky beds of drled-up brooks, or the foam of tumbling freshets. The swift rush through the cooled air
soothed the fever in him ; his thoughts and his passions
kept throbbing time Avith the beat of the hoofs, Avith the
sAveep of the gallop. H e loved her, he thought. O God,
hoAV he loved her 1
So long a'^o loved his namesake the Ehymer, when
under the tri a of Erceldoune—the Tree of Grammarye—•
the sorceress lljis touched his, and the eyes brighter than
mortal brightness looked into his own ; lips that wooed
him across the dark Border, eyes that dared him to brave
tho Lake of Fire for her sake. Those old, old legends,
hoAV they repeat themselves in every age, in every life !
W i t h the daAvn he came upon a pool, lying laud-locked,
far and solitary, encircled with cedars and cypress and
superb drooping boughs, noAV heavy AvIth the white blossoms of the sweet chestnut, and Avhile his horse drank at
the brink, he thrcAV himself in to bathe, dipping down into
the clear broAAU Avaters, aud striking out into the depths
of green blossoming shade, while the SAvell of a torrent
that poured into It lashed him Avith its foam, cold even
in the East before sunrise, and hurled the mass of water
against his limbs, flrm-knit, SIUOAVJ^ colossal as the polished
limbs of a Eoman bronze of MIlo.
As he shook the
drenching spray from his hair, and swam against the current, looking upAvard at the sky Avhere the daAvn was just
breaking, all the beauty that life might know seemed suddenly to rise on him in revelation. There is an eastern
fable that tells IIOAV, Avhen Paradise faded from earth, a
single rose Avas saved and treasured by an angel, who
gives to every mortal, sooner or later in his life, one breath
of fragrance from the Immortal floAver—one', alone. The
legend came to his memory as the sunbeams deepened,
slanting spear-like across the azure of the skies, and he
da.shed doAvn into the shock of the waters to still in him
this flerce SAveetness of longing for all that would never
be his own.
One AVoman alone could bring to him that perfume of
Paradise ; the rose of Eden could only breathe its divine
fragrance on him from her lips. And he Avould have
given all the years of his life to have it come to him one
hour.
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W h e n the day was at noon he went to her, heeding no
more the doAvnpour of the scorching vertical rays than
the Ehymer had heeded the leaping tongues of_ flame
while he rode, with the golden tresses sAveepIng his lips,
down to the glories of Fcerie. Distinct thought, distinct
expectance, he had none ; he had but one instinct, to see
her, to be Avith her, to lay doAvn at her feet the knightllest
service that ever man gave to AVoman. H e kuCAV nothing
of her, knoAV not Avhether she Avere Avedded or uuAvedded,
but he kncAV that the world had one meaning alone for
him now—he loved her That she could ever ansAver it,
he had barely the shadoAV of a hope. There Avas much
humility in him ; he held himself but at a lo\Ady account;
though a proud man Avith men, he Avould have felt, had
he ever foUoAved out his thoughts, that he had nothing
with Avhich to merit or to AVIU the haughty and brilli.ant
loveliness of I d a l i a ; he would have felt that he had no
title, and no charm, to gain her and gather her into arms
that would be strong, indeed,, to defend her until the last
breath of life, as they had been strong to strangle the
bear in the death grasp and to tame the young Avild horse
on the prairies, but that had no gold to clasp and fling
down at her feet, no purples of state and of Avealth to
fold round her, bringing their equal royalty to hers.
That he himself could attract her, he Avould have had
little belief ; he did not see himself as others saAv him ; he
did not knoAV that his vigorous magnificence of form, his
dauntless manhood, hia generous unselfishness, hia untrammelled freedom of thought and deed, might charm a
woman Avho had been tired by all, Avon by n o n e ; he Avas
unconscious of any of these In his OAvn person, and he
would have thought that he had nothing on earth Avhich
could give him the right everto hope for hertenderness. But
hope is aUvays strong in us till despair Is forced on us,
hoAvever little AVC may knoAV that hope's existence; and
thought waa the last thing that Avas shaped In him—
thought never grouped Itself before him; he Avas still In
the opium-dream; neither future nor past existed for
him; he Avas drunk with his p r e s e n t ; his love blinded him
to any other memory than itself. I t Avas too Avholly in ita
early freshness for it to forecast its fate.
Hia eyes eagerly swept over the building aa he rode up
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the avenue ; the lattices Avere all closed ; thia was usual In
the noon, yet it gave him a vague disquietude and dread.
The echo of hia step resounded on the marble, as It had
done Avhen he bad forced his entrance into Avhat he bad
believed the lair of his assassin ; it was the only sound,
and the stillness froze his heart like Ice: the rolling bay
of the hound had never before failed to challenge his
arrival.
The first court was deserted; in the second he saw the
Abyssinian.
' T h e Countess Vassalis ? ' he asked rapidly
' Is not here,' ansAvered the negress.
' Not here !'
' No, most illustrious. H e r excellency left Sfamboul
this morning.'
H e staggered like a man who has received a blow.
' Left—where ?—Avhy ?—for hoAV long ? '
The Abyssinian shook her head AvIth a profound salaam;
she knCAV nothing, or would say nothing; her mistress had
left Constantinople ; Avhere she intended to travel she could
not tell; her excelleucy was ahvays travelling, she believed;
but a note had been given her to deliver to the English
Effeudi, perhaps that might tell more.
H e seized it from her as she drew it from the yellow
folds of her sash, and tore It open; a mist was before his
sight, and his wrist shook while he held the paper as it had
never done lifting the rifle to his shoulder, when one error
in the bullet's flight would have been instant death to himself. The letter brought him little solace ; It Avas but a ie-w
words of graceful courtesy, giving him the adieu that a
sudden departure rendered necessarv, but added nothing of
why or Avhither she was gone, and seeming, in their polished
ceremonial, cold as ice to the storm of shattered hope and
tempestuous pain that was rife in his own heart. Instinctively as his hand closed on It he turned away from the
Abyssinian, and went out of the court Into the hot blaze of
Jay alone ; he could not bear the eyes of even that African
upon him in the desolation that had swept down upon his
life. H e Avent out, where he did not see or knoAv, passing
into the scorching air and into the cooler shade of the groves,
AvIth a blind dumb sufl'ering on him like the suffering of a
dog. For her he had no pride; against wounds from her
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baud he had no shield ; and nothing with winch «he could
wring his heart, nothing Avith which she could try hia
lOyalty, could avail to turn his love away. They had
been no Idle words with which he had said that his life
was hers to do with it Avhat she Avould; having made the
roAv he Avould keep it, no matter what the test, or Avhat the
cost.
H e crushed in his grasp that pitiless letter. H e r hand
had touched It, ber hand had written i t ; bitter as it was It
waa sacred to hmi. And he stood in the vertical sun, gazing
blankly doAvn on the waves below the terraces, tossing upward in the light at hia feet. The blow had fallen on him
with a crushing sickening force. Again he had lost her;
again, when to the old baffled Avearlness with Avhich he had
so long vainly sought her was added the certainty that he,
who had lavished his heart's best treasure on her, Avas nc
more to her than the yellow sands that the seas kissed
aud left.
A fcAV hours before and her eyes had smiled on him, her
presence had been Avith him; she had listened to him,
spoken with him, let him linger beside her in all the
familiar communion of a Avelcome friendship. H e could not
realise that he Avas forsaken by her Avithout a word, without
a regret, without an eflbrt for them everto meet again. H e
had no claim on her remembrance, no title to her confidence,
it was t r u e ; his acquaintance AvIth her was slight, as the
world Avould have considered ; but he could not realise that
the tie betweeu them of a life saved, so powerful on him, so
deathless in its memory for him, could be as nothing to her.
The AA'anton cruelty of her desertion seemed to him so
merciless that he had no remembrance of how little hold
he had, in reason aud iu fact, upon her tenderness. The
kuoAvledge of her loss alone Avas on him, leaving him
no consciousness save of the burning misery that possessed
him.
As he had never loved, so he had never suffered until
now ; his adventurous career In camps and cities and deserts
had never been touched by any grief. H e had come there
in the gladness of the morning, full of faith, of hope, of
eager delight, and of unquestioning expectation; and hi
stood in tho scorch of the noonday heat, stupefied, tha
glare of sua aud sea unfelt in the fiery agony that h;rf
seised hiisi
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The little gilded caique was rocldng at his feet, where it
was moored to the landing-stairs. Trifles link thought to
thought; and Avith the memory of that first enchanted hour
Avheu he had floated Avitli her doAvn the Avater he remembered
the AvarnIng that she had given him—the warning ' not to
lie under the linden.'
The warning had been, she had said, for his sake—not
her OAVU. AVas It for his that she had left him UOAV ? She
had implied that some sort of peril, some threatening of
danger, must aAvalt him with her friendship. Was it to save
him from these that she had left him thus ? Then the humility, that Avas integrally a part of his nature as his lofty
pride of race Avas toAvard men, subdued the bitter sense of
her cruelty
AVhat was he more to her than any other to
Avhom she gave her gracious courtesies, that he should look
for recollection from her? HeoAved her his life; but that
debt lay ou him ; it left no claim to her. W h a t Avas there
in him that he could hope iu their brief intercourse to have
become any dearer to her than any other chance-met
acquaintance of the hour ? He could not upbraid her Avith
having smiled on him one hour to forsake him as a stranger
the next, for with the outset she had bade him leave her
unknoAvn.
H o t tears, the first that had ever come there since as a
child he had sobbed over his young mother's grave, rushed
into his eyes, shutting out the stretch of the sparkling seas
and the rich colouring around him, Avhere Cashmere roses
and Turkish lilies bloomed in untrained luxuriance. The
sea had no freedom, the floAvers no fragrance, the green
earth In Its early summer no beauty for him ; he only felt
that, let him spend loyalty, fidelity, life, and peace upon her
as he would, he might never be one shadoAV nearer to her
than he was now; he might never touch her to one breath
of tenderness, never move her to one pang of j>itj. His
strength was great: he had Avrestled wdth the gaunt
northern bear in the cold of a Scandinavian night; he had
fought with ocean and storm In the madness of a tropical
tempest; he had closed with the African Hon In a fierce
embrace, and wrenched the huge jaws apart as they closed
»n their prey. H e had prevailed in these things by fearless
force, by human might; but now, in his weakness and hi.fi
saisery, he could have flung himself down o.n the ta>vjiy
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Bands and wept hke a woman for the hopes that were scattered, for the glory that was dead.
Another moment, and he had crossed the labyrinth of the
garden, thrown himself into saddle, and turned back toward
the city. The Greeks idly lying under the shelter of their
fishing or OIIA'O feluccas draAvn up on the shore, and tha
Turks sitting on their cocoa-nut mats under the shadoAV
of fig-tree or vine at the entrance of their huts, stared
aghast at the breathless horse, thundering along the searoad through the noontide heat, hia flanks covered Avith
foam, and the white burnous of hia Giaour rider floating
out upon the Avind. Down the steep pathways, over the
jagged rocks, across the flat burning levels of sand, and
under the leaning grape-covered walls, Erceldoune rode,
reckless of danger, unconscious of the fierce sun-fire
pouring on his head.
H e had sAvorn to follow her, whether her route were
seaAvard to Europe or eastAvard Into the Avild heart of Asia.
Pride, reason, wounded feeling, wavering faith, none of
them availed to t u r n him from his course. H e was true
to his oath; and the madness was upon him that in the
golden verse of his namesake the Ehymer makes Syr Tristam love better to go back to the risk of death and shame,
to the land of his foe, to the old piercing pain and the old
delicious sorcery, than to live In peace and honour and
royalty without the smile of King Marc's AvIfe, Avithout the
light of Ysonde's eyes. Let come Avhat would, he foUoAved
Idalia.
I n the feeling he bore her there waa a strange mingling
of utter humllit}", of most reverential chivalry, with the
Avildest passion and in the most reckless daring; in it tho
tAVO sides of his nature Avere blent.
H e rode to the Golden Horn, Avhere the flags of CA^ery
nation Avere streaming from the croAvded masts in the clear
hot light. H e kncAV that her departure by any one of tho
vessels could easily be ascertained.
To seek the guests Avhom he had met at her house; to
inquire of her from the numerous acquaintance he had
among the various chancelleries in Constantinople, and the
military and naval meu passing through or stayino- ofl
t h e r e ; to ask Avho she was, whence she came, how she Avaa
held in social estimation; all that might have been th«
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natural course of most was impossible to Erceldoune. Ho
could not have brought himself to speak of her to others;
he felt that If he heard her name lightly uttered ho
should strike hia hand on the mouth that uttered i t ; and
intense as his longing might be to pierce the mystery that
apparently shrouded ber, the quixotic code of his love and
his honour would have let him ask nothing through strangera
that she withheld herself. H e prosecuted his search alone ;
and the rapidity in such investigations gained by habit soon
brought him the knowledge he pursued.
Before evening he had learned among the sailors in the
port that a steam yacht belonging to her, the l o , which had
returned twenty-four hours previously from Athens, had
taken its departure early in the morning, for Capri, thd
Greek crew had said, with no one ou board but herself, her
suite, and the Silesian dog. The yacht was probably by
now through the Dardanelles. I t Avaa well known in the
Golden Horn, the sailors told him, that she usually came
from Europe in i t ; it could be recognised anywhere on the
seas ; for it always carried the green, white, and scarlet of
the Italian national colours crossed on the Greek ensign—
a fancy, it was supposed, of her excellency's.
Ereeldoune's eyes strained across the glittering expanse
of water with a wistful longing as he listened ; every word
he gathered plunged like a knife into his heart. No steamer
went from the harbour that day to Naples. W i t h twelve or
twice twelve hours between them, how could he tell but
that again she might be lost to him ? how, or where, or
when he might ever recover the clue she had rent asunder ?
' If that schooner were only mine ! ' he muttered uncon
Bciously aloud, as his glance fell on a yacht in the harbour,
with her gold figure-head and her brass swivel guns glistening in the sun. His want of wealth he had never felt; hia
nature was too high-toned, his habita too hardy, his temper
too bold; but now for the first time the pang of his beggared fortunes struck heavily on him. W e r e wealth his
own, how soon the seas that severed them might be
bridged!
A familiar band was struck on hia shoulder as he stood
looking across at the gray arc of the Bosphorus, straining
his eyes into the offing as though he could pierce the distance and follow her with his gaze.
II
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' You want a yacht ? Take Etolle. I am going inland
^ a special mission into Arabia ; bring her back in a year's
time; that AVIU be soon enough for me.'
Erceldoune turned and saAv a man he knew well; a true
and tried friend; one with Avhom he had gone on many a
perilous expedition ; a dauntless traveller, a pure Arabic
scholar, and a skilled negotiator with Eastern chiefs and
tribes.
The Etolle was at his service, with her captain and her
crew, to take him where he would ; there remained but the
duties of the Messenger Service to detain him, and these,
en application let him loose. H e had so habitually abstained throughout the twenty years of hia service from any
effort to shirk or shift the most dangerous or most irksome
missions, that as nothing specially required him then, and
a courier was daily expected from Eussia who could take
despatches home in his place, he easily obtained hia furlough, and by sunset he weighed anchor.
The yacht steered out of the varied fleet of merchantmen
that crowded the Golden Horn, steered out to the open sea,
while the scarlet glory of the after-gloAv lingered in the
skies, and dyed the Avaters blood-red in its light. To what
fate did he go ? he asked himself.
Safer, wiser, better far, he thought, that he should turn
back with his familiar comrade, and plunge down Into the
core of Asia, into the old athletic, bracing, open-air life,
into the pleasures that had never palled of forest and rifle,
of lake and mountain, of the clear ringing shot and the
wild day-daAvn gallop, into the pastimes that had no taint
in them, the chase that had no pang in it. That old life
had been so free, so elastic, so unshadowed, Avith all the
liberty of the desert, Avith all the zest of hardihood in it,
AvIth no thought for the morroAv, and no regret for the past,
with sleep sound as a mountaineer's, with strength exhaustless as the sea eagle's. He was leaving it. And for
what? For a hiAO that already had cost him a year of
pain to a few short hours of hope; for a w^oman of whom
he knew nothing—not even Avhether she Avere the wife or
the mistress of another; for the miserable fever of restless
xpasslon, for the haunting torment of unattainable joys, for
the intoxication of tempest-tossed desires, for tho shadows
of surrounding doubt and mysterv. Better far let th«

'UND ICH? ICH LIEB DICH NOCLII'

179

strange charm that had enthralled him be cut away at any
cost, and go back to that old life Avhile there was yet time.
Tlie thought crossed him for the moment as he drifted from
the quay of the Golden Horn. The next it passed aa
swiftly; let him plunge into the recesses of Asia or the
green depths of AVestern Avilds, he would carry AvIth him
his passion and her memory; and the vessel SAvept down
beyond the Dardanelles in her pursuit, through the phosphor crests of starlit Avaves as the night deepened, and the
distance betAveen them grew less and less AvIth every dip
Ihe prow made doAvn into the deep-gray glistening water,
like a petrel that stoops to bathe in his passage, and
shakes 'the spray from his spread wings to take a freer
flight.
I t was evening when she ran Into Capri, that Eden hung
beneath the sea aud sky. All its marvellous maze of colour
was iu its richest gloAV ; the sun was sinking behind Solaro f
the toAvering rocks of the Salto and the Faraglloni burned
through their sublimity of gloom ; a lustre of gold and
purple streamed over mountainous Ischia down on the brow
of Epomeneo, and over the low hills of Proclda; and the
blue water lay dazzling In the light, Avith the white sails ot
Sorrento skiffs scarce larger on its waves than the white
wings of fluttering monachi, while over the sea came the
odours of budding orange and citron gardens and a world
of violets that filled the woods, sloping upAvard and upward
into the clouds Avhe-re Anacapri lay.
Erceldoune saAV none of it, yet he felt it vaguely—felt,
as his vessel steered through that fiood of sunlight, coming
from the rich mezzo giorno of the Amalfl coast into the
golden riot of this lavish lovelluess, as though he floated to
a paradise. So had they thought before him, who, sailing
through those caressing seas toward the same isles where
the Sirens sang, had listened to the enchanted song, to flnd
their graves Iu tumult and in storm.
The sun sank behind Ischia as he went ashore, and the
sudden twilight fell, quenching all the blaze of fire, and
bringing in Its stead the tender night, with the chime of the
Ave Maria ringing out from church bells over the sea.
H e Avas known in Capri, and the men showed their
tvhite teeth with a bright smile, and the girls laughed all
over their handsome brown faces, as they welcomed him.
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H e had little doubt of soon learning what he sought; a
few brief questions brought him loquacious ansAvers.
' Niursi, signore!' cried a marinaro, iu the barbarous
Capriote patois. ' L'illustrlssima Contessa ! she knows me
well. Chlara, my wife, helped the African to carry tho
luggage up to her villa the day before yeaterdav—-'
' She is here still ? '
The quick Capriote caught the tremulous excitement
that ran through the question, and hia heart Avarmed to the
stranger, by whom his brother had once been brought up
from the black churning waves under Tiberlo in the dead of
a tempestuous night.
' She is here, signore mio ; she has been often here. She
is at the Villa Santllla, in the Piccola Mariana. I will
sliQAv you the Avay Aviilmgly.
' No ! I can find i t ; I know every foot of your island.
But if you can get me a horse, do.'
The marinaro put back the gold held out to him with a
loving gesture, and a smile that glistened through his
broAvn beard :
' N o t from gou, signore. W e have not forgotten, in
Capri, here, the night after SanCostanza'sDay.'
Awhile later, and Erceldoune passed up the terraced
heights, through the woods, where he crushed starry cyclomen and late violets at every step, along hedges of prickly
pear enclosing vineyards and fields of flax, and doAvn rocky
winding stairs shut in by walls, over which hung* the Avhite
blossoms of orange boughs.
NOAV and then he passed a village priest, or a contadina
that Avas like a study for Giorgone, or a tourist party
whose mules were stumbling- down some narroAv gorge or
dense arbutus thicket; these Avere a l l ; the solitude was
Avell-nlg'h unbroken. He kncAv Capri as well as he kneAv
the old Scottish border at home ; many a time, waitingAveek after week at Naples for despatches, he had explored
every creek, rock, and islet in that marvellous bay, from sunlit
Amalfi to nestling Proclda; and he made his Avay straight
onward to the Piccola Mariana, though sloAvly from the
steepness and the vagaries of the broken Eoman roads,
overgrown with luxuriant vegetation, that his horse, a
sturdy mountain-trained chestnut from Ischia, climbed
cautiously.

'UND

ICH? ICH LIEB DICH NOCHf

l8l

A late hour was sounding from some campanile as he
rode into that beautiful nook that lies turned toward Sicily,
with its line of fisher-boats aiud Avhite-walled cottages fringing the coast, and hidden among olives, cistus groves and
orangeries. Here and there—Avhere strangers had made
their dAvellIng—lights Avere gleaming, but the Capriotes all
lay sleeping under their IOAV rounded roofs; he almost despaired of finding any guide to tell him which villa was hers
in that leafy neat among the sea-girt rocks.
At last he overtook a contadina heavily laden with wood,
doing the Avork of pack-horses, as is the common custom for
women in the isles of the Sirens; she kuew the name ; tho
Contessa had bought some coral of her, for pity's sake,
yesterday ; the villa was doAvn there In that little gorge
just hanging over the sea, Avliere the gray plumes of olive
were thickest.
If any had asked it, he could not have answered with
Avhat definite purpose he went, whether to see her, whether
to break on her privacy at such an hour, whether only to
look on the place where she dwelt, and watch till the day
should dawn ; fixed aim he had none ; he was urged by an
impulse as vague aa it was unconquerable, unregulated
either by reason or by motive. H e Avas in that mood in
Avhich chance does ita best or its worst for a man; when he
offers no resistance to It, and may even be hurried Into guilt
>;re he knoAvs what he does.
The lights were shining among the shades of olive and
arbutus Avoods as his horse stumbled doAvn the narrow
defile, catching In the trailing vine tendrils at every step.
The dAvellIng literally overhung the sea, nestled on a low
ridge of rock, curved r' and so that the whole arc of the
bay, sweeping from east to west, was commanded by ita
windows, that saw the sunrise over the height of St. Angelo,
fall in its noonday glory full on Najjles, and Vesuvius, and
Baia;, where they lie in the depth of that wondrous bow,
and pass on to die in purple pomp behind wild Ischia. I t
was surrounded with all the profuse growth of the Island;
thickets of cistus, wilderness of myrtle, budding fig-trees,
orangeries with their crowns of bridal blossom and theij
balls of amber fruit, while vast rocks rose above and shelved
beneath it, with columns that toAvered to the clouds, and
terr3.ced ledges and broken gorges filled up with foliage.
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Through the leaves he saw the gleam of open windows, and
the indistinct outline of the roof in the deep shade cast from
the rocks above ; the road he had folloAved ended abruptly
on a narroAY table of stone jutting out over a precipice
whose depth he could not guess, and Immediately fronting
the casements from AvhIch the light streamed, divided from
the terrace and strip of garden running beneath them by a
chasm perhaps some six feet wide. Thus from the rock he
saAV straight into the lighted chamber within, as he thrcAv
himself from his horse, and with his arm round a plane-tree
to hold his footing, leaned over the edge and strained his
eyes through the gloom to gaze Into the interior that was
before him like a picture painted on the shadow of the
night. His heart stood still with a sickening pang, a deadly
burning jealousy that had neA'er touched his life before.
Through the draperies of the curtains he saw her, and saw
her—not alone. She sat at the head of her table, that
glittered wdth wax-lights and fruits and Avines, and with
her were some six or seven men, whose voices only reached
him in a low inarticulate murmur, but whose laughter now
and then echoed on his ear in the silence. At the foot of
the table sat one whom he recognised at once; his back
was to the windows, but the slight grace of his figure, and
the elegance of his throat and head, with Its closely-cut
blond hair, sufficed to identify him to Erceldoune. What
tie could he have to her, this cold, smiling, silken politician,
Avho seemed perpetually by her side ? I n the warm night
he shook as AvIth icy chillness through all his A'cins; a brute
longing seized him to spring like a lion into that dainty
group, and fell them doAvii aa men of his blood in Bothweil's
days had felled their foes in Border feuds,
' when the loud corynoch rang for -war
Through Lorno, Arg-yle, Monteith, and Braidalbano.'

H e r other guests were all unknown bo him, and looked
like gentlemen condottieri; moreover, all he saw was Idalia ;
she Avas leaning slightly forward, her face was lighted with
impassioned warmth, AvhIle her eyes, fixed upon the man
nearest her, an Italian by the contour of his features, and of
a careless princely bearing, that gave him greater dlstlnction than the rest displayed, adjured him more eloquently
still than by the words with Avhich her lips were movlno-.
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The echo of her voice, though not the meaning of her
speech, came to Erceldoune Avhere he swung forward over
the chasm In the hushed night, sweet and fatal as the Siren
voices that had used to echo over those eternal seas that
lapped the beach below. And as he heard it, a heart-sick
misery seemed to make his life desolate; he had shaped no
definite hope, his thoughts had kuoAvn no actual form, but
his love unconsciously had coloured both hope and thought:
she so utterly filled his own life, he could not at oncerealiso
that he was nothing, not even a remembrance, in hers.
H e leaned nearer and nearer, regardless of the uufathomed
precipice that yawned beneath him. At that Instant Victor
Vane rose, pushed back his chair, and approached the open
glass doors ; looking out from the brightly-lighted room, he
could see the shadow of the man and horse upon the opposite ledge.
' The Eomans hung their wreaths of rosea over the doors,
we in a more prosaic age must shut our windoAvs,' he said,
with a light laugh, as he closed the Venetian blinds, leaving
only their thread-like chinks open for the passage of light
outward, and the passage of air within.
A great darkness fronted Erceldoune; the moon was
shining on all the silvered seas, and innumerable stars were
out, but for him the blackness and blindness of night had
never so utterly fallen.
Hours passed by uncounted, unheeded by him; the
chimes of the campanile had chimed tAveh^e, and one, and
tAVO, unheard by him; he was still there before the darkened
windows. The Ischian horse grazed quietly off the grasses
and young shoots among the rocks ; Erceldoune watched
the villa which sheltered her, as a lion watches the lair of
his foe.
The night was absolute torture to him ; Intolerable suspense possessed him, and a reckless hatred of all those who
were now AvIthin the chamber on which he was forbidden
even to look. So near to her, and yet as far sundered aa
though seas divided them ! His rivals AvIth her while ho
stood without ! His imagination was filled with their
looks, their words, the bold passion in their eyes, the lovely
imlle upon her lips. W h a t were they, what title could they
claim to her, these men, who seemed so Avelcome to her?
Something in the familiarity, the authority, of the English-
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man's action, slight though it was, bore to him a terrible
slngificance. Were her revelries such as those for which
the rose was hung above the doors of Eome ? were they th«
revelries of a Faustina? The thought passed over him,
cold, gliding, poisonous as the coil of a snake ; he flung it
from him with fierce loathing, true to the motto of his old
race—'One loyalty, one faith:' he had given both to her.
H e heeded neither time nor place; purpose he had none in
staying there ; to watch her life with suspicion or espionage
was the last thought in him, the last baseness possible to
him; but he could not tear himself from the place ; he waa
fascinated to it, even by the very torment of his pain. How
utterly she must have forgotten him! how utterly careless
must she be of what suffering she had dealt him ! As he
thought of the look that he had seen on her face, as he
thought of those men gathered about her while he waa
absent, he paced the narroAV rocky ridge like a man chained
to his cell, AA'hIle his foes riot In all that he has loved and
treasured. And the closed casements faced him like an
inexorable doom, while a faint glimmer of light that here
and there streamed through them seemed to mock him with
fugitive tormenting glimpse, only serving to make the
darkness darker still.
At last, when the grayness of daAvn was breaking, there
was a slight noise that stirred the stillness. The shutter
unclosed, the glass-door opened : he saw her—alone. There
Avas no one now in the apartment, and she stood iu the
open window looking out on the sea that stretched fax
beloAv, round the broken and jutting cliffs.
H e leaned down, scarcely breathing, till he hung halfway over the chasm. W a s it possible that iu this solitude
she thought of him ? AVere those men anything to her ? or
Avas he more than they, or nothing—not even a regret?
The moon at that moment strayed through on to the
ledge, and she saAv his shadow hanging midAvay down over
the precipice, Avliose fatal depth slanted straight into the
gea, which had worn a narroAV way through the fissure five
hundred feet below. A cry of horror broke from her that
had a greater tenderness in it than lies only in a mere fear
for life imperilled. For all answer he swung himself one
moment on the ledge, balanced the distance with an unerring
eye, and with a mountaineer's leap th^t the glens and hills
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of the Border had taught him long before, cleared the space
and alighted at her feet.
' Does it matter to you whether I live or die ? '
The brief prayer bore eloquence deeper than lies in ornate
words; all the man's heart was spent In It. Idalia stood
motionless and silent, her eyes fixed on him where he stood
beside her, dropped aa from the air upon the wild cliffs in
the dead of night, when she believed him far distant on
those Eastern shorea to which the sea beneath them ebbed
away through league on league of starlight.
' Does it matter to you whether I live or die ? ' he said
afresh, while his voice quivered with a fiery piteous entreaty.
' Surely! I t mattered to me when you were but a
stranger.'
A vivid joy thrilled through him ; hia eyes in the shadow
burned down into hers with passionate appeal, with passionate reproach.
' Ay, but it was only a divine pity then ; is it that only
now ? And, with but pity in you for me, how could you
deal me this last misery ? '
AVhat stirred her heart he could not tell.
' I bade you know no more of me,' she said at last, while
her eyes looked away from him down into the still and silvered seas. ' I told you nothing but bitterness could come
to you from my friendship ; nothing else can. W h y would
you not believe me while It was time ? '
There was au intense and weary mournfulnesa in the
words. They carried a deadly meaning to him; he gaA'e
them but one significance.
' You mean that even your memory is forbidden me—
that even my worship of you dishonours you ? '
She dreAV her hands from him.
' Your Avords are as strange as your presence here. This
is the time and place for neither.'
' My Avords are strange ! God help me! I hardly know
what i say. Answer me, in pity's sake, what are they to
you?
' AVho ? '
And as she spoke, beneath the unbent hauteur of her
voice aud of her glance there Avas something as nearly
kindred to anxiety and alarm as could approach Idalia's
cature.
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' Those men Avho were with you.'
' Let me pass, sir. These are not questions for which
you have right, or to Avhich I give submission.'
' I swear they shall be ansAvered! W h a t are they to
you ? '
She glanced at him in haughty amaze, tinged with some
other feeling that he could not translate.
' You dare address me t h u s ! Are you mad ? '
• I think so.'
' I think so also,'she said coldly. ' A n d now, sir, there
is an end of these unwarranted questions, which you have
as little title to ask as I have inclination to answer. Leave
me, or let me pass.'
H e stood In her path, half mad as he said :
' I Avilf know one thing. Are you any man's wife ? '
U t t e r surprise passed over her face, and something of
contemptuous annoyance.
' I reply to nothing asked in such a manner,' she said
briefiy. ' Let me pass, sir.'
' No ! Tell me this one thing for the love of pity !'
The anguish in his voice touched her. She paused a
moment.
' I t can concern you in no way,' she ansAvered him dis/antly. ' But since you ask it, knoAv that I cherish freedom
too well to be wedded.'
' I thank God ! I may love you without sin.'
His voice was very IOAV, and his words had a greater intensity because their passion was restrained in obedience
to her; there was grandeur In their very simplicity. She
raised her head Avith her old stag-like gesture, looking to
the sea, and not to him.
' Sir, you have no title to speak such Avords. You cannot
say that I have ever given you the faintest—'
' Have I ever said it ? N o ; you have given me no title,
but I claim one.'
' Claim!'
' I claim one. The title that every man has to love,
though he go unloved—to love better than life, and only
/ess than honour.'
H e spoke steadily, undauntedly, as became his own aelf
Tespect and dignity ; but his voice had an accent which told
ker that world-wide as the love had been that she had
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roused, none ever had loved her as this man did. For a
moment she turned and looked at him—a look fieeting, and
veiled from him by the fiickering shadows. The look Avas
soon banished, and her eyes strayed backward to the sea.
Her face was very pale, but she moved away with her proud
and languid grace.
' These words are painful to us b o t h : no more of them,
sir. FarcAvell.'
The Avord struck him as a shot strikes one of his Border
deer. In the Impulse of his agony he caught her trailing
dress, and held it as a sentenced captive might hold the
purple hem of his sovereign's robes.
' Stay! A moment ago you said you cared whether I
lived or died. As I live UOAV, I Avill die to-night, in
that sea at your feet, if you tell mo to leave you for
ever.'
A shudder ran through her. Looking down on him she
saw that fatigue, long fasting, the misery of the past hours,
and the force of the feeling he bore her, had unloosed his
passions and unstrung his nerves till his brain was giddy;
and, his calm failing him, she saAV that in every likelihood,
as surely as the stars shone above them, he would keep his
word and fling away his whole existence for her.
Commonly she Avas too careless of men's lives as of their
peace ; but here she could not be so. She had saved him ;
she could not so soon again destroy him.
' H u s h ! ' she said more softly ; ' the noblest woman
would never be worth that. I t would be better that we
should part. AVhen I tell you that it can bring you no
happiness-—'
' Whatever it bring, I said before, I accept it. My life
is yours to save or throw aAvay, as you will. Answer me,
Aviiich shall it b<.) ? '
There Avas a suppressed violence, a terrible suffering in
his voice, that moved her almost with such shuddering pain
as though she witnessed his death before her sight. I n tho
light falling from the opened windows she could see the
burning gleam in his eyes, and the red flush that darkened
the bronze of his face.
' Live ! ' she answered him, while her own voice lost itg
chillness. ' You do not knoAv noAV what you s a y ; with
calmer hours you will see how little Avorb"^ it I or any
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woman could be. You may meet me again; but you must
speak no more of such words as you haA^e spoken to-night.
I have your promise ? '
' Till my strength shall fail me to keep it.'
' W h e n it does we shall meet no more.'
Theu she left him, and passed through the chamber that
was opened to the night, till, in the distance, the clustered
flowers and statues veiled her among them, and the
closing of a door echoed with a dull sound through the
stillness.
H o stood alone on the terrace, the noise of the sea
surging in his ear, his pulse beating, his brain reeling;
he could not tell Avhat to believe, what to trust, what to
think.
The frank, loyal, single-hearted nature of the man had
too honest a mould, too masculine a cast, to follow or to
divine the complex intricacies of a woman's life, of a
woman's Impulsea and motives. H e felt blinded, powerless, heart-sick, dizzy ; now crushed with reckless despair
at the chill memory of her words, now touched Avlth SAveet
wild hope, because he thought her free to be Avon if daring,
fidelity, aud devotion could avail to AVIU her.
To doubt her never—OA^en noAv, even with all that he
had seen and heard—occurred to him. H e believed tbat
she might only pity him Avith proud cold pity; he belioA-ed
that it Avaa faintly, remotely possible that by force of hia
own mighty love some tenderness might be at last wakened
for him in her heart. But between these he saAv no path.
H e never thought that she might be but fooling and destroying him.
H e had comparatively seen little of women; nothing of
such a Avoman as Idalia. His bold aud sanguine nature
quickly grasped at hope ; even In all the humility of his
love It Avas not in him to surrender.
Till morning broke beyond the giant mass of St. Auo-elo
he paced up and down the clifi^s, Avith the waves beating
music at his feet. Then he flung himself down ou the
moss that covered a ledge of the rock, with hia aaddle
beneath hia head, aa he had lain many a night under
Asiatic stars, and on Andes slopes, and on yellow Libyan
sand. Physical fatigue brought sleep, and sleep waa
gentler to him thau Ms waking life; it gave bim dreamB,
and with his dreams Idalia.
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CHAPTEE XIV.
' S H E SMIL'ES THEM DOWN IMPEUIALLT, AS VENUS DID
THE WAVES.'

As she passed from him through the embrasure of the
myrtle-shrouded AAnndow, and crossing her reception-room
entered an Inner chamber, at the farther end stood Victor
Vane—too far to have heard what had been spoken, yet
near enough through the suite of apartments to have seen
out on the terrace above the sea. A few minutes before he
had left the villa AvIth her other guests, whose boats were
taking them across to Naples ; now he had returned and
aAvalted her, half AvIth the familiarity of a man who shared
her confidence, half with the hesitation of one Avho fears
he may give offence.
' Y o u are here still! and so late! I suppose you bring
news of importance you could not gh'e before t h e m ? ' she
S'aid, with a shade of annoyance in the languor of her
voice.
H e had approached with a quick step, an eager warmth
upon hia face. H o was checked and chilled—vaguely yet
irresistibly—as he met her glance. H e was rarely to be
daunted, still less rarely to be shamed; yet he waa both
now. H e paused involuntarily ; his eyes fell, and AVorda
died on his lips as he bowed before her.
' Aud your Intelligence ?' she asked.
' Intelligence ? Caflfradali has deserted us.'
Idalia lifted her eyebrows.
' H e is as well lost as retained. W h a t else ?'
' Y o u know that the Ducroscs will send tAventy thousand
rifles Into Poland, and that Falkenstiern goes to take command of the Towariez ?'
She gave a gesture of impatience.
' H e will " c o m m a n d " them when they are organised—
when ! I t was I who sent him. This can scarcely be your
intelligence—your intelligence that wdll not wait till tomorrow ?'
H e hesitated, with a strangely novel embarrassment upon
him.
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' I waited—to congratulate you on your conquest of the
Prince to the cause.'
A light of triumph gave its pride to her eyes, and its
warmth to her brow; she smiled, as with the memory of
victory.
' V i a n a ! Y e s ; it is something to have secured b i n ,
semi-Bourbon that he i s ! B u t I still remain at a loss to
imagine Avhy you reappear at this time of the night.'
A flush of anger heated the delicate coldness of her lis.,
toner's face, his silken and gentle courtesies were forgotten
for the moment.
' Such an hour, madame! I t is not too late for that wild
wanderer yonder to be favoured with an interview.'
The moment tho words escaped him he repented them;
he knew hoAv rash they were with the nature aud disdainful
dignity of the Avoman to whom he spoke. Idalia cast one
glance on him of superb indifference; b u t she gave no betrayal of surprise, not even of disquiet, far less of embarrassment.
' If you only came to arraign my actions, I will be obliged
to you to retire.'
' W a i t ! Hear me first! I can act indifference no longer.
I came back to-night for one thing only—to tell you Avhat
you know, as well as you know that the stars shine yonder
—that I love you I'
She heard him with that same royal indlflerence, and
ironic amusement.
' I think we are too well acquainted with each other for
this. I gave you more credit than to suppose gou Avould talk
in this fashion.'
H e looked up at her with a passionate pain ; he had been
heartless, and been proud of his heartlessness; he had
mocked all his life through at what other men felt and
suffered, and passion or tenderness had been alike the
subject of his most cutting sneer; but—for the moment, at
least—his creed had deserted him, his wisdom and his sarcasm had failed him; for the moment he loved, aa utterly as
ever a lover did, aud he felt powerless to make her credit it,
B u t eloquence was always at his bidding, and eloquence
came now; every honeyed flattery, every implorlug ea<^erness, every impassioned pleading, that could warm or shake
the heart of the Avoman who heard him, poured from his
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fips. Persuasive always, he waa a thousandfold more so
now that for the flrst time in his existence genuine passion
had broken up his callousness, and a sense of hopelessness
shivered his self-reliance. H e loved her, if it Avere but a
mingling of desire, of ambition, of senses intoxicated by her
beauty, of pride piqued bj' her disdain ; and he felt impotent
to make her even believe this—far more impotent to make
her accept it.
She heard him without interruption, smiling a little as
she heard; she was half wearied, half amused, as at a
comedy known and stale from custom, yet amusing because
hell acted.
' Monsieur, I gave you credit for better taste,' she said
quietly, as he paused. ' I have had so much of this so often;
granted you are unusually eloquent, unusually graceful, but
even Avith those accessories the tale Is very tiresome ; and it
has one great draAvback, you see—we neither of us believe
it!'
' Believe ! how can I make you believe ? I tell you that
ever since I saw you first I have been so changed that I
have Avondered If I lived or dreamed ; I have felt all that once
I disdained as only fit for boys and fools! W h a t more can
I tell you? you must know that I speak truth.'
' AVhat a recantation ! I am not a fitting hearer for it at
all, nor likely to appreciate It. I will thank you far more to
amuse me Avith your bon-mots, which are really good, than
to entertain me AvIth your efforts in Eomeo's strain, which,
though very pretty, are very stale.'
' AVait—for pity's sake! Doubt what you Avill, mock at
what you AVIU, but believe at least that I love y o u ! '
She laughed softly.
' We do not believe in love—nous autres!'
' And yet men have gone to their death only for love of
you!'
' No proof of wisdom If they did!'
A little Avhile before he had thought aa she thought; a
feAV mouths earlier and his Incredulity of every such madness
and emotion Avas not more scornful than her own; now. Intoxicated with the disdaiuful beauty of the only woman who
had ever cost him a moment's pang, he believed in all the
wildest follies of romance, and would have staked everything
be owned on earth, or wagered on the future, to move her
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nnd to win her. For the only time in his life he was baffled,
for the only time powerless. His hands clenched wd^.ere he
stood before her.
' H e a r me at the least before you banish me. Listen!
what is there we might not compass together ? You adore
sovereignty, it should go hard if I did not give it you. You
are ambitious, your ambition cannot overleap mine. W e are
both against the world, together we should subdue it. Empty
thrones have fallen to hands bold enough to grasp them as
they reel through revolutions; you and I might wear a crown
if our aims and poAver were one. Love me, and there is no
height I Avill not raise you to, no ordeal I will not pass
through for you, no living man who shall baffle or outrun
me. I have the genius that rules worlds; I would lay one
at your feet.'
Every w^ord that he uttered he meant; in the excitation
of the instant, sweeping doAvn all the suave and hardened
coldness of his temperament, he felt the poAver in him to do
and to dare greatly ; he felt that for her, through her, with
her, there should be no limit to the ambition and the triumph
of his life; he spoke wildly, blindly, exaggeratedly, but he
spoke with an exaltation that for the second made him a
nobler and truer man than he had been in all the cool scorn
of hia wisdom and his mockery. Yet he did not move her,
much less did he win her.
She looked at him with a smile in her eyes, and a haughty
languor in her attitude. She—mercllesa from knowing the
world too well, and gifted with a penetration far beyond the
common range of women—saw that the gold offered her waa
adulterated; that the springs of his speech were as much
eelf-loA'e as love.
' I understand you,' she said as he ])aused. ' I could
advance your ambitions well, and you would be glad that 1
should do so ; your vanity, A'our policy, your schemes, and
—perhaps a little, too—your admiration, are all excited and
chime iu with another one; and that compound you call
love. Well, it is as good a name for It as anything else.
B u t as for tlirones! I thought we called ourselves LIberallsta
and Eedressers ? CroAvns scarcely bang In the air like roses,
aa you seem to think, for any passer-by to gather them ; but
i ' they do, how do gou reconcile the desire for one with all
your professions of political faith? I suppose then, like
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roost democrats, you ouly struggle against ty.'anny that you
may have the right in t u r n to create yourself Tyrannia ?'
His hands closed on a cluster of rhododendrons In the
wIndoAV, and tore them doAvn Avith an unconscious gesture.
I n a measure he Avas Avrouged; he loved her enough in that
moment to have renounced every ambition and every social
success for her, aud he could not make her even believe that
any feeling Avas in him. I n a measure, too, her satire Avaa
right, and pierced him the more bitterly because it laid bare
so mercilessly all that waa confused and unacknowledged to
himself. I n his pain in her contempt, he hated her almost
as much aa he loved her, and the old barbaric leaven of
jealousy, that he had used to ridicule as the last Insanity of
fools, broke out despite all self-respect that would have
crushed it into silence.
' You are very pitiless, madame,' he said in his teeth.
' Do you deal as mockingly with that beggared courier Avhom
you favour Avith Interviews at an hour you think untimely
lor lovers less distinguished?'
H e r glance SAvept over him Avith the grand amazement ot
one whom no living man ever arraigned. H e could not tell
whether his insult moved her one Avhit for sake of the man
whom his jealousy seized as his rival; but he saAV that It had
for ever ruined all hope for himself She looked at him
calmly, with a contempt that cut him like a knife.
' I did not knoAV that my wines were so strong or your
bead so weak. If you trangress the limits of courtesy, I
must trangress those of hospitality, and—dismiss you.'
H e knew that It waa as vain to seek to move or sway her
from that serene indiffereuce, as to dash himself against the
Capri rocks In striving to uproot them ; yet in his desperation he lost all the keen and subtle tact, the fine inscrutable
ability, that had never failed him save Avith her. H e laid
his hands on the SAveepIng folds of her dress, AvIth the same
gesture of entreaty that Erceldoune had used In the unconscious vehemence of his prayer.
' Idalia—stay! Take heed before you refuse my love,
for love it is, God help me !'
She drew the laces from him, and moved away.
' You have as much belief In the name you invoke, monsieur, as I have In tho love for Avhich you invoke it! Come!
we alike know the world too well for this comedietta not to
weary both. You must end it, or I.'
o
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' N o , hear me o u t ! ' he said fie;-\'ely, almost savagely, fot
one whose impassive gentleness had commonly been his
choicest mask and weapon. 'Think twice before you
refuse any toleration to my love. Take thai, and you sh.ill
make me your slave ; refuse it, and you Avill never have hai
a foe such aa you shall find in me. Eemember, you
cannot braA^e me lightly, you cannot undo the ilnka that
connect us, you cannot Avash out my knowledge of all that
you have held most secret. Eemember whose thoughts
and acts and Intrigues I have in my keeping. I know
what you would give all your loveliness in tribute to me to
bribe me from uttering to the world—'
' You try intimidation ? I accredited you with better
breeding and less melodrama,' said Idrdia, her careless
negligence unruffled, as AvIth a boAV like that with which
queens dismiss their courts, she passed from the chamber
ere he could follow or arrest her ;—It would have been a
man bolder and more blinded atlll than he was who should
have dared to do either.
H e Avas left there alone, in the midst of the white warm
light and of the burnished leaves SAvaying against the marbla
columns; to his lips oaths never came, he was too finely
polished, but an imprecation was burled back upon hia
heart that cursed her with a terrible bitterness, and a
hatred great as was his baffled passion. H e hated her for
his own folly in bending to the common weakness of m e n ;
he hated her for the disdainful t r u t h with which she had
penetrated the mixed motives In hia h e a i t ; he hated her
for the shame she had put upon him of oflering her a rejected and despised passion; he bated her for all the
numberlesa sorceries of her fascination, of her brilliance, of
h'.r pride, AvhIch had made him weak as water before their
spell. To AvIn her there was notliing he Avould have checked
a t ; she had become the incarnation of his ambitions, as she
might have been the means of their fruition ; all that gaA^e
her danger to other men but gave her added intoxication
for him; she Avould have been to him, had she but loved
him, what the genius and the beauty of she whom they
called Hellas Eedivlva were to Tallien. And more bitter
than pride stung, or vanity pierced, or ambition shattered,
was the sense that love her as he had, love her as he would,
consume his very heart for her sake as he might, he would
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never—plead, beseech, SAvear, or prove It as he should—•
make her believe that one pulse of love beat in him.
And all the by-gone Ironies and contemptuous scoffs
which he had used to cast on those Avh.o suffered for the
lost smile of a woman's eyea came back upon him now,
laughing Iu his ear and gibing at his weakness like fantastic
devils mocking at hia fall. A Avoman had enthralled him,
and his philosophies were dead—corpses that lay cold and
poAverless before him, incapable of rallying to his rescue,
things of clay without a shadow's value.

CHAPTEE XV
THE ALLEGOET OP THE POMEGEANATE.
T H E early morning broke on C a p r i ; with the rising of
the sun the little fleet of boats all doAvn the shore
began to flutter into motion aa the birds fluttered Into
song, the Angelus rang, the full daylight glittered over the
Avhite line of toAvns and villages that nestled far and wide
In the bow of the bay, In the transparent air a delicate
feathery column of gray smoke curled up from the cone of
VesuAuus; the clifl's rose up in the sunlight, vine-covered,
and standing like pillars out in the midst of the sea, Avhile
the mists were still hanging over that deep blue Avestern
depth, stretching out and on to the Mediterranean, farther
and farther toAvard the columns of Hercules and the gates
of the African and Asian worlds.
I n her own chamber, a morning-room whose windows,
clustered round Avith trained myrtle and clematis, looked
out down the shelving cliff on to the sea, Idalia stood; her
head was bent, her eyes Avere grave and filled with thought,
aud her lips had as much of disdain as of melancholy ; she
looked a woman to dare much, to reign widely, to submit
rarely, to fear never. Yet she was iu bondage now.
At a breakfast table, a little distance from her, sat
Conrad, Count Phaulcon. H e Avas smoking, having finished
Avith the coffee and claret, fruit and fish beside him, and
Avas looking at her under hia laahea, a look half wary, half
admiring, half angered, half exultant, the look of a mazt
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foiled in holuin.-^ her by intimidation, but successful in
liolding her by yioAver, yet not wholly at his ease AvIth her,
nor wholly so AvIth himself
' If you would only hear reason,' be said impatiently : he
had vanquished her in one sense, but in another she Avas
still his victor, and he was restless under it.
' I am happy to hear reason,' she ansAvered coldly ; ' but
of dishonour I am—a little tired !'
There was a certain listless satiric bitterness m the last
words.
' D i s h o n o u r ! ' echoed Phaulcon, while the blood fiushed
over his forehead, and he moved irritably. ' HOAV strangely
you phrase things ! AVhat has changed you so ? For a
Avoman of the Avorld, a woman of your acumen, of your experience, of your brilliancy,—to pause and draw back for
such puerile after-thoughts—I cannot in the least comprehend it. W h a t a sceptre you hold ! Bah ! stronger thau
any queen's. Queens are mere fantoccini—marIoiiett<^s
croAvned for a puppet-show, and hung on Avires that each
minister pulls after hia OAATI fancy ; but you have a kingdom
that is never limited, except at your own choice; au empire
that is exhaustless, for Avhen you shall have lost your beauty,
you will still keep your poAver. You smile, and the politician tells you his secret; you woo him, and the velvet
churchman unlocks his intrigues; you use your silver
eloquence, and you save a cause or free a country. I t is
supreme poAver, the poAver of a woman's loveliness, used, aa
you use it, AvIth a statesman's skill.'
She smiled slightly, but the haughty carelessness and
resistance of her attitude did not change. Those persuasive,
vlA'acIous, hyperbolic AA^ords,—she remembered hoAv fatal a
magic, hoAV alluring a glamour such as they once had for
h e r ; they had no charm noAV, they had long ceased to have
any.
' A supreme power 1' pursued Phaulcon. ' In the rosewater of your hookahs you steep their minds in Avhat colour
you will. AVith the glance of your eyes you unnerve their
Avills, and turn them which way you choose. I n an opera
supper you enchant their allegiance to what roads you
l i k e ; in the tAvilight of a boudoir you wind the delicate
threads that agitate nations. You ai'O In the heart of conspiracies, in the secrets of cabinets, in the destinies of
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coalitions, aud with fascination conquer Avhere reason Avould
fad. I t ia the widest poAvcr in the world; It Is that of
Antonina, of Marcia, of Olympia, of Pompadour ! AVhat
can be lacking In such a life ? '
' Only Avhat Avas Avanting In theirs—honour!'
The words were spoken very calmly, but there was uot
the less meaning in them.
' Honour ! AVhat makes you all in a moment so in love
with that AA'ord ? There was a time Avhen you saw nothing
but Avhat Avas triumph In your career.'
' I t is not for goii' to reproach me with that.'
Over his changing, handsome, eloquent features a certain
flush and shadow came.
' Eeproach! I would rather reproach you with the
change. And Avhy should there be thia continued estrangement betAveen us, Idalia ? You loA^ed me once.'
Her eyea dwelt on his musingly, very mournfully, with
that lustre of disdain that Avas In them, mingled with a momentary wistfulness of recollection.
' Yes, I loved you once,' she ansAvered, and her voice had
an excessive gentleness In It; but he knoAv her meaning too
Avell to ask Avhy it was that this was now solely and irrevocably of the past.
H e was silent some moments; the dashing and reckless
Free Lance felt an embarrassment and a seuse of mortification In her presence. H e could hold this haughty aud exquisite woman in a grip of steel, and feel a saA'age victory Iu
forcing the proud neck that Avould not bend to lie beneath
his heel; he could take a refined exultation of crueltj^ In
seeing her pride rebel, her instincts recoil, her dignity suffer
mutely; he could amuse himself with all this Avith a rich
pleasure In it. Nevertheless, he OAved her many and heavy
debts ; he gave her an admiration that was tinged still with
ft strange tyrannous wayward sort of love; he held her in
an unAvIllIug homage that made him half afraid of her,
and he shrank under the sense of her censure and of her
rebuke.
I n one sense he was her master, but in another she waa
far above him, iu another she was his ruler, and escaped hia
poAver.
H e rose restlessly ; the glance he gave her was doubtful
and embarrassed, and his tone was half appealing, half imperious.
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' Well, there ia one thing, I want more money.'
' You alwaya want money ! '
There waa a weary scorn in her words, the scorn of a
proud woman forced into companionship with what baa
sunk too utterly in her eyes for any other feeling aave that
only of an almost compassionate contempt.
Phaulcon laughed; not because he was Impervious to the
contempt, but because the temper of the man waa really
lightly and idly insouciant, careless as any butterfly, except
in hate.
' Of course! who doesn't ? Is there anything money
won't buy, from a woman's love to a priest's absolution?
Tell me t h a t ! A man AAuthout money is like a man bora
into the world without his eyes or his legs; he exists, hC
doesn't live ; he hibernates miserably, he never knows what
it is to enjoy ! W h o are the kings of the earth ? The
Hopes, the Pereires, the Eothschilds, the Barings. W a r
could not be begun, imperial croAvna would never come out
of pawn, nationa would collapse in bankruptcies, thrones
would crash down to the dust, and nobles turn crossingsweepers, without them. W h o rule Europe ? kings, ministers, cablneta, troops ? F a u g h ! not one whit of it—the
CAPITALISTS ! Which waa the potentate, the great Emperor who owed the bond, or the great Fugger Avho could
afford to put it in the fire ? Yes, I do want money. Can
you let me have any ? '
He-i- lips moved slightly, she restrained whatever words
might rise to them, but she did not repress the disgust that
w^aa spoken silently on them.
' You wish to ruin my fortune now ? '
' F a r from it,' laughed Phaulcon. ' I am not like the boy
who killed his goose of the golden eggs. I would not ruin
you on any account; but even if I did, you knoAv very well
that any one of your friends would willingly make up any
breachea I cauaed in your wealth.'
W h e r e she stood, with one hand leaning idly on tho
carved ivory of a chesa-king, she turned with a sudden
gesture. H e had broken down her haughty silence, hei
studied contemptuous tranquillity at last. A fiush rose over
her brow, her lips quivered, not with fear but with loathing;
her eyes flashed fire. All the gentleness that in her momenta of abandonment characterised her, and all +Jj9
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languor that at other hours made her so indolently and
ironically Indlfi'erent, changed into a fearless defiance, the
more Intense from its force of contrast AvIth the restrained
serenity of her past self-control.
' One other word like that and you never enter my presence again, if to be free from you I close the gates of a
convent on my OAvn life. W h a t ! are you so vile as that ?
Is all shame lost in you ? '
If it Avere not, there were moments Avhcn he was as bad
a man as the Avorld held, when the devil in him Avas
alone victorious, and all conscience that had ever lingered
Avas crushed out and forgotten. H e r words, and yet far
more her look, lashed all that was evil in his nature to Its
height.
H e laughed aloud.
' " A Avorld of scorn looks beautiful" in you, that I
grant, Eccellenza.
At the same time, your title to It is uot
quite clear. I t is for the Avomen Avho go to courts to smile
Avith that superb disdain, to ansAver Avith that proud defiance,
not for the Countess Vassalis.'
There was not much in the words themselves, but in
their tones there Avas an intolerable insolence, an intolerable
insult. The fire in her eyes burned deeper still, her breath
came rapidly, her Avhole form Avas instinct with a passion
held In rein, rather for sake of her own dignity than for any
more timorous thing. Standing In that haughty wrath,
that self-enforced restraint, she looked like some superb
stag, some delicate antelope at bay, aud panting to spring
on its foes.
• Do you think such taunts as that—your taunts—have
poAAcr to Avound me for one instant? W h e r e is your
boasted AvIsdom ? I t has forsaken you strangely, as strangely
as your memory ! Whatever I have lost, the loss is due to
you ; wliatever I have erred in, the error Ilea with y o u ;
whatever Avreck my life has made, Is Avrecked through you;
whatever taint is on my name was brought there first by
you. j.'^ou have tried my patience long and often; you
have tried it cnce too much. You have trusted to the tie
that Is betAveen us ; it is broken for ever as if it had not
been. Insult through you I have continually borne. What
the Avorld has said has been as nothing to m e ; my life is
not ruled by it, n^y honour is not touched by it. B u t insult
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hc:n you I will never bear. Be my destroyer i.s yos
clioose ; but your accomplice again you shall never nir-iks
mo, nor your dupe. Stand aside, sir; I will hear no mors
words."
H o had laid his hand upon her a r m ; she shook him off
with an action as Intense In its gesture of contempt as hec
word.? had been Intense in their concentrated passion, and
swept boyond him towards the doorway of her chamber.
Phaulcon sprang before her, and stood betAveen her and
the closed doors ; there was a taint of cowardice in his nature, and he had forgotten all policy Avhen he had let malice
and vengeance hurry him into an open rupture with one
who was beyond all others needful to him, and AVIIO, wdiaU
ever her foes, whatever her faidta, still never feared
' Idalia, w a i t ! '
' L e t me pass, sir.'
' N o , by Heaven, not In such a mood ! '
' You wish to compel me to summon my household ? '
' I wish to induce you to hear reason.'
' Your euphuistic synonym for some new villany ? I have
answered you already.'
' Softly, softly. I t will not do for us to quarrel. You
know the terms on which alone you can make such an
ansAver final.'
' Your persecution ? I am indifferent to it. Allow me
to pass.'
' Pardon me, no. The terms I meant were—the break in"
of your oath.'
H e spoke very geutly, yet at the words she turned pale
for the first time in their Interview, as though he had
pierced her Avhere she was AvIthout shield; she did not reply,
and he pursued his advantage.
' Tell me, AVIH your new and eccentric fancy for " honour "
bo greatly gratified by the deliberate rupture of your sworn
word? When men and women talk much of their honour
to be sure they are always conscious of having lost it, or
being just about to lose it AvIth a more flagrant bankruptcy
than common; but still, your newly-adopted principle AVIII
be ill commenced by the repudiation of your pledged oathof your bound engagement.'
Still she said nothing, only in her eyes suppressed pa^sion gleamed, and her hand clenched as though, but fo.r ^QJ
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dignity's sake, it would have found force to strike him
where he stood.
Conrad Phaulcon smiled.
' I am no tyrant, no harsh task-master, my most beautiful
Countess ; and I frankly admit that I admire you more In
your haughty rebellion than I do in the softest smile with
Avhich you enchant all our good friends. I exact nothing.
I command nothing. I merely remind you—you cannot
break from mo without also breaking your promise, and
more than your promise—your oath. However, a Avoman'a
word, I suppose—even wheu it is SAvorn, even when it ia
the word of such a woman as yourself, who have none of
your sex's weaknesses—is only given to be broken. Is it
so?'
She answered nothing still; a slight quick shudder of
hatred or of contempt passed over her one moment; she
waa torn Inwardly with such a conflict as the prisoner on
parole feels when he might break hia fettera away, and
strive, at least, for the SAveet chance of liberty, were he uot
held back by one torturing memory—his word.
Suddenly she turned and bent rapidly toAvards him, her
eyea looking Into his with so full aud brilliant a lustre of
unuttered scorn, that he started and drew back.
' You sell everything—your body and your soul. W h a t
bribe would you take to give me my release ? '
' AVhat bribe ? None. You are much more to me, n.y
exquisite Idalia, than any gold, well as 1 love the little god
" Bribe ! " W h a t an ugly Avord ! Bribes are like medicines
— every one takes them, but no one talks about them.
Your '• release," too, Avhen you live as free as air ! '
She said no more, but stood aloof from him agaiu in
haughty aud enforced composure.
' Leave my presence, or let me pass out,' she said briefly.
' One or the other.'
' Either, with pleasure, if you will glA'e me two ansAvers.
First, will you break your oath ? '
The look that gave so much of heroism aud of grandeur
to her beauty passed across i t ; to stoop to supplication
to him would have been as utterly impossible to her as to
have put down her neck beneath his heel; and though she
could not break his bonds, she was not vanquished by him.
She ansAvered Avith a calm endurance that obeyed not him,
but the law of her own n a t u r e :
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' A h , that is well and AVISO, ma belle. Now for the othed
question. You will give me the money ? '
' No.'
The reply Avaa precisely the same as it had been before :
the triumph in his eyes feU.
' And Avhy not ? '
' Because every sum I gave yo\i now would seem given
because I feared you. Fall as low as that, you knoAv well
enough that I shall never do.
As far as you hold me
by my oath, so far I Aviil hold myself bound, DO farther;
for the rest I have said—all is cancelled henceforward between us.'
' W h a t ! do you mean that you deny my title to mj
power on you? Do you mean that it can ever ha possible
for your mere will to cancel such a tie as there ic between
us ? Do you mean that, if you pretend to forget the past,
and all my claims on you, I shall ever allow them to be
forgotten ?'
'Forgotten!
N o ; it ia not so easy to forget.
Bu'
trade on them longer, I have said, you shall never do. I
have endured your exactions too many years already.'
' But, by Heaven, then I insist—'
' Y o u cannot insist. If you need money, you knoAv the
price of i t : my release from you, as far as you have the
power to bestow It. On other terms, you AVIU never again
live on my gold. The choice will be for you.'
' But 1 demand—'
' You can demand nothing, sir.'
And with a movement that even now did not stoop to
be hurried, or lose in auy sort its dignity, she SAA^ept by him
before he could arrest her, passed through the door, and
closed it.
H e kncAV Idalia AVOU enough to know that to force himself on her, or seek to intimidate her Into compliance Avith
his Avill, would be as utterly vain as to seek to quarry with
a razor the great black heights of TIberio towerin"- yonder
in the light. Half the victory was in his hands, half iu
hers. To gain the rest, he knew that he must wait.
H e left her, and Avent out across the gardens, and down
the winding Avay that led along the rocks to the shore. H e
was not wholly satisfied Avith his morning's work j he felt
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the mute resistance of a proud nature against a power of
which he Avas tyrannously and inexorably jealo-as, and he
kncAV that this power did not extend over her money, of
Avliich he had often received much, of which he was alAvays AvantIng to receive more. Besides, v/ith all his evil
triumph in galling and goading her to his uttermost Ingenuity, a certain shame was always on him before Idalia,
and a certain IOA'C for her always survived in his heart—
love that was always strangely blent Avith something of
uuAvilllug homage, of reluctant awe, and now and theu of
absolute repentance.
H e Avould not have undone one of the links of the fetters
he had made her wear under the purple-hemmed and goldbroldered robes of her beauty, freedom, aud supremacy ;
but at the same time. In her presence or freshly from it, he
felt ashamed of having forged them.
Long habit had
killed almost everything In him that had once been a little
better ; but Conrad Phaulcon had still here and there certain flashes of conscience left.
As he Avent towards the beach, round a sharp point of
rock abruptly jutting out with its hanging screen of iA'y and
myrtle, ere he looked where he went, his foot was almost
.against the arm of a man lying there, in the shadow
asleep.
Erceldoune lay on the grass, the horse standing motionless beside him ; his limbs Avere stretched out iu all their
careless magnificence of strengtli, his head had fiillen slightly
back, his chest rose and fell Avitli the calm breathings of a
deep repose, and as the morning light slanted through a
fissure of the clifl's. It was full upon his face, from which
in repose the dauntless light, the eagle flre, had gone, and
only had left now a profound aud serene melancholy.
I t Avas yet early; sleep had only come to him as the sun
had risen, after hours of intense excitement, and a night of
extreme bodily fatigue. There was nothing to aAvaken him
here, and lulled by the pleasant murmur of the seas and
the Avarmth of the young day, he dreamt on still. The
Greek started violently, and a flerce panther-like longing
was the first thing that seized him, mingled Avith supreme
amazement; a ferocious vindlctiveneps darkened and fiushed
the glory of his face ; he paused, his lips a little parted,
bis teeth ground, his whole form quivering with the longing
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to spring; hia temperament Avas intensely vivacious, and
years had done nothing to chill, if they had done much to
harden him, aud little by little he had so gathered up
his hatred towards the man he had injured, that it waa as
great aa though that injury had been received, instead of
given by him.
H e stooped over the sleeper, noting the unarmed powerlessness of that slumber, while his teeth clenched, his
glance Avandered by sheer instinct toAvards a loose, weighty,
mallet-like mass of granite lying near him. One bloAV from
it in a sure hand, and the life Avould be still before it could
waken for a struggle, a shout, a sigh.
' I might crush out his brains aa easily as a fly, and, by
God, I could do it too ! ' he thought in a fierce blludness of
hatred that remembered only that night-ride through the
pomegranates, and forgot all the vileness of his own brutality towards this mau who lay sleeping at his feet.
Without waking, Erceldoune stirred slightly, hia right
hand that lay open clenched ; he turned Avith a restless sigh
—he Avaa dreaming of Idalia still. A t the movement his
foe cowered, and drew back in\'oluntarily; pusillanimity
ran in his blood, and he had a keen dread of this ' Border
Eagle,' Avho had been invulnerable under so many shots,
and had had a resurrection almost from the grave—a dread
nearly aa strong aa his hate for lilm.
Moreover, with
that action he remembered many things, policy before all,
wdiich forbade him to attempt any risk of reckoning with
the man he had left for dead in the Carpathians. H e took
one long glance at him—the glance of hatred is as lingering as that of love, and of still surer recollection—then
hastily and noiselessly turned aside over the thick grasses,
and Avent his Avay down to the beach.
I t was not through any sense of shame or of humanity
that he left the sleeping man unharmed ; it was not even
that he would have shrunk from crushing the life out of
him as mercilessly as out of a cicada; it was only that he
remembered the danger and unwisdom of such self-indulgence ; and also. In some faint emotion, he felt a sense that
Idalia was near them both—too near for him to sink into
such a crime as this. I n his own Avay he loved her, in hia
own way revered her, though be cared nothing how he tortured, almost as little how he ruined her. While under
her influence he could not be his Avorst.
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.^n licar later he had crossed the ba}^ and approached a
•^laiaziilo smothered In orange-trees, Avhose terraces overh'ong the sea, odorous, and shaded deep Avith myrtle. Ho
made his AA"ay unannounced, and passing through several
chambers entered one In wdiich ho found the temporary
owner of the house, who looked up Avearlly and listlessly—
tlie owner Avas Victor A'ane.
' AVell ? ' he asked, as tho door closed.
' That Scot! That courier !' panted Phaulcon, ' he ia in
Capri. I passed him lying asleep on the grass; I could
have killed him like a dog. Does he know Idalia? Is it
possible he can have learnt that it was she who saved
him ? '
' KnoAV Idalia? Yes, beyond doubt, he knoAvs her.'
' H e does ? She never named him to me !'
' A'^ery possibly ; but you remember how she saved him,
and miladi has her caprices !—slie had him Avith her day
after day in the East.'
The words Avere languid still; there was no irritation
expressed in them, but there Avas a significance for AvhIch,
had Erceldoune been there, the speaker Avould have been
hurled out on to his terrace with as little ceremony as
though he had been dead Border grouse.
Even his comrade and SAvorii ally darted a look on him
savage, passionate, but withal that better than any look he
had given, for a hot and frank wrath Avaa in it, with something of generous challenge.
' AVhat do you mean by that ? '
' I mean what I say—no more. This gentleman—your
Carpathian friend—found her out while he was chasing
what he very absurdly calls his " assassin " doAvn the Bosphorus shore; he dined with- her when we were there, and
the Countess appeared to take a very flattering Interest in
the landless laird. H e is a handsome giant, you knoAv, and
I have often noticed that your women of intellect have a
wonderful eye for physical perfections !'
AVith every quiet word he plunged a stab of steel into
his listener's heart, with every one he veiled more closely
the passions that were moving in his own. The colour
changed in Phaulcon's face, he Avrlthed under every syllable, but he could resist none ; the same mercllesa tyranny
as he had exercised over Idalia was used oyer him noAV, and
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he had not the fearless and haughLy tdrcugth which was ia*
hers that could have enabled him to defy or to dlsdiin it.
' I n the East—in the East ? ' he muttered. ' AA^Ith her ?
—and she never told me ! '
' Caro ! Did you imagine you had your fair Con^iteis's
confidence ? I can assure vou you are exceE;:i'.-el7 mistaken.'
Phaulcon shook in all his limbs wdth res'.raL'Jcd pa.^:-ioD.
AVell as he knew the art of word-torturing, he v.as scarce
so perfect an adept in it as his frieud.
' Do you mean—' he began impetuously, end paused.
A^ane laughed, rose, and sauntered a little way from the
table.
' Have you breakfasted ? Do I mean what ? J u s t taste
one of these citrous ; they are the first ripe this season.
Do I mean that your friend, the Border Chief, has lost hia
head after the Countess Vassalis ? Yes, I do mean It.
H e Is wildly In love with her, and he has eyes that say so remarkably well, considering that he had loved nothing but
tiger-shooting and hard riding till that charming piece of
romance in the Carpathians.'
The words Avere easy, Indifferent, a little flippant and
contemptuous ; they stung the Greek like so many scorpions. H e flung himself out of his scat, and paced to and
fro the apartment with flerce breathless oaths ground out
ou his lips. A^ane loolced at him with an admirable aflectation of amused astonishment.
^Face, pace, caro!' he said softly. ' W h y ivill you ahvays
be so impetuous ? A''esuvlus yonder, Avho looks rather
dangerous to-day by the bye, was never more impulsive!
What annoys you so much in this colossal courier being in
love wdth Miladi Idalia ? H e is not the first by many a
score! '
Conrad Phaulcon swung round and strode up to hia
tormentor.
'By Heaven, if you taunt me, or scoff at her with that—'
' Gently, gently, ires cher!
We do not quarrel. Besides, there is really no object in assuming all that wdth me.
Just recollect how long I have known you—and how well!'
Phaulcon was silenced, and lashed Into obedience: hia
head dropped; he turned again, and paced the chamber
with fast uneven steps.
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' Tills idea annoys you,' pursued his counsellor leisurely.
M grant his presence Is troublesome, awkward Indeed for
you; and Scotch patience Avith Spanish fire is a diisagrccablo
combination. Besides your OAVU excessive Impetuosity made
that little affair very notorious; if he Avere to recognize
you, I fear, do what you would, something extremely unpleasant Avould result. Still, AvIth due caution this might
not happen, and no danger need occur from it if Idalia do
not betray you, and that she probably AVIU not do, unless—
unless—' Victor paused a moment, and let his' eyes drop
on his companion. ' H e is a magnificent man to look at,
and adores her In all good faith, which might have the
charm of novelty,' he added In a musing whisper.
' Damnation ! I would lay her dead at my feet if I
thought—'
Vane raised his hand in deprecation.
' Pray do not be so very excessiA^e! That language was
all very well In the middle ages ; both you and Sir Fulke
Erceldoune have dropped in on us by mistake, out of the
Crusades. B u t your brilliant Idalia Is not a vA^oman to be
murdered. I n the first place, she Is too beautiful; In tho
second, she is too notorious; in the third, a glance of her
eyes would send any assassin back again unnerved and unstrung. No ; you must neither kill him, nor kill her. The
idea! What barbarism, and what blundering! I t is only
—excuse me—-madmen who use force ; is it not their OAVU
necks that pay the penalty ? '
' But do you mean that she has any sort of feeling for
this accursed Scot ? '
The other smiled.
' Dear friend, is It for me to say what new caprice your
fair Countess's will may indulge iu ? Certainly, if one
might attribute such a provinciality to the most accomplished woman of her time, I should have said, by the little
1 saw in Constantinople, that she did feel some sort of
tenderness to your Titan of an enemy. A t least, she made
him win at baccarat, bade me harm him " at my peril," and
spent the hours alone with him in a very poetic manner.
Though really I cannot Imagine why she should smile on a
penniless Queen's messenger, except by the feminine rule
of contradiction !'
Lashing him like the separate cords of a scourge, each
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w<-,rd fell on his lisfonei's ears. Vane watched his fury
with gratified amusement; this thing had been bitter beyond all conception to him, lightly and Idly as he purposely
spoke of it, and it rejoiced him with a compensating satisfaction to turn Its bitterness elscAvhere. Furious oaths in
half the tongues of Europe chased themselves one after
another off the Greek's lips. A^ane let this galled and
futile passion spend itself in its vain wrath some moments,
then he spoke again .' The idea annoys you ? AVell, certainly he is an inconvenient person to be on the list of her lovers. But Avhat
can you do ? As for shooting him, or doing anything of
the kind, that Avould create a fracas, it is not to be thought
of If you let him see you, all he AVIU do will be to knock
you down, and give you into arrest. Besides this, Idalia is
in a great measure independent of you ; OA^er her wealth
you have no legal control, and all moral claim to coerce her
you have yourself forfeited. True, you have a hold ou her
by many things ; but that hold could not prevent this beau
seigneur of the barren moors from being her lover, if she
choose to break her VOAVS for him, especially if she be quite
frank with him and let him knoAV all. Eeally, on my honour, placed as you are through that terrible Impulsiveness
which you never AVIU abandon, I do not see how you are to
step between Madame de Vassalis and this modern Bothwell, if they choose to play at Love for a little while Avith
each other.'
And A^ane softly finished his citron, having spoken the
most stinging words he could have strung together with the
gentle persuasive accent of a Avoman coaxing her best
friend. Phaulcon SAVung round and strode up to him as he
bad done before, his eyes glittering AvIth fire, his face
darkly flushed.
' Perdition seize you! if you dare to make a jest of—*
' Chut!' said Vane, AvIth the suavest hush that ever fell
from any lips. ' Caro mio, if I speak a little lightly of your
lovely Idalia, whose fault Is i t ? — " i s It not thine, O my,
friend ? " Altro ! keep that style for men who have not
worn the badge of silver ivy with you at au opera ball. As
regards this affair—he is certainly in love Avith h e r ; she
possibly encourages it. Unlikely, I knoAv, but still—I repeat—possible. H e ia an excessively fine man! Therefore,
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Since you cannot appear in the matter, owing to various
iittle intricacies, what steps will you take? I t is a delicate
question, cher Conrad ; the Countess Idalia ia not a Avoman
to brook open interference:—even Avith your title to give
it. She Is very proud! I am wholly Avith you, and I am
not inclined to be very simpatico to that Arab-looking
courier; but you must really be cautious how you touch
him ; that matter Avould look very ugly If it turned up
against you. The idea of firing at him at all!—and then of
not hitting him Avhen you did fire! Will you not believe
me hoAV verg mistaken all impulsiveness is ? '
Phaulcon writhed under the negligent, gently-uttered
phrases ; all the pent passion in him was tenfold hotter and
darker, because it was in so great a measure powerless ;
but he was blinded to all that Victor chose him to be blind
to—namely, his own love for her of Avhom they spoke—and
he dreamed of nothing in hia words beyond their mutual
antagonism for the man they had mutually injured. An
hour went by before they parted ; left alone, the master of
the dainty palazetto overhanging the Neapolitan waves
Bt-'ther peeled a citron, nor toyed lightly with this thought
of Ereeldoune's presence In Capri. On the contrary, admirably though he had veiled them, passions fiercer than the
Greek's had lightened in him AvIth the intelligence: the
delicate colourlessness of his face fiushed Avith a faint hot
hue, his blue smiling eyes gleamed like steel, he set his
teeth AvIth a snarl like a greyhound's.
' She loves him, or she AVIII love him;—how soft her eyes
groAv for him in the East! There Is no assassinating him—
only fools kill. There Is no challenging him—that is long
out of date, and besides he is as good a shot as any of us, or
better. There Is no ruining him—his fortunes are ruined
already, and he Is too world-Avise to attempt any lies to her
wdth a chance of success. If she choose to alloAV his love,
who can prevent that?—Conrad cannot exert his title while
the Moldavian aflair hangs over his head. There is only
one chance;—if he be such a fool as to take his passion seriously, if he be ignorant of her history, and give her headlong faith. B u t that is such a hazard!—he ia in love with
her beauty, what vAOuld he care though one proved to him
that she were vile as Messallna ? Ah, Idalia I bellissima
Idalia! you are haughty as a queen, and beautiful as a godp
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dess, and dangerous as a velvet-voiced cardinal, and brightly
keen as the wisest statesman, but—'
And while these thoughts strayed through his muid, he
thrust the knife he held up to its haft in a pomegranate among the citrons; and while the red ]uice welled
out, and the purple pulp seemed to shrink as though
wounded, he plunged the blade, down and doAvn, again and
again, into the heart of the fruit, as though the action
were a relief to him, as though the stab to the pomegranate were an allegoiy.
Yet wdth it a nobler feeling, a melancholy that waa for
the moment too deep to be ahle to replace regret by retaliation, came on him.
' She could have made me what she would!' he thought.
' I could have won a throne for her. Greece swings in the
air for any bold hand to seize; a t u r n of the wheel, and
Hungary may be thrown in the lottery; free Venetia, and
she would give the sceptre to her deliverer. Such things
have been; they will be again. Valerian was a common
soldier, Themistocles was a bastard, Bonaparte an artillery
officer—what has been may be again. They were once far
farther off power than I . F o r myself, I could do all that
is possible—with her, I Avould do the impossible!'
A smile crossed his face at the dreaming wildness of hia
own thoughts; his profound acumen could never so wholly
desert him that he could be the prey to any emotion without some sense of ridlculeand disdain even for himself ;
but there was no more of pain at his heart than of selfcontempt ; he felt, even amid the jealous bitterness that was
turning his love into hatred, that he should have become
a better and a truer man had IdaUa returned his passion.
' I dream like a boy, or a madman !' he thought, while
his hand crushed with a fierce gesture an odorous crown
of orange-floAA^ers, and flung the bruised petals out to the
sea. ' And yet—with her—I could have had force in ma
to make even such dreams real. If she had loved me, I
would have slaved for her, dared for her, conquered for her.
If she had loved me, there is nothing I Avould not have
compassed.'
Even where he stood in solitude, his lips quivered and
his forehead contracted, as under some unbearable phy»
%mX paitti Hardlif thlrtj- fears Were ever his head, all ths

THE

ALLEGORY

OF THE

POMEGRANATE.

211

maturity of life lay before him ; he felt that he had the
genius in him to rule men and to carve himself a memory
in history ; he had the ability that would have made him
a supreme and triumphant statesman; he would have been
this, he would not have failed to be i t ; had opportunity
been his. As it Avas he saAv the portals of fame closed to
him through the disadvantages of position, and the exercise of power denied to him because he had not the primary
poAver of money. Impatient and bitter at his exile from
legitimate flelds, he had thrown himself into bastard politics, aud adventured his fate with the secret and uncertalii
gambling of Intrigue and conspiracy.
H e hated Austria, and would have schemed night and day
to humble her ; beyond this feeling he had as little unlsor
as might be with his associates ; for the grandeur of theoretic
republicanism, for the regeneration of Italy, for the freedom of Hungary or Poland, for the advance of the highflown quixotism of Garibaldlans, or for such poetic partisanship as breathed in *Casa Guldi Windows,' he had neve
a single throb of sympathy. But he loved the power that
it seemed to him he might obtain through t h e m ; he loved
the machinations that in their work he wove so wisely and
BO well; he foresaAV what had not then come, the certain
downfall of the Neapolitan Bourbons; he had the spirit
of the gamester, and was happiest in the recklessness
of chance; he had the ambition of a statesman, and he
aspired, in the revival of nationalities and in the turmoil of
mew liberties, to seize the moment to advance himself to
the prominence and the predominance which he coveted.
'Therefore he had embraced a party with which his temper
^had little akin, whose views his own mind disdained as
•chimerical, and whose cause only his thwarted ambitions
induced him to embrace. As yet, though he held a great
poAver in his hands over the lives of men whose projects
and whose aspirations were all conflded to his mercy, no
substantial power had accrued to him; he had reaped but
little, he had risked much, and his accumulated debts were
very heavy. As he saw himself now—although in general,
when in the full excitement of his life, the full complexity
of his intrigues, he thought otherAvise—he saw the truth:
that In the flower of his manhood he Avas without a
\p,reer, -"Hthdiit ft fiiFiitej that with all his tnlcnts, gracei*,
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an d fashion, he was no more than an adventurer; that
bankruptcy, pecuniary and social, might any hour fall on
him ; that—stripped of the brilliance of his elegant Avorld,
And of the euphuisms of a political profession—he Avas
neither more nor less in literal fact than a gamester, a
spy, and a begsra.ced speculator in the great hazards of
Eiiropean destinies. I n such a mood he hated himself, he
hated^all he was allied with, he hated the world that he had
the genius and the tact to rule, yet in which he absolutely
OAvned not even a sum enough to save him from hopeless
ruin whenever the fate that hung over him should fall.
And a greater bitterness than even this came on him : for
once he loved ; for once he felt that greater, better, truer
things might have been possible for him ; for oiice a pang,
almost aa sharp as agony, seized him in dreaming of Avhat
he might have been.
For once he suffered.
Every disdainful Avord, every contemptuous glance,
every cold rebuke, of the woman he coveted with the
passion of ambition, as Avell as Avitli the passion of
love, seemed burned Into his memory and perpetually
before him. H e could not even make her believe t h a t
he loved her!—that was the deadliest pang of all.
Hate, cruel, fierce, remorseless, the most insatiate hate of
ail, the hate which springs from baffled love, wound its
AA'ay Into his thoughts again. Before UOAV he had been a
cold tactician, an unscrupulous intriguer, a man Avho cared
nothing at Avhat cost his ends Avere gained, but still one
Avho, from Innate gentleness of temper and Instinctive refinement of nature, had felt no sort of temptation tOAvard
grosser and darker evil; had, indeed, ridiculed it as tlip
clumsy Aveapon of the ignorant and the fool; UOAV he Avas
In that mood Avhcu the heart of the man possessed by iSeries thirstily, ' Evil, be thou my good.'
' I have ail their cards In my hands,' he thought, Avhere,
he leaned, musingly filnglng the buds of the gum-cistu»,
into the water beloAv. ' A AVord from me—and her haughty,
head Avould lie on the stone floor of a dungeon.'
The thought grew on him, strangely changing the character of his features as it Avorked out its serpent's undulations through his mind. His clear aud sunny ej^es grew
cruel; his delicate lips hardened into a straight acrid linehis smooth broAV darkened and contracted; this man Avho
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.'if'.d had before but the subtle, graceful KV7oop, the bright
unerring keenness of the falcon, noAV stooped loAver, and
had the merciless craft, the lust to devour and to destroy,
of the fox.
H e drcAv out of hia pocket a letter in aminiaturo Italian
hand ; such a hand as a Machiavelli, a John de' Medici, or
an Acquaviva, might have Avrltten. H e read it sloAvly,
Aveighing every line, then put it back into its resting-place,
AvIth a certain disdain and sneer upon hia face :—there
Avas not the brain in Europe, he thought, that could outwit hi 5.
' Austria will bid higher than that,' he mused. ' and the
young wretch here Avill fall as Bourbons ahvays fell. Six
months and he will be driven out of Naples—It would bo
much to be his " Count d'AA^alto" and his " Lord Chamberlain" then I Fools! do they think such a bribe as that
Avould take ? If / make terms, it shall be with the Hapsburgh ; they shall pay me in proportion to my hate. They
knoAv Avhat my enmity has meant!'
H e leaned musingly over the marble parapet of his terrace, the lines of cruelty and of craft sinking deeper into
his fair, unworn face; even to him, free from all such
Aveaknesses as an unprofltable honour, and not unwilling to
sell his hate, as he would have sold his intellect for power,
even to him there was something bitter and shameful in
the thought of treason—something that made him recoil
from the desertion of those Avho had been allied to him
so long, and acceptance of those Avho had so long had his
deepest h a t r e d ; something that made the very silence of
the Italian noon, the very melody of the Italian seas, the
very cadence of a boat-song, that echoed dreamily over
the waves from a distance, that only let its closing cadence,
' LIberta ! O LIberta !' come upon his ear, seem like a re
proach to him by whom she—this Italy In chains, thi"
Italy ruined through her own fatal dower of a too greats
beauty—was about to be betrayed.
There never yet was the man so hardened that he could
play the part and take the Avage of an Iscariot without
this pang.
' She does it,' he said in his teeth, with a sophism that
ere now he woidd have disdained. ' She might have made
me what she would ; she chooses to make me—'
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' A traitor ' was uot uttered even clearly in his thoughts;
who thinks out clearly such thoughts as these to the last
iota of their own damnable meaning? A shiver, too, rau
through him as he recalled a risk that even his fertile statecraft could not avail to ward off from him, the step he
meditated once being taken—the risk of the stab-thrust In
the back from tlie polguard of the ' Brotherhood,' which
even In this day, even in the streets of polished European
capitals, strikes soon or late, hoAvsoever high they stand In
a traitor's guilty purples, those Avho have broken the oath
of those secret bonds.
Then he laughed—a smile in which the last instinct of
his better nature died.
' F a u g h ! my good Italians shall believe that I join the
W h i t e Coats to serve A^enetla; my blind A'lennese shall
think I wear a fair face to Italy to entrap her confidence
for them. I t Is so easy to dupe both. And she—Naples
will suffice for that. A whisper of mine to Monsignore
Glulio, and scorn, and Avit, and statemanship, and wealth,
and all the cozenries of her loveliness, all the resources of
her art, AVIH avail her nothing. There in the A'icaria, Avhat
will she do AA'ith her beauty, and her kingdom, and her
lovers aud the insolence of her pride, then ? Better have
shared a crown with me.'
As his thoughts shaped themselves into ruthless shape
that dulled remorse, and stole SAviftly and surely on the
evil path which tempted him, the Avhole man iu him
changed ; the gentleness of hia nature grew into fierce
lust, the unscrupulous subtlety of hia intellect was merged
into a deadly thirst for retaliation.
On the woman AVIIO
bad scornfully repelled him he could have dealt a hundred
deaths.
Y e t for one moment more the love he had borne her vanquished him again, and he remembered nothing but its pain,
its wrong, and its rejection; for one moment more he gave
himself up to the misery, the weakness, the shame, as he
held it, of this fool's Idolatry. I t was the one thing alone,
loathingly as he contemned it, that could have made him a
better and a truer man.
His head di-opped till it sank down on to his arms, that
were folded on the marble ledge, and a sharp quiver like a
woman's weeping shook him from head to foot.
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*1 AVOuld have forgiven her all—even her scorn, ha
thought, ' if only she would have believed that 1 loved
her 1 '

CHAPTEE XVI
MONSIGNOllE.'

I N one of the fairest nooks of the Bay of Naples stood
a palace iu the perfection of taste, from the frescoes on Its
walls Avithin to the delicate harebell-like campanile, that
threw its slim shaft aloft, looking toAvards Amalfi. Fronting the sea a small oval-shaped pier rau out into the Avater,
Avitli a broad flight of steps terminating it^ above this, the
natural groAvth of the country had hung a self-Avoveu
screen of orange and myrtle boughs ; a place of embarkation, or disembarkation, lonely, secure, and unlooked-on by
anything save by lofty Anacarpi far above, hanging like au
eagle's nest among the clouds. I n the shadoAV of the evening a boat stopped there, a man alighted, dismissed the
roAvers, and went on along the length of the little quay to
an arched door of curious cInque-cento Avork ; it was the
private entrance of the palazetto, which despite the humility of the diminutive it Avaa given, stretched up aud around
in Aving on wing in stately architecture, and numbered
ninety chambera.
H e Avas admitted, and entered the house, lighted with a
flood of light, croAvded with a glittering suite of attendants of all grades, and seemingly endless in its vastness
with chamber and corridor, opening out one on another in
wearying succession of splendour, relieved from monotony,
hoAvever, by the exquisite pieces of sculpture and of painting that studded the whole like a second PItti.
Some
thirty of these corridors and reception-rooms ended in a
little chamber, small at least by comparison, hung with
purple velvet, its furniture of silver and of ebony. Its only
painting a superb Ecce Homo of Leonardo's, its wIndoAvs
narrow and lancet-shaped ; the whole now illumined Avith a
soft amber light. This was the sanctuary of Monsignore
Villaflor.
Monsignore rose with affability—he was ever affable—
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tuid advanced «ith courtly grace. Monsignore trr.s a hanasome and portly man, with the beautiful Neapolitan eyea
and the beautiful Neapolitan face; a little losing the symmetry of his figure now, and over his fiftieth year, but a
very noble person still. H e wore the violet robes of a
bishop, and on his hand sparkled the bishop's amethyst
ring. Looking at him, it Avas hard to believe that the race
of 1 rince-bishops had died out, for he was a very princely
person. H e was not like St. Philip Nerl, he was not like
Eeginald de la Pole, he was not like Acacius, or Francois
Xavler, or the great martyred mau who looked across to
England with those sublime words : ' Terrain Anghcfe video,
et favente Domluo terram intrabo, sciens tamen certissime
quod mihi immlneat passio ; ' and kept his oath and Aveut.
Monsignore was not like any of these ; but he was excessively like Cardinal Bembo, he was excessively like Cardinal
Mazarln.
A'ictor Vane bowed before him with the grace of a courtier and the reverence of a son of the Church ; with the
Paris litterati he was a Cartesian, with the Germans a
Spinozian, with the English men of science aEatlonalist, a
Pantheist, a Monotheist, or a Darwinian; with the Mountain an Atheist, as best suited ; but Avith the Monslgnori he
was always deferential to the Faith. They met as those
who have often met for the adA-ancement of mutual aims;
but they met also as those Avho have to play a delicate
game with each other, iu whicli the cards must be studiously concealed. Both Avere perfect diplomatists. The
game opened gracefully, courteously, cautiously, with a
little trifilng on either side ; but they approached their
respective points In it more quickly, less Avarily than usual;
for he who before had but played into the hands of Monsignore to betray him, UOAV came to play into his hands
with sincerity
This Avas not the first by many audiences the brilliant
Bishop, the favourite of the A^atican, had given to one who
had been until the night before this the deadliest foe of
his Church, of his king, of his projects, of his policies; for
Giulio Villaflor had been duped despite all his finesses and
had believed the gentle and adroit Englishman his tool
while he Avas, in truth, the tool himself. Monsignore had
his silken webs over Italy, and France, and Austria, and
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Spain ; Monsignore had his secret sbirri of the ablest;
Monsignore k r e v everything; Avas the lover of great ladies
AAho played the spy in palaces, noA'er gave a Benedlclte
Avithout some diplomatic touch, never administered the
A^iaticum but what the Church was the richer for a legacy,
never yet was compromised by a lie, yet never yet AA'as
driven to the vulgarity of the truth ; b a t even.^MonsIguore had been trepanned by Victor Vane. Tlie secret of
the defeat Avas this : Giulio A'^Illaflor loved poAvcr well, but
he loved other things as well; the pleasures of the table,
the scent of pure wines, and the gleam of almond eyes and
snoAvy bosoms. His opponent had loved nothiug but
poAver ; until now, for the first time, he loved a woman and
loved a revenge. Hence, now for the first time, also, he
played into Villaflor's hands.
A dusky red tinged the pale clear brown cheek of the
Bishop, aud in his eyes was the gleam that those who knew
him had learned to tremble sorely at when too few were
found for the dungeons of the Vicaria, or out of the croAvda
of Easter-day one face dared look a frank defiance at him
while the silver trumpets sounded.
'All the revolutionists have not menaced us and braved
us as this one Avoman has done,' he muttered. ' All the
rebels of Sardinia and Sicily haA'e not the danger In them
that Idalia has. The man is bad enough, but she—'
' Conrad can be bought,' put in Vane gently; there was,
indeed, an overstrained quietude in his face aud In his tone.
* Name the price your Grace will give ; I will purchase him
for you to-morrow.'
Monsignore bent his head with a slight smile.
'Promise Avhat you will, I can confide perfectly in your
discretion,' he said, with his suave dignity of grace ; he reserved lo himself the right to refuse ratification of the promises when the fish should be fairly baited and hooked.
' He Is but a secondary matter. Can .she be bought ? '
' No!'
Into the calm immutability of her betrayer's
voice there glided a half sullen, half bitter, yet withal admiring savageness ; he was recalling to memory the imperial
disdain A\ith Avhich she had swept from him the night before, the indifl'erence AvIth which she had disregarded alike
his entreaties and his threats. ' W h a t could be offered her
that could eclipse what she has ? She has wealth, she has
dominion, she has a power Avider than yours ! '
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The last words were almost bluntly uttered ; for the moment he felt a thi-ill of triumph iu flinging the splendour
and the influence of the woman by whom he had been rejected in the teeth of oven the nurplea and the pomps of
Eternal Eome.,
The dv-iky red glowec slightly brighter In Monsignore's
cheek, a i?.ush of ant'er ; he waved his delicate white hand
wdth an expiecsive action.
' While they last! But If she had choice between retaining these—under our pleasure—and losing them—say iu the
casemates of the Capuauo yonder; what then, my son ? She
would yield ?'
' She would never yield.'
H e answered calmly, still with that restrained and Irapassive serenity ou him; by the tone he said, as though he
had spoken it, that no menace, no pang, no death, Avould uuike
Idalia what he was UOAV—a renegade.
' Altro ! she Is a woman ?' said Monsignore, with the
mockery of the Neapolitan laugh in the protrusion of hia
handsome under lip.
' We Avaste Avords, Monsignore,' said Victor A'ane abruptly.
' She is not like other Avomen.'
' Contumacious! Then she must feel the arm of the
Church.' The words were spoken Avithout any ruffle of that
silken and unctuous tone in Avhich Giulio A'illaflor Avhispered
softest trifles in the ear of Austrian and Parisian beauty, but
in the lustrous eyes gleamed a glance cold as Ice, fierce aa
lust, dangerous as steel. ' My son, tell us all tbat you knoAV
once more.'
' All that I know!' There was a smile that flickered
across his features one moment, though it passed too instantaneously for it to be even caught by A'illaflor. ' That Avould
take hours. I can give you heads, and bring you proofs as
you require them. I know that she arranged the escape of
the two Eonaldeschi from the galleys ; I know that she has
effected the flight of Carradino from hia prison ; I know that
through her tAventy thousand muskets will find their way to
Poland, and the same into Tuscany, by routes that all your
sbirri will never discover ; I know that it Avas at her salons
in Paris that the war of Sicily waa first organised ; I know
that she Is the life, the soul, the core, the prophetess ot
every national movement. I know that she holds the threads
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of every insurectlonary niovement from the Apenuines to the
Caucasus.'
Monsignore made a slight gesture of impatience ; while
shading his eyes with the hand on AvhIch the episcopal amethyst glittered, he narrowly watched the immutable countenance of his companion.
' AVe knoAV all these, and much more,' he said, with an
accent of disappointed Irritation. ' If we can once secure
her person, we have witness enough against her to consign
her twenty times over to t\\e peine forte et dure, to the prison
or the convent cell for her lifetime. Idalia—she Is Satanas !
—you have more to tell than these storlef^, fglio mio ?'
' Or I Avould not have wearied your Grace to-night,' assented Vane, still with that calm and undeviating air as of
one who, having learnt a recitation by heart, mechanically,
yet uuAvaverlngly, repeats it out. ' Yes, I kuoAV m o r e ; I
knoAV that she is here.'
*Rere?'
Despite the perfect self-command and the trained Immovability of the courtly Churchman, surprise aud exultation for
once escaped him, uncontrolled and unconcealed; his eyea
lightened, his hand grasped the ivory and ebon elbow of his
state chair, his lips moved rapidly.
' H e r e ! She has the daring of a Caesar!'
And there was In the words an accent of compelled admiration that was, perhaps, from such a foe as this great
priest of Eome, the highest homage that Idalia had ever yet
extorted ; for It was homage wrung out in nuAvilling veneration from the hatred and the cunning of an implacable an<
tagonist.
Vane started as though stung, and turned his face toward
the grand dark canvas of the Ecce Homo, away from the fall
of the light. AVhen the astute Churchman, who had been
his own hated enemy and duped tool so long, and whom he
now used as the weapon of his vengeance—Avhen the haughty
Catholic, who pursued her Avith the rancour of his creed, and
with the unpardoning bitterness of a mightj' and unscrupulous priesthood against those who dare to defy and to disdain
it—Avhen, from the unwilling admiration of Giulio Villaflor,
this tribute was wrung to the lofty and unconquerable
courage of the woman whom he had come hither to betray
uito the unsparing hands of her foes, he—the traitor—felt
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for one moment sunk Into depths of shame, felt for one
r::oment the full depravity and vileneaa of that abyas into
Avhich thAvarted ambition and covetous revenge had draAvn
him.
Yet if he would have repented and retracted, he could
n o t ; and Avould not have done so if he could.^ The AA'ord
"fl-as spoken; he had delivered her over into the poAver of
iier a'dversaries, had deliA'ered over her beautiful neck to the
brand, her proud head to the cord, her Avealth to the coffers
of the Bourbon, her loveliness to the mercy of Eome, her
life to the hell of the dungeon. I t Avas done ; and still as
he turned to the dark shadow of the Leonardo with that
loathing of the light which murderers feel Avhen every ray
that touches them seems to them as though seeking out
their crime, he would not have undone it If he could. For
he had loved her, and now hated her with a great insatiate
hate ; so near these passions lie together.
' Here !' echoed Villaflor once more, while his large eyes
lighted with the fire of the tiger, though that flre Avas subdued under the droop of his velvet lashes. ' I n Naples!
and I not to knoAV i t ! '
I n that single sentence was told a terrible reckoning that
waited for those of his people—of his spies—who had been
thus treacherous, or for the carelessness which had wdthheld
from him the near presence of the woman whom he had
watched, waited, plotted, bribed, schemed to eutrap with all
the Intricacies and resources of hia astute intellect and farspread meshes, for so long.
' I n Capri—and without disguise,' answered Vane, turning his head from a seemingly negligent glance at the Leonardo ; his eyes were quite clear, hia countenance quite
frank, his smile gentle and delicately satirical as usual.
H e was now attuned to hia part again, and the evil in him
gaining the sole mastery upon him, made him take a Borgian pleasure in thus preparing drop on drop, with the precision and the genius of science, the poison that was to consume and wither the brilliant life of the woman he had
vainly loved. ' E e m e m b e r ! first, she Is unaware that you
know all your Grace could alone have known through me
•—she Is unaAvare that there are any proofs against her in
the possession of the Neapolitan c o u r t ; secondly, she i
one to whom the meaning of fear and submission ia uu
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known ; she claims the Greek blood of Arlemcsia—she has
Artcmesian daring; thirdly, she has so attached the marinari to her that, good subjects and brainless beasts though
these Capriotes be, she could scarce be touched on their
shore Avith impunity; fourthly and chiefly, so many sAvord.si
would leap out of their scabbards for fdalia, de.=ipite the
many dead men who have, dying, cursed her, so Avorld-Avide
and so Avell known is the dominion of her beauty, that I
believe she thinks that none of the governments dare touch
her. She relies on this: that Sicily is in rcA'olt, Naples In
ferment; one public act, such as these poor, blind, contumacious mules call tyranny, done to a Avoman Avhose loveliness could excite the populace, and whose genius could
command It like Idalia's, and the crisis Avhich is, as even you
confess, often so near, might come, despite you and the
Palace, Avith a thunder you could not still by the thunder
of the Vatican, holy father.'
There was a bitter irony hidden under the gentle courtliness of the Avords, and of the apologetic softness of the
smile AvIth Avhlch they were uttered. H e had been a foe
and a traitor to Giulio A^illaflor so long, that he could not
at once abandon the refined pleasure of thrusting silken
taunts against that silken Churchman. The Avords lashed
the passions of the Neapolitan as was purposed; that dusky
scarlet glow came again Into his cheek, his nostrils dilated,
his fine lips quivered haughtily; for the instant he lost the
unctuousness of the Palace priest, and had the grand arrogance of a AVolsey, a Eichelieu, or a Granvella.
H e moved aa though to rise from his Ivory chair—as
though to go into the van of combat for the Church aud for
the Nobles, like the warrior bishops of the past.
' D o you think I fear the people ?—a beast that crouches
to the Avhip, snd kicks the fallen , that cringes when its
paunch is empty, and bullies when It is bold Avith a full
feed! / fear the people ! By the Mother of God, I Avould
teach them such obedience that they should never breathe,
but by my Avill!'
For the moment there flashed out the old snirit of the
Colonna aud the Este in the unusual outbreak of proud
passion • arrogant, cruel, and Iron though the words were,
Giulio A'lllaflor, as he spoke them, .vas a grander and a
better man, because a truer and a bolder, than In the vel-
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vet sweetness, the courtly masklngs of his palatial sancliiics,
of his episcopal voluptuousness, of his blending of ccurti.-";,
statesman, saint, and roue.
H e AVIIO heard erailed that
delicate smile that meant a malice and an irony so infinite,
yet never betrayed this unless it Avere desired to be betrayed,
'Then,' he asked softly, ' v o u Avould dare arrest her ia
Capri?'
The eyes of Monsignore flashed upon him.
' Dare is not a word to use to E o m e ! '
I t was the haughty deflance and self-deification of the
Pontifical PoAver roused, as it had roused of old against
Emperors and Kings, rebels in the Cloisters and rebels ia
the Courts, against the sceptre of Barbarossa as against the
science of Abelard—of the Power Avhich refuses to see that
this day is not as that, which denies that the dawn has
shone because its fiat has gone forth for darkness to
endure.
' Your Grace cannot think that I used the word save as
suggestive of Avhat is expedient. Your object Is to make
the Countess A^assalls a political prisoner. Is It advisable
to allow her the halo of political martyrdom ? Do you Avish
to give the enemies of 'the Church and King the poAver to
compare you to a second Cyril, and her to a second Hypathia? '
Giulio Villafior smiled a very expressive, a very devilish
smile, melloAV though it was.
' No. I have no desire to deify another Greek courtesan.'
Waa the word as foul slander to the living Athenian aa
it Avas to the dead Alexandrian ?
His smile Avas ansAA'cred in his listener's eyes; in that instant A'Ictor almost forgave him the animosities of lengthened
years, in that instant almost loved him and admired him;
their natures were so kindred, they could stab so well with
the same weapon.
' Precisely!' he said, with thai persuasive tact which,
save once, under the contempt of Idalia, had never deserted
him. ' Then pardon me, Monsignore; but will it not be
Avell to conduct this matter with as little pubHcity as may
b e ? AVhere there is danger for her, there AVUI she remain;
I know Avhat she is. She has all the finesse of a Greek, but
she has none of a G reek's cowardice. Moreover it is to
lecure Viana that «he is here (we will come to his afl^aijf,
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nfterwards) ; he is all but gained to licr, nnd ho is rash and
reckless to foolhardiness. At his villa of Antina in the interior, there is, the day after to-morroAV, a reunion of the
" Alpe al IMar " confederates, and, under cover of a masquerade, its political purpose has been kept strictly secret.
Had even you not knoAvn of It through me, you woiild never
have heard of it in any other light than as one of Carlo's
splendid eccentricities and extravagant entertainments.
There is a password AvhIch, also, but through me, your
Grace's choicest e.vperts would not have been able to sur«
prise. Ah, Monsignore, there Is mine under mine ; government spies are too often content to believe that when they
have explored the topmost one they know all! There, at
Antina, AVIU be the Countess Vassalis, and not she alone;
Caftradali, Aldino, Villari, LaldeschI, all the Neapolitans
who are Avritten iu your LIvre Eouge will meet. You
may strike a great stroke at one blow; by day-dawn Viana
and his glittering maskers may fill the Castel Capuano, if
you will. Ask for what proofs against them you choose,
you can have sufficient to justify the galleys for life against
one and all of them; out of their own words shall you cou'
vIct them ; and, once yours, how shall this lawless empress,,
this queenly Democrat, this patrician with the "Marseillaise " on her lips, this hberator with the pride of all the
empires Iu her heart, ever escape again to mine your thrones
with her arts, to sap your creeds with her ironies, to arm
your enemies with her riches, to overthroAV your policies
with her genius, to dare, to mock, to scheme, to revolutionize, to rule-—to be, in one word, Idalia? AVhere will her
power be when the same fetters as Poerio's hang ou her
wrists ? where her loveliness when day and night the skies
alone look on it from a chink in a dungeon wall ? Avhere
her triumphs and her victories when the felon's brandingiron eats its hot road into her breast? She will be dead—
as dead as In her grave.'
The persuasive eloquence with which nature had endowed
him left his tongue Avith a silken stealing sound, like the
gliding movement of some serpentine thing, made more ornate in its eloquence by the richness of the Italian Avords
he used. But there was beneath It the hiss of hatred, the
raA'enous thirst of desired vengeance, the lust that painted
to itself her doom, and gloated on its own pictures with *\
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GiuJio VillrJlor ca tight that accent, and thought, with hia
acat* trr-ined -wisdom:
- B ; * has loved ber—he "Tsill be true to us, then. There
A* IJ,*! hats 50 suro-footed and so relentless as that hate.'
' Jiglio mio,' 3?e satid, with his mellowest smile, resting hia
•^lanoj so cruel jci/ so caressing on the man Avho hencer^orward would be no longer his master, but his instrument,
once having let him gleau his secret, ' you should have been
'\zi. our Church; you have an orator's powers. HOAV many
souls you would have Avon !'
' Pardon me, your Eminence! it is more amusing work,
more to my taste at least—to loae them.'
Monsignore smiled a gentle reproof.
' " Your Eminence! " You give me too high a title, my
son.'
' Forgive me a mistake the world will soon ratify! I only
anticipate the future by a month or two.'
Giulio Villaflor Avaa flattered ; courted though he was, he
waa not above the bait to bis vanity and his ambition. The
Cardinal's hat was the goal of his daring yet wary desires,
and In his OAVU mind he foresaAV himself soon or late a second
Leo X . ; Pontlfex Maximus in all the ancient poAver of the
Papal tiara.
H e let bis eyea rest for a long moment on those of his
companion ; they Avere the deep, soft, full Italian eyes, like
the broAvn, gentle luminous eyes of the oxen of the Apennines ; they could be tender In love as those of Venus Pandemos, they could be spiritual In religion as those of Leonardo's John, but also they could be impenetrable as those of
Talleyrand, they could be piercing in meaning and in discovery as those of Aquavlva, when, Instead of the smile of
the lover or the benignity of a priest, he wore the mask of
the diplomatist and the politician.
' W e understand each other, fglio mio?' be said gently,
while the violet gem of the episcopal ring glittered like the
glance of a basilisk.
' AVe do.'
They understood each other: and thus silently, while the
aromatic light shone on the Vinci Passion, and Avithout the
melody of the waters beat sweet measure against the SAvavinc
orange-boughs, the seal was set to the unholy barter that
betrayed a Avoman, aud played the Iscariot to Liberty.
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T H E day on Avhicli Conrad Phaulcon left her was just In
the mellow heat of noon, yet not oppressi\'e Avherethe great
overhanging rocks AvIth drooping masses of entAvIned
foliage shut out the s u n ; and Avhere In the privacy of her
villa-gardens Idalia came, leaving her persecutor to his halftriumphant and half mortified solitude.
Alone, she sank doAvn on the stone bench that overlooked
the sea, while the hound Sulla was crouched at her feet;
alone, a profound weariness and dejection broke doAvn the
pride AvhIch had never drooped before her foe, while a passionate hatred quivered over the fairness of her face.
' 0 God!' she said half aloud In the unconscious utterance
of her thoughts, ' and I once believed In that man as simple
women believe in their religion ! Fool—fool—fool! Aud
yet I Avaa so young then ; how could I knoAV what I worked
"for myself?—how could I knoAV what depths of vileness
Avere In him ? '
The dog before her, lying like a lion at rest, with his
muzzle doAvn, lifted his head with a loud bay of Avrath, and
a snarling groAvl of menace and defiance: he heard the footsteps of Count Conrad passing doAvuAvard on the other side
of the villa toAvard the beach, and he hated him with all a
hound's unforgiving Intensity; once, months before, Phaulcon had been so Incautioua in a fit of passion, as to strike
the stately Servian monarch, and, but for Idalia, would have
been torn in pieces for the indignity. Sulla had ncA'er
pardoned It.
His mistress laid her hand upon his neck, and her teeth
set slightly, while her splendid head was lifted with a
haughty action that foUoAved the colour of her thoughts.
' L e t him be, Sulla. The man Avho is ya/se is beneath
rebuke or revenge ! '
And to those who should have knoAvn her rightly that
proud contempt would have been more than any vengeance
she could have given. She sat there many moments—moments that rolled on till they grew more than hours; her
eyes watching the boats that passed and repassed below iu
the Capriote waters, her thoughts far from the scene around
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her. Her life had been changeful, varied, spent in many
countries, and conversant with many things; its memories
were as numerous as the sands, but what was Avrltten on
them was not to be effaced as it could be effaced on the
shore. The reverse of Eugenie de Guerin, who was ' ahvays
hoping to live, and never lived,' she had Hved only too much,
only too vividly. She had had pleasure in it, power in it,
triumph in i t ; but now the perfume and the effervescence
of the wine were much evaporated, and there was bitterness
In the cup, and a canker in the roses that had crowned its
brim. For—she was not free.
Like the Palmyran queen she felt the fetters underneath
the purples, and the jewelled links of gold she Avore were
symbols of captivity; moreoA'er, conscience had wakened
in her, and would not sleep.
She rose at last; she knoAV many would Adsit her during
the day, and she Avas, besides, no loA'cr of idle dreams or
futile regrets ; brilliant as AspaSia, and classically cultured
.'.s Heloise, she was not a Avoman to let her hours drift on
In Inaction or in fruitless reverie; no days were long for
her even now that she rebelled against the tenor and the
purpose of her life.
AVith the hound beside her she left the chff, and moved
sloAAdy, for the heat Avas at its height, backAvard toAvard her
house ; a step rapidly crushed the cyclamen, the leaves were
SAvept quickly aside, and in her path stood Erceldoune.
The meeting was sudden to both. I t was impossible that
either could for the moment have any memory save that ol
the words AvIth which they had so lately parted; over the
bronze of his face the blood fiushed hotly, from the fairness of hers It faded ; she paused, and for the moment her
worldly grace forsook her, she stood silent while he boAved
before her.
' Madame, I had your promise that you would receive
me ; not, I hope, in vain ? '
The words Avere slight, were ceremonious, she had forbidden him all others ; but in his voice were the feverish
entreaty, the Idolatrous slavery to her, which, repressed in
speech, Avere so intense In his oAVn heart.
' I do not break my promises,' she said gently, ' a n d
and you Avill not do so either. Are you staylug'ln Capri*
that j o u ar© her© ea eariy f '
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His eyes looked into hers Avith a mute imploring suffering, that touched her more deeply than any Avords could
have done.
' While I have strength to keep my Avord, I Avill; I cannot say my strength Avill endure long—you put It to a hard
test. HOAV hard, God only knows !'
She stood silent a moment; then she moved on with a
negligent dignity.
' Pardou me—I put it to no test. I but told you the
terms on which our friendship can continue.
I told
you, too, that it Avere better ended at once; I say so
noAv.'
There waa far more of melancholy than of coldness in
the answer,chill though it might b e ; one long step brought
him to her side as she passed onward, and his voice was
IOAV In her

ear.

' AVe said enough of that last n i g h t ! I will keep my
word while I m a j ' ; till I break it, I claim yours. Make
my misery if you must, but let me cheat myself out of It
one little hour more.'
She turned her head slightly; and he saw that, unpltying though her words were, her eyes were humid.
' I f I could spare you any pain, I Avould!—believe me,
believe that at least,' she said, Avith an intonation that Avas
almost passionate, almost appealing ; she could not have
this man, whose life she had rescued from the grave, and
over whose agony she had watched In the Carpathian solitudes, think that she could wanton with his wretchedness,
or be careless of his sorrow.
' Then—do what else you will with my life, but do not
bid me leave you.'
She was silent, and she shook her head with a gesture of
dissent ;'_she kucAV that he prepared himself but added pain,
but more enduring sufl'ering, the longer he deceived himself AvIth the thought or the simulation of happiness. Yet,
she asked herself bitterly, why was she bound to send him
from her as though she Avere plague-stricken ?—AVII}', since
it waa his AVIU to linger in her presence, she should bo
compelled to drive him out of it ?
I i e r honour, her pity, her conscience, her reason said.,
W h y delude 'n'm with a passing and tmacheroua hour of
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herself H e r mood changed swiftly, though her charactei
never; a natural nonchalance was combined in her with the
dignity and depth of ber nature. She was at all times too
epicurean not to let life take its course, aud heed hv-^j httle
of the morroAv.
She gave a half Impatient, half weary sigh.
' Well, be it so, if you wild; for tc-day, at the least,' she
said with the accent of one who throw^i thought away, aud
resigns the reins to chance, ' You stay in Capri. Have
you breakfasted ? '
' I thank you, yes; in a fishing-hut on t h e beach
yonder.'
That must have been but a poor meal.
I know what
Capriote fare i s ; some smoked tunny and some dried
onions. Come within.'
H e obeyed her, and forgot all else in the charm of that
sweet present hour.
She had repulsed his love; she would have done so again
had It been uttered. She had told herself that this man'a
gallant life must not be cheated into union with hers, this
fearless heart must not be broken beneath her foot; though
she should have spared no other, she vowed to spare him
»ver whose perils she had watched while her hand held the
living water to his dying lips. In what she UOAV did, therefore, she erred greatly ; but It was very hard for her not to
err. She was used to reign, and was accustomed to follow
her own pleasure, ansAverlng to none; she had known the
world till she was satiated Avith i t ; she was iu this moment
utterly weary of her associates, weary almost of herself.
There Avas a certain repose, a certain lulling peace, in tha
chivalrous and ennobling adoration she received from
Erceldoune. She kuew him to be a high-spirited gentleman, frank to a fault, loyal to rashness ; Avith brave lion's
blood in his veins, and a noble knightly faith in his love;
beyond all cowardice of suspicion, and true unto death to
his AVord. I t was as strange to her as it was sweet to find
such a nature as this ; stranger and sweeter than any cau
know ,vho have not also knoAvn life as she knew It. I t
was like a sweep of free, fresh, sea-scented Appennine air,
stirreb 'oy the bold west wind, after the heat, the press, the
don-mots, the equivoques, and the gas glitter of a Florentine Veglione.
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I t is difficult for any who survey mankind deeply and
widely to retain their belief iu tho existence of an honest
man; but If they meet one, they value him far more than
they Avilo affect to imagine honesty as natural among men
as beards.
The hock, the chocolate, the fish, the fruit, were scarce
tasted as he took them that morning; he knew nothing but
the shaded repose of the quiet chamber, the dream-like
enchantment of the hour, the form before him, where
through the green tracery of the climbing vine, the golden,
sun fell across her broAV and at her feet. H e was almost
silent; hia love had a great humility, and made it seem to
him hopeless that hia hand could CA'cr have title even to
wander among the richness of her hair.
To have right to win ber lips to close on his, it seemed
to him that a man should have done such great and glorious
things as should have made his life
^o"

' A tale of high and passionate thoughts
To their own music chanted.'
The full heat of the noon was just passed, the bells 0/
afternoon vespers were sounding from a little campanile
that rose above a jumbled mass of rock and foliage, gray
jutting wall, and pale-green olive woods ; through a break
In the foliage the precipitous road was just seen, and a
group of weather-browned peasant women with the silver
spadella In their hair, going upward to the chapel of S.
Maria del Mare. Idalia rose, and followed them with her
eyes. I n an unformed wish, born of weary Impatience,
she almost envied them their mule-like round of life, their
simple, dogged, childish faith, their nurtured indifference
alike to pleasure and to pain.
' T h a t animal life is to be envied, perhaps,' she said,
rather to herself than to him. ' Their pride is centred In
a silver hair-pin; their conscience is committed to a priest;
their credulity is contented with tradition; their days are
all the same, from the rising of one sun to another; they
do not love, they do not hate ; they are like the ass that
they drive, follow one patient routine, and only take care
for their food. Perhaps they are to be envied.'
H e rose also, and came beside her.
»Do not belie yourself. Fou would be the last to say so.
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You would not lose " those thoughts that wander through
eternity," to gain in exchange the peace from ignorance
of the peasant or the dullard.'
She turned her face to him, with its most beautiful smile
on her lips and In her eyes.
' No, I would u o t : you are right. Better to know the
secrets of the gods, even though Avith pain, than to lead
the dull, brufJi life, though painless. I t Is only In our
dark hours that we would sell our souls for a dreamlesa
ease.'
' Dark hours I Fo» should not know them. Ah, if you
would but trust me with some confidence ! if there Avere
but some way in which I could serve you !'
H e r eyes met his Avith gratitude, even while she gave
him a gesture of silence. She thought hoAV little could
the bold, straight stroke of this man's frank chivalry cut
through the innumerable and intricate chains that entangled her own life. The knightly Excallbur could do
nothing to sever the filmy but insoluble meshea of secret
intrigues.
' I t ia a saint's d a y : I had forgotten it,* she said to
turn his words from herself, while the bell of the campanile still SAVung through the air. ' I am a pagan, you
see; I do not fancy that you care much for creeds yourself.'
' Creeds ? I wish there were no such word. I t has only
been a rallying-cry for war, an excuse for the bigot to burn
his neighbour.'
' No. Long ago, under the Andes, Nezahualcoytl held
the same faith that Socrates had vainly taught in the
Agora; aud Zengis Khan knoAV the truth of theism like
Plato; yet the Avorld has never generally learnt it.
It
is the religion of nature—of reason. But the faith is too
simple and too sublime for the multitude. The mass of
minda needs a religion of mythics, legend, symbolism, and
fear. AVhat Is impalpable escapes i t ; and it must give
an outAvard and visible shape to its beliei', as it gives ID
Its art a humau form to its deity. Come, since AVO agree
in our creed, I AVIII take you to my temple—a temple
not made by hands.'
She smiled on him as she spoke, and a diz'zy sweetness
SUed his life.
H e did not ask if she had forgotten fier
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words of the past night; he did not ask whether In this
lull of dreamy joy and passionate hope there might be
but a keener deadliness of dis.appolntinent. H e Avas Avith
her; that sufficed.
She Avent Avith him out Into the
brightness of the da}', down the rocky paths, under shining
Avails of glossy ilex-leaves and drooping orange clusters
of scented blossom. I n the fair AvIld beauty of Cajjrl,
the tranquillity unbroken except by the lapping of the
Avaves far doAvu below and the distant echo of some seasong, the sunlight that flooded land and Avater, the shadoAvs
sleeping lazily here and there where the lemon and cltronbougha AA-ere netted into closest luxuriance, the world
seemed formed for love alone.
Since she had bidden his passion die in silence, why did
she let him linger here ?
H e did not ask ; he only gave himself to the magic of
the present hour, to the sound of her voice as It thrilled
in his ear, to the touch of her hair as he lifted from It
some low hanging orange branch, to the sorcery of her
presence.
The cool sea lay, a serene world of waters, scarcely
ruffled by a breeze, and glancing Avith all the marvellous
brilliance of colouring that northern air never cau knOAV.
The boat waited in a creek, fioating there under so dark a
shadoAV from the drooping boughs of lemon and acacia that
it was almost in twilight.
A fcAv strokes of the oars,
and It swept out of the broAvn ripples dinging up their
surf against the rocks Into the deep blue of the sunlit
bay; below, above, around en every side, colour in all
its glory, all Its variety, all its harmony and contrast,
melting into one paradise in the warmth of the summer
day.
' I love tne sea more dearly than any land. I t is incarnate freedom,' she said, rather to herself than him, as she
leant slightly over the boat, filling her hand with the water
till its drops sparkled like the sapphires in her rings.
There Avas a certain aching tone in her Avords that sent a
pang to his heart: It was the envg oi freedom. Was she
not, then, free ?'
' That is the charm my OAVU moors have—the mere sense
of liberty they give. Barren though they be, if you were
to see them—'
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His voice was unsteady over the last sentence. H e
thought of the dead glories of his race, of the squandered
wealth and the fallen poAver that once would have been hia
by r i g h t ; hia to lay at her feet, hia to make hia fortunes
equal with his name.
' You love liberty ? ' she said suddenly, almost abruptly,
save that all in her was too exquisitely harmonised, too full
of languor and repose, eA'cr to become abrupt. ' Tell me,
would you not think ang sin justified to obtain it ? '
' Justified ? '
' Yes, justified,' she said impatiently, while her eyes
flashed on him under their drooped lids. ' AVhat! do you
know the world so well, and yet do not knoAV that there
have been crimes before now glorious aa the morning,
and virtues base as the selfish chillness that they sprang
from ? AVhat Avas Corday's crime ? what was Eobesplerre's virtue ? Answer me. Would you think it justified
or not ?'
A flush rose over his face quickly; he thought, he felt,
that It was of her OAVU liberty she spoke.
' D o not ask me,' he said hurriedly, passionately. 'You
would make me a sophist in gour cause. Evil ia never justified, though done that good may come ; but to serve you, to
succour you, I fear that I should scorn no sin, nor turn from
any.'
The words were almost wild, but they were terribly true.
Though perhaps the less likely thus to fall because he kuew
his own Aveakness, he felt that the inflexible justice, the
honesty of purpose, the unerring loyalty to knightly creeds,
which were so Ingrained In him that they Avere scarce so
much principle as instinct, might reel and break and be forgotten if once this woman whispered:
' Sin ; and sin for me.'
H e thought he could deny her nothing—not even his sole
heritage of honour—if she could bend to woo It from him.
A look of pain passed for one moment over her face. She
thought of him as he had lain in his extremity, while her
hand had swept back the dark luxuriance of his hair, and hia
eyes had looked upward into hers without sense or sight.
AVas it possible that she had saved him then only to deal
him worse hereafter? She shook the sea-drops from her
hand with a certain imperious, impatient movement, and
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replied to him with tho haughty negligence of her occasional
aianuer.
' I asked you au Impersonal question—no more ; and if
you cannot frame a sophism contentedly, you are terribly behind your age. AVo have rhetoric that proves fratricide only
a droit d'ainesse, and logic that demonstrates a lie the natural
right of man.'
H e ansAvered her nothing. She saw a look come on his
face, mortified, wounded. Incredulous. There Avas something
in her words, and in the accent of their utterance, that
seemed to chill him to the bone, aud freeze his very heart.
The stately simplicity of his own character could not folloAV
the manifold phases of hers. Moreover, he had spoken in
the fervour of passion! she had ansAvered him with what, if
it Avere not half scorn, half cruelty, trenched close ou both.
A certain pitying light glowed In her eyes as they read
this ; the languid and ironic smile passed from her lips ; she
sighed slightly, though it was half Avith a laugh that she
spoke.
' " Caro es, non angelus."
Do you not remember the line iu the Imitatione ? Be sure
that you may say it to any human life you meet; above all,
to a Avoman's. There Is no angel among us ; some faint raj's
of purer light here and there—that is the uttermost, and
that so often darkened! I will give you the surest guard
against the calamity of disappointment. Learn to say and
realise, of all you fancy fairest or noblest, thia ouly—" Caro
es."'
H e looked at her wistfully still ; the temper of the mau
had too much directness, too much singleness, to be able to
divine the veiled meanings of her varying words, the seductive changes of her altered tones ; he only knew that he felt
for her as he had felt for no other Avoman.
' Caro es ?' he repeated. ' Well, might I not also be answered with its companion line, " Homo es, non es Deus" ?
[ am no sophist; you have reproached me Avith it. Sophism
is to me the shameful refuge of coAvards Avho dare not OAVU
themselves criminals; but—but—even Aviiile I condemned
what I loved, my love would not change; though she erred,
2'would uot forsake her. " Caro es" ? What knell to love
is there there ? I t is but to admit a common boud of weakaess and mortality.'
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Hia voice was low and unsteady aa he spoke, but it had
a great sweetness In It; the love he was forbidden to declare
for her he uttered to her in them.
She stooped and leant her baud over the side again, toying with the coolness of the water. His AVorda had touched
her keenly, and their loyalty sank deep into her heart. She
shook her head Avith a slight smile—a smile of great sadness,
of great compassion.
' You will be still in error. While you say the " Caro
es," in gour meaning, you will still expect more divinity than
you Avill ever find on earth. I t is not that we are not angels
—that only idiots dream—it is that we are—'
' AVhat ?'
' AVorse than the worst of men too often. H u s h ! we will
talk no more. AVe shall soon be near my cathedral.'
She leant back In silence, Avhile the vessel swept with a
free bird-like motion through the water, the boat-song of the
Capriote roAvers rising and falling with the even beat of
their sculls, while behind them they left the rock of Capri.
orange-croAvned in the sunlight, Avith the soft gray hue of the
olives melting doAvn Into the many coloured sea.
A low and darkling arch fronted them—the porch of the
temple—Avhere the broad bay lay coolest and darkest, and
tho Avaters deepened Into deeper blue. They bowed their
heads ; the boat shot doAvn Into the gloom, passing under
the narroAV passage-Avay, close and contracted as a cell;
then out of Its darkness the skiff glided, Avithout sound,
into the silent and azure vault of the cathedral to Avhich she
brought him.
I t Avas the Grotto Azzuro.
The sea lay calm as a lake beneath, the blue and misty
light poured through the silence, the Gothic aisles of rock
rose arch upon arch In aAvful beauty ; there Avas no echo
but of the melody of the Avaves chanting ever their OAVU
eternal hymn In a temple not built of men. It Avas beautful,
terrible, divine in its majesty, aAvful In Its serenity, appalling
yet godlike In ita calm; Avhile through the stillnesa swept
the ebb and flow of the sea, and all the sunless shadow was
steeped in that deep, ethereal, unearthlike, azure mist
Avhich has no likeness iu all the Avide Avidth of the Avorld
The boat rested there alone ; and high above the arched
rocks, rose, closing in on every side, like the roof of a tAvi-
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light chancel, lost In vague and llinitlesa immensity ; while
through the calm there echoed only one grand and mournful
Kyrle Eleison, chanted by the choir of Avaves. Perfect
etillness, perfect peace, filled ouly Avith that low and murmuring voice of many waters ; a beauty not of land, not of
sea, sublime and spiritual as that rnarveilous and azure
light that seemed to i>till aud change all hue, all pulse of
lite itself; a sepulchre, and yet a paradise, Avhere the world
was dead, but the spirit of God moved on the A\'atera.
Passion was stilled h e r e ; love was silenced; the chastened solemnity, the purity of its mysterious divinity, had
no affinity with the fevered dreams and sensuous sweeti .ess
of mortal desires. The warm poetic voluptuous light and
colour of the land that they had left Avere the assoclatt-s of
passion; here It Avas hushed, and cast back iu mute and
nameless pain on its OAVU knoAvledge of its OAvn mortality ;
here there Avere rather f e l t ' the pain of finite hearts, that
yearn' for things dreamt of aud never fbivud, the vagueness
of far-reaching futile Promethean thirst, the impulse and
the despair of Immortality.
The boat paused in the midst of the still violet lake-like
water. W h e r e he lay at her feet he looked upwards to her
through the ethereal light that floated round them, and
seemed to sever them from earth.
' AV'^ould to God I could die UOAV !'
The words broke unconsciously from him rather in the
instinct of the moment than in conscious utterance. H e r
eyes met his. In them that dreamy and beautiful light that
seemed to float in unshed tears. She laid her hand one
moment on his forehead with a touch so soft that it was a
caress.
' H u s h ! for what is worth life in us there will be no
death I '
Aud the boat SAvept sloAvly and noiselessly through the
crystal clearness of the waters, through the cold and solemn
loveliness, through the tAvilight of the blue sea-mists, doAvu
into the narroAV darkened archway of the farther distance,
aud out once more Into the golden splendour of the living
day—even as a human life. If men's dreams be true, may
pass through the tAvilight shadows of earth down into the
darkness of tho valley of death, thence only to soar onward
into the glory of other worlds, the radiance of other days.
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She stooped to him slightly as the vessel SAvept away
into the breadth and brightuess of the bay.
' Is not my temple nobler than those that are built by
men ? '
H e looked upwards at her with a look in his eyes that
had never been there before.
' You have taught me to-day what I never learned in all
the years of my life ? '
And the boat passed softly, silently out of the sea-built
temples that the waves had worn, out of the stillness and
solemnity of that aerial light, ouAvard through the heavy
perfumes wafted from the shore, oiiAvard to Avhere the Siren
Isles laughed in their smiling loveliness upon the Avaters,
half of earth and half of heaven.

CHAPTEE XVIII.
' CEAVEST THOU AECADT ?

BOLD IS THT CBAVINO.

I SUA L i

NOT CONTENT I T . '

T H E day had sunk aAvay Into evening before the boat returned ; the splendour of the Capri moonlight Avas on sea
and land, on the gray terraces of olives, AvIth their silvery
plumes of foliage, and on the green vines, clustering in the
early summer over the steep stairs of rock and the stones
of high monastic walls.
As they passed up the winding ascent, an old peasant
sitting watching for the boat under the orange-boughs, a
nut-brown, withered Capriote woman, of full seventy years,
started from the shadoAv In Idalia's path, and fell on her
knees before her, pouring out on her gratitude and benedictions. Idalia stooped and raised her.
' D o not kneel to me, old frieud; you owe me nothing.'
' I owe you my children's life, my children's souls ! ' cried
the Italian In the patois of the bay, lifting her broAvn stern
face, all bathed in tears. 'To whom should I kneel, if not
to you ? Day and night I prayed to S. Theresa to save
them, and she never heard my words; gou heard them.
The saints in glory never had more fairness than your face^
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illustrissima; they never had the pity of your heart, the
chanty of your hand. They let ua pray ou, pray or\ and
never speak ; you heard aud saved us.'
The one she blessed raised her once more with a gentle
veneration for age In the action.
' J ' O U have thanked me too much, madre mia; far too
much. Tho little any one of us can do to relieve sorroAV
is but such slight payment of so great a human debt.
'^Adien Fanclulla is old enough to marry, tell her I Avill give
ber her silver wreath and her dower. No, no more thanks
—you sham.e me ! You, who have led so long a life of
goodness, to bless me ! '
She stooped lower still towards the old peasant, to drop
some gold into her kerchief unpercelved, and passed on,
while the praises and prayers of the Capriote were poured
out, Avith tears staining Aveather-boaten, age-worn cheeks,
that In youth had never knoAvn so sweet a rain of joy and
peace.
' Ah ! ' murmured Erceldoune to her, ' you cannot ask
me now to believe you, when you say, " Non angelus ! '"
She turned her eyes on him with a sudden Aveary wistfulness, a sudden ironic scorn, intricately commingled.
' I do say it. Eepeat it till you believe i t ; it ia a terrible
truth. Here aud there we do a little good—save, as I
saA'cd to that poor Capriote, the life of starving infants, a
legacy that her dead son left to drag her Into the grave;
children as bright as the morning dying for want of the
bread we throAV away as we cat guinea peaches and twothousand-franc pine-apples. AVhat is the worth of it ? I t
is a grain against a mountain of e v i l ! '
He looked at her Avith appealing pain; he felt A'agiiely
that she, AVIIO to him was stainless as the morning, had the
darkness of some remorse upon her, and yet he could
neither folloAV the veiled Intricacies of her nature, nor
divest her of that divinity with which, to-day yet more than
ever, he had clothed her. She glanced up at him and
laughed.
* Do not look so grave; I never murdered any one in poisoned Avines or medicated roses ; It is a good deal to say in
these days of artistic slaughter! Believe me—a woman.
If you rightly understand all those words say, you AVIII
never attribute me too much divinity, or ask me to oblige
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you with consistency. Mephistophelea alwaya takes a
woman's guise noAV; he has found he can change his maska
BO much more quickly. Will you dine with me ? Dress ?
O, I will pardon your costume—it ia velvet, picturesque,
rather Spanish.'
She motioned him to taVo his way into the deserted library, and went from him down the corridors of the Villa
Santllla, that they had reaT:lied while she spoke.
Had she any love for him? H e had no belief that she
could have. And yet, if there were none in her heart, Avas
it not rankest cruelty to toy with him thus ? No, he could
not reproach her that it was; she had bidden him over aud
over again leave h e r ; she had refused to hear words of
love from him; she had only acceded to his remaining near
her at his OAVU persisting prayer; there was no blame here.
H e had no thought that she could care in any way for his
fate ; the caprice of her manner, the mockery of her satire,
the profound pathos that had tinged her words, the strenuous
force with which she had bidden him think evil of h e r :
these Avere not the ways of women to one they loved ; they
were the inconstancies of a heart 111 at ease, of a spirit Avithout rest aud not wdthout regret; but they were not tha
ways of a woman who loved. And yet an agony of passion
was on him; he only felt, lived, thought, breathed for h e r ;
and the purity of the sea-temple in Avhich he had looked
upon her face In the past day shed on her its own sanctity,
its own exaltation. Nothing loftier, purer, more superb
ever rose in a poet's vision of idealised love thau he had
incarnated In his worship other—worship whose grandest
element was faith, sublime in its very blindness.
At her villa that night there Avere a score of guests; ail
meu, aud all unknown to him; among them the Italian, Carlo
of A'iaua, Avhose subjugation to her sAvay had been so proud
a triumph. Men of the world though they might be, there
was not one of them, not even the brave, bright, cordial
southern prince, who could Avholly conceal the surprise and
the dislike, almost the ofience with AvhIch they saAv a strano-er •
their glances ranged over him curiously iu a jealous challenge
and he felt as little amity to them.
' Count Phaulcon is not here?' asked the Prince of Viana
ef her.

'JTo. 1 regret to have te nmke hli apologi-r-s; he k «vn»
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happily prevented the hono'ir of meeting your Highness,
she answered him, as they j.issed into the dining-chamber.
' A n d this foreigner, has he your pass, madame?' asked
A'lana, softly bending his head.
' H e is not one of us, but he Is my friend.'
' Your friend, madame !' said Viana, with a certain smile
that Erceldoune caught, and for which, though he could hear
no AVorda accompanying It, he could have tossed the Tuscan
prince into the sea sounding below the cliffs. ' A fair title,
*^ruly: but one with which none, I think, ever rest content.'
A'iana said no more on the subject; but Erceldoune saw
that, as In Turkey, so also in this larger gathering, his presence was unwelcome, and imposed a restraint on her guests,
though not apparently on her. H e Avas a curb put on them;
and they bore it with chafing Impatience, deepened in many
of them by a jealous surprised intolerance of this foreigner
with whom their hostess had entered the salons.
H e himself sat in almost unbroken silence, eating little,
drinking unconsciously much more thau his wont.
His
thoughts whirled; he felt a fierce reasonless hatred for all
the men by whom he was surrounded. H e saw her through
the haze of light and perfume and Aviue-odours and incense;
he felt giddy, maddened, reckless; the fiercest jealousy was
at riot in him, and the spiritual beauty of the earlier day
was gone for the AvhIle from him, as It was gone from her.
H e saAV her now as she was in all the varied scenes of her
dazzling and careless career. She took little heed of him,
rarely addressed him, rarely looked at him. H e r silver Avit,
barbed and ironic, scathed all It touched; her delicate
laughter rang its mocking chime at things human and
divine; the diamonds on the rose hues and black laces of
her costly dress glittered like the deAvs on a pomegranate;
her resistless coquetries enslaved Avhomever she Avould, and
cast their golden net UOAV on one and now on another, the
heartlessness of a heartless code, the caprices of a worldwise imperious woman, used to be adored, and to tread the
adoration at fancy beneath her foot, the recklessness of one
accustomed to defy the Avorld, and to stake great stakes ou
f.Drtune, ruling her as utterly as a few hours before in the
Grotto Azzuro high thoughts and noble regrets had reigned
in her.
Whieh WHS truly herself of those characters no dissimilftr ?
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I t Avould haA'c been h.ard to tell. H e would best have comprehended her who had judged both. But to the man who
loved her, let her be Avh.a't she should, let her treat him as she
would, the Protean changes in her tortured him as with so
many masks that shrouded her beauty from him ; the frank
singleness of his nature was Avilhoiit key to the intricate complexity of hers. Had he seen her first and solely as she was
to-night—lying back In her chair, toying with her exotics
gloAvIng with rose and purple, touching the golden Lebanon
Avine or the luscious Lachryma, letting her eyes dwell with
their lustrous languor UOAV on one, now on another, and
holding all those about her with a silver chain, surer than
steel in Its hold on them, ductile to her hand as silk—he
would have dreaded her power, he would have doubted her
mercy, he Avould perhaps never have loved her.
Erceldoune listened to the words around him, but insensibly aud uncertainly ; his thoughts were on her alone; but
when they reached his senses he heard the most advanced
opinions of Europe, Avitli' the politics of the extreme Left,
form the staple of all deeper discussion, and the basis of a
thousand intricate intrigues aud abortive projects that were
circulated, often to be passed current Avith the seal of Idalia's
approbation, much more often to be broken in two by some
hint of later intelligence than theirs, or some satirically suggested comment languidly let fall by her ou their excited
Avarmth like tho fall of an icy spray. And yet there Avere
moments Avheu she Avas not thus, wheu she Avas more
seductive in her eloquent expositions, her sudden and then
impassioned earnestness, than in her nonchalance; moments
when she spoke low, swiftly, brilliantly, AvIth a picturesque
oratory, persuasiA'e, vivid, Irreaiatible, till her gueats' bold
eyes gloAved Avith admiration as they listened, and they Avero
ready to lend themselves to her hands, to be moulded like
Avax at her will, without a Avill of their own. Then, aa often,
when she had roused them or Avooed them to the height of
the enthusiasm, the rashness, or the sacrifice she had souo-ht
to win from them, she dropped the topic as suddenly, AA'ith
a languid Indifference or a sarcastic jest, sinking back amon»
her cushions, playing half Avearily with the scarlet blossoma
of her bouquet or the velvet ears of the hound, with hardly
a sign thaJt sli^ remembered the presence of her numerou*
tomradeti
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Varied and glittering though the conversation that wont
on round him was, infectious and free as its gaiety of tone
was also, marked as might seem her confidence In him to Introduce him there, and intoxicating to every sense as the
entertainment to which she had brought him might be, Erceldoune was Avretched in i t ; he could comprehend nothing;
he Avaa jealous of every man at her table; everything he
heard related to a party, but to which he referred, however
indefinitely, his seizure in Moldavia. She scarcely looked
at, rarely addressed, him. I n nothing, save her personal
loveliness, could he recognise the woman with whom he
had floated through the azure air of her sea-temple before
the sun had set.
I t was late Avhen they rose from the table. Cards were
begun, while the windows stood open to the midnight, where
the southern moon flooded the Mediterranean. Idalia threw
herself into the hazard with the eagerness of a gamester; she
played with the utmost recklessness, a hectic excitement
shone In her eyes, the insouciant defiance of her wit rose
with the risks of chance; she staked heavy sums, lost them,
and only played the more eagerly still. Impair her charm
even this insatiate passion could not do, distasteful though
it be in women, and even abhorrent in women who are in
their youth, as seductive as she was; but there were danger,
levity, heartlessness in the charm. She was UOAV at her worst.
Once she glanced at the solitary form of Erceldoune.
standing out against the flood of moonlight; his face waa
pale, and very grave, while his eyes had a pathetic Avonder,
rebuke, and pain In them. She never looked at him again.
The hours went on, aud the play with them, only broken by
intervals when hookahs and cool drinks were brought round,
and the homage offered to hazard was offered to its beautiful
empress. She lost very considerably for a while; but the
more she lost the more extravagantly she staked upon the
cards; and fortune changed, pouring in on her its successes
at length as lavishly as it had previously squandered her gold,
So the short sweet night passed aAvay, over the scattered
hamlets that crowned the piles of rocks or nestled In sea-gray olive-woods; passed away in the whirl of gambling and
the bitternesa of jealous heart-burning and the stir of restless
passions. Without, where the waters lapped the shore so
softly, and the islands hung in the starlit air like sea-birda'
B
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nests brooding above the waves, the aged, dying peacefully
dreamt of immortality, and children slept with smiles upoc
their lips under the low brown eaves of cabin roofs, and the
eyes of poets, wakeful and laden with voluptuous thoughts,
dwelt, never Aveary, on the silent sailing clouds, warm with
the flush of earliest dawn; but here, within, there was but
the fever of unworthy things.
Erceldoune, where he stood apart, glanced once or tAvice
at that fair tranquil neglected night with an impatient sigh,
as though to t-ake relief from its balmy freshness and cool
serenity amid the glittering martyrdom of the scene before
him and the tumult of passion at Avork in him.
I n the Intensity of his pain he could have believed himself like the men in the old legends Avhom a sorceress bewitched; it Avas anguish alike to stay or to go; every moment
he spent there was suffering as Intense as Avhen he had lain
prostrate with the vultures wheeling above his eyes in the
sickly light of the s u n ; yet he could not tear himself from
Its terrible fascination any more than he could then have torn
himself from the power of the carrion birds. H e believed in
h e r ; yes, not less utterly than when a few hours before he
had heard her lofty and spiritualised thoughts unfold all
diviner things, and lead him through the dim and glorious
mysteries of a poet's speculations of eternal worlds. But he
felt like a man in delirium tremens, who struggles with a
thousand hideous and revolting shapes, that rise again as fast
as he overthrows them. The atmosphere about her, the
glances that dwelt on her, the profane mocking wit that
woke her laughter, the eyes that met her own In such bold
language, the gaming passion that, AA'hile it possessed at
least, enslaved her—all these Avere so much desecration and
profanation to his idol, BO much blasphemy against the
woman who had been with him in the pure stillness of
the Grotto Azzuro. The sun above the eastward circle
of bay rose, breaking over the sea, Avhile the stars Avero
still seen through Its golden haze, in which they would
AvIth another moment die. Idalia looked at the sun, then
left the gaming-table.
' There ia the day rebuking ua. Good-night!'
As she spoke she paused one moment, the full fresh llghl
of the broken morning falling upon her, while around was
stdl the wax-glare of the chandeliers; the pure light lay
before her, the impure glitter was behind.
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She paused one moment, looking seaAvard, then turned
negligently to her guests, and dismissed them with mucl
carelessness, little ceremonial.
Viana pursued her wdth eager whispered words; she put
nim aside with a coquette's amusement and a graceful gesture of denial and passed out, Avhile the Nubian appeared
and followed her.
The prince, Avith stormy petulant anger on his face, left
the room with his equerry. The others went out one by
one.
Erceldoune remained silent and motionless; he neither
saw nor heard Avhat passed before him ; he had bowed hia
faroAvcll instinctively ; but all that he knew were the smiles
he had seen cast on others, and the bold look AvIth which
Viana had followed her, and for which he could have struck
him down as men of his race struck their foes Avhen a back--handed sweep of a lieaA'y iron gauntlet dashed down all
rivalry and Avashed out all insult. Each of her guests, as
they passed out, cast a look of suppressed and envious
dislike at him Avhere he stood, as though he bad a right tc
remain thus behind them. H e noticed nothing, was conscious of nothing ; an intolerable agony, a burning boundless jealousy, alone were on him. H e stood there like a
man stunned, looking blankly out at the sunlit SAveep of
waters. Evil passions were not natural to him ; but the
life he had led had left the free untamable strength of the
old Border chiefs unaltered In him.
H e stood there with no remembrance of how little right
he had to remain, scarcely any remembrance even of where
he was. All at once he started and turned. As a dog
feels, long before human eyes can see or humau ears can
hear it, the approaching presence that he loves, so he felt
hers before she Avas near him. Through the Inner chambers,
dark in tAvilight, Avhere the lights Avere extinguished and the
daAvn could ill penetrate, Idalia returned. H e r step waa
Aveary, and her face, as the illumination from the chandelier
stdl burning in the window where he stood fell on It, was
pale, even to the lips, on which, as some poet has it, ' a
sigh seemed set'—unuttered.
' Y o u haA'e remained after the r e s t !
How is t h a t ?
I t is as well, though, as it ia. I wish to speak to you
alone.'
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The AVorda •themselyes might have fed many a wild hopa
many a vain thought, in any man less single-hearted and
less incapable of misconstruing her meaning than he was.
W i t h him all the light died out from his face as he heard.
H e knew that if she Avould have listened to his passion she
would not have returned to him now j she would not have
addressed him thus.
H e bowed gravely, and stood waiting for her pleasure.
The forbearance was not lost on her. Idalia, more than any
other woman, could appreciate thia deference which gave
her untainted comprehension, this delicacy which took no
advantage of her return to him in solitude. She moved on
toward one of the windows, and stood there, between the
gray light of the rising day and the radiance of her own
card-room.
' You have offered me many pledges of your service,' she
said gravely; ' nor do I doubt their sincerity. I am now
about to test i t ; not on any ground that, as you think, my
ast slight aid to you gives me any claim upon your life—
have none Avhatever—but rather simply because I trust
you aa a gallant gentleman, aa a chivalrous nature, as a
true-hearted friend.'
H e bent his head in sileuce ; he offered her no protestation of his faith; he knew that none AA'as needed.
' I am about to ask you much,' she resumed; ' to ask you
to undertake a service of some danger, of Immediate action,
and of Imperative secrecy ; it may Involve you In some peril,
and it can bring you no reward. KnoAving this, are you
prepared to listen to it ?'
His face grew a shade paler beneath Its Avarm sea-bronze;
he divined Avell what ber meaning was In those feAV Avords,
' it can bring you no reward.' B u t he ansAvered without a
second's hesitation.
' Do Avith me what you will,' he said simply; ' I am
ready.'
There were no asseverations, no eager vows, no ornate
eloquence; but she knew better than they could tell her
that he was hers, to send out to life or to death at her
choice.
She put out her hand to him with royal grace to thank
him as sovereigns thank their subjects. She let his lips
linger on it mutely, then, with no more emotion than queens
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show at that act of homage, she sank into a couch and bent
slightly forAvard.
' Listen! I want no political controversy, but it «:>ema
to me unutterably strange that you, v/ith your bold hig'a
spirit, your passion for liberty, your grand contempt for
conventionalities and station, should have no sympathy with
a party whose cause is essentially that of freedom.'
H e looked at her wearily. W h a t were creeds aud causes
to him now ?
' I am no politician,' he said briefly. ' I have never
miugled in those matters. I am neither a student nor a
statesman. I hate tyranny. I would stamp it out wherever
I saw i t ; but the codes of my race were ahvays ConservatiA'e. I may unconsciously have imbibed them.'
She smiled with ironic disdain. H e had touched the
qualities iu her AvIth which she could rule men like children,
aud could have swayed a kingdom with the sceptre of
Eussian Catherine or of Maria Theresa.
' " Conservative ! " To reverence the divinity of rust
and of corruption—to rivet afresh the chains of tradition
and of superstition—to bind the free limbs of living men in
the fetters of the past—to turn blind eyes from the light,
and deny to thirsty lips the waters of truth—to say to the
crowned fool, " You are God's elect," and to tho poor
" You are beasts of burden, only not, like other beasts,
worthy shelter or fodder"—to cling to falsehood, and to
loathe reason ;—this Is Avhat it is to be " Conservative!"
Do you, who love freedom like any son of the desert, subscribe to such a creed as that ?'
Now he saAV her as those saw her Avho were subdued to
her will, till no sense was left them save to think as she
thought, and to do as she bade. The magic of the voice,
the charm of the eloquence, the spell of the fearless truths,
uttered with an imperial command, wrought on him aa they
had always done on others—as they could not fail to do on
any man Avith a heart to thrill aud a soul to be moved.
' I Avill believe what you belicA'e!' he cried passionately.
' You are iny creed; I have forgotten all others.'
The brilliant fire which had been upon her face as she
Bpoke faded.
' T o o many have made me their creed;—do you take
eome surer light to guide you. I do not seek a convert ia
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you. You are happier, perhaps, if yon can live thinking ol
none of these things. What I seek of you UOAV is your
service, not your adhesion. I want little else except you!
high courage, and I know that will never fail either you oi
•others.'
' Try it as you will.'
There was a curious conflict of feelings in him as he heard
her. H e was moved to strong pleasure by the mere thought
that she placed confidence, of Avhatever sort, in him, and he
knew by her words that she held his honour, his faith, and
his courage in full esteem ; yet as strong a pain smote him
heavily. H e felt tbat these great purposes of her life,
vaguely as he could imagine them, vA-ere dearer to Idalia
than any Individual love could become, and he felt also that
in her manner to him AvhIch seemed to place him farther
oft" from her than he had ever been.
She boAved her head in thanks to him.
' What I need Is told In few phrases/ she resumed.
' The Conservative faction, that you favour, is in the full
exercise of Its Iniquity in Naples—for a little AvhIle longer ;
a very little. There are to-night in my house—concealed
here, I do not shirk the word—two of its greatest victims,
an old man and a young, father and son. The elder is as
noble a patriot and schoiar as Boetluus, with no other crime
than thia—he wishes the freedom of his Italy.
King
Francis plays the part of Theodoric. Once arrested, the
fate of Boethius will be hia. Less severity, perhaps, but
the galleys, at best, aAvait his only son, fresh from the campaigns of Sicily. By intelligence I have of the government's
intentions, I knoAV they AVIU not be safe here three hours
longer. I left my own yacht at Trieste; besides, it could
not approach Naples without being searched, or probably
brought to by a broadside. Yours is here; will you saA'C
these men, take them secretly on board, and land them on
the coast of Southern France? I glAO you my word that
they have no other sin than one that is the darkest, perhaps,
in the world's sight—to love truth and liberty too dangerously well;—hoAV much they have sufiered for these you
will know when I tell you that they are FIlIppo and
Cesario Flesoll.'
An eager,light flashed into his eyes, a noble Indignation
flushed his face; he knew the nam,es Avell—the names oi
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men who, for the choicest virtues of the patriot's and
thinker's and soldier's characters, had endured the Avorst
persecutioua of the Neapolitan Bourbons. AVhatever he
thought of creeds and causes, he loathed tyranny and
oppression Avith all his heart and soul.
' Save them ? Yes, If I lose my own life to do It.'
She looked at him AAnth a smile; how often she had seen
that lion spirit, that eagle daring, lighten in temperaments
the most diverse at her bidding !
' A h ! I thought your sympathies must always rise Avith
liberty, aud your hatred with oppression, or you would
have belled your whole nature. I would make you " AvIth
u s " in an hour's reasoning.'
His eyes met hers with something pathetic in their
wistful gaze, as though they besought her not to trifle Avith
linn.
' You never need to reason with me. You have only to
say, " 1 will i t . ' "
An absolute obedience thia, an utter unquestioning submission, prostrate as any that ever laid Marc Antony at
Cleopatra's mercy, or Heloise at Abelard's ; yet he did not
lose his dignity in i t ; it was lofty even while it was subject.
I t touched her, yet it pained h e r ; it brought home to her
the intensity and t r u t h of this man's devotion ; she would
not, or could not, return it or repay i t ; she had no right,
she bethought her, with a pang, to use it as she bad used it
with so many, to the furtherance of her OAvn aims, however
generous or just those aims might in this instance be.
Moreover, she had come to say other and more bitter things
to him than this.
She was silent a moment, looking at him where hia
gallant height roae against the clear subdued light of the
breaking day; her future task was more painful than she,
consummate mistress of every toil and art, and used to
control every mood and every passion of men, had ever
knoAvu one yet to be.
' Weigh the peril well,' she said after a pause, with something of restraint upon her. ' It must be great—I mean,
jf you are discovered. Discovery may be guarded against,
but It cannot be positively averted at all channels. If you
will risk the danger of detection, your yacht can weigh
anchor at once. She is, of course, iu readiness? The
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Fiesoli, father and son, disguised as Capriote fishermen, can
roAV you to the vessel among others. They are ready to
take the alarm at any instant, aud sleep dressed in their
disguises. They will probably pass in safety ; the marinari
here are dull and unsuspicious, nor would they harm what
I shelter for a thousand ducats each. But should detection occur, remember, the Bourbon government will not
spare you even for your country's sake. You will have
rendered yourself liable to the law for assisting the
escape of condemned " conspirators" and " insurgents,"
as the Court terms them, and you will share the fate thej
Buffer.'
The words were almost cold, but uttered with a visibl*
effort; in the instant, even though the urgency of peril for
those she sought to save, and the motive for which she bade
him expose himself to this risk at her command, excused it
to her, she loathed herself for sending him out to chance
the slightest danger in fealty to a love that would never
bring him anything except Its pain. Indeed, his life was
dearer to her than she, disdainful of all such weakness, yet
would know.
H e raised himself erect.
' I have given you my word; I am not used to weigh the
hazards of any dangers that may accrue to me through
keeping It.'
She answered him nothing; the implicit obedience this
man was ready to render her, even to the rendering up of
his life or liberty at her word, moved her the more deeplv
beside the bold honour and the fearless independence of hiscarriage toward men, such aa nOAV flashed out even to ber
In his reply. Once again, unseen by him as she leaned lier
broAv upon her band, there came upon her face the Avaimth.
and In her eyes the look, with which she had gazed 1 pon
him in the previous night. I t passed; she rose and ttcod
again in the shadow of the myrtle-covered casement, looking from him out toAvard the sea.
' W h e n will you be ready, then ? '
' I am so now. Your friends can row me on board whe»
you will, aud the yacht can weigh anchor with them at
once."
' And you take no more thought than that of periILm|
your life for strangers ? '
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' I have never taken much thought for my life that I can
recollect. Besides, Avhat need Is there of thought ? You
wish it.'
H e spoke only In the singleness of his fidelity. In the
earnestness of his devotion to her; but the most refined
subtlety of art and purpose could not have taught him a
better means to win his Avay toward the tenderness of
Idalia's nature, and an infinite tenderness there was, let her
lovers aud her foes say what they would.
Her cheek lost the Avarmth it had regained, her face had
the same sadness on it Avhich it had Avorn as she had entered
the chamber, the intense melancholy which now and then
fell on her at rare intervals gathered In her eyes. She
pitied him, she honoured him; she would willingly, at all
cost to herself, have effaced every thought Avliich bound him
to her, and saved him from every pang that came to him
through her ; but she Avas too proud aud too Avorld-Avorn to
recognise that there might be a feeling even beyond this in
her heart for him. Even had she recognised it, it would
not have changed her purpose—the purpose which had made
her let him see her as he had done through the past evening
—the purpose to toy with him no more, but to p u t from him
now and for ever, the vainness of hopes which could bu*".
fatally beguile, only to as fatally betray him.
She could do this as no other woman could have done ;
she had dealt with men In all the force of their enmities, all
the height of their follies. In their most dangerous hours as
in their most various moods ; through paths no other of her
sex could haA'e approached Idalia passed unhesitating and
with impunity, and one of the secrets of her great power
lay in her perfect and unerring knoAvledge of human nature.
AVith the first hour In whicli she had seen the mau who
now stood with her she had knoAvn his character as profoundly as she knew it now. She turned to him and spoke
softly yet with a certain grave and haughty grace.
' I do not pretend to misunderstand you; to do so would
be but to Imitate the mock humility of foolish Avomen.
You would do this thing for my sake; if done at all, It must
be done for the pure sake of justice aud compassion, not
for mine. You gave me your promise that no other words
like these should pass between us, and I told you if it were
broken we could meet no longer.'
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H e looked at her bewildered ; she seemed to him to toy
with him most recklessly ; It was a deadly trial to his faith
not to believe most mercilessly also.
' That promise I must break, then. I t Is the ouly oiu
broken in my life. My God! why do you play Avith me
so ? You knoiv what my love Is 1'
His voice sank to a breathless fervour ; he stooped for,
ward, his lips trembling, his eyes seeking hers with an ant;uish of entreaty. That look almost broke down her resolve ; it was so easy to soothe this man's loyal heart Avith
a smile, with a glance ; it was so hard to put au end for
ever to that imploring prayer. Hard to her at least now,
when for the first time some portion of the heavy bloAV she
had so often dealt fell on her, some scorch of the fiery pain
she had so often caused touched herself, if it Avere but by
sympathy and pity. Y e t she Avas unmoved from her resolve;
she was unfiinchmg in a course once chosen, and she was
resolute to fool him on no more AvIth empty hope, to let
him blind himself no longer. She Avished to save him, so far
as she could still effect this, from herself, and to do so she
sacrificed his faith in her AvIth a ruthless aud unsparing
hand.
' I do know it,' she ansAvered him ; and her VOICA had no
tremor in it, her face no Avarnith, her eyes dwelt on him
with a melancholy in which no softer or Aveaker consciousmingled. ' A n d because I know it, and knoAv its strength
and its nobility, I Avill not dupe it or dupe you. W h a t
aA'ail to lead you on after a mirage, to let you cheat yourself with fond delusions ? Better you should know the
truth at once—that AA'hat you feel for me can only bring
you pain ; strive against it for 3'our manhood's sake.'
H e staggered slightly, and bent his head like a man Avho
receives a sudden sickening blow ; despite the revulsion of
the last few hours, it fell on him with the greater shock
after the peace and beauty of the day they had passed together on the sea.
She looked at him, and a shadow of his OAVU suffering fell
on h e r ; she could not strike him thus without herself being wounded—without a pang in her own heart. Yet Avhat
she had determined to do as she saw him standing aloof
that night AvIth the rack of Avondering grief, of iucredulcus
reproach upon his face, she carried out now, cost her in Its
lioss—even to her fair fame—whatever it should.
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She turr.ed to him v/Ith a sudden Impulsiveness most rare
with her, and In her eyes something of the defiance with
which she had fronted Conrad Phaulcon mingled Avith an
infinitely softer and more mournful thing.
' L i s t e n ! As you haA'O seen mo to-night, I am. That
higher, holler light you vicAv me through is in your own
eyes, not In me. Ask those whom you saw Avith me ; they
Avill tell you I am without mercy—believe them ; they will
tell you I have ruined many lives, blessed none—believe
them ; they will tell you you had better have died in the
Carpathian Avoods than have fallen beneath my Influence—
believe them. Take the worse that you can learn, and
credit it to its uttermost. Tell yourself till you score Ita
truth into your heart, that I have never been, that I shall
never be, such as you imagine me. Your love can be nothing to me ; but I would save it from its Avorst bitterness by
changing it into hate. I •would not even forbid gou to
change into it scorn.'
Her eyes were prouder than they had ever been as she
thus bade the man, who had centred in her his purest and
most exalted faith, give to her the shame of his disdain.
As she spoke, AA'ith her resistless beauty touched to a yet
nobler dignity as she uttered this attainder against her OAVU
ife, he must have loved her less, or have believed evil
SAvifter than the one Avho heard her now, Avho could have
followed out her bidding, and stamped the Avarning doAA'n
into his soul, till all love of her was dead.
H e looked at her in silence, and in the heart-stricken
pathos of that look she saw hoAv utterly she laid life desolate
for him ; she felt the recoil of the living death she dealt, as
flow and then the hunter feels it Avhen he meets the upward
dying gaze of the stag his shot has pierced.
I n that Instant, Avhile his faith was beaten down for the
first moment under the scourges of her words, and the
chivalrous idolatry he bore her Avas bent and blinded under
the dead Aveight of her OAVU self-accusation, the baser alloy
of passion alone was on him—he was only conscious of that
Jiadness in which men are ready as to yield themselves to
in eternity of shame and torture,
' So that this woman may be mine!'
She saw that in him; she knew its force, Its meaning;
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she knew that in this Instant of his anguish her loveliness
was all he felt or sought.
' No matter Avhat you are,' he muttered breathlessly ; ' n o
matter what you bring me—I love you, O God ! as no mau
ever, I think, loved before. Have you no pity on thati'
Be Avhat you will. If—If—'
His voice sank, leaving the words unfinished; he felt
poAverless to plead with her; be felt hopeless to touch, or
sway, or Implore h e r ; and also, beyond all, he could not
even, on the acceptance of her own testimony, dethrone her
from bis stainless faith, any more than a man can at a word
tear out from him as worthless a religion that he has cherished as dlA'ine through a loujr lifetime.
The darkest passions had no terror for h e r ; she had
known them over and over again at their worst, and had
ruled them and ruled by them. B u t deepest pity waa in
her heart for him ; she sought to save him, even at all sacrifice to herself, aud she saAV that it was too l a t e ; she knew,
as his eyes burned down into hers, that, though they should
part now and for ever, this longing she had wakened Avoulff
consume him to his grave.
A woman Aveaker and more pliant would have yielded to
that impulse, and have given him tenderness ; to the pride
and to the truth of Idalia's nature to have stooped so far
had not been possible.
' Love is no word for me,' she said Avith calmness, underneath which a vibration of deeper feeling ran. ' I am
Aveary of i t ; and I have none to give. I have played AvIth
It, bribed with it, ruled by It, bought by it, worked ou it,
aud Avorked through It—evilly. I cannot do that Avith you ;
I must glA'e you sufi'erlng ; I will not also give you danger.
Take your promise back ; I absolve you from it.'
H e r eyes were turned toward the sea, and not to him, aa
she spoke; she could not Avatch the misery she dealt. She
knew as though she saAv It the look that came upon his face
—darker and deadlier than the physical anguish that had
been upon it wheu she had found him dying In the Carpathian pass. She had stricken him strengthlesa ; she had refused hia love ; she had refused even his belief in her, even
his homage to her ; she bad condemned herself for the evil
that she wrought, and she stood aloof from him, imperial,
world-weary, rich in the world's wealth, without a rival in
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the aovereiguty of her beauty and her will. Eich himself in
those accidents of power aud possession Avhich she owned, ho
might have pleaded still, on the ground of his Avretchedness,
against her fiat; but in the pride of his beggared fortunes
his lipa were sealed to silence; he could not force his love
having no treasure upon earth save that to give, upon the
empress of those brilliant revels on which the daAvn had
lately broken, upon the mistress of those high ambitions
AA hicli seemed alone to reach her heart; upon a woman so
proud, so peerless, so throned in every luxury and every
splendour as this woman Avas. She was not haughtier in her
magnificent command than he in his ruined poverty ; aud in
that moment he had not force, nor memory, nor consciousness left to him. H e only suft'ered dumbly and blindly, like
a dog struck cruelly by the hand he loves, the hand he would
have died in striving to obey.
She looked at him once—only once—and a quick sigh
ran through her. Had she saved him from the fangs of the
,?arrion beasts and the talons of the mountain birds merely
to deal him this ? Better, she thought, have left him to his
fate, to perish in a nameless grave, under the eternal shelter
of the watching pines. Yet she did not yield. Without a
glance or a sign she moved slowly away across the chamber;
their iutervioAv was over, its Avork was done.
His step arrested her. H e moved forward Avith a faint
slow effort, like one Avho staggers from the weakness of long
illness.
' Send those you spoke of to m e ; I do not take my promise back.'
She turned her eyes full on him with a sudden light of
wonder, of admiration, of amaze.
' You would do that—now ?'
' I have said—I will.'
She looked at him one lingering moment longer; all that
was great, and high, and fearless In her nature ansAverIng the
royalty in his ; then she bent her head silently.
' I thank you ; be It so.'
And with those words only, she left hioa.
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OHAPTEE XIX.
' T H E LIGHT IN THE DITST LIES DEAD.'

I N a distant apartment of the villa a youth lay sleeping,
his richly-tinted face with the black curls falling back from
the bold brow, like one of the beautiful boys who loved, and
laughed, and danced, and sung In one long carnival, from
sunset to sunrise, in the glad A^enlce of Goldoni. H e slept
soundly, as only youth sleeps, dressed in a Capriote fishing
suit; and on hia chest, as the striped shirt fell back from It,
there were the scars of deep wounds just healed—no more—
over the strong fearless beatings of his young heart. A little
distance from him sat his father, an old man, with the grand
head of a noble of Tintoretto's or Bassano's canvas—the head
of the great medlfeval signori who filled the porphyry palaces, and swept through the Piazza San Marco, in the red
gold of gloAvIng summer evenings, Avhen the year of revel waa
held in Venice for the Foscari's accession, and the City o'
the W a t e r s was in her glorious reign. The elder man wa*
not sleeping; his eyes were on his son. H e had lost three
such as that sleeping boy for Italy—three trampled doAvn
under the tread of Austrian armies or of Pontifical
mercenaries; the one left Avas the last of his name. B u t
he AA'Ould have sent out a hundred more, had he had them,
to bring back the dead grandeur to Eome, to see the ancient
liberties revive, and the banner of the free republic fioat in
spring-tide air abtn'c the fresh lagoons and over the greeuAvreathed arches of his beloved Venezia.
They had suft'ered much, both of them, for liberty; but
they were both Avilliug to suffer more—the boy iu the daAvn
of his manhood, and the elder in the Avearlness of his ago
There Avas no sound iu the chamber; food and wine stood
n e a r ; the shutters were closed; through a small oval aperture the glowing sun in the hour of Its sunrise alone penetrated, fioodlug the floor with seven-coloured light. Fro.m
the daAvn Avithout there came a faint delicious odour of carnations, of late violets, of innumerable leaves. The door opened
noiselessly; through it came Idalia. The old man started
and rose, took her hand and pressed it to his lips, then stood
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in silence. She glanced at the sleeping youth, lying there in
EO profound a rest Avith a smile on his arched full lips.
' P o o r boy!' she said softly; ' I t is a cruelty to waken
Irim. Dreams are the mercies of life. Yet there is no time
to be lost. You may be saved still.'
' W h a t ! your friend will serve us so well as t h a t ? ' asked
the Italian Avonderlngly. ' B u t It is not s t r a n g e ; the
English are a bold people : they never refuse to resist
oppression.'
Over Idalia's face swept an unspoken contempt.
' T h e individual English, n o ! B u t the nation would let
nny freedom be strangled like a hanged dog, rather than risk
its trade or lose a farthing.'
' But It is a great risk for him. W e have no right to
expose him to It.'
' N o ; Ave have no right,' she answered almost bitterly.
' Not a shadow of right!—still he accepts i t : he does not
heed peril. W h a t brave man does?'
' For you.'
The words were softly added; the old Venetian looked
at her with a mournful fixity, an unuttered interrogation.
She turned slightly from his gaze; she knew what was in
his thoughts; she knew that he reminded her of the many
who had gone out to peril, and fallen beneath it, for her
sake.
' AVe can waste no time, caro amico' she said rapidly,
in his OAVU liquid, caressing Venetian tongue. ' T h e earlier
<ou leave, the less likelihood of detection. H e will Avait for
you on the shore; you AVIU roAV him to his vessel among
others; nothing cau be simpler. You will be safe with
him.'
Something that was almost the weakness of tears rose in
her eyes as she spoke; she thought hoAv entirely her trust
Avould be preserved ; how surely, at risk of very life, he
whom she recompensed with cold AVords and bitter neglect
would redeem his promise.
Over the browned, stern, noble face of FIlIppo Fiesoli the
tvarmth of his lost youth stole; a look came into his glance
that only was not love because chastened by so utter a hopelessness, and purified from all touch of passion.
' Ah !' he murmured, in his snow-white beard, ' I can give
you nothing, save an exile's gratitude and the blessing of an
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old man near his grave. You noblest among women !~-what
you have risked for us!'
Idalia's eyes softened Avith a mellow wistful tendernesa,
with au unspeakable regret.
' A h , Fiesoli! if all patriots were pure, all liberators
true as you are, my best friend, I would count every loss my
highest, holiest gain! But there is so much drosa amid the
little gold, there are such coAvard villaules masked under freedom's name. 7, too, " noblest among women !" O God,
sometimes I think myself the vilest!'
H e sighed; he knew her meaning; the grand pure heart
of the old patriot would not take on itself the falsehood of
flattering disguise.
' Y o u are uoblest in much,' he said softly; 'something
too pitiless, something too alluring, it may be, to the many
who love you ; but your errors are the errors of others, your
nobility Is your OAvn.'
She shook her head.
' Gentle sophisms and full of charity, but not true. My
errors are my own, woven close In my nature and my mind;
such nobility as you speak of—If I can claim it—comes rather
from the recklessness of courage, the passion for liberty, the
hatred of tyranny, than anything better in me. But I am
not here to speak of myself; there Is not an instant to be
l o s t ; Avake Cesario, poor child, and then leave me. AVe are
too used to life and partings to feel this sudden or strange;
but, my dear friend, my honoured friend, peace be with you,
if we never meet again.'
She held out both her hands to him with a look on her
face that her lovers had never seen there, so gentle, so softened, so full of reverent sAveetuess. FIlIppo .Fiesoli stooped
over them in silence, pressing them in his OAVU ; he was an
old man, very near his last years, as he had said, but perhaps
in all the homage that had been lavished on her, she had
never had one heart more nobly and more purely hers thau
was that of the great age-worn patriot's. His voice was unsteady as his farewell Avas spokeu.
' Death will take me, most llkelj', before I can ever look
upon your face again; but my dying breath will be a
prayer for you.'
There was an infinite dignity, a sublime pathos, that
were beyond all pity in the benediction; age had set ita
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barrier of Ice betwixt them, and the grave alone Avalted for
him, but the love AvhereAvith he loved her Avaa very rare on
earth.
AVithout another word he turned from her, and awoke
his son. The young soldier sprang up alert, and ready on
the instant: he had often Avakened thus with the Sicilian
legions. As he saAV Idalia, his beautiful Titian face flushed,
his eyelids fell shyly as a girl's, he sank before her on one
knee Avith the old grace of Venice, and touched the hem of
her dress Avith his lips. She smiled at him, an indulgent,
gentle smile, such as she would have given a caressing
animal.
' There is no time to spare in courtesies, Cesario. The
moment is come. You are ready ? '
The boy's lips trembled.
' A soldier is ahvays ready, but—if you would rather let
me die near you, than send me out to exile ? '
She passed her hand lightly, half-rebukingly, over the silk
of his dark curls.
' Foolish child ! you talk idly. To stay here were to be
locked in the dungeons of the Capuano. Go with your
father, Cesario mio ; your first duty is to him, your second
to Italy and to liberty.'
The youth's eyes gleamed AvIth the fire of the South and
the fire of the soldier—the fire that her words could light
as fiame lights the resinous pine-wood.
' Mj first is—to you.'
She smiled on him ; she knew the romantic adoration
that he bore her would harm him little, might lead him far
on noble roads.
' Scarcely!—but if you think so, then obey me, Cesario.
Give your thought, beyond all, first to your father ; give
the life that remains through all trial and all temptation to
Italy and to freedom.'
The boy's earnest, impassioned gaze looked upward at
her through a mist of tears.
' I Avill!' he murmured fervently—' I AVIU.'
She drcAV her hand from him with a slight gesture of
pain; she had seen that gaze from so many eyes, she had
heard that VOAV taken by so many voices. Eyes that were
eightless ; voices now for ever stilled.
' Farewell,' she said gently, to both, ' J Avill scud my
s
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Albanian to you—he can be trusted; aud you must go
down alone to the shore. Give this to my friend, and he
/ill knoAV you. He will be in waiting.'
She took from her baud one of her rings, a lapis-lazuli
stone of ancient workmanship, and held it out to the elder
Fiesoli; then, without longer pause, she passed from their
presence. The boy Cesario flung himself down on the
couch she had just risen from, and with his head bowed on
his arms sobbed like a woman—he was a bold and gallant
soldier, but he was but a youth ; his father stood motionless,
the morning sunlight, as it strayed through the oval in the
casement, falling with a golden hue upon his grand bronzed
brow and the AvhIte SAA'eep of his patriarch's beard. Differently they both loved her, equally they alike knoAV their
love hopeless.
Idalia passed on to her own apartments. These were
not the first lives she had saved by many; at personal cost,
personal p e r i l ; saved with courage, and daring, aud fertile
expedient; but they Avere as nothing to her in this moment
beside the many more that through her had been lost. She
had not yet slept or rested for a moment, but she felt no
sH^nse of fatigue, no AvUlingness to sleep. Alone, the proud
6 ipphire-croAA-ned head of the coquette, the lionne, the
Borceress, the brow that would have borne so royally the
Byzantine diadem of her ancestral Commneni, drooped
wearily, yet not from physical weariness; the fiush upon
her cheeks had faded, and her form, with its trailing richhued skirts, and jewels fiashing In an Eastern splendour
was in strange contrast AvIth the melancholy of her attltuda
and of her thoughts as she stood there iu solitude at last,
with the dawning light of the young da,y shut out by
draperies of falling silk, aud a single Etruscan lamp only
burning near.
' NOAV be has seen me as I am,' she thought—'as I am ! '
A smile crossed her lips, but it was a smile more sad thau
tears—there was in it so much hatred of herself. ' I t was
but just to him. N o cruelty from me Avould kill his love,
but his own scorn may. Theg love me for my beauty,
because I charm their sight and their senses, because they
are fools, and I know how to make them madmen! So
that a woman were lovely, they would care not how vile
she might be ! B u t he—he has the old knightly faith, the
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old gallant honour ! he gives his heart with his passion; he
must revere Avhat he adores. H e has seen me as I am tonight ; the pain Avas deadly to him ; yet, if It rend mo oui
of his memory, he may live to be grateful for it.'
The warmth of the chamber seemed stifling to her, the
perfumed oil of the lamp oppressive ; the room itself, Avith
..•ts hangings, its cabinets, ita decorations, its countless
b.agatelles of art and Avealth, of extravagance and of effeminacy, struck on her loathsomely.
' A h ! how like my life! ' she thought, with an Impetuoua
scorn. ' The pure day ia shut out, aud all that is heated, unreal, luxurious, meretricious, worthless, is chosen Instead 1
A diamond-studded, gas-lit, dangerous lie, instead of tho
sunlight of truth !'
She pushed the heavy folds of a curtain back, and opened
the casement beyond i t ; as the villa overhung the sea, so
the window jutting out overhung the rock, and gave to
view in one grand sweep the whole bow of the bay, with the
Avhite mists of earliest day resting still midway between
earth and heaven. Sound there was none, save close at
hand the low music of a menace's wing, and from afar the
swinging cadence of a chiming Angelus.
She stood silent, looking long outward through the
fragrant coils of orange-blossom aud of climbing ivy that
hung in their green shadow before the oval of the Avindow,
toward the waking world that smiled below. To her, whose
heart had noA'cr beaten for one of those Avhich had throbbed
for her, there came at last some recoil of the suffering
which she had so often dealt, some touch of that futile pain
which for her and through her had been so often borne.
She saw still. In memory, the wondering and grieved reproach of the eyes which had haunted her throughout all
the past hours.
' Do I love ! — / . ' ' she thought, AvhIle a laugh half haughty,
half ironic, and yet more mournful thau either, came on her
lips. And she turned back again from the brightness of
the day with a gesture of her old imperious disdain. She
Avas too proud, too sceptical, too used to command, too
unused to Aveakness, not to be loth to admit such yielding
folly in her, not to be contemptuous of her own softer
thoughts and tenderer impulses. Love ! —to her it was a
fool's paradise, a gay and glittering masquerade, a sceptre
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vrith which to sway a court of madmen, a weapon AMth
Avhich to reap the harA-ests of gold and poAver, a passion
that men got drunk AvIth as Avith raki, and through Avhich,
as they pampered or inflamed it, Avomen could indirectly
rule the Avorld. H e r contempt for it had been as great as
the sovereignty with Avhich she had used it.
I t was bitter to her to think that she could have so much
weakness In h e r ^ s o much living still beneath all that she
had seen, known, done, to slay It by the roots. Something
of the warmth of passion, something of ita tenderness, were
on her ; and she flung them away, she would not have them.
The unquestioning fealty which waa ready to do her Avill at
all and any cost, the devotion to her which, Avithout any recompense, any hope, any self-interest, accepted the peril
from which she had offered to free him, and AvIth a simple
grandeur claimed the right to be true to bis Avord: these
moved her as nothing else could have done. Tempests had
swept over her, leaving her utterly unswayed by them ; tho
farity which touched her as something strange and unfamiliar was the unselfishness of the love he bore her.
Many had loved her as Avell; none so generously.
She could see the shore far below—doAA'u through a
wreathing, shimmering interspace of green leaves. She
had rescued men at far keener closer danger than there Avas
in this. She had gone to Eussian mask balls, ignorant
whether at any moment the hand of an Imperial officer might
not be laid on her domino, and her fettered limbs be borne
aAvay without warning, through the frozen night, over
leagues on leagues and steppes on steppes of snow, to the Siberian doom Avhicli aAvaits the defenders of Poland. She had
SAvept at a wild gallop through the purple gloom of the midnight Campagna AvIth her courage only rising the higher,
her eyes only gleaming the darker. She had glided in her
gondola through balmy spring sunsets, AA'lien all A^enlce waa
wreathed and perfumed AvIthfloAverain some Anstvinufesta,
and had laughed, aud coquetted, and stirred her fan, and
listened languidly to the music, Avhile hidden beneath her
awning Avas one whom the casemates of the Quadrilateral
Would enclose only to let him issue to his death, unless hei
skill could save him. She had passed through many hours
jf supreme peril, personal and for others, and the disquietude had not been on her that was on her now
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She leaned there against the casement watching the
beach beneath, Avhere it stretched out along the glittering
sea. I t was still ouly the daybreak, but tho fisher-folk
were astir, iu different groups, spreading out their nets In
the Avarmth of the rising sun, or putting out in their boats
from the shore. There AA'as glowing colour, picturesque
movement, life, healthful, active, Innocent, along the gray
line of tho sand ; she sighed half impatiently as she Avatched
it. AVas It good to have no thought, save of a foAv flsh ?—
no fear, save of the black sAvoop of the mistral ?—no care
in life, save for those striped sails, and those broAvn keels,
and thoae sun-browned, half-naked children tumbling in
the surf?
No ; she did not so belie herself as to cheat her thoughts
into the lie; she would not have relinquished the power,
the genius, the vitality, the knoAvledge of her life, for a
thousand years of the supreme passionless calm that looks
out from the eyes of Egyptian statues, far less for the dull
brute routine of peasant Ignorance and common joys.
On the sands Erceldoune waited, leaning against a ledge
of rock, with his eyes fixed absently on the waters. Even
at the distance he Avas from her she could see the profound
weariness that had altered his bold and soldier-like bearing,
the hopeless melancholy that darkened his face as the light
of the dawn fell upon it. She was not a Avoman to Avish
things doue undone, or to knoAV the vacillations of r e g r e t ;
yet, in the moment, she almost Avdshed the words unspoken
AvhIch had been uttered by her in a sudden impulse and resolve to let him blind himself no longer.
' I t Is useless to try and save him now,' she t h o u g h t ; ' he
wdll never forget.'
There was something Avhich touched her Infinitely in that
guard he kept there ; patient as the Pompeian soldier standing at his post, while the dark cloud of the ashes and the
liquid torrent of lava-flame poured doAvn, certain as ho t h a t
no rcAvard could come to him for his unrecompcnsed obedience, save perhaps one—death.
The Venetians left her garden. She saw them approach,
and address him ; she saAV him start as the elder man
handed him the ring, and, as he took it, give one upward
glance at the eyrie of the villa Avhere she leaned. Then he
signed to him the sailor whom he had first spoken with OD
the night of his arrival at Capri.
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There Avas au instant's terrible suspense as the Capriote
stood curiously eyeing these two unknown sailors, AA'hose
presence, on his shore he felt odd and uuAvelcome, since
living was poor In the Piccola Marina, and strangers likely
to take a share of it were commonly roughly handled : then
he gave good-humoured assent to whatever had been asked
of him, and launched his boat into the breakers with the
single force of his broad breast and brawny arms. H e
motioned the unknown fishermen to take the oars, with
somcAvhat of a sullen grace, as though their advent still
annoyed him ; he took the helm himself; Erceldoune fiung
his limbs doAvn across the benches ; the little skiff p u t out
to sea. Thus far the work Avas done.
As the boat left the shore he turned, rose slightly, aud
looked back at Capri; that mute farewell, that speechless
witness of how his promise had been redeemed, smote her
keenly.
She watched the movement of the boat through the
waves, with the daybreak light upon the strlpea of ita
orange awning—watched it as it receded farther and farther,
the tall figure of the Capriote standing at the prow, in hia
loose white shirt and his broAvn brigand-like Italian beauty
—watched it till it swept out unarrested, unobserved, to
ivhere the yacht rocked at anchor.
The boat reached the vessel's side; a while longer, and
the anchor weighed in the quiet of the daAvn, while the
only things that stirred on the Avhole Avidth of the bay Avere
a few scattered fishing-craft. She, leaning there against the
gray of the stone, looking out through the wreaths of the
leaves, never left her watch, never relaxed her gaze. She
kncAv the tigers Avho slept yonder AAdiere Naples l a y ; she
knen- the cannon that Avould boom out through the sunny
air if the errand of the Etolle Avas dreamed of; she kncAV
the dungeons that yawned in the Vicaria for those Avho
fled. She could not tell hoAV much, how little, of the
escape that she had organised Avas known to the Bourbon
t o u r t ; she could not tell that the government of Francis
Jilght uot be only seeming to slumber, that it might crouch
like a jungle-beast the surer to seize. She could not tell
even though to no living being had a Avord been whispered
flf her i n t e n t ; she could not tell, for walls haA'e ears where
g r a n n y rules aud priest-craft listens.
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Any moment while the anchor was slowly wound upward, and the rigging of the yacht swarmed with eager
sailors, the alarm-gun might boom from Naples, and tho
pursuit r u n down the schooner, boarding and swamping
her in the midst of the smiling seas of the tranquil
dawn.
A t last she moved; her white sails filled with a fair
wind, her helm was turned straight westward, her ensign of
St. George fluttered In the favouring breeze. AVith an
easy gliding motion, like a sAvan'a, she passed through the
sunlit waters, unnoticed, uupursued.
Against her rails
one flgure leaned motionless ; his eyes Avere turned toward
the rock, hanging so far above, where the villa was suspended like a falcon's n e s t ; turned there ahvays while the
yacht passed onvA'ard, out beyond Capri, beyond Ischia,
beyond the range of Neapolitan guns and the pursuit of
Neapolitan ships, outward to round the snow peaks of the
eyrie of the Bonaparte eaglets, and to steer on toward the
southern coast of France, In safety.
As It receded, slowly, surely, till its sails looked no
larger than the sea-gulls that ficAv past her, and the busy
day of the young summer aAvoke all around the semicircle
of the bay, then, only theu, Idalia m.oyed and left the ivysheltered casement.
From the glittering stretch of the
azure seas, as from the thoughts neAvly arisen in her, she
turned, Avitli a pang of pain, with a throe of regret, the
bitterness of pride repelling weakness, the bitterness of
pride warring with remorse.

CHAPTEE XX.
' M O E E G R E A T I N MAETYIIDOM THAN THEONED AS C^ESAE'S

MATE.'

A T the Prince of Viaua's villa in the interior there waa
a masquerade ; brilliant, gorgeous, like the splendid feste
of mediaeval Italy, of Venice In Its Dandolo glory, when
the galleys swept home with the rich Byzantine spoils; of
Florence while Isabel Orsiui was in her lovelluess, and the
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Capello beamed her sunny fatal smile, and even grave Machiavel sauntered well amused through the festive Gardens
of Delight, when the Embassies of the Ten came in their
purple pomp, or the City of Flowers laughed through endless mirth and music. The fete was very magnificent at
the palace of Antina, given by lavdsh princely hands that
scattered their gold right aud left, and vied with the Grammont and the Doria brilliance away yonder in old Eome.
That at It other masks Avere worn than those black A'^enetlan ones of pleasure, that beneath the sAvell of the music
words of menace and danger were exchanged, that the
domino was only donned that the sword might be surely
drawn hereafter, that under the dewy orange-boughs, aud
beside the starlit Avaters, and on the marble stairs, and
under the light exchange of friA'olous wit, intrigues Avere
woA'en and dark plans made perfect,—these no more disturbed the gaiety aud the glory of the Antina masquerade
than such had disturbed the laughing tide of festivities iu
Venice, or the garden fetes of the Tuscans in the Cinque
Cento. Eather they suited and enhanced i t ; it was iu
Italy, and they made it but the more Italian. I t was tho
dagger of Sforza glancing beneath the Arlecchino spangles
and colours of Goldoni. AVhoso cannot understand this
mingling—the laugh and the harlequinade as really joyous
as the steel and the stroke are surely subtle—can never
understand the Italy of the Past: perhaps not the Italy of
the Present.
Around one the masquers gathered with passing homage,
around one the groups were more eager, more sedulous,
more vivacious in their Avit, more earnest in their undercurrent of political discussion than round any o t h e r ; for
on the elegance of the azure domino Avas the well-knoAvn
badge of the Silver lA'y, that rallying symbol which
brought to her all the lovers and the vassals of Idalia.
She reigned there, as she had reigned wherever her foot
fell, since the day, eight years before, when she had left
the leafy shadows and the yellow corn-lands of Sparta to
come out to this world of mystery, intrigue, romance,
danger, and pleasure, which she had made so wholly her
own.
I t has been said, ' Every woman Is at heart a bohemian.
Idalia was one to the core, all proud and patrician though
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?he was. The excitement and the peril of her life, with
its vivid colour and its changing chances, she would not
have exchanged for the eternal monotony of the most perfect calm ; not even Avhen she most utterly loathed, most
utterly rebelled against the bondage which had entered in
AvIth the life she pursued. She AA'as Aveary AvIth herself
often for the evil that she had done, she hated AvIth an intense hatred the chains that had wound themselves round
her freedom-loving, liberty-craving n a t u r e ; but all the
same, once plunged Into the Avhirlpool of the dangers she
directed, of the excitations she enjoyed, Idalia Avould not
have laid them doAvn and left them—left her sceptre and
her peril—Avithout a pang bitter as that which tears life
out, without a lingering and unbearable regret. I t is false
philosophy to say that those who have been once launched
on a career which bears them now In the sunlight, now In
the storm-shadoAV, now high on laughing Avaves of pleasure,
now low sunk doAvn under black bitter Avaters, varying
ever, yet ever full of a tempestuous delight, of a headlong
risk, of an abundant luxuriant gloAv and intensity of life,
will ever Avilllngly return to the dull floAV of tideless aud
uncheckered streams. They may in moments of exhaustion fancy that they Avould Avillingly take the patience aud
the monotony of serene -unnoted IIA'CS—humau nature Avill
cA'er at times, be it in king or peasant, t u r n from Avhat it
has to sigh for Avliat it has n o t ; — b u t it is only fancy, and
a passing one—they would never for a second make it a
reality.
Thus it A\'as with Idalia UOAV ; remorse haunted her, captivity in a sense galled her Avith terrible fetters ; often she
hated herself and hated those around her; yet once in the
vortex of the Intrigues and the ambitions which had so
long possessed her, she forgot all else. Thus she forgot
all save them here at the Antina masquerade. I t was
not that she was changed; It was not that her other
impulses were not vitally aud deeply true ; it was simply
that the dominant side of her character noAV came into
play, and the love of power that was in her usurped its
snclent sway.
Moreover, here, though she scorned and abhorred many
)f the companions and tools that the cause necessitated
and employed, the cause itself Avas a pure and lofty one;
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one for whicli her will could never slacken, her love never
grow cold;—it was the freedom and the indivisibility of
Italy.
This was in the hearts, often on the lips, of all those tonight at Antina; amid the music, the laughter, the wit,
the balmy air breathed over a million fiowers, with the
melodies of nightingales' tender throats, and the flash ot
fire-flies among the groves of myrtle, and in the endless
reception-chambers, with their jasper and their onyx,
their malachite and their porphyry, stretching onward till the eye was lost in the colonnades of pillars, in the
flood of light, in the sea of colour. I t was a scene from
the Italy of the Eenalssance, from the Italy of the Cinque
Cento, from the Italy of Goldoni, of Boccaccio, of Tullla
d'Arragona, of Bembo, of Borgia;—but beneath It ran a
vein of thought, a stream of revolution, a throb of daring
that gave it also a memory of Dantesque grandeur, of
Gracchan aspirations, of Julian force: ' One Italy for the
Italians! ' vibrated through i t ; an echo, though a faint and
distant one, of the ancient challenge, ' The whole earth for
the Eomans.'
Suddenly through the glittering gaiety of the masque
rade, the magnificence of the princely banquet, the mirth
of the Neapolitan revelries, au icy Avhisper ran ; it was
vague, unformed ; it died half spoken upon every lip, yet
it blanched the holdest blood; it was but one sickening,
shameful, accursed Avord—'betraged! '
The music ceased, the laughs hushed, there was a strange
instantaneous pause in all the vivacious life, filling the
palace and the gardens with its colour and Its m i r t h ;
there Avas such a lull as comes over sea and land before
the breaking of the storm. Men looked In each other's
faces with a terrible dread responsive In each other's eyes;
glance met glance in a mute inquiry; friend gazed at
friend in a wild search for truth, a bitter breathless thought
of unmeasured suspicion; there was a chill, black, deadly
horror over all—none knew whom to trust. On the stillness that had succeeded the music, the laughter, and the
festivity, sounded dully the Iron tread of heavily-armed
men ; where the golden fire-flies glistened among the leaver
glistened instead the shine of steel; on the terraces ani
fer down the gardens gleamed the blades of bayonets, the
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barrels of musketry; the earth seemed in a moment to
grow alive AvIth swarming men, and bristling with levelled
weapons; gendarmes filled the piazza aud the courts ; the
soldiers of Francis were upon them. There waa an Instant's
silence so intense that the murmur of the bubbling fountains
alone reigned in i t ; then with a shock like thunder the bold
blood of the sons of liberty, growing desperate, thew them
in head-long violence unarmed upon their foes. Little avail;
the solid line of steel was drawn around, with not an
inch unfilled; they were hemmed in and caught in the
toils.
Carlo of Viana, with his careless eyes alight like a lion's
in its wrath, tore doAvn from where it hung a keen Damascus sAvord, placed amid a stand of curiously wrought
aud antique arms, and strode over the mosaic pavement to
one of his guests, whose azure domino was broidered and
fastened with wreaths of silver ivy.
His voice shook as he stooped to her ear.
' Madame—Idalia—this is more for you than us. Follow me at once; there is a secret passage that no living
creature knows besides myself; I cau save y o u — I will save
you! '
' I thank you deeply. B u t — I shall not fly from
them !'
' Mj God ! N o t fly ? Do you not kuow that if you
are taken—'
H e r lips might be a shade whiter, but her voice had no
hesitation as she ansAvered him :
' My fate will not be worse than others'; whatever is
theirs, I share.'
Carlo of A'^Iana drcAv the broad blade with a ringing echo
from the sheath :
' Mother of Christ! then we will defend you AvhIle life ia
in u s ! '
At that very moment the storm broke, the tumult
began ; the gay masquers fled in from the terraces and
gardens like sheep driven wild by a Avolf-dog; the banqueters seized the antique weapons, the weighty candelabra, the bronzes, the toy daggers—all and anything that
would crash through like iron, or bo hurled like stones
the double lines of steel drew closer, and filled In every
aperture, blocked every door of egress; an officer ad-
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vanced to the centre of the great arch that spanned the
entrance of the first reception-room, and addressed the
Prince himself
'Eccellenza, in the King's name I demand your unqualified submission, and your surrender to me of all suspected
persons—notably, first, of the notorious reA'olutionist
known by the title of the Countess A'assalis.'
For all answer with n mighty oath that rang through all
his bauquetlug-chambers, Viana lifted his arm, and Avhirled
in a fiashing arc above his head the bright blade of the
Persian steel.
Idalia bent forward AvIth a SAvift gesture, Avhich caught
his wrist, and arrested the sabre In its dowuAvard course.
Then, turning to the King's officer, she removed her
Venetian mask, and looked at him calmly.
' If it will spare the shedding of innocent blood, you
know me now.'
For one moment there was a dead silence—the hush
of speechless surprise, of speechless admiration ; the emotion of a passionate love, of a passionate pride in and
for her, filled the hearts of her own people with an agony
of homage and of grief. The soldiers of the Bourbona
were arrested for the instant, paralysed and confounded as
they looked on her, fronting them with a proud serenity..
a dauntless, tranquil contempt, Avith the light on her
diamond-bound hair. Then, as the officer of the palace
troops advanced to arrest her, his soldiers drawn closer and
firmer round the banqueting-hall, the shouts of ' VIA'J}
I'ltalia ! ' ' Viva la liberta !' shook the Avails Avith the roll
of t h u n d e r ; a hundred Avho would have died at her feet
to save a dog of hers from injury thrCAV themselves round
her as iu a guard of honour. Driven to bay, the lovers of
freedom, the haters of tyranny, Avcre ready to perish, shot
down like hunted beasts, rather than ever' yield. Carlo of
Viana fiung himself in the van, his sabre flaahlug above his
h e a d ; the gay and splendid dresses of the maskers, glittering In the light, seemed to heave and toss like a sea of
colour; they circled her like gardes du corps; their improvised weapons, torn from the tables, from the cabinets,
from the walls, Avhirled in the radiance that burned from
mnumerable lamps. Idalia's eyes gleamed with such fira
as might have been in the eyea of Artemesia when she
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bore her prow doAvn on the Persian; of Antonina vA'hen
she pierced the armies of the Goths, holding Avatcli and
ward to sack Imperial E o m e ; of Boadicea Avhcn she led
the IcenI on to the fasces and the standards of the conquering legions.
She Avould have given herself to save
them ; but since they, Avith or Avithout her, must be doomed
her Avhole soul rose responsive to the challenge of danger,
to the defiance of submission.
H e r glance beamed on them with a superb light; sign of
fear, thought of terror, there were none on h e r ; she stood
unmoved, the centre of that tossing ocean of colour, of
«teel, of floating dominoes, of levelled pistols, and glanced
at A''iana Avith a glance that thrilled him like flame, and
made him drunk like AvIne.
' Eight. If they must take us, let us be dead first I'
As touchwood to the flash of fire, their blood and their
wills answered her bidding. W i t h a single sweep of hia
arm, A^iana felled doAvn the commander who faced him, In
a stroke that cleft straight through bone and brain; it waa
the signal of a life and death resistance. W i t h a yell of
fury the soldiers closed i u ; a single voice from one unseen
rose clear aboA'e the din.
' Eeserve your fire; cut those carrion doAvn like straAV,
and capture her alive !'
The voice Avas the voice of supreme command ; officers
and troops alike obeyed it. I t was the melloAv clarion tone
of Giulio Villafior, if the Priest of Peace could be the chief
of such an errand. W i t h bayonets fixed, In ranks three deep,
pressing steadily through the courts and chambera, the
soldiers of Francis bore doAvn on the band of the maskers.
Not a mau wavered as the pointed file of steel pressed towards them. Their masks fiung aside, lest In that moment
of supreme danger any should deem them guilty of the
wish to hide beneath disguise, their right arms lifted, their
brave faces set, the Eevolutlonlsts waited the approach of
the Eoyalists—waited till there Avas scarce a foot's breadth
betAveen their circle and the naked blades levelled against
them. Then, with a marvellous unison, as she raised liel
hand, they launched themselves foi-Avard, Viana in their van;
aud the weapons with which the haste of extremity had
armed them fell with furious strength and lightning speed
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crash down on the ranks of the soldiers. Strange weapons
—the embossed barrels of old Florentine arquebuses, the
butt-ends of toy ivory pistols, the bronzed weight of lifted
statuettes, the gold-handled knives of the banquet-tables,
the massive metal of Cellini vases, the arabesqued steel of
mediajval rapiers—anything, everything that could have
been torn down in the moment, from the art-treasurea
round, were hurled—as stones are hurled from a barricade,
down on the advancing troops of the King Avith mighty
force, with tremendous issue. The Bourbon legionaries
reeled and wavered under that pitiless storm, that fell like
thnnder-bolta upon them. More than one swayed back
stone dead, as the bronze or gold missile of some statuary
or amphora felled him to the ground. Forbidden to fire,
they hesitated, dismayed, before that terrible band of revellers turned to warriors, of maskers changed to foemen, of
idle laughing wits and dancers grown desperate, as men who
fought for more than life. The Eoyalists recoiled; they
were chiefly mercenaries of various nations ; they could not
front the blazing glance, the tiger SAvoop, the proud, passionheated scorn, the fearless menace of Italian nobles and
Italian patriots. From the gloom of the night AvIthout, the
same clarion voice rolled, clear as a bell's, merciless as a
Nero's.
' Cowards, perdition seize y o u ! Advance and fire on
them.'
I t was a strange battle-field—the beautiful ball-room and
banqueting-halls of Antina! I t was a strange battle-scene!
The circle of the dominoes, like a ring of many colours,
Avere belted round the form of Idalia like guards around
their menaced queen ; the dead meu Avere lying AvIth their
blood slowly Avelling out over the rich mosaics and the
velvet carpets; the soldiers of the throne had halted In a
broken line ; the fight that had been lit for the gaieties of
the masquerade was shining on carnage and on combat; the
splendours of the palace were stretching out and away
beyond aisle on aisle of porphyry columns, through circle
on circle of rose-Avreathed arches ; AvhIle without, through
the marble pillars of the piazza, were the silver silence of
the night and the shadows of innumerable forms gathering
closer and closer to seal all hope from those who fouo-ht for
hberty.
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There was a sharp, sudden, ringing clash as the bayonets
were AvitlidraAvn and the rifles levelled ; not one In the
circle swerved or greAV the p a l e r ; their eyes, steady but
full of flame like a lion's at bay, looked down the mouths
of the musketry. Idalia stood tranquil; and as they saAV
the serene disdain in that royal glance, the unAvaverIng
courage on that rich and haughty loveliness, the troops ot
the K i n g paused involuntarily. They dared not fire at
her.
The voice from the gardens rang imperiously through
the stillness.
' Dastards, you shall be shot down with them ! Fire ! "
The last word Avas not for the halting and paralysed
soldiers of the front; it reached farther, to where unseen
and massed in countless numbers, the picked men of
Francis's Guard had marched noiselessly through the opposite doors of the banqueting-room, and circled the band of
patriots in the rear with an impassable barrier, meshing
them in one net beyond escape. They had not heard, they
had not seen, they knew nothing cf the ambuscade behind
them, where they stood gathered around Idalia, facing their
foes and holding them back by the menace of their eyes, as
men hold back wild beasts, in gallant and dauntless chivalry,
willing each one of them to lay down their lives that night
rather than yield her up in passive coAvardlce to her foes.
They never saw, they never heard: behind them stole the
murderous tread, filling up the rear of the lofty hall with
rank on rank of soldiers. Then suddenly, as the Avord to
fire rang in Its merciless command from the outer court,
the line of rifles belched forth its flame; the sullen roar of
the shots echoed through the chamber, raking the glittering
colours of the masquerade robes as the driving hail rakes
the wheat and the flowers of a full cornfield. Shot down
from the rear In that craven murder, they fell, the balls in
their breasts or their temples—a fourth of them levelled
IOAV ; yet not a moan, not a cry escaped one of thern ; not
a prayer for pity broke from the lips Avet with their lifeblood ; not a sigh of agony escaped those whose nerves were
rent, whose bone was shattered, whose lungs were pierced
by that dastardly masked attack. Not a cry, not a supplication, broke even from Idalia, as the crash of the firing
rolled'over the devoted band that guarded her. Not for
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the first time did she look on bloodshed, nor for the
first time meet the likeness of ber death ; but as they
fell downward at her feet, stricken like felled trees, a
mortal anguish came into her fearless eyea ; she stretched
her arms out less with entreaty thau command.
' Spare them ! To save them I will surrender.'
' By Christ, not for ten thousand lives ! ' cried Carlo of
Viana, Avhere he stood out of the deadly press, his reeking
sword held aloft before her. ' Surrender you !^ They shall
only take you when we all lie dead around you.'
She grasped his arm aud looked up in his face. There
was no more of fear, no more of shrinking, than there were
on his own; only in her eyes a superb heroism, on her lipa
a passionate entreaty.
' Serve me better still, my noble friend. Turn your sword
here.'
The tumult was at its height; emboldened by the fate
of those shot down from the rear, the Eoyalists of the front
pressed in. AVedged betAveen two barriers, the patriots
fought with mad despair, AvIth lion courage. AVhere A'lana
»tood, pausing one instant as she turned and made her
prayer to him, he looked down into her eyes Avith an agony
far greater than her OAA'n. H e kucAv tbat death were
sweeter far to her than the fate that Avould await her
from her foes; he kncAv that she had in her the
courage of Lucretia, the force of the Avife of Psetus;
b u t to slay with his own hand that perfect loveliness, to
destroy Avith his own steel the pulse of that splendid
and gracious hfc! H e dropped his head with a shudder—
' / cannot!'
Scarcely had the words left his lips, Avlien the blade of a
bayonet pierced his lungs. H e fell like a mighty cedar
lightning-stricken ; not dead, but dying fast. The roar of
the combat, the ring of the shots, the tumult of the conflict,
as the betrayed Avere pressed between the wedge of the
Eoyallst van aud rear, were filling his palace chambera
with their riot and their anguish; he knew no more of
sight, or sound, or '.ife. H e only looked up with blind eyes,
ihat, through their mists, vainly and solely sought for one.
His lips parted with a murmur: ' I d a l i a ! — I t a l y ! ' Then
with those names his latest thought, a shiver shook him as
the red blood streamed through all the laces and the sill-
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the violet and the silver and the jewels of his aress ; and,
with one deep-draAvn lingering sigh, he died.
She sank beside him ou her knees, and her OAvn danger,
and the conlllct of the night that raged in Ita fiery struggle,
its mortal misery, around, died from her memory, and
grcAv dull upon her sense. She only remembered the man
Avlio lay here at her feet dead—dead through the love
he bore her; dead through the creeds she had breathed
in him; dead for her and by her, as though her hand had
elain him.
The fearless grandeur faded from her face that had been
there throughout all chance of her OAVU death ; it grcAV
Avhite and cold and fixed; a tearless grief, a burning remorse, were In her eyes, which only saAV that crImsoK
stream of fioAvIng blood staining the tesselated floor, and
that brave, bold, serene face turned upAvard to the light of
million lamps, studding like stars the vault of the dome
above.
' Let them take me,' she thought; ' it is just. AVhat am
I better than a murderess ? '
From the gloom of the outer court rang once more the
voice of command.
' Seize her! You can choke the dogs of rebels at your
leisure.'
She never heard the pitiless clarion of those clear tones ;
she never felt the hiss of the balls past her ; she never saw
the ghastly conflict that filled the palace festive chambers
with its clamour and its carnage, as men armed strong
with the Avelght of tyranny and law pressed down on men
Avho fought for liberty, for conscience, for their land, and
for their lives. She thought only of the dead who lay
around her.
TAVO officers of the guard, obedient, stooped and laid
their grasp upon ber. The action roused her from the
unconscious stupor Avith AAjliich she knelt beside the lifeless
limbs ; she shook them off' and rose facing them, still with
that remorse in her tearless eyes, though on her face were
a scorn and a daring which held those Avhom she threw
off at bay as surely as the most desperate resistance of
shot or steel.
She glanced down the hall, under the dome of the fightstudded ceiling that stretched over so vast an area, of all
I
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which bad been a few brief moments before filled with music
and mirth and the murmur of laughing voices. She took no
heed of those who had sought to seize h e r ; but her eyea
gazed with an infinite yearning out on her defenders holding
that unequal life and death struggle between the closing
barriers of bayonets, and her voice echoed, clear and eloquent, yet with a music that thrilled the hearts even of her
enemies.
' My friends—my friends! lose no more for me. Death
is liberty, but it cannot be mine; give m o n o other murdered
lives to lie heavy on my own. Save yourselves by surrender, by flight, how you can, and think no more of me.
The future will yet avenge us all.'
The voice of the chief in command rang do'wn again from
the dusky shadows of the piazza.
' Soldiers ! seize and silence her. She speaks sedition.'
The officers, gentler than he who had hounded them on
to their work, stooped, hesitating, to her.
* You surrender ? *
She looked at them with a look that for t h e moment
flashed back all the proud contemptuous light upon her
face, and lit in her deep eyes the glow of t h e old heroism.
' I f the carnage cease.'
The voice from the outer courts answered her, imperious
and unyielding:
' W e make no terms with revolutionists and rebels.*
' I make no peace with tyrants and assassins.'
H e r return-deflance challeuged her unseen foe with a
calm grandeur; she stood above the fallen dead as some
prophetess of Israel, some goddess in the Homeric age,
might have stood above the slain, and called doAvn vengeance.
From the darkness of the piazza a hot and heavy oath
broke through the clamour.
' Yield! or we will deal with you as Ave deal with men.'
A smile of utter unspeakable scorn passed over her Una
—scorn for the cowardice that could threaten her thus
scorn for the craven temper that could deem death so victorious a menace.
She looked down tfanquilly on the gleaming barrels of
the rifleS) and as her lover, in the far Carpathian Pass had

given the word for his own death-shot, so she gave hers new
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'Fire.'
The soldiers of the King gazed at her, then dropped the
muzzles of their muskets sloAvly doAvnward and doAvnward;
they hung their heads, aud their eyes fell, Avhile from one
to another ran a sullen rebellious murmur.
' Non possiamo!'
There Avas an Instant's intense stillness once more; the
tumult ceased, the clamour died aAvay, the uplifted steel
sank, the Iron grip relaxed ; aggressors and defenders, revolutionists and royalists, alike were mute and aAved before
the courage of one woman.
Then, Avith the fury of a
mighty oath, a fresh command was hissed in its ferocity from
the garden gloom, where the chiefs looked on into the
courts and chambers.
' Make her captive dead or living ! '
There were ruffians In that Eoyal Guard, brigands of the
AbruzzI, mountalneera of Calabria, who had imbrued their
hands in innocent blood, and knew no check upon their
crimes, though they would mutter Aves for their black and
poisonous souls like any nun before her crucifix. These
heard but to obey. They launched themselves upon her ;
they fiung themselves through the press to seize her; their
SAVords flashed naked above her head, their ravenous eyes
fed gloatingly upon her jewels and her beauty ; their brutal
hands stretched ruthlessly to grasp and crush the gold of
the shining hair, the mould of the delicate limbs, the
fairness of the transparent skin; their gripe was on her
shoulder, their breath Avas on her bosom. AVith the horror
and the grace of outraged dignity, Idalia shook their hold
from her, and drcAV herself from the loathsome insult of
their A'lllainous contact; her eyes shone AvIth the lustre of
a passionate scorn, her voice mellow, imperious, unshaken,
rang outAvard to the terrace Avhere her tyrants herded.
' I surrender!—not to escape death, but to escape the
pollution of your touch.'

CHAPTEE XXL
' T H B DEVIL TEMPTED

ME, AND I DID EAT.'

I N the Neapolitan palazetto, which Avas the residence of
Victor A''ane, the light of the summer rooming mads jtif
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way through half-closed blinds, the odours of orange and
myrtle were heavy to oppression on the air, the waters heat
a luUing measure below, at the foot of the little pier; it
was still, soft, indolently charming, slumberously restful in
the noontide iiush; yet he himself—commonly so calm, so
languid, so supreme an artist in the science of lazy pleasures—had no repose in it or in his own life. H e was pacm g up and down the chamber that opened on the terrace
with a restless impatience, a feverish irritation witli all
things that Avere about him. H e drank down some claret
fresh from the i c e ; it seemed to have no coolness in i t ; he
twisted some grapes asunder, and they seemed to parch bis
mouth ; he smoked an opium-filled narghile, and flung the
tube aAvay with a curse; the nicotine had lost its charm,
dnd irritated where it was wont to soothe ; then he flung
himself down on a couch, with his head dropped ou his
hands, and sat there immovable many moments, with a
quick shudder running through bis limbs, and the silence
about him like a dead intolerable weight. For UOAV that
his work was done he loathed i t ; now tbat he had betrayed
her, he could have killed himself; now that he had given
her over to captivity and torture, he was haunted, and
wrung, and maddened with the thoughts that for ever pursued him. Y e t he would not have undone it if he could ;
he would not haA'e foregone his rcA'cnge; had it been in hia
power; since she was denied to him, he loved to know that
she suffered, that she had jiain, and fetters, and shame, that
she Avould live to wish she had listened to his love, and to
feel the cost of having mocked him and repulsed him.
She had refused him rdl the sweetness of passion; h e
Avould not have loosened hia hand on Its vengeance. Sinceshe could never be his, let her lose all likeness of herself^
and perish as she might'. There was fierceness enough iu.
him to feel that ruthlessly; there waa sufficient saA'ageuess
iu bim beneath the polish of the Avorld and the sereulty of^
hia egotism to be eager—thirstily and brutally eager—to>
know that wdiat was beyond hia reach, what he souo-ht,
vainly, Avhat he desired unavaillngly, would be scourged,
aud defaced, and insulted, and shut out from all place on
the earth.
Aud yet, though he had given her up to her^
suffering, aud would not, had he OAvued the poAver UOAV
have released her from one pang of it, he suffered himselfi
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—suffered a torture not less than that to AvliIch he had delivered her. He kucAV the doom that would be hers under
the revenge of a Church and State so bitterly incensed
against her; he knoAV that the net which had enclosed her
would never unloose to let her issue AvIth her life; he knoAv
that If she ever came forth from the captivity into Avhich he
had betrayed her, it Avould only be Avhen bondage, and
stripes, and the companionship of infamy, and the approach
of age, would leave no trace on her of all which she once
bad been; he kiiCAV—for against them all his hatred had
been borne and his skill arrayed—the full meaning of the
tyrannies of Bourbon and of Eome ; and there were times
•VAhen his passion endured agonies at the memory of the
scourge that Avould cut the fairness of her skin, of the
rough hands that would unveil her beauty, of the jail-ruffians
who Avould strip the delicate raiment off her limbs, of the
villainous glances that would gloat unchecked ou her fallen
loveliness. Mercy he had none ; such love as he had bornO
her Avas of the character to change into a relentless and envenomed h a t e ; but It was passion still, and there Avere
times Avhen the thought of her yielded up to her adversary's
will, and buried for ever beneath the stones of a dungeonvault, drove his OAVU revenge back Into hia heart, and tortured him not less than that revenge could her. Moreover,
he had betrayed her ; he had sold her Into the hands of her
foes, and though the subtle art of silken treachery had long
been a science in Avhose proficiency he took the highest
pride, there Avas manhood and there was dignity enougli In
him to make his forehead burn with a red fiush of shame
when there rose iu remembrance before him the haughty
radiant challenge of her eyes, and to make hiin long to
know her dead in her youth, so that those eyes should never
be turned on him in accusation and rebuke.
' Great heaven! ' he muttered in hia teeth, where he lay
with hia head sunk ou his arms, ' if she would only have
ielieved I loved her ! '
That was the one misery which had goaded him on to hia
crime. For once In his life he had been in earnest; for the
sole time, from his boyhood up, an emotion genuine, however alloyed, had risen in him. Iu what he had felt for
Idalia he had been true, with a truth he had never known
before; for her he Avould have become anything that she
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had bidden h i m ; to win her he wo'ald have endured and
achieved all tasks she could have pointed o u t ; and In the
single hour in which this.sincerity and this reality had possessed him, his own sceptical mockery had recoiled on him
in hers; he had been powerless to induce her to hear one
beat save that of egotism in his heart; he had been powerless to make her credit one throb of love or loyalty in him.
That she should have rejected him he would have pardoned
h e r ; that she disbelieved him was the iron which went so
far down Into his soul, and changed every desire in him into
one cruel thirst—the thirst for his vengeance and for her
destruction. She had contemptuously doubted the force of
his love. W e l l ! he had said in bis teeth that she should
feel that force—feel it in the weight of fetters, in the burden of ignominy, in the oppression of dungeon solitude—
feel it till she cursed the day that ever she braved it and
mocked at it.
A while ago, and he would have laughed in the beard of
any man who should have told him that such barbaric folly,
such desert passions as these, could ever bhnd and rule him.
Now he never resisted their sway, but let them burn out
his strength and consume his Intellect as they would.
There were times when he shook opiates into his wines with
A hand that recked little whether it shook too little or too
much, and would have poured out a death-dose •without a
tremor; times when ambition seemed worthless as autumn
leaves, and he loathed life because life could never yield to
him the beauty of one woman. All who once loved Idalia
drank of a madragora that left them little of their natures,
nothing of their wisdom. Even he had no antidote against
it, but let It steal aAvay his brain and pour its fire through
his limbs till the soft courtier grew a brute, till the subtle
politician became a fool, till the gentleman turned a traitor.
A sound, in one of the many chambers leading- off from
the terrace-room in which he was, roused him. H e was still
too much governed by long habit and discipline not to recover himself instantly. Whatever he felt was only given
way to in loneliness ; no looker-on could see any change in
his deficate immutahle face, in his soft calm smile, in hia
easy velvet indolence ; he would have profited little by hia
long study of the world if he could not have held his own ia
finesse to the last.
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Into the apartment, with little ceremony and no apology,
Conrad Phaulcon came. His disguise was perfect. l i e Avaa
used to assume one at any hour and for auy need ; and in
the dress of a melon-seller, with his fair skin stained aud
his auburn beard dyed black, hia closest friend might have
passed him by, his sworn foe failed to challenge him. H e
neither paused to watch nor ask If his host penetrated the
mask as he SAvept up towards Vane, his mobile mouth working, and his large brown eyes aflame.
' la this true ? '
A''Ictor had known him before he had heard his voice, and
waa on his guard. H e shrugged his shoulders Avhere be
leaned against the side of the vine-shadowed AvIndow.
' Y o u incarnate volcano, you will destroy us all someday!
Au ostensible melon-seller forcing his Avay in to me in this
fashion! Have you ever stopped to remember what the
household can think ? '
' Felix admitted me, aud I gave him the password. But,
answer me, for God's sake, what of Idalia ? '
' AVhat of her ? AVhy, this of her, caro, that she is the
subject for a tragic study by that eminent artist, Monsignore
Giulio A'lllaflor, to AvhIch you AVIII form a companion picture
if you trust to a basket of melons to pass you unnoticed
through Naples.'
The words were quite cool, quite unstudied, with just
enough of regret in their half-languid banter to keep them
from being mockery. Phaulcon's fine frame shook passionately as he heard; under the olive dye his cheek groAV ashen;
he threw himself down and sobbed liked a child, wept as if
bis heart would break, in uncontrolled emotion.
His friend stood looking at bim some moments in silence,
with a certain impatient disdain. This Greek, handsome
aa an Apollo, cruel at times as a Nero, and stained deep
with many a crime, was yet as a child In the sight of the
more controlled and astute Englishman ; a child In coAvardice, in Impulsiveness, in caprice. In tyranny. In emotion,
with all a child's unguardedness, recklessness, mobdity, and
love of torture.
' Naturally, you regret,' he said at last very softly. ' You
nave not even killed your goose Avith the golden eggs yourself, my poor Conrad, but see bird aud gold both stolen at
a bloAV! Very naturally, you regret.'
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The silken Irony, the mockery of pity, stung Phaulcon
like a shot. He started up, dashing the Avaves of his h.alr
out of his eyes, Avhile great drops of dew stood on his forehead.
' Can you credit me nothing better than that ? '
' Caro mio, hoAV can I credit you Avith anything bettei
than caring for money ? I t Is the one prudential virtue
which the world does croAvn.'
The Greek's teeth crushed his silken beard, while his
features quivered Avith the vivid uncontrolled emotion of
his changing temperament.
' I am not thinking of her wealth ; I think of her : of my
own sins to her, of her beauty, of her genius, of her life.'
His voice sank in a deep sob ; he spoke but the truth for
the moment; he thought for the instant not of himself, but
of Idalia; uot of his OAVU danger, not of his own loss, but of
her torture. H e loved her iu his wayAvard tyrannous Avay ;
aud for a while the love alone remained AvIth him.
"' She is in the poAver of A'^IIlafior,' he said fiercely.
Remorse Avas in him ; aud remorse made him long to Avreak
some savage vengeance somcAvhere; he would have little
cared IIOAV or on whom.
' They say so. You know as much as I do. I t has been
a terrible blow to u s ; to keep quiet and cover as much as
Ave can is all we shall be able to do. There was great carnage
at Antina, and the arrests swept off all the musketry spared
—among them your Countess. Indeed, she was doubtless
the chief object of alh'
' W h e r e have they taken her ? '
H e spoke in his throat. A t that moment he would have
rather had a hundred balls fired Into his own breast than
have heard this of the woman he had so pitilessly chained
and tormented.
' Poverino ! how can we tell ] I t is not the fashion of the
court to disclose its secrets, nor of Monsignore to let profane
eyes see where his nets are spread.'
His voice was unmoved, and almost careless, though it
wore a natural gravity of regret ; but iu his heart he endured
an agony greater than that of the man before him ; tli«
thought crossed him—to what fate would the prince-bishop
devote a captive of the sex and the years and the charms o»'
the prisoner he had betrayed to him ?
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Phaulcon's hand clenehcd ; the muscles of his throat and
chest, Avhere the loose shirt of the contadina left them to
view, sAvelled to bursting. Idalia was his treasury, hia
sovereignty, his Avorld, his sceptre; without her he Avaa
nothing; of her he had made, AvIth a tAvisted mixture iu
him of fear and homage, of tyranny and weakness, of hate
and loA'e, an empress AVIIO to hiin alone out of all the earth
-was a slave, an enchanted wand with AvIiich he summoned
what he Avould, an idol that he treated aa hunters treated
their statue of Pan AAhen they reviled him because they
needed more Avealth than he gave, and yet feared him with
a strange mingling of dread, of reverence, and of jealous
love.
' Villaflor ? ' he repeated hoarsely ; ' that Satan of the
Church ? Better she had gone at once to her death. Ara
you sure ? HOAV can you knoAv ? '
A^ane had let slip in a momentary incaution the name ot
his great priestly confederate ; he veiled the indiscretion
with his finest tact.
' HOAV can I doubt ? ' he said, with an acrid impatience
that passed well enough for aversion to a mutual and omnipotent foe. ' Was Giulio A'^illaflor ever absent from such
errands as those? Did his brain ever fail to hatch such
plots as those by which the maskers of Antina were entrapped, however little hia baud might be seen, or his AVIU
be guessed in them ? His special hatred always bore down
on the Countess Vassalis. There Is no more doubt that he
Avorks beneath this, if ho do not wholly originate and govern
It, than there is no doubt that the suu ia shining out
yonder.'
Phaulcon swore a mighty oath iu hia teeth as hia lipa
shook, and his face flushed purple.
' I f he harm her, I will find my way Into his palace and
drive a dagger down hia throat, though he stand at the altar
itsel!!'
' Carissimo; wnat would that avail, except to have you
hanged, or dispose^' of In a still less humane fashion ? Bo
reasonable. Tragedy will avail nothing. If you kdled
Villaflor there would remain a score of monsignori to take
his place and play his cards. The arrest of Madame de
A'assalis Is a terrible stroke for u s ; Ave could better have
offered to lose fiftv men thau to lose your irresistible Idalia.
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A t the same time, we shall not better her, and we shall surely
imperil ourselves and all our projects, if we go like men in
a melodrama slaying priests and calling on the gods for
vengeance.*
' W h a t ! You would have us stand calmly by in inaction
while she may be—may he—'
The words choked him ; he knew what the power of Giulio
Villaflor meant to all, meant above all to a woman.
' Inaction! W h a t action can you suggest ? '
The Greek was silent; his swift thoughts swept far over
a thousand schemes, tbat rose ouly to bear with them the
sentence of impossibility.
' I , as eagerly as 30urself, would be the first to t r y all
things, and to risk much In the service of the Countess
Vassalis,'pursued Vane Avith the soft, even, almost unnatural
calm which he had held throughout his intervicAV with the
Eoman prelate ; ' but, frankly, I see nothing that is to be
done with any sort of benefit. To penetrate the secrets of
the government will take time, and, what we have very
little of, money; to avow ourselves her partisans will be only
at once to share her imprisonment and be lodged in tha
casemates yonder; to attempt a rescue requires the one
thing we do not possess—knowledge of Avhere she has been
taken. W h a t remains ? W e are as helpless, so far as I
can see, as If their chains were already about our limbs. There
is nothing for it—yet, at least—except to Avalt and Avatch.'
Phaulcon sank doAvn agaiu, with his head drooped and
his hands locked savagely one in another.
' You are right, I daresay,' he said bitterly; ' and very
cautious ! B u t you never loved her.'
There waa not even the flicker of an emotion, not the
faintest flush on his companion's face; but a smile passed
for a second over his listener's lips. H e had not loved h e r !
—he Avho'se thwarted love had betrayed her to her fate!
The Greek's utter ignorance was almost ludicrous to him.
' Your heart and your conscience have come into sudden
play, Conrad mio,' he aaid indolently. ' I never knew before
that you kept such old-world weaknesses; no one would
have accused you of them.'
' W e l l , I have been guilty enough to her,' he answered
sullenly, with a dark red flushing his cheek; he was ashamed
of this better emotion, as the man he was with now had
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always made him ashamed of any purer or higher touch that
lingered In him.
' I t Is rather late in the day to think of that.'
' T o o late!—my G o d ! '
A terrible remorse was on him, passing, fitful, evanescent,
but very ardent, very contrite, while It Avas In Its first poignancy, AvhIle he thought of the ghastly doom in AvhIch had
closed the splendid life that he had made and marred, the
career to which he hadAvooed and to Avhich he had enchained
the youth aud the power and the genius of Idalia—a remorse
in which he suffered acutely ; in which the uncertainty and
the peril of her unknoAvn fate Avere tortures to him; in
which he seemed very vile, very accursed In his own sight.
His friend looked on impatiently; it incensed him to see
thia callous, thoughtless, tyrannous, unscrupulous Greek
moved by her danger t h u s ; It made his OAVU traitor-shame
Aveigh heavier on his heart. H e did not lose his self-command; but he spoke almost Insolently on the spur of the
misery that he choked down out of sight.
' Your beautiful Countess Is too fair for the scourge and
the cell—there is no doubt of that. I daresay she will never
be condemned to them. Giulio Villaflor has too good a taste
for such dainty paintings to shut them in solitude; he will
not be likely to let so rare a flower wither in a prison-court.
Miladi Idalia has better coin to buy indulgence with than
all the gold of Europe.'
I n his own wretchedness It was a cruel relief to him to
fling dishonour at the woman he had betrayed, and to torment the man whose self-accusing contrition made him feel
more sharply his own baseness.
Conrad Phaulcon started up impetuously, with deadly
bl; aphemies muttered under his breath, aa he paced the
chamber like a leopard lashed to fury.
' You do not know Idalia,' he said savagely. ' She would
die sooner—'
A^ane laughed a flippant, nonchalant, silvery laugh.
' O, believe me, fair women are not so enamoured of the
ugliness of death; and, as for the rest, she has gone very
far for the sake of public liberty. She AVIII scarce grudge
a good price for personal freedom. N o t knoAV Idalia?
Altro I I don't think, with all your title to her confldence,
that vou kuow her very thoroughly yourself Perhaps she

2S4

IDALIA.

will treat with Villaflor de eouronne a couronne. W e are
playing a losing game ; she will have the tact of her sex,
and go over to the stronger side. She is far more fit for
courts than for conspiracies. She could make good terms,
I have little doubt; and I would back her to match the
bishop in subtlety—I could scarcely give as much praise
to auy one else in Europe.'
' You mean that—'
' That she AVIII forsake us and coalesce with the royalties.
All Avomen are rakes at heart, as Pope says; and he should
have given an alliterative line to it—all women are royalists.
They may talk liberalism; but they are Optimates to the
core, and adore a despot, public or private. Madame de
Vassalis will see herself in Imminent danger ; she will barter
herself and her knoAvledge and her pOAver to buy her emancipation. Not a doubt of it. She Is a republican; she is of
the advanced school; she is " of us." O yes ; but she is a
woman of the Avorld—a Avonderfully clever one, too—and
she AvIU do what is expedient, and never die for a chimera.'
H e more than half believed Avhat he had said; he saw
far into Idalia's character, but not far enough to fully gauge
its depth. H e had, moreover, a natural disbelief iu the
existence of any nature proof against a bribe, or capable of
preferring a creed to a sovereignty. The Greek looked at
him with fiery scorn.
' You think that ? I tell you that, rather than play for
one hour Into the hands of King or Church, Idalia would
suffer a hundred deaths. Her Avord is her bond, and treachery
has no place AvIth her ; she will never buy liberty by a renegade's coAvardice—'
'Sublimely virtuous, but scarcely tinio, I fancy. Miladi
is too world-AvIse to be an idealist.'
H e spoke carelessly ; but such conscience as was in him,
and all manliness that had not been polished away by the
plane of sophism and of expediency, were pierced to the
quick by the words that unAvIttingly stung him so closely.
' By the Avay,' he went on carelessly, I daresay that the
court, having snared her, would be willing to treat with
you. W h a t do you say, amico mio? You have net made
a very good thing of Liberalism. Would you try Absolutism
for a time, and change the Phrygian bonnet for a Neapolitan
coronet ? '
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' 1?'
* AVell, you. If they do not take you prisoner too you
may conclude very good terms just UOAV, in all probability.
Our party is bruised, but not killed. W e have danger
enough in us to render us Avortli bribing, though not strength
enough to give us a straAv's weight of success. Under the
circumstances, you might make a very lucrative bargain.
There is no reason ou earth why a democratic condottiero like
you, my good Conrad, should not be metamorphosed Into a
courtier and a son of the Church. W h a t do you think of It ? '
Phaulcon's eyes had fastened on him throughout hia
speech with a glistening light that he—he who had told the
prince-bishop that he could buy this man at a momeut's
notice—had construed as the eagerness for change, for
security, and for a costly bribe, of an avaricious and reckless
adventurer. As he ceased, the Greek's rich voice broke
across his final Avords like thunder.
' By heaven, if I thought you spoke in earnest I would
kill you where you s i t ! If I did such villainy as you hint
at, I should deserve the shot or the steel that Avould find
Its Avay to me as surely as night folloAVs day. You, tempt
me to such shame—you ! '
Victor raised his hand AvIth a slight Avarning gesture;
the gesture that controlled his companion's tumultuous
passions like a spell.
' AA'^hy not ?—to trg gou ? Frankly, I scarce gave you
credit for such sublimated idealogy and self-devotion. Do
you mean to say that you Avould rather sAvIng or be shot
by the Bourbons to-morroAV than get a court place and an
Italian title ? '
H e spoke with a contemptuous, incredulous Insolence ;
he would as soon have expected Vesuvius to vomit gold and
diamonds as to find anything like loyalty and probity in tho
man he dealt with—a man who checked at no crime, and
knOAV no contrition.
The Greek fiushed restlessly and painfully under the
broAvn dye of his skin.
' Sneer as you AVIII,' be said sullenly, ' I have so much
conscience in me, whether you believe It or not. I am vile
enougli,I daresay, but I am not so vile as that. There are
fcAV sins I have not plunged into, there is not one that I
fe^r; but a renegade I never Avas yet, and never will b&
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B j heavens! if I felt myself turning traitor, if I thought
that my strength Avould fail to keep me true, I Avould set
the mouth of a pistol against my OAVU head before my lipa
had time to dishonour me !'
I n the moment he was true ; In the moment the one
higher thing iu his nature asserted its domination; Avitli
all his falsity, his guilt, his ruthlessness, his baseness—and
these were very black—he was loyal to an idea, he Avas
faithful to a bond. H e would betray others without a
scruple, but he Avould not turn a traitor to his cause ; ho
had so much still left of affinity AvIth the codes and tho
freedom that he ostensibly served. I t went far to redeem
him, all Avarped and erring though it was—Aveut far to raise
him above the higher Intelligence and the finer subtlety of
the man Avho tempted him.
A^ane heard him with an acrid wrath ; this madman, this
tool, this Avax In his hands, this guilt-stained adventurer,
Avhom he thought no more of than he thought of any pistol
that he could use as he would, full of danger to others, but
to him a mere toy of wood and of steel, shamed him, stung
him, escaped from him. AVhat Conrad Phaulcon shrank
from as too foul to stoop to must be foul indeed!
' I congratulate yon on your noAV nobility, mon cher,' he
said indolently, Avith that covert sneer which the Greek
had learned to dread as a hound dreads the lash. ' I did
not know there vvas anything you had scruples about, but
I am glad there should be ;—it is a new experience I I
take your assurances, hoAvever, cum grano salts;—you are
quite wise to make them so fervently, seeing that, as you
observed, a shot or a stab would folloAV your desertion as
surely as night foUoAvs day. And now, you will allow me
to remark that you are very imperfectly disguised, that you
Avill iiivohe me very disagreeably If you are discovered here,
and that I shall thauk you to remove yourself from Naples
at once.'
' B u t Idalia?
' You can serve Idalia in nothing by putting yourself
and every one else in jeopardy. The Church has her ; the
Church does not lightly let go its prey. All that can be
done, you are sure, will be done—'
' But—'
Victor lified Ill's baud again ; a very slight gentle move*.
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ment, but before It the fiery impetuosity, the mutinous impatience, of the Greek fell Into a soldier's submissi\'eness,
a spaniel's docility. I n their armies there Averc many ranks,
but there Avas only one discipline—imiilicit obedience and
silence unto death. If his chief had bidden him throw himself from the heights of Tiberlo, Phaulcon Avould have cast
himself headlong doAvn without a question, when once they
stood ou the ground which that slight gesture Avarnod him
they Avere on UOAV—the ground of authority on one side, of
obedience on the other.
' Leave all to me. And for the present quit Naples while
you can—if you can. Go to the old qua.rters at Paris immediately, and there await instructions. Adieu ! '
Phaulcon's eyes looked at him Avith a piteous entreaty,
he did not speak, but the great muscles of his throat sAvelled
and throbbed, and his nervous hands clenched; the mute
appeal spoke better than any words hia prayer against that
merciless dismissal.
' Go, caro,'said his tyrant gently; but the gentleness was
immutable and cold. ' If you feel such tenderness for your
fair Countess, you should not have drawn her into such
dangerous paths. Make yourself easy ; she can take care
of herself; there are few men—and I doubt If Giulio Villaflor be one of the foAV—Avho can match the wit and the
science of La Vassalis. Now, go; your presence is embarrassing, and your melons are a blunder; but you always
Avould be so impetuous! Bon voyage; and if the Bourbonists should stop you on the way, remember—and die
mute. An unpleasant and discourteous allusion, I confess ;
but one must face possible contingencies.'
Canrad Phaulcon looked at him one momeut Avith a fierce
glare under his curling lashes ; but for the bond that bound
and the authority that fettered him, he would have tossed
up the Northerner's slender frame In his strong lithe arms,
and dashed on the marble without those subtle astute brains
that baffled and that ruled him. Theu he dropped his
head as a chidden hound drops his—and Avent.
Alone, his chief sat motionless, his eyes fixed, his arms
resting on the table before him, his face Avhite and rigid a*
though its profile Avere the profile of a marble bust. H e had
beeu bitterly ntunK) though he had never shown i t ; he Im.d
'v*-^'n de'^:p'y rnoypil. f.hoHjih he bud givR-^, irio pign "fit, Tj.in
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lawless tiger, this velvet-skinned wild brute, this worthless
adventurer, this mountain-thief, who shot men as willingly
aa he shot sea-birds, had fiung off treachery as a villainy too
black for him ; and he—a scholar, a gentleman, a Avit, a mau
who ridiculed the barbaric errors of crime, and who knew
that he bad in him intellect to compass the statecraft of half
a world—had found no issue for his ambitions, no crown to
his career, no end for his attainments, except a traitor's
shame! No rebuke from pure or lofty lives would have
made him feel his own degradation so deeply as the revolt
of the man Avhose hardened guilt he had knoAvn so long,
and Avhoss scruples he had never before found check at any
baseness that was offered him; the man in whom he had
himself killed all remnant of better Instincts, and Avhom he
had looked on as a mercenary, to be hired at Avill for any
infamy by whichever side could bid the highest. N o scorn
from thoae of stainless honour or of blameless deeds could
have cut him so unendurably as the contempt for his owr
sin of renegade betrayal which had flashed from the glance
and lashed him iu the AA'ords of the Greek, whom ho had
knoAvu steeled to all remorse and careless of all disgrace.
' F a u g h ! ' he thought, Avith a disdainful bitterness that
availed little to reconcile him to himself; 'his is just such
bastard liouour, such childish folly, as Ave see a thousand
times over in the most shameless scoundrels of Europe. The
brigand murders at his fancy, and reverences a leaden saint
iu his h a t ; the brutes of tho Abruzzi flay their prlsoiiera,
aud pray to the Madonna; the soldiers of the Po])e kill
women and children as they Avould cut the throats of pigs,
and tremble Avhen their master blesses them on Easter-day;
—it is all over tho world, that trash of superstition, that lit
of spurious repentance, that ague-attack of poltroonery
which men, because they are ashamed of It, dignify into
conscience or creed! H e would sell his soul to the devil
if there were such a thing as a devil, and yet he prides
himself on clinging to an idea which he has never followed
except for the sake of adventure and self-interest, and to a
cause which he has never embraced except as a vent for hia
own listlessness and discontent! And men call that king
of straAV, that random folly, that weakness cloaked in
borrowed purples, honour!'
But the ironies that he wove to himself, the coiUempt in
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which he strove to steep and still the pangs of shame that
Conrad Phaulcon's single virtue had awakened, had little
potency. H e Avas a gentleman, and the disgrace of his sin
was aa gall to him. Something of that humiliation and unendurable hatred for his own act which made lacarlot slay
himself, finding no value in the silver pieces for whose glitter
he had Avrecked his peace and sold the guiltless, smote even
through the ice-mail of his graceful callousness, the steel
cuirass of his worldly policies.
And—though coAvardice had no place in him, as it had
hi the fiery but mobile temper of Phaulcon—a shiver ran
through him as he thought of those words—' the shot or ths
steel that follows the renegade, as the night folloAvs the day.'
H e knoAv that they were no hyperbole, no metaphor; be
knew that men Avho were false to the political Order of Aviilch
they were sworn, died so by that Order's vengeance, almost
as surely as darkness falls on the sun's setting—died Avith a
dagger-stroke in the winter nights of Eome, a piatol-shot in
the gay chambers of Paris, a blow from behind in the riotous
carnival times of A'^enlce; died wherever they Avere, struck
by unerring hands, and knoAving that It Avas but wild justice
for their OAVU .ludas sin, though the world saw in their fall
but some common street scuffle, some murder of continental
laAvlessuess, some thief's assassination for a few gold coins.
H e knew it, and a chili tremor passed over him as he
mused. But a few months before, a sculptor had been found
at the door of his studio iu Eome with a great wound slashed
across his breast, and the blood choking his voice, so that he
died speechless. The talk of the day had drafted that death
in among the deeds of violence that Eoman thieves will deal
in, and babbled of the insecurity of life under the Papal
tenure, and of the sad fate of the young genius struck down
for a feAV bajocchi on his own threshold. Victor A^ane had
been aAvare, as many like him also, that no Eoman thief had
been the dealer of that stroke home to the lungs as tho
ficulptor felt his Avay up the dark winding staircase, Avhose
blackness the oil flicker of a single lamp only rendered
deeper gloom ; but that it had beeu a pitiless vengeance for
an oath taken in boyhood, and in manhood broken. _
H e kueAV i t ; wherever he Avent, whatever he did, howsoever high he rose in eminence, whatsoever fruitage he
gathered from the seed of treachery, the possibility of that
u
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doom would pursue him, the dread of It would haunt him—
a worse fate than the stroke itself, sharply and swiftly dealt.
The sword would ever hang above his head wherever his
banquet should be spread, whatever nobles and princea
should be summoned to it. L e t him dupe his early comrades, or reign in hia new sovereignties as he would, he
could never dismiss this from him—this chance, that soon
or late the vengeance for his desertion would search him
out, and strike him in the hour of his surest security, of his
nroudest triumph.
Y e t the step was taken; there was no receding now, and
he knew that he had in him to rule empires if once he could
grasp but the hem of power. H e ground bis teeth where
he gazed doAvn on the mosaic on which his arms rested,
with the sharply-deflned delicacy of his features deathwhite in the golden sun-glow that fell through the broad
leaves of vines.
' I was wrong to say there is no devil,' he thought;
' t h e r e is one that cripples the strongest and tempts the
wisest, and sets the fool above the sage, and kicks genius
into a hovel to die, and gives diadems to idiots, and makes
great lives plod wearily for daily bread round the ass's mill,
and in the ass's shafts ; there is a devil that runs riot in the
Avorld, flinging all the prizes to the dullards who let them
rust, and tossing all the blanks to the men who only want
a chance to prove their mettle; there is a devil that leaves
thrones to brainless dullards, and scratches out the winning
blood from every race because it has no pedigree, that fills
swine's troughs with pearls, aud seals lips that drop eloquence ; there is a devil that fiings the wheat to the fiames,
and calls the chaff blessed bread, that lames the boldest ere
they can start, aud curses the new-born child in his cradle;
there is a devil—the devil of Caste !'
W h e n the failings of Democracy are hooted against her,
me fair thing in her should be remembered—that in her
sovereignties this one deadly bitterness, this passionate, poignant regret for all he might have been, had not Position
warped, and cramped, and proscribed, and starved him, can
come unto no man.
And there is no evil M'orse than t h i s ; for by it the mau
tasts back on accident (and often with a terrible justice) all
th© errors^ the failures,, the fsins. and the disgraces of his M^i
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'I never had a fair field!'—it may be sometimes a coward's
apology; but it Is many a time the epitome of a great,
cramped, tortured, wasted life, which strove like a caged
eagle to get free, and never could beat down the bars of the
den that circumstances and prejudice had forged. The world
sees the fcAv who do reach freedom, and, Avatching their bolo
upward flight says rashly, ' W i l l can Avork all things.' Buf
they who perish by the thousand, the fettered eagles who
never see the s u n ; who pant in darkness, and wear their
breasts bare beating on the iron that will never )'Ield ; who
know their strength, yet cannot break their prison ; Avho feel
their Avings, yet never can soar up to meet the sweet wild
western Avinds of liberty; Avho lie at last beaten, and hopeless, and blind, AvIth only strength enough to long for death
to come and quench all sense and thought in its annihilation,
—Avho thinks of them—who counts them ?
Where he sat with his teeth clenched, and the nerve of
his lips twitching, the finished tactician cursed his fate as
passionately as any Gilbert on his death-bed, any Mirabeau
in his dungeon. A consuming passion waa upon him, and
under It his philosophies mocked and his Avorldly Avisdom
forsook him. I t had made him a traitor; it made him now
U'eak as any woman. While he had lightly laughed with
a scoff of her sorcery over the Prelate, his heart had beeu
sick Avith jealousy and dread. H e had remembered too late
Avhat manner of mau Giulio Villaflor was; what manner of
ransom the voluptuous Churchman was likely to exact from
such a captive as he possessed UOAV. H e had thought too late
that, In yielding her up to her foe, he Avas delivering tha
woman he loved to one Avho Avould feel the spell of her beauty
fis utterly as he, and would be armed with the poAver to do
Avith that beauty hoAvsoever he would. So that he Avere revenged on her, he had never heeded how that vengeance
might recoil. I t smote him keenly noAV, as he mused on the
amorous, ruthless, unscrupulous priest to Avhom he had surrcudered her.
I n the power of Giulio Villaflor! H e turned hot and
cold as the memory passed over him. H e had delivered lier
into bondage, that she might be shut aAvay from all CA'CS—
that her smile might be seen of none^^that Avhat could no!;
be his should be no other'a-^-^that tho empire of her sorcer;-'
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slavery. B u t now he shuddered where he sat immoveable
with the yellow light streaming down through the vine; he
had given her over to one who never spared; to one who
would look on her loveliness at once with the admiration of
a voluptuary and the sway of a t y r a u t ; to one who could
offer her release from lifelong misery as the purchase-coin
of her love, or could take it, if denied, AvIth the mailed graap
of an Irresistible and Irresponsible dominion.
I t fascinated him with its very horror, it enchained him
with its very torture, this thought Avhich he had flung at the
name of Idalia, to insult her and to taunt his companion,
and which grew into a phantom that he could not exorcise,
a vision that he could not drive aAvay. Every second was
horrible to him; he saAv the sovereign grace, the proud glance
of the woman he had betrayed ; he saAV the full lustrous eyes
of the arrogant priest as they would be bent upon h e r ; and
he ground his teeth as under some bodily agony—he had
dealt himself a sharper torment than any he had condemned
her to endure. H e had given her to bondage—yes, but he
had glA'cn her also to Giulio Villaflor!
There are women who rouse a passion far more intense
than can be held In the word love, which makes the man
Avho feels it lose all semblance of himself—which SAveepa
aAvay his memory, his honour, his reason, his ambitions, his
very nature, and leaves him no sense of anything saA'e Itself.
This was the passiou Avhich made her traitor UOAV—cold,
and keen, and subtle, and world-worn, and sceptical as he
had been—choke doAvn the great sobs iu hia throat, as he
thought:
' Only to know her dead, so that no other can ever look
on her—only to knoAV t h a t ! Dead, dead, dead—she would
seem mine t h e n ! And yet, I should rifle her grave, like the
madman in legends, for one sight of her face, for one touch
if her l i p s l '

CHAPTEE XXII.
THE CAPTIVE OF THE CHUECH.

IN the interior stood a small castellated building, flanked
with towers of ^ singular solidity and strength, and case-
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menfs built deep into the solid masonry, the narrow slits
and dwarfed arches of the early centuries. The country
round was dreary; marsh and osier bed, with the rushea
Uirnlng from spring green to autumn hues as the season
varied, and to the left Interminable olive-fields, bounded in
the distance AvIth a sombre line of cypress, had little beauty,
even when the southern sunset gave them its gloAV; and the
place Avhere the building stood—a black aud broken pile of
irregular rock, with a lake below, hemmed in by dark and
stunted trees—lent only a deeper gloom and loneliness to
the landscape. I n the middle ages, the towers had been a
robber's stronghold, called the Vulture's Ages, and sorely
feared by travellers; now it Avas Church property: a few
Cistercians held it as their convent, and If It were ever used
for other purposes, the SIOAV SAvinging of the matin's bell,
whicli dully droned over the desolate lands around, stilled
all rumour of the i'act.
A tempestuous suu was setting In the west; intense fire
lighted for the moment all the rugged and monotonous expanse, flamed Iu the salt and sluggish waters of the tarn, and
reddened all the arid desert of the parching turf. Through
a lancet AvIndoAV It shone into a darkened barren room; the
gray stone floor uncovered, the pine-wood Avails as bare, and
the meagre furniture of a convent-cell, the only thiiiga that
garnished It. To and fro in the narroAV limits paced, as a
lioness may pace her den, Idalia. She Avas a prisoner of a
King and of a Church—two jailers that never in any age
have loosed their prey.
The hour had come that she had long foreseen must
sooner or later be her fate. She was In the hands of foea
Avhom but a tithe of all that she had done Avould have sufficed
to hound to their worst fury. Fear was not In her now : tha
blood of Artemesia and of Manuel was In her veins, and the
flre of the Sea Queen and of the Imperial Soldier flamed too
hotly and too proudly there to let dread enter. But a
terrible chafing sense of utter impotence—a longing to dare,
to defy, to vanquish, while she Avas here a captive—a fearful
knoAvledge, a passionate regret for all that she had lost, for
all she might have been, made the slow moments' torturing
assage unendurable—made her hands clench, her eyes fiash,
er Avhole frame quiver and rebel in mighty longing, in fearful bitterness.
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She knew that she had in her what would have founa
poAA'er to rule an empire; and she was here the prisoner ol
a priesthood!
But a more intense and a more poignant pang than that
of her own adversity, of her own peril, was In her for other
lives lost through her—for the manhood that had reeled
and fallen at her feet, for the sightless eyes that had looked
up to hers, for the dead, slaughtered through a too true
adherence to her will, a too obedient rendering of her word.
True, the liberty for which they had conspired Avas the just
heritage of man, and the noblest cause for which human
life can ever be laid doAvn; true it Avas for their country,
and that country's Avelfare and freedom, that they had
fallen; but this AA'as no opiate to still the remorse that
pierced and pursued her. She knew that the cause had
been far less to those who had died before her thau the
smile of her own eyes ; she knew that Avith her beauty, and
her power, and her sorcery, she had wooed them to passiou
ouly to drlA'O them there, by their fealty to her, to perish
like netted stags. She knoAv that It had been through the
Ibegullement of her OAVU unsparing temptation, her own
ruthless Avitchery of fascination, that those who had been
murdered in the night just gone .had entered on a career
which, without her, they might never have embraced.
The very masked banquet at which they had been trapped
and slain had beeu given through her, given for her, and
turned by her to that end for which the soldiers of the king
had shot them down as rebels. She knoAv that but for her
they •ft'ould be living UOAV in the fulness of their freedom
and their manhood; aud the remorse of an assassin seemed
to Aveigh on her and haunt her, Avith the blood-red glow of
that dying sun, iu which the uplifted eyes of Viana, as they
had sought hers through the mists of his last agony, seemed
ever to gaze on her.
She Avas proud, she was daring, she was unscrupulous,
she Avas self-controlled to a marvel, she was, as men counted,
cruelly heartless; but In tbat moment Idalia could have
doomed herself to the curse of an eternal travail of expiation
•—in that moment she could have rent out her living heart
where it beat, and have flung it to the kites that hovered in
the dusky glow of tAvilight as the vilest, darkest, most
accursed thing that ever beat with life. She had the cold-
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ness of the world, and the pitiless serenity of one long used
to study strong emotions only aa tools to power; but
beneath her acquired calm and cynic indifference the
fervency of southern nations still slept in her, and she
loathed herself with the fierce unsparing hatred with which
men hate their direst foe.
She did herself injustice in much, and loaded herself Avith
heavier reproach than that Avhich had a right to rest on her;
but it ia ever thua with naturea strong, bold, imperial, and
used to command, when from the exercise of unmerciful
dominion they change to the lash of self-rebuke and selfdetestation; as kings in monastic days laid down the
sceptre aud took up the scourge.
Of her OAvn fate she scarce took a thought; she knew
well enough that little mercy would mingle with i t ; but
all her heart, all her mind, all her longing Avere with those
dead men who had perished for her, those noble and dauntless lives which had been struck doAvn around her as though
they had been murrained sheep. In her youth, in her
beauty, in her wealth, in her supremacy she AA'as flung into
captivity, and knew that endless imprisonment, if not the
shame and labour of some still more humiliating torture,
would be her doom, but no throb of pity was in her for
herself; the only thought upon her was the thought of
those whom she told herself tbat she had murdered.
The bolts of the cell were undrawn with a slow grating
sound; she turned and faced the door; it opened, and
Giulio Villaflor entered the chamber. The ruddy flame-like
light just fading in the west Avas shed full upon her; the
mask dress she had worn had not been changed, and the
diamonds on it flashed amid its scarlet, its black, and Its
gold; in her weary musings she had thrust back from her
temples the masses of her diamond-crowned hair; and
though her face was very colourless, and her eyea heavily
circled, she had never looked more magnificent than she
looked now, as she turned with an empress's challenge.
Villaflor, entering with the soft and courtly step of hia
habitual grace, started and paused, with a Eoman oath
murmured involuntarily in his surprise and his admiration,
He had seen her in Paris, in Spain, in Vienna, but in that
instant her loveliness literally struck him blind; he came
to arraign a capti\'e, and a queen faced him in haughty aud
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silent disdain. Fluent, facile, a statesman and a churchman, a libertine and a courtier, he had for the moment no
words; he was held in check by his own rebel prisoner.
She looked at him, and a slight smile of contempt passed
Over her face.
' Ah, I thought so!' she said calmly. ' So gour lambs
were the Avolves, holy father ?'
The Prince-Bishop changed colour ever so faintly; the
sarcasm of the accent, rather than of the words, pierced his
armour of omnipotence and self-love ; he understood why
men had dreaded the lash and the steel less than they had
dreaded the lightest touch of thia woman's scorn. But he
was a powerful and accomplished personage, to Avhom defeat
or opposition were heresies unknown; he recovered his
momentary discomflture, and came nearer to her, the Avarm
aftergloAv on his stately nature and his handsome majestic
form, Avhile his lustrous eyes smiled geutly
' M y daughter, It has grlcAed us sorely that you should
have been so long in rebellion against the Anointed of God;
and believe me the harshness of coercion has only been
resorted to In the last extremity, and AAith the deepest
reluctance and regret.'
Idalia where she stood turned her head, and let her eyes
rest full on his, Avith a meaniug more than any Avords could
ever have expressed.
' Monsignore, it will be as well for us to lay aside these
euphuisms. Neither of us believes them, and they weary
both. Let us suppose them already uttered, and speak
more truly—if a priest can speak so. I am your captive;
it has long been one of the supreme ambitions of your life,
and one of the most relentless efforts of your Church. I
have baffled you long; you haA'e trapped me at last. There
is no more to be said.'
Monsignore, the silken and astute diplomatist who wove
the flnest meshes of Court and Vatican Intrigue, and Avas
to be embarrassed by no llA'Ing antagonist's skill, felt the
blood burn under his olive skin, and felt the weakness of a
bitter anger rise in him beneath the brief, tranquil, Ironic
words of his captive. Monsignore was never angered; the
dulcet sweetness of his bland repose was never stirred by
so provincial and unwise a passion ; and he knew her poAver
by that pulse of wrath she could stir in him. Yet he
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restrained it perfectly ; he boAvcd AvIth the grace for which
he Avas renoAvned at St. Cloud and Compiegne.
' Pardon me,fgliuola
mia—'
' Pardon me, M onsignore ! I am not of your communion;
call me simply Madame do A^assalls.'
The Prince-Bishop made a gentle deprecatory gesture
AvIth his AvhIte and elegant hands.
' Even those AVIIO have strayed from us AAO
' still hope to
reclaim ; and I sjjeak as beseems me Iu the name of the
Church. You have thought " there is no more to be said,"
since by force you have been brought VAdthin our authority.
You err greatly; there are many things.'
H e r old superb, disdainful smile came on Idalia's face ;
the entrance of the churchman had roused In her alf her
native pride, all her Avorldly brilllauce, all her royal defiance;
she kncAV Avell enough Avith whom she had to deal, and the
assumption of authority aAvoke in her all her dignity and
dauntlessness.
' Many things?' she repeated tranquilly. ' Possibly ! You
would Avish to know from me-—your capth'O—the secrets of
my party, the names of my associates, the securities of my
wealth, many other matters that you consider have become
yours by right through my conquest ?'
Giulio Villaflor looked at her curiously, a little
beAvildered.
' I t Is so, my daughter,' he said blandly. ' W e would
rather, you Avill be sure, receive these—our rights, as you
justly say—voluntarily from you than be compelled to
extract them by harsher means.'
She laughed a little; a soft, mocking. Ironic laugh.
' I imagined so. Well—it is as I said ; there Is nothing
to be discussed betweeu u s ; for all the Aveight of your
Church, all the steel of your Swiss, Avili not force one word
from me.'
Monsignore started, and the purple blood flushed under
the olive of his cheek and brow; bis lips quivered, his teeth
clenched on the full scarlet under lip. I t Avas so utterly
new to Giulio Villaflor to be mocked aud bearded—and by
a woman too!
His dulcet courtliness gave way, his melloAv and honeyed
sweetness curdled, the fire flashed Into his eyes that had
used to burn in the darkling glance of the men of his great
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nlerarchy wheu Savonarola braved them or Kings defied
their legate.
' " W i l l n o t " is never said to E o m e ! ' he answered,
with the haughty grandeur of the mighty days of tho
Papacy.
She faced him with a sovereignty not less disdainful and
supreme.
' Indeed ! I think many who have said it have been slain
by Eome, silent unto death !'
His face darkened more and more ; ' contumacy' was the
deadliest sin in his eyes ; he would have stricken it out
Avith the iron heel of Torquemada or Xlmenes.
' Some crave death, and are forbidden i t ; they must live
to do our bidding.'
The words were uttered low, and the menace, though
vague, was pregnant. For the moment there was intense
silence, but her eyes never shrank, only in them deeper and
deeper gathered the mute and fiery scorn.
' You threaten me r' she said with cool contemptuous
carelessness, reckless how she provoked, so that she stabbed
him. ' I t Is scarcely worth while to so stain your manhood
and your calling, Monsignore. I am in your power. There
is little dignity in menace to a prisoner.'
The kingly potentate, the silken churchman, the absolute
tyrant, the tortuous courtier, shook In all his limbs wlt'n
rage. She took his weapons from him, she rent his panoply,
she silenced his eloquence, she pierced his nets, and an
Insidious passion crept in on him. She looked so beautiful
there, in the fading russet light, with her Greek grace and
her ironic pride, and her fettered, untamed, deathless
royalty!
' She is a Semiramis ! She is a sorceress !' he muttered
in his throat, as he turned and paced the cell a moment, to
still the feverish, angered, impatient bitterness rising In him
and unnerving him. H e felt to her as in the days of the
Middle Age men felt to those women whom they sent to
the stake for the dangerous sorcery, the white magic, of
thelp too great charms.
She waited there, serene, unmoved, her eyes looking o u t
ward at the desolate and barren marshes, her hair sllghtl)
pushed back from her brows, the richness and the glitter Oi
her mask-dress the sole point of colour in the gray gloom
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of the cell. She looked like a picture burnt in on the
darkness of the naked prison wall.
His glance, licentious and ruthless under the velvet
gentleness of his long-studied regard, devoured her loveliness Avith thirsty, astonished admiration. H e had said of
her that she had tiie daring of the Caasars, but he thought
UOAV that she had the intoxication of a Cleopatra. H e had
heard of her poAver, he had heard of her witchery, he had
heard of the Insanity of men who loved her and thought a
world well lost for her; he felt and understood the meaning of those stories now. Aud a proud, eager, cruel light
daAvned on his face. ' Altro!' he murmured to himself,
with the mocking smile of his full lips. W h a t mattered It—'
her defiance, her beauty ? She was his captive! Nominally
the king's captive, virtually his.
AA'hat mattered
resistance ?
H e paused before her, subduing the glow of his thoughts
beneath the fall of his silken lashes, long and soft aa the
lashes of Avomen; and his voice had its SAveetest melody.
' Madame de Vassalis, hear me, You have said justly
you are a prisoner ; in the power of a sovereign you have
conspired against, of a government you have sought to
undermine. To underrate your power for rebellion and for
evil Avould be absurd ; it has been vast, and Avrought by
the surest spells that subjugate the heart aud the soul of
man—'
H e r delicate, merciless smile arrested the words on his
lips.
' W h a t do gou know of those spells, holy father ?'
Though her life Avas in this man's power, to use as he
would, she could uot restrain the Irony that gave her, the
captive, so keen a weapon against her tyrant. A smile for
Avhich she could have killed him gleamed under his drooped
lids.
' Had I never known them until now, this moment had
sufficed to teach them !'
A haughty impatience swept over Idalia's face.
' Sir! I have had my surfeit of such compliments. From
a priest I may surely look for immunity from their weari«
ness.'
The tiger-glitter glistened more darkly in his soft brown
veiled eyes. How could he deal with this woman ? Menace
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had no terror for her, homage no charm! TTiiconsciously
his voice hardened and grew more imperious ; she was tho
first who had ever braved or baffled him.
' Madame,' he pursued, disregarding her words, ' you
'ijnow that you are liable to the full rigour of the law ?'
' I know that I am in the poAver of those who never failed
to use that rigour Avith or without right!'
' T h e Church cannot err,' he said, AvIth the certain fiery
majesty which, tyrannous and blind In its own belief of
infallibility as It was, was yet the trueat and greatest thing
in him. ' Y o u fall within the pale of its most severe justice ; yet the Church, as you know Avell, will not deal with
you; your sins will be left to the Secular Arm. Your
wealth will be confiscated, your poAver crushed, your life
passed in a felon's cell. You must know this.'
' My Avealth cannot be confiscated,'she answered negligently, ' for there is none of It lodged in Italy ; you could
scarcely imagine me so Incautious ! That you will give me
no liberty while I have life I perfectly understand, and that
King Francis and the Pontifical States alike treat the love
of freedom aud of justice as a convict's crime, all Europe Is
well aAvare. If you allude to my riches, imagining that I
will purchase my safety, you ei-r ; I will uot SAVCU a tyrant's
treasuries to gain a personal indulgence.'
Eage, hot and loAvering, fiushed Giulio Villaflor's brow as
he heard; yet something of that unAvilling homage AvhIch
had been wrung from him Avheii he had said, ' She has the
daring of the Ca;sars !' was wrested from him now in an
admiration that was half amaze, half intolerance; wholly
sudden and very ferocious passion was controlled beneath
the suave melloAV hypocrisies which by long usage had
become to him as second nature.
' Madame,' he said, with a waA'e of his long delicate hand,
' there are enormities and conspiracies of such magnitude
that the wealth of the world could not purchase condonation or escape for them. Those of the Countess Idalia must
be expiated ; they cannot buy absolution either from the
Church she has blasphemed or the throne she has shaken.
Captivity aAvalts you—captivity till death.
Has it no
terrors for you—for gou, iu your beauty, your youth, your
magnificence, your reign of love and of pleasure?'
She looked him full in the eyes.
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' Monsignore, you use strange language for a priest.
Whatever my fate be, I merit i t ; not for the things which
you quote against me as crime, but for luring to their graves
the llA'es you and your murderers slew last night.'
The nerves of his cheeks quivered with agitated wrath ;
not for his bishopric would he have had it knoAvn that he
had looked on at the slaughter, and given tho death-word
at the A^'IUa Antina. She laughed. In the aching bitternesa
of her heart, and in her dauntless scorn for the foea who
had netted her in like a Avired bird.
' Ah, that Avas a noble exploit, beau sire ; a gentle and
holy duty of an anointed of Christ! The cross has led the
van of the slaughterers of life and of liberty many a time;
you but folloAved the mission of priests in all ages—to sow
broadcast Avar and desolation, and to pile dead bodies by
fire or by steel for the glor}' of God in the mission of peace!
Go and kneel with A^Iana's blood on your head!—go and
fill the throne of St. Peter with the murder of patriots
heavy on your soul! Go—you have done no more than
the men of your office have ever done since Hypatia was
slain by Cecil, and the early Christians tore and fought for
rivalry In Alexandria, and Eome, and Byzantium!'
The light of the suu had died out, there was only the
silvery gleam of a lamp Giulio Villaflor had brought in in
his hand, and set doAvn on the narroAV stone t a b l e ; In the
mingled radiance and shadow she stood before the omnipotent churchman, In whose hands her destiny was held, as
though she were a feudal monarch who lashed a disobedient
vassal AvIth her displeasure and disdain. H e stood, doubting his own senses ; he the superb priest, he who aspired to
the triple tiara, he the friend of e.mperors and the ruler of
palace consciences, to be arraigned by a revolutionist, by au
adventuress, Aviiom hia will could consign to the A''icaria, to
linger there for life! H e Avaa convulsed scarce less Avith
amaze than AvIth Avrath; and yet through all something of
homage Avas wrung to the majestic courage which thus
defied him.
' P e r fede!' cried the prelate, the fury and the amazement in him breaking through the ever-impenetrable masking of his dulcet graciousuess. ' Per fede! y a i are bold
indeed!'
' I leave cowardice to ecclesiastics, who net brave meu
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like foxes, and who menace a captive when she can no
longer revenge."
A flush of shame and irritation came on his cheek ; he
waa intolerant, cruel, cunning, au intriguer, a liar, a man
of unscrupulous ambition, of intense and overweening prida
and vanity; but he was withal a gentleman, and he felt the
sting of the rebuke.
' I came—not to menace, but to persuade,' he said, restraining the ardour she had roused in him, and bending on
her the full lustre of his soft eyes. ' My daughter, you
cannot suppose but that it is with the utmost repugnance,
and only at the last extremity, that force will be resorted
to by those you have so justly aroused against you. Your
years, your sex, your brilHance, all render the task of chastisement, the exercise of severity toward vou, a most painful duty.'
She smiled.
' Neither royalty nor priesthood is likely to suffer much
from compunction; and as for the things you name, I take
no refuge in the shield of my sex's weakness. I believe
few men have merited your hatred and your rigour, or the
vengeance of any tyranny, more than I have done.'
Again she broke his patience, again she rent aside the
courteous, polished suavity which never until now had
failed him.
'You speak idly,' he said, with a jarring anger and insolence in his voice. ' You toy with words you know not the
meaning of; you little dream what our " rigour," what our
"vengeance'' can be to those who brave us !'
Her eyes rested calmly and contemptuously on his.
' Do I not ? When my best-beloved friend, Virginia
von Even, was scourged in the streets of Pesth because she
would not yield up an Hungarian " rebel" who had trusted
his life to her keeping; when Pauline Lasla perished under
the ice and the irons of Siberia because she had carried
despatches for a Polish liberator; when the Countess
Eossellio, at eighty years of age, was thrown into a dungeon by your order because she had lost her two noble sons
in the cause of her Italy ; when the wife of Manuel Canaro
fras shot doAvn before his ejes by the soldiers of the Pope
for no sin save that of loving liberty and him too well |
Rrhen I bar© seen those ftttd ft scefe moi?e martyrs Hkfe theta*
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do you think I know nothing of how your hierarchy and
your monarchy cau revenge themselves on women ? I t ia
you, Monsignore, who speak idly; l a m Avell aAvare that
you will essay captivity flrst, and if that do not break me
Into betraying my friends to you and assigning you my
Avealth, why, then, that you will try—torture ! I t may be
as Avell to spare you the probation, and to let you knov/
that, though you have fettered me, you have not yet vanquished me, and never will. Others have died silent, and
so can I.'
The words were spoken tranquilly, with no haste, with
no excitement iu t h e m ; only beneath their repose of utterance was that fine, keen Infiictiou of scorn, that proud, unyielding patience of resolve, which goaded and Incensed
him as no torrent of reproaches or of lamentations could
have done. And yet, even in his wrath, even in his amaze,
even in his outraged majesty as priest and autocrat, he
could not but yield her admiration— admiration that stung
and fanned the passion in him to fire. H e stood before
her, as a Papal Legate might have stood before an Empress
who defied his mission and the might of Eome, rather than
as before a helpless and rebel captive.
' True !' he said, with that grandeur of dominance which
made the iron priests of a dead age the scourge and terror
of empires. ' True ! the Church must cut off and root up,
even with steel and flame, the unworthy aud the accursed
who deny her supremacy. Pity cau have no place Avhere
her holiness is menaced, Avhere her kingdom Is denied,
AA'here her reign is outraged. True!—even your sex cannot spare you from the chastening that she must. In the
fulness of her divine love, bestoAV ou you for the purification of your heresies and your rebellion—'
She stayed him with a gesture.
' Nay, Monslgore ! we are not in the Cinque Cento, and
you cannot burn me, though you can slay me more slowly
and more cruelly, perhaps. A truce to thia melodrame !
We are both of the world ; let us speak without tragedy.
You say the Secular Arm will deal with me for my " crimes,"
why then are you here ?'
i'he direct question staggered him Rllghtly 5 but Giulio
Villaflor was very rarely at fault 5 he bowed Avith grace^
' Because I wovdd fain save you, were it possible^ i'vOi^
••hp fttjii.a of your own j)-dng«i'-Vd reckleggne,';'!,'
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' I thought so,' she said calmly, while his eyes fell beneath
her smile. ' I have said, I betray no one ; and I give no
bribes.'
' I n gold—no. And I seek none.'
H e leaned nearer to her, and his voice sank very l o w ;
the flush burnt darker in his olive cheek, and his eyes gazed
on her beauty with a boldness that gleamed out under their
veiled and velvet softness with a tiger-like ferocity, that
those kncAV well as their death-doom who dared cross the
will of Monsignore.
' I n gold—no!' she echoed. ' Y o u seek my political
secrets. AVell, you AVIII never have them.'
'AVhat!'
His voice was very low still, and vibrated
with the intensity of restained passion through the silence
of the cell. ' You Avill renounce your pomp, your Avealth,
your pleasures, your ambitions, your freedom, for the toil
of a convict, the chains of a felon, the solitude of a dungeon, the sloAV, festering, hopeless, endless existence of a
prisoner whom no poAver can release save the Avarrant of
death!'
H e r face was still, set colourless as marble, and aa
firm.
' Yes, if liberty be only to be bought by the shame of
treachery.'
H e looked at her, forced out of himself, as it were, by
the tribute she Avrung from him.
' IMother of God ! W h a t a man you would have b c e n ! ^
you Avould have ruled the world !'
She smiled AA'ith a disdaiuful Avearlness.
' AVho knOAvs ? I might have been a court ecclesiastic,
and sold my soul for poAver to a sacerdotal lie !'
The satire pierced him to the quick, and all the darker
and more cruel Impulses returned on him. H e stooped
and laid his hand, Avitli the amethyst ring that glittered
like a basilisk's eyes, down upon hers ; hia voice stole very
low on her car.
' Idalia! women of your beauty can bribe more potently
than by gold or state-lore. You shall buy your freedom u
you will—from me.'
She understood him; the blood flashed back into the
tolourless weariness of her face; she flung hia touch
iff as though it had pollution ; she faced him there in the
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dimness of the lamp-light with a look in her eyes before
Avhich he, all fearless, steeled, and omnipotent though he
was, coAved like a lashed hound. Even Giulio Villafior
lacked the boldness which should dare twice tempt her
with that alternative to purchase back her liberty.
' Monsignore,' she said briefly, and each word cut like
ice, ' If I refuse to be a traitress, I shall scarce consent tr
be your mistress. I t were a poor choice of dishonour!'
H e could have killed her in her haughty beauty, in her
unsparing answer that laid bare the shame and evil of his
own heart, that spoke out so mercilessly the meaning of
his veiled words, of his hinted tempting I She had dared
him, she had refused him, she had unmasked hiin—Avell,
she should know of what fashion wiis the vengeance of Eoman blood, of ecclesiastical dominion! H e bent to her,
his lips close to her hair, his eyes looking Into hers, hia
broAvn smooth cheek darkly stained AvIth the purple flush
of passions which nothing but that calm scorn of her fixed
gaze, which never left him, Avliich never drooped beneath
the fierce menace of his own, held in any check.
' Madame de Vassalis, you might have given your beauty
for your freedom and your Avealth; you have refused. So
be i t ! I t Is in my poAver without terms or concession.
You might have reigned my mistress. You shall be now,
instead, my toy for an hour, and languish, later, till the
grave, in the King's prisons or the galley's shame. You
were unwise, my brilliant revolutionist, to make a foe of
m e ; you are mine, body and soul. In life and In death—
'mine to take when I will, to give Avlicre I choose !'
And, with these words, he flung his violet robe closer
about him, and, without a glance at her where she stood,
swept across the stone floor of the convent cell and left her
presence; his keen ear had heard the footfall of a monk
without.
' I come, my son—I come !' he said gently, in his sweet
lingering voice. ' The captive is contumacious still, but
with discipline and persuasion, she may still be reclaimed
to the august faith. Draw the bolts well—so! so!—and
deal gently with h e r ; she will see her error.*
Alone where the silver lamp shed its lambent flickering
light, Idalia thrust her hand within the folds of the rich
scarlet and weighty broideries and sweeping lace of the
I
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masquerade dress she still wore, and drew half out from ita
resting-place in her bosom, a delicate gold-sheathed A'^enetlan stiletto, a jewel-studded toy slung by a chain round
her throat. She looked at the slender, glittering, lithe
blade, aud smiled as she put it back.
' His!—Avhile that steel will release me the moment his
lips dare touch mine.'
For she had in her the temper of Lucretia!

CHAPTEE X X I I I .
' E I E N QUE TCI.'

IN the warm light of the summer morning the yacht
steamed her way once more into the harbour of Capri.
The Venetians were safe, and Erceldoune returned—to
suffer, as he knoAA', and suffer hopelessly, yet no more able
to hold himself back from It than the mariners were able
to turn their proAvs from tho magic music of yonder Siren
Isles. Groups of fisher-folk Avere talking together gravely
and with an uuAVontcd sadness on their ruddy sunburnt
faces; as he Avaded through the knee-deep surf he noticed
it—his thoughts leapt to her in an instant—he asked the
sailor nearest him Avhat ailed them. The sailor was the
man whoso brother he had once rescued from the churning
seas below TIberio.
' It is the Contessa Idalia, Signore.'
'What of h e r ? '
' They have arrested her!'
' Arrested her ? '
He staggered against the brown timbers of a boat resting on the sands, and clenched them hard to keep himself
from reeling like a drunken man. For the moment old
usage in mauy countries gave the word no meaning on his
car save In its cnmliial sense.
' So they say, Signore,' answered the sailor, while hia
strong teeth set mastiff-like. ' If I had been there, they
should uot have touched the hem of her skirts! It waa
done at the Axilla Antina, in the interior; the soldiers shot
many, I've been told.'
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'Many! Who?'
' Conspirators, Signore—so they say,' rei:)fied the Capriote, who scarcely kncAV the meaning of the phrase, and
thought the Avorld governed to perfection if it proved a
good fishing season, and many visitors came to the coast.
' Some tell that his highness of Viana was killed. I don't
knoAv about t h a t ; but Miladi Idalia is a prisoner of the
King's.'
A\'ith an oath, mighty as ever rang over the marches
from the fierce lips of BotliAvell, Erceldoune strode from
him wellnigh ere the words were ended, and plunged doAvn
into the thicket of vegetation that led to the beetling cliff
on which her villa stood. The sun was scorching, the
ascent on the slope that faced the sea perilous to life and
limb ; there was uo more than a perpendicular granite slab
toAvering many feet above the Avater, covered Avith foliage
and rock-fiowers. B u t he Avas a trained mountaineer ; he
kueAV the ice-slope of the Alps as well as he knew the
Border-land ; he was up it with the swiftness of thought,
swinging himself In mid-air from the tough coils of the
tangled creepers till he reached the summit, and forced
his Avay, without pause or ceremonial, into the court of the
forsaken dAvelling.
' N o one p a s s e s ! '
A soldier on guard stood within the arched entrance.
Then he knoAV that it Avas true, and that she was lost to
him, lost to the fangs of the Church, to the dungeons of the
Bourbons.
' By Avhose order are you here ? '
The words were hoarse and faint; he felt his lips parched
with a dry AvhIte heat.
' The order of the King.'
' The Kuag's ? Stand off!' cried Erceldoune, as though
the very name of her tyrant maddened him. ' W h a t right
have you, for all the despots Avho curse Europe, to invade
her privacy, to violate her home ? '
The sentinel said nothing, but loAvered his bayonet till
the blade was levelled against the intruder's breast. At
that instant the deep howl of the hound moaued down the
silence. Erceldoune shook AvIth rage as he heard it. "VVas
not her dumb beast even spared! H e wrenched the weapon by the gunbarrel from the soldier's hand, flung himself
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on the slight frail form of the Neapolitan, and, tossing him
aside lightly as a broken bough, dashed across the court to
Avhere the dog was chained. I t was the work of a second
to unloose and free him. Ere even that was wholly done,
hoAvever, the three soldiers left on guard of the villa which
had been rifled by'governmental order of all papers, plate,
jewels, and articles of value, roused by their comrade's cry,
poured into the square court, and levelled their bayonets
at him.
'Stir, and you are a dead m a n ! ' said the corporal in
command.
A laugh was the only answer Erceldoune gave. Hia
blood was up, and in his misery and his fiery rage he
cared nothing, and almost kiicAV nothing, of what he did
or said.
' At them, Sulla!' he cried in Servian lifting his hand.
W i t h a bound the giant hound sprang on the soldier of
Francis, and hurled him doAvn as if he had been a dead
boar. Erceldoune with the single blow of his left hand
levelled another to the ground; and before the last sentinel
could take aim or raise his fallen fellows, he sprang through
the gateway, and, with the dog at his side, dashed headlong
through the gardens and doAvn the mountain road, without
pause, without heed, well-nigh without sense.
The glow and colour of the world of summer blossom,
the fragrant stillness of the morning, the swinging of
matin-bells from a chapel far above, the golden fruit that
he tossed aside or trampled out as he rushed, down the
steep incline, all seemed dizzy, unreal, intangible: only
one remembrance stood out clear before him—she needed
him. H e felt giddy and blind ; a sickening oppression waa
on h i m ; the intense odours of the myrtle and orangeflowers were intolerable to him; he felt maddened and
senseless with pain; but he was not a mau to yield to
misery or dread while action was possible, while daring and
skill could avail aught. Fire burned In his eyes, his lips
shook, his teeth clenched like a vice ; he grasped the wolfhound's mighty mane in a gesture that Sulla understood
as though volumes had been said In it.
' W e will save her, or kill them.'
Tho dog seemed instinctively to know that in his
liberator was the avenger of his mistress. H e accepted
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the load, and folloAved passively. I!cpo:iicd pent ana
dangerous emergencies, often met and vanquished by
himself alone, had given Erceldoune tho energetic vigilance,
the knowledge, and the patience of a soldier; his OAvn
nature —rash, impulsive, and hotly impetuous, tho habit of
long and arduous service—had taught him the value of
coolness and of self-restraint. His passions and his fiery
chivalry of temper could have led him now to any madness,
could have led him to seek out Francis in his OAVU palace,
and strike him down before all his nobles and all his guards,
as her tyrant and her abductor. H e had the blood In him
of Border chiefs who had fought for Mary Stuart, and
Scottish soldiers who had served Avitli Gordon's archers, of
haughty Castiliaus, who had died for a point of honour, and
steel-clad Spaniards Avho had conquered with the Great
Captain ; and a vein of the old dauntless, reckless, fearless,
romi.ntIc knight-errantry of a dead day was in him, little
as he had known It. His rival had not erred Avheu he said
that the ' Border Eagle' should have lived In the Crusades.
But not the less did he knoAv UOAV that discretion and selfcontrol were needed to serve h e r ; not the less did he bend
to their curb the violent longings of his own wretchedness.
H e paused a moment where a deep leafy nest of rock
and foliage screened him from all sight, and tried to still
the throbbing misery of his thoughts, and search out the
nearest clue to find her. She was in the power of her
fees; royal soldiers held her villa; that she was deeply
compromised in political matters was evident; where she
might noAV bo taken the jailers who held her alone knew.
He shuddered as he remembered all the histories he had
heard of the vengeance of the monarchists on those v/lio
had defied them. Her dog was with him; the sentinels
would tell the story of his onslaught on them ; if noticed,
he would be suspected and watched, possibly CA'CU arrested.
To go to Naples was to risk arousing suspicions that might
render every effort to save her useless. H e must bo unknoAvn, untracked, or he could do nothing; yet he must
keep the hound Avith him, for no aid could be so sure to
track her as Sulla's scent and unerring Instincts of fidelity.
The dog stood now beside him, the fine nostrils quivering,
the ears pointed, every nerve on the stretch, and every
/low a"d t^cn a piteous anguish iu the brpwij lustrous
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eyes aa thej-^ were turned on him with a low heartbroken
moan.
H e stood and thought some moments ; then rapidly, and
keeping ever under the deep shelter of the leaves, he made
his way by winding patha to the hut of the sailor whose life
he had saved long before on San Constanza's day. I t
stood near the beach, hid under a great ledge of rock, like
a sea-gull's nest. As It chanced, the fisherman sat without
in the sun, singing and mending his nets : he was only just
back from a long sail to Calabria. Erceldoune went up to
him, and held out his hand.
' NIcolb, do you remember the night under Tiberlo ? *
The nets fell on the sand In a heap, all sea-stained and
clogged with weed. The marinaro, AA-Ith tears of delight in
his bright black eyes, and a thousand crlea to the Madonna
deU' Mare, thanked him and blessed him and worshipped
him, and would have knelt down at his feet had he been
allowed. Life surely was no great matter there in the
Piccolo Marina, getting scant bread from the depths of the
Avaters, spreading the nets on the low flat shingle-hut roof
to dry, and going out in peril of storms for sake of a piece
of dry fish for hungry mouths to e a t ; yet it must have had
its pleasures too, for the fisher Nicolo Avas grateful for
saving of it as though he had been crowned with gold.
' You will do a thing for me, Colo ? ' asked Erceldoune,
as he arrested the torrent of gratitude.
' I will risk body and soul for you, Signore ? '
' I believe you would. I only Avant you to sell me a
fishing-suit such as you wear, and some of your fishing-ncta
and lines.'
' I will sell you nothing, ' lustrissimo,' said the sailor
doggedly, and AvIth a certain Avounded pride. ' I Avill give
you everything my poor hut holds.'
' And I AAull take it as willingly. Forgive me for using
the Avord of barter.'
The Capriote's eyes beamed with delight at the concession
and the comprehension.
' Come within, eccellenza.'
Erceldoune bent his lofty head and entered the low,
square, sea-scented hut, with the half-naked children,
handsome as young seraphs, running wild, and the yelloAV
gourds, and dried herbs, and onion-ropes hanging from the
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rafters. As it chanced, there Avas a suit, uuAvorn except on
saints' days, and of full size, for the marinaro Avas of high
etature and powerfully built. I n a few moments his OAvn
white yachting dress was changed for It; he set the scarlettasselled cap on his head, wore nothing OA'er the loose
striped shirt that left his arms so free, and fiung some nets
over his shoulders. W i t h the bronze hue of his skin and
the sAveepiug darkness of his beard, no casual glance M'ould
have detected him to be other than a Capriote.
' Shall I pass as a marinaro ? ' he asked the sailor.
Nicolo smiled.
' You look more like a king iu disguise.'
' I am sorry for It. Now, AvhIle I Avalt here, will you pull
out to the yacht, give the captain this ring from me as credentials, aud bid him send me, by you, all the gold and circular notes I have on board, my pistol-case, powder-flask,
cartridge-case, and shot-belt, aud a pocket-flask of brandy ?
Say nothing of my disguise, and be as quick as you can, for
God's sake.'
The Capriote obeyed, got his little boat out rapidly, and
pushed off from the shore with hearty good will. Erceldoune sat at the hut-door with the hound crouched at hia
feet, and his eyes flxed on the Avaste of waters. All the
glories of the bay were spread before him; but it might
have been a sand-desert for aught that he kneAv or saw.
The fishing-skiff flcAV light and swift as a bird over the sea;
but to him it seemed scarcely to move: every moment was
a pang, every minute appeared eternity. While he waited
here In the noontide glare, how might she not be tortured!
while the hours fiew on, hoAV might not her foes be wringing
her proud heart! Time was passing so fast,—three days,
they said, had gone by since the arrest at A n t i n a ; heaven
only kneAV hoAV many leagues she might have beeu borne
since then ; to Avhat remote, inaccessible recesses of Alps
or Apennines, monastic prison or mountain-shut morass,
she might not have been taken ere UOAV ! Th^ fever of an
intolerable agony possessed hir/i. While he was In action
he could bear i t ; it was something, at least, to be In search
for her, to be in her service, to be on her track ; but to sit
here Avhile those eterna": m-atms tolled ilio passing seconds
aAvay, and the fishing-boat seemed to glide sna.il-like over
the AvIdth of the sea! The swinging monotone of the
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chapel-bell, the measured dips of the oara,, seemed to beat
into his brain and drive him senseless. W h a t was it to him
that she had told him his passion was hopeless ? If he
could give her back her freedom and her happiness, he felt
that he could die iu peace.
Nicolo returned very rapidly, laggard as the time had appeared, briuging all for which he had been sent. The
money Avas the Avhole, or very nearly, of his three months'
pay just draAvn—some tAvo hundred pounds or less of
circular notes In a chamois-leather pouch. H e left, unseen,
several gold pieces of it in a wooden boAvl, from which the
fisherman Avas used to drink hia onion soup ; then slipped
the pistols In his sash and the pouch in his shirt, and turned
again to Nicolo.
' N o w take me across, some way off Naples, if you can,
and let me land unnoticed in the nearest route for Antina.'
The marinaro, with all the alacrity of Ins craft, had ready
his sailing-boat—a small lugger, awkAvard but sea-AA'orthy—
in very little time, and, with his eldest son at the helm,
pushed off once more into deep water. Erceldoune sat
silent and deep In thought, the hound at his feet, couched
on the bottom of the vessel, watching him ever AvIth deep,
keen, mournful eyes. The day was beautifully still; the
bay alive with Innumerable craft, and gay with sails of
taAvny stripes and flags of all nations' Irues. Naples lay
white and matchless in her sunlit grace; he saw no more of
the glory about him than though he were blind. H e
thought they sailed sloAvly as a death barge; in truth, the
lugger danced over the light curled waves and through the
snoAvy surf as brightly as a monacco ou tho AvIng.
Nicolo kncAV every inch of the coast, and landed at length
in a small lonely creek, hidden in profuse vegetation, Avhere
there was just depth enough to steer the vessel in, and let
the beach be reached by Avading.
' Yonder lies Antina, Signore,' said the flsherman ; ' a
league to the left by that road where the cypresses are.
You see ? '
Erceldoune took the man's brown hand in his and wrung
it hard.
' I see ; I cannot thank you now, Nicolo. Later on, if I
live—'
The Capriote. fixed his large black eyes tenderly and wist»
fully on him.
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' Eccellenza, you go into some danger. Let me be with
you.'
Erceldoune shook hia head.
' AVhy not, Signore ? ' pleaded NIcolb entreatlngly.
'AA'hen / was In peril, you came to me, down into the
churning seas, at risk of your own life. The boys can take
the boat back. L e t me come.'
Erceldoune put him gently back.
' Not now, Colo, though I could wish for no better comrade. B u t what I do, I must do alone.'
H e broke from the man's entreaties and conjurations, and
went up through the tangled thickets of arbutus and
through the fields of millet rapidly, and never looking back,
every moment waa so precious. The fisherman stood
watching him sadly.
'1th she,' he said. ' I t is so Avith them all. She ia a
sorceress. I am glad I crossed myself Avhenever I met her,
though old Bice calls her an angel, because she promised
Fanclulla a dower. I am glad I crossed myself.'
A league brought him to Antina—a league that lay
through olive grounds, and green fields of maize, and vineyards, and sunburnt grass-land, Avliich his slashing stride,
that was the Avalk of the mountaineer, covered rapidly. To
anAthlng like fatigue he Avas Insensible. Since the hour
Avhen she had found him in the ])iue Avoods his life had been
spent in one vain pursuit—the search for Idalia ; yet never
had he sought her as he sought her noAV.
H e passed Into the villa grounds : nearer the buildlug he
dared not venture; it would be occupied. In all likelihood,
also by soldiers, and the sight of a fisherman loitering so
far inland Avould of itself excite suspicion. B u t toward the
entrance the hound paused, tore the earth up In mad haste,
snuffed the ground, ran round and round agaiu, threw his
head in the air, then gave a deep-mouthed bay of joy, and
looked back for a sign to Erceldoune. H e stooped aud laid
his hand on the dog's m a n e ; hia own heart Avaa beating so
thickly that he felt sick and reeling. Here his one hope
had centred, that Sulla Avould find her trail.
' Seek her,' he said simply.
The hound needed no other command; with his muzzle
to the earth he tore It up by haudfuls, searching hither and
thither; then settled to his work aa the pack settle to line-
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bunting, and dashed off—not inward toward the gardens,
b u t out to the open country. Stooping an instant ere ho
followed him, Erceldoune, whose eye and ear were wellnigh as trained as an Indian's—for they were those of one
of the first deer-stalkers of Scotland—saw the mark of
wheels, very faint on the parched arid turf that was dry and
bare aa bone, b u t still there. H o p e rose in him—if he
were not too late !
Onward he went in the h u m i n g sun-glare, •with the
weight of the nets on his shoulder, and the heat pouring
down into the scarlet wool of the fishing-cap ; onward,
where the dog led through the long heat of the day, through
the shades of evening, through the stilly silver starlight, as
one succeeded the otiier. I t was tedious, arduous, wearying
work; bringing so Httle recompense, needing such endless
patience. Often the hound lost scent, and had to try hack
to where he had lost the sign of the wheels, as though it
were the slot of a stag; often the dry crisp grasses or the
baked Avhite dust of the roads bore no scent at all, or the
crossing and recrossing of other tracks blurred the marka
and confused the t r a i l ; often the impress of a mule's hoofs,
or the heavy footprints of a contadina had struck out or
overlaid the faint traces which only guided the dog. Often
also for a priest, or a peasant party going to an infiorata, or,
worse yet, for a set of soldiers scouring the country, he had
t o seek shelter in some dank dell of woodland, on some
sandy pine-knoU, under the gray tAvisted ohves, or beneath
a tumble-down shed, and hide, aa though he were himself
the prisoner hunted, forcing Sulla to lie still beside him.
B u t he had spent many a long day in the patient toil of
deer-stalking in the Highlands at home, and he brought
the same wariness and the same long endurance here. If
he had once abandoned himself to the misery of thought, to
the fierceness of vengeance, he could never have borne the
intolerable slow-dragging bitterness of this endless ccorch;
b u t he would not give way to them, and he would not let
them urge him into the madness which could have made
him dash down into Naples and demand her at the hands
of the Bourbon. H e knew that if it were possible to save
her, thus only could it be done ; and he gave himself to tlie
toil without pause, and with a self-restraint that cost him
more than alL
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Three daya and three nights Avere spent thus ; he began
to think in his agony that he should only find her—if ever
he found her—dead. His search Avas chiefly made after tho
sun Avas doAvn ; the day, Avhen he had not to secrete himself
and the hound from those who might have thought their
a.-^pect suspicious, and from village authorities Avho might
havo challenged his appearance aAvay from a seaport, ho
spent In questioning the country people, as far as he could,
Avithout exciting Avonder or counter Inquiry. Happily, he
could speak the Neapolitan patois to a miracle, and he supported his character of a fisherman AVOII enough AvIth most;
some thought, like Nicolo, that he looked more like a prince
in disguise, but he was frank and comrade-like Avith them,
drank AvIth them, ate their own coarse food, and could giA'e
them a hand in mending their roof after a storm, in digging
a trench round their olives, or in reaping their maize, and
he lived so like one of themselves, that he soon conciliated
them, and persuaded them that he was a paid-off mariner
who had sailed to far distant places, and liked now to
wander at will over the country.
From them he gleaned various news ; nothing that told
him, however, the one great thing—Avhero Idalia had beeu
taken. When the sun sat each day, and he Avas free from
observation, he p u t Sulla on the track again, from the spot
where they had last left it, and AVorked on the line unwearyingly through the nights. The hound had been perfectly
trained, aud understood what Avas needed of him to a marvel ; he had attached himself to Erceldoune AvIth a strange
sagacity of instinct, seeming to lay aside the jealousy he
had hitherto shown him for the sake of their mutual love
and service to the one both had lost. Such sleep as he was
obliged to take he took In the hottest hours of the day
under the screen of millet-sheaves, or in the cool shade of
deep ravines filled with chestnuts or cypresses ; AA'ith the
fall of evening he resumed the search, and through the clear
lambent light of the Italian moon, or In tho gloom of
froAvning bills and woods, tho two shadows of the man and
dog glided unceasingly, bending doAvu and seeking hither
and thither ;—some who saw them crossed themselves, and
took them for the shades of some ghastly huntsman and his
phantom hound; others, more practical, took them for
truffle seekers, despite the gigantic size of the animal. Not
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one ever ventured to stop them, a rough muleteer once
tried a parley in the midulght on a lonely hfllslde path,
and said something, with a menace, of his fancy for the
brandy-flask, Avhose silver head he saw under the folds of
the Avalst-sash; but a blow with the butt-end of one of the
pistols soon silenced him by levelling him with the brownburnt moss, and Erceldoune was molested no more. Slowly,
very slowly, and with an Infinite toil and patience, he
worked his way by the guidance of tho hound's lead, till
tho dawn of the fourth day brought him into the rugged,
desolate, morass-Intersected country, where, dark and sullen
above the miasma-haunted lake at its foot, the square
castellated building of the isolated monastery stood among
its stunted trees, AvIth the bare gray cliff towering at ita
back. I t was a red, stormy, misty, oppressive morning,
very hot and poisonous in ita heat as the steam rose up
from tho black still Avatera and the wastes of swamp, while
beyond stretched the gray of the monotonous olive and the
still more distant black peaks of cypress-topped hills, as tho
hollow booming vesper-bell of the monka SAA-ung wearily
through the heavy air.
There is no fortress here; ia the
dog iu error ? ' he thought, aa he entered on the dreary
desert of the level marshy land, with no sound In It except
the echo of the tolling bell and tho noise of the moor-foAvla
startled from their rest among the reeda and sedges. Bub
the hound held on, growing keener and hotter as the scent
grcAV stronger and the wheel-marks plainer in tho damp
Goddcn ground than they had been on the dusty roads and
tho traversed highways. AVith his muzzle to the ground,
ho dashed onward mile on mile across the country at a
speed that taxed the Border fleetness of his companion.
There v/ere quagmlrea, morass, hidden pools, sponges of
mud, email lagunes hidden under treacherous grasses or
rushes, unseen poola where the water-blrda brooded by
hundreds, swamps Avhcre a single false step would be death
for any sinker under the yielding, soaking, nauseous mass ;
but the hound never missed hia footing or erred in hia
'going, and Erceldoune followed him through the gray of
the morning; hia heart beat to suffocation, the brown
lonely waste reeled before his eyes, the hot noxious air
reemed to weigh down hia breath and stifle him, but a
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last! Straight in hia level chase, straight as though ho
Avere running down a stag across au open plateau, fleet as
the AvInd, and Avith his mighty crest bristling and his eyeballs red with flame, Sulla led on, across the marshes, across
the shalloAV ponds, over the trembling mass of Avater-sodden
earth, through the steaming vajiour rising from tho l a k e 5 ^
led on till he stood under the broken granite craga on
which the monastery Avas raised above the still, black,
reedy surface of the lake.
Then, Avith one rolling bay like thunder, he woke all the
echoes of the lonely silent daAvn. Afar from on high,
through the gloom of au arched casement, through the
BAvayIng flicker of dank leaves, through the transverse lines
of Iron bars, eyes dark as night, Aveary as pain, looked doAVU
on him—they Avere the eyes of Idalia.
She sat in the monastic cell which was her prison-chamber, Avitli the bare hot glare of the sunlight, that burnt all
nature black and barren, and made the disease-laden vapours
rise up from the swamps beloAv, scarcely entering through
the narrow lancet-chink that was the sole casement of thia
cold stone cage, in which they had shut their brilliant
plumaged bird. H e r hands rested on the slab of granite
that Avas her only table ; links of steel held the wrists
together : they had allowed her no change of raiment, aud
the lustrous colours and gold broideries of the mask dress
still swept the damp flags of the floor, though all jewels had
been taken from her. She had been here six days and six
nights a captive of the Bourbons; what was yet worse, a
captive of the Church.
Food of the coarsest and the scantiest was all that had
been allotted her, and once—' for contumacy '—her priestly
jailer's hands had been stretched to tear doAvn the silks and
lace from her shoulders, aud bruise and lacerate them with
the scourge ; once, when the dignity that they were about
to outrage so foully had made the monk, who Avas bidden to
the office, drop the lash, aghast and trembling, and hia
superior, who had directed the infamy, feel too much shame
in the moment to hound him ou to his work. They had
desisted for tAventy-four hours more. ' By then,' they had
muttered, ' t h e rebellious subject might have broken her
silence, and become less obdurate to the due demands of
the Church aud King.'
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The twenty-four hours had well-nigh gone by, but Idalia
had given no sign of yielding; she had scarcely spoken since
the day that Giulio A''illaflor had quitted her presence.
She knew that the lightest word might be construed Into
confession, or used as evidence against those whom they
wanted her to betray; and she had strength in her to endure
torture unflinchingly, Avithout breathing one syllable that
should sound as an entreaty for mercy, or be translated
into a hint against her comrades in adversity. She knew
well what she had to anticipate; she did not seek to palliate
to her OAvn thoughts the horror of the doom that awaited
h e r ; she knew that only by death, self-dealt, could she
escape the passion of the libertine who held her in his gripe;
she knew that when that had had Its way, and grown sated
of its own violence, she would, if she lived, drag out
existence In agony, in shame, in felon companionship, in
hopeless bondage ; she never veiled from herself the depth
and the despair of the wretchedness that awaited her, and
she kncAv that not even her sex would shelter her from the
barbarity of physical torture, till that torture should kill
her bodily strength, or her persecutors learn that it waa
powerless to destroy her resolve and break her silence.
She kucAv the fate that aAvalted her, but never for •one
instant did the thought glance by her that she could purchase freedom from It all by betraying those whose lives
she held In her keeping, or by going wllliuglyto the loathed
love of her ecclesiastical captor. Such weakness as that
was not possible to her n a t u r e ; she had a virile courage, a
masculine reading of all bonds of honour ; this Avoman, bred
in luxury. In self-Indulgence, in power, in patrician tastes
and epicurean habits, had the nerve in her to endure all
things, rather than to purchase her redemption by a traitor's
recreancy.
She had been successful hitherto in concealing from h e r
jailer the slender shaft of the stiletto, and she was prepared in extremity to use I t ; she had too much of the old
Greek heroism to fear such a death, and had too many of
the old, dauntless, pagan creeds uot to hold its resource far
nobler than a long dishonoured life of endless misery.
AVhere she leaned now, with her chained hands lying o n
the stone, and the darkness and the silence of the stone cell
about her, her face was colourless, but it had ou it no fear.
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no weakness : it was only grave, and ^ery weary.
Her
thoughts had gone to many scenes and memories of her past
—the past AvhIch, in eight brief years of sovereignty, had
lieen fuller aud more richly coloured than a thousand
draAvn-out lives that never change their gray still calm from
the cradle to the grave. Endless hours of those dead years
rose before her to haunt her iu this black solitude. In theso
chill iron-bound Avails, In which the magnificence of her life
had ended—hours in the lustrous glare of Eastern suns,
under the curled leaves of palm, and the marble domes of
ruined temples ; in the laughing riot of Florentine nights,
Avhen the carnival-folly reeled flower-croAvned adown the
banks of Arno ; in the gaslit radiance of Paris, when the
fetes of the Eegency revived for her ; In summer evenings
In Sicilian air, wheu the low chants echoed softly over
Mediterranean waters, aud the felucca, floAver-ladeu, glided
through the starlight to music and to laughter; in palaces
of Eome, of A^Ienna, of Prague, of A^enice, where the dawn
found the banqueters still at their revels, and no wines that
flushed purple and gold In tho blaze of the lights and the
odours of perfume intoxicated the drinkers like the glance
of her eyes, like the spell of her smile—all these scenes rose
up aboA'e her, and filled Avith the hues of their life and their
splendour the barren, bitter, stone-locked loneliness in which
she Avas Immured. She had loved her reign; she had loved
her sceptre; she had loved those years so croAvded with
triumphs, Avith pleasures, with mirth, Avitli wit, AvIth radiance,
Avith homage, Avith peril that only lent them keener zest,
richer flavour; she had loved them, though beneath the
purples fetters had held her, and amid her Insouciance
remorse had pursued her; she had loved them—and they
were dead for ever. She was chained here a prisoner of
captors who never spared until their brother-tyrant. Death,
claimed their spoil and their prey at their bauds.
' I t is just—only just,' she thought, where her head
leaned on the cold steel clasping her wrist, and the black
moisture-dripping blocks of the cell enclosed her as though
already she Avere In her grave. ' I sent them to their
graves ; it Is only just that 1 should have a felon's doom.'
A shiver ran through her like a shiver of intense cold,
though the close air of the cell Avas oppressive and scorching. I t was not for her own life, but for the lives that had
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fallen around her, like wheat beneath the sickle, in tha
banqueting-halls of Antina.
The silence was unbroken ; one burning ray of the outer
sun stole through the loophole and flashed on the steel
gyves enclosing the hand whose lightest touch had thrilled
men's veins like fire, and impelled them where it would;
the dank, noiseless, gray gloom was like the gloom of a
charnel-house. Suddenly on that stillness broke the challenge of the hound's bay.
Idalia started ; she knew the familiar sound that rolled
out like the roll of a clarion. The colour flushed her face,
she moved rapidly to the casement; through the glare of
the hot, pitiless suu beloAV, beneath the shelving precipice
of rock, she saAV the dog aud saAv who was his comrade.
She knew him in the first moment that his longing eyea
looked upward, and kuew his errand there—kneAV that he
had come to save her, or to die with her.
' 0 God ! he, too !'
The words escaped her Involuntarily where she stood
alone, leaning against her prison bars, as the hound shook
all the echoes from the rocks around Avitli the impatience of
his summons ; she had seen so mauy perish, she would fain
have saved this man.
Through the space of the sultry white sun-glare that
severed them his eyes met hers, and spoke in that one look
all the force of the ardour, all the fidelity of devotion, that
had brought him once more to the woman Avho, for good or
evil, had become the ruler of his life. At that gaze her own
eyes filled, her lips trembled; such love had been oftentimes lavished on her, yet never had it moved her as it
moved her now. She had told him that no other thing save
misery could come to him through h e r ; she had forbidden
him even the baseless solace of hope ; she had bid him fear,
scorn, hate, fiee from h e r ; and nothing had killed hia
loyalty, nothing had burnt out his passion.
A gloAv of warmth passed over h e r ; an infinite tenderness made the tears gather In her eyes as she saw this faith
against all trial borne to her, this chivalry through every
ordeal stanch to her.
' If a straight stroke and a lion heart could deliver me,
how soon I should be free I' she thought. ' H e comes too
late—too late !'
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Too late; not alone to unloose her bonds and re^.d lier
from her jailers, but too late to wake her heart to his, to
find her life unusurped, to be sufficient for her ia the lotusdream of love.
The step of a monk was heard without as one of the
brethren passed to fetch water from a well that was built
under the shadow of a fcAv cypress-trees some score yards
from the convent. She left the barred casement, signing
ber lover toward the deep shade Avhere the blackness of
overhanging rocks made a refuge into which not even tho
noon-rays could penetrate.
H e comprehended and obeyed the gesture to secrecy and
silence; his heart was beating to suffocation, his blood felt
on fire, wretchedness and rapture rioted together in him^
H e had found her! So much was mercy; but she was in
the gripe of those Avho never spared; she was in the power
of those who never unloosed their prey ; the battalions of
an army could scarce avail to wrench her from the united
hate of Bourbon and of Rome. H e knew i t ; he kneAV that
he Avas b u t one man against the whole force of a government and a hierarchy, but the Border boldness in him rose
the higher for t h a t ; the reckless romance of the old Spanish
Paladins that slept In his blood awakened as wildly as it
ever awakened in the comrades of Campeador or the knights
of Ponce de Leon.
' I will deliver her, or die for her!' he swore in his t h r o a t :
and he had never yet broken an oath.
Forcing the dog to quietude, he drew back from the
monastery into the shade of the stunted cypresses, and
thrcAV his lines into a lake-like pool that lay at the foot of
the rocks ; an angler's pursuit went well enough with hia
harearolo's dress. The water was reedy, yellow, stagnant
in places, with islets of river grasses, in Avhich Avater-fowl
herded by thousands ; but the care of the monks, who made
their sole repast from its treasuries, kept it well stocked
with fish, and In a brief time he landed both dace and roach,
though bis strong wrists trembled as they had never done
when a Highland salmon had dragged bim miles doAvn the
length of a mooriand river in a wrestling duel that lasted
from noon till evening.
The monk, returning with his buckets from the Avell, saw
the sacrilegious raid upon the heaven-dedicated food, and,
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as the angler bad relied on, drcAV near him in wrath and in
rebuke.
' Nay, good father,' said Erceldoune, lifting the fish to
him, ' I am an idle fellow ; grudge me not a chance of doing
a trifle for Holy Church. I am more used, may be, than
your brethren to filling a creel quickly.'
' M y son, you are Avelcome to our charity,' replied the
monk, a little confused at finding a robber off"er him so
willingly the spoils. ' All 1 meant was, that of truth such
varlets and ruffians poach on the waters, that Ave are obliged
to guard them something strictly. You have a supple wrist
and a marvellous strength; we,' added the friar, with a
sigh of envy, ' angle all day sometimes, and catch nothing.'
' Let me fish for you, father,' said Erceldoune. His heart
throbbed with hope and dread as he preferred a request on
which all his future fate would h a n g ; but he had control
enough to speak carelessly, and hia Neapolitan accent was
so perfect that the monk never doubted his country. ' Let
me fish for you, and give me In recompense a night or two's
lodging; I shall be well paid.'
' You are poor, my son ?'
' Poor enough.'
' A n d a AA'anderer?'
' I have been a wanderer all my life.'
' I n truth ? You are a fine felloAA', and if you really want
the Church's alms—'
The Cistercian hesitated ; a monastery could scarce refuse
its charity, yet the orders of the superior Avere strict to
treat all strangers with circumspection, and, if possible, to
ftdmit none.
' See here, father,' said Erceldoune rapidly. ' I want nc
man's alms, lay or clerical; but If you like to strike a bargain, here Is one. You are not much of sportsmen, I
fancy; now I have all that lore by heart. I am a wild
larcarolo, but I knoAV none could beat me in river-craft or
in shooting. You have ospreys aud cormorants In these
sedges that eat half the fish in the lake; you have Avild swanfe
that Avould make you saA'oury messes to sicken you fof
ever of maize and of lentils ; you have shoals of small freshwater fish that I AvIU snare by thousands in my nets, and,
salted they Avill last you the whole winter through;—let
me work for you on the Avater, and give me in payment a
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lodging for myself and my dog. I will warrant you you
shall have the the beat of the bargain.'
H i s voice shook a little AvIth an eagerness he could not
repress.
The monk, a comely, good-humoured, elderly
man from the Umbrlan marshes, a poor brother who did
servile offices, and Avas at once porter and angler and hewer
of wood and drawer of water for the monastery, felt his
eyes glisten and his lips taste savoury things as he thought
of the wild SAvans in a pottage, and his own labours lightened by the stalwart arm and the fearless skill of thia
adventurer. H e looked a moment curiously In Ereeldoune's
face ; its frank, bold, proud features won his trust Instantly,
as they wou the trust of all who looked ou them ! he
glanced longingly at the fowl-filled sedges.
' W a i t a moment, my sou. I have no power to grant
your request myself, but I will go sjieak AvIth the almoner,
and see AA-hat we can do. If the Father Superior will listen to your wish, I shall be glad enough for one, for Holy
Mary knoAvs It is hard work and thankless to find food for
seventy hungry mouths and lean stomachs in these barren
lands. W a i t a second, and I AVIII be back,'
H e heaved up the water-buckets, and Avent his way with
bent shoulders and plodding steps. Erceldoune stood by
the lake-side, with his eyes fastened on the barred loophole
whence the eyes of the sovereign of his life had looked
doAvn on him. H e thought he saAV the gleam of her hair
in the shadow on high; he thought she gazed ou him,
though for both their sakes she dared not do so openly; he
felt his check change colour like a woman's ; he felt hia
limbs tremble aa Avith a Avoman's tremor;—all chance of
aid to her, of deliverance for her, rested on this one hazard
he had tried of obtaining entrance to the convent that Avas
her prison-house.
I t seemed to him an eternity Avhile the monk was absent;
anxiety made his eyes blind and his head swim aa he saw
the brother at last returning ;—if his request were denied!
if his disguise were penetrated ! The first words he heard
made him feel giddy with their joy.
' My son, be it as you will,' said the monk ; ' and I pray
you kill a SAvan quickly. The Father Superior is pleased
to grant your prayer, aud AA'O will lodge you and give you
food, if you will shoot and fish and labour in the marshes.
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aa you have said, till our buttery be stocked and our watcru
be Avell netted.'
Erceldoune bent his head, so that the rush of -vivid joy
that flushed his face should not betray him.
' I will labour for you, father, night and day if you will,'
he said briefly.
Would he not have laboured like a galley-slave through
summer drought and winter chills if, by hia labour, he
could have bought one smile from her or spared her a
moment's p a n g ! Then, without more words, he loaded,
fired, and brought down a Avild swan on the wing.
' Chee-e-e!' murmured the Cistercian, ruffling the snowy
plumage and thinking longingly of the savoury stoAV that
would vary their refectory fare that night, Avhile he stared
at the barcarolo as at a stranger from some unknown world.
' You are a wonderful shot, my friend. If you go on like
that, we shall have the best of the bargain, as you said, for
you will find but sorry lodgment with us. Can you sleep
on a shakedown of dry grass ?'
' I have slept ou bare earth and bare decks many a time
before now.'
' Truly ? Y e t you look of noble blood ?'
• Good blood is scant use if our fortunes be low.'
' A h ! You have fallen on evil days ?'
' A^'ery evil'
' And you were of proud stock once ?'
' Good father, I thought in the eyes of the Church all
men were equal.'
H e spoke curtly, to rid himself of the Cistercian s restless curiosity, and flinging his fishing-shirt open at the
breast, he set himself to fixing the stakes and the nets at
the head of the great pool. Every sort of wood and water
lore had been familiar to him from his earliest boyhood;
every secret of the loch and heather he had learnt from the
days of childhood. AVIth all the skill and strength that
were in him he v/ent to the toil of working for the monastery fare, of reaping such a harA-est from the marshes and the
sedges and the lakes as should make the brethren give him
lodging with favouring cordiality and Avithout questions.
H e worked like a,-slave. In the scorch of the Italian sky'
conscious of no fatigue, sensible of no p a i n ; he Avorked for
her, and on him her eyea might rest from her prIson-cham-
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her. I t gave him a Samson's force, an Indian's patience.
Wading knee-deep through the pools, be stretched his nets
across the head of the water, as he had knoAvn the poachers
to do many a night across the weir of Highland rivers.
Afraid of wasting such powder and shot as he had AvIth him,
he made a sling from a strip of hia sash, aud slew with
unerring aim the wild teal that fiocked among the osiers
till they AAcre fiung In scores on to the arid banks. H4
moAved down the reeds where the fish-destroying birds
were sheltered, so that they should haunt the monastery
waters no more, and bore the rushea in great sheaves to
laud. H e laboured without rest, and doing the work of
twenty men, In the full downpour of the vertical heat, and
all through the length of tho day, while his friend the
Umbrian brother sat luxuriously, Avith folded hands, staring at him like au owl lazily blinking in the sunlight.
H e laboured without ceasing, and Avith a hot joy at hia
heart. Afar, where the gray Avail toAvered, the eyes of
Idalia watched him, and with sunset he would have earned
the right to sleep under the roof that made her prison. I t
sufficed, with his high hope aud his high courage, to glA'e
him almost happiness. H e could not believe that love
like his would ever be powerless to defend and to release
her.
All through the long day he worked unweariedly among
the reedy Avaters, under the frowning shadoAV of the monastery-croAvned rocks. And from her cell she gazed on him;
on the bold heroic cast of the head, and the sun-Avarmed
brow from which the waves of hair Avere dashed; gazed
on him where, under the cypress shadoAvs, through the seal
rushes, through the sullen Avaters in the yellow glare, he
toiled, as peasants toil, for her—for her, though she had
bidden him forsake even her memory for ever; though she
had told him that suffering alone could be his portion
through her.
Out of the gloom and silence of her stone-locked cage
she gazed down on him at his labour through the long hot
hour of the southern summer day; and her eyes were
heavy AvIth a regretful languor, her lips parted with a sigh
of weariness.
'Too late !' she thought, ' too l a t e ! '
The sun sank doAvn, a globe of red flame in an angry skyi
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the day ft'as doue, and with it the day's travail. More bad
been gathered In it out of the Avastes around thaii the laggard tempers of the slothful brethren gathered in a month.
Erceldoune stooped eagerly, aud drank long draughta
of thin crimson wine out of a half gourd-rind that
the Umbrlan monk held to him, looking at him the while
with a curious, compassionate, Avondering, envying glance.
' You are tired, my son. Ah, what limbs! what strength!
Come within ; you shall sup AAuth us, and have such a
dormitory as Ave cau give you. Bring the great beast too,
if there be no danger iu hiin; certes, he is a glaut like
you.'
Erceldoune, as he lifted his head from the wine, felt hi&
face as flushed as the stormy sunset light that fell on i t ; a
wild senseless joy was on him; he should be within the
walls that held h e r ! H e laid his hand on the hound'a
collar, with a gesture to silence well enough understood by
the animal, and followed mutely the brother.
Jagged precipitous flights of steps, rough hewn in the
rock itself, led up to the monastery. The entrance-door
Avas a low-browed iron-studded arched barrier of oak, impregnable as granite. I t yielded slowly, unAvillIng, Avith &
grating jar as the monk pushed it open.
' Enter, my son.'
Erceldoune stooped, and passed through it Into the
vaulted stone passage-way within, dark as tAvilight; the
door swung weightily back to Its place, the great bolts
rolled Into their sockets; the dying day and the living
world AAcre alike shut out. Thus far one desire of his
heart had fulfilled itself: he shared her prison-house Aviti
Idalia.
' This way, my son,' said the Umbrian, as he turned down
a tortuous vaulted passage Avhicli led to the monks' dormitories—small stone cells one In another, Avith dried grasses
shaken down, as he had said, for pallets, and the moisture
dripping from the naked Avails. The Cistercians of this place
were very poor; and Giulio A'illaflor loved vicarious mortification, and Avas very stringent on his monks' asceticism
and devotion, visiting the slightest laxity with a fearful
rigour.
The poor brother, at whose girdle hung the huge keya
of the ecclesiastical fortress, motioned to one of the little
chambers.

'RIEN

QUE TOi:

^2J

'This i.A y'?"iir.-3, my son. I Avill como to you in half an
hour. AVe sup then In the ref.ictory.'
Erceldoune, left In solitude, closed his door and dre-v? itti
massive bolt; then, stripping off his clothes, dashed (he cold
water that stood in a pitcher over him, rearranged his fish.otdress as best he could, slung the pistols again In his sash,
dropped beside the dog on the hay, and let his head sink on
his hands. H o Avas beneath the same roof Avith h e r ; the
knoAvledge made his heart beat thickly, and his temples
throb. But IIOAV to save her ?
I t would be as dangerous to Avrench her from the jaws of
the Church as to rend an antelope from a panther's jaAvs and
talons. Y e t his teeth ground together under the SAveepIng
darkness of his beard, his hands felt for the butta of his beltpistola.
' I can die with her, at least,' he thought, ' aud send some
of her foes to damnation first.'
His love Avas too fervent and too true not to be pagan In
its longing and his vengeance.
The half hour soon passed as he sat lost in thought,
fcA'erish, tempestuous, conflicting. The Umbrian brother
came to him.
' Our supper Is ready, my brother; it is richer than common, thanks to your woodcraft and your angling.'
Erceldoune folloAved him, leaving the hound at guard.
A long arched stone corridor led to the refectory—a desolate dimly-lit hall of the same rough-heAvn stone, with a few
feeble oil-lamps flickering in the great sea of gloom. The
board Avas simply spread AvIth fried fish and a simmering
soup, in which the wild SAA'an aud some of the Avatcr-fowla
were stewed with lentils and capsicums. Some seventy
monks sat round It, breaking black bread, and scenting
longingly, though AvIth doAvncast eyes and Immutable lips,
the uuAA'Outed savour of the fare. As his ringing steps
sounded on the stone floor the recluses looked Avitli a dreary
dull wonder at this man with his superb mauhood, with his
luxuriant beard and his stalwart build, with his mountain
freedom of glance and of movement, AVIIO seemed to bring a
draught of AvIld, strong, fresh forest breeze into the darkness
»nd solitude of their prison.
H e made his reverence gravely to the white-haired elder
Ahom they pointed out as the Superior, then seated himself

$2d

IDALIA

at the loAver end of tlie board, and took the food proffered
him. Many eyes studied him luquisltively; but no questions
n^re asked; an unbroken silence prevailed as the meal went
on. The ordor was sternly ruled—sternly in especial when
any wayfarer or stranger Avas present; it had a great fame
for sanctity; and that odorous reputation went far to cover
.any whispers that might steal abroad of other and less holy
uses to AvhIch its highest director might turn it.
' Great heaven!' thought Erceldoune, as he glanced down
the long table at the close-shaven silent guests that surrounded it, while his hand went instinctively to the abundant falling masses of the silken hair that covered his chest,
' c a n living breathing men, men in their youth and their
strength, exist like that ?'
His thoughts sAvept over the mauy varying years of hia
OAVU life, so full of colour, of peril, of adventure, of change;
of A\andering iu divers lauds, of danger in deserts and on
seas, of pleasure in countless cities, of world-Avide range of
travel, of communion with every nation, of gay nights in
Avestern palaces, of wild rides through eastern heats. Aud
then men lived like this, Avhile all the earth Avas free to them!
H e spoke to none of them ; he bore them a fiery hate because they were her priestly jailers; and even so much
needful reticence as lay iu breaking the bread of these men
under a false semblance, Avhile the inteut to deliver their
captive was hidden In his heart, savoured too much of a taint
like treachery not to be bitter to him, imperative as it was
in her service, and just as It was In Its employ and errand.
To Erceldoune It Avere far easier to deal a straight SAvift
stroke, such as tbat with which men of his race h a i felled
Paynim foe or Southern invader, than to carry through anything that Involved a touch of Avhat looked to him like deception. His life had brought him Into many critical
moments when silence, acuteness, and caution had been as
compulsory as hot action and reckleas daring; and he had
never been found wanting In them. B u t the rush of a lion,
the SAvoop of an eagle, were more his Instinct and hia warfare ; and he chafed feverishly under this part that he played
for her sake in the Italian monastery.
The supper was brief. H e had hoped the monks ml"ht
be, as he had known many, laughter-loving riotous brethren,
gossina in their caps, and not averse to heavy libations, from

'RIEN

QUE TOi:

32^

S hom be might have gleaned some hint or knoAvledge of her.
They were n o t ; a cold, still, harsh asceticism brooded over
them; they Avere chiefly saturnine, worn, impassive men,
Avhose faces Avore chill and uureadable as mjisks of stone;
there was nothing to give a suspicion that anything save the
severest form of religious devotion and abstinence reigned
t h e r e ; nothing to hint that there was a prisoner within
their keeping. There was not one from whom he could
expect to extract any hope, except the ])oor porter and
AAater-carrler, on whose round jocund face not even the
silence and the hard labour of his life could impress either
spirituality or resignation.
The monks filed slowly out of the dark, narroAV, vaulted
hall; the Umbrian and one other remained to clear away the
remnants of the meal.
'AVIU you take this to your d o g ? ' said the priest, as he
heaped up the remnants. ' Y o u did Avell not to bring him
here; the Superior Avould not have loved so big a brute.'
' Thanks,' said Erceldoune, aa he took some broken food;
' and do you come to my cell, good father; I have something
more cheering in my flask than your water and goat's milk.'
The Umbrian's eyes glistened with delight, though a
shadow of grievous disappointment stole quickly over his
features.
' Another night, my son ; to-morrow night I shall be free,'
he whispered. ' This evening I must attend the offices. You
know your way back, and you can undress by moonlight,
AVe have no other light, save in the chapel.'
Erceldoune, wearily enough, nodded assent, and with a
brief word of thanks paced through the long passages to his
dormitory. H e could do no more; he must wait and watch,
and be content that he was near her. H e could not tell in
Avhat part of the building she was lodged; he must await
time to learn that, and learn the means to reach her. AVith
the morrow he might bribe or stupefy the Umbrian with
drink till he reached his confldence; for the present there
was nothing for it, without exciting suspicion, except to
remain in the sleeping-place allotted him, and labour afresh
for them with the dawn.
The little slit, unglazed and narrow as a hand's breadth,
through which the luminous silver moon poured down, waa
high above his head; he swung himself upward and looked
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out. Tlie waters and marshy plains, with the dark belt of
cypress afar off, slept calmly in the white and glistening
night; all was very still, only broken by the cry of a waterbird, the rush^ of an aziola, or the hoot of an owl. As he
gazed the outer bolt of the stone door of his cell was draAvn
sharply and swiftly. He dropped to his feet with an oath.
* Do not blaspheme, my son,' said the Umbrian's voice
through a chink. ' I t is only our custom with strangers.'
He was a prisoner for the whole length of the summer
night.
Well, the prison was hers; it was something to share it.
He undressed, laid his pistols ready loaded by his side,
drank thirstily of the cool water -with which the pitcher had
been refilled, and threw himself on the dry grasses, with his
arm flung round the hound's neck. They were comrades;
they were both here to save hfer.
He lay long gazing at the glimpse of starry sky that
gleamed above, while the chimes tolled slowly from the belltower of the Cistercian monastery, and the moonlight poured
doAvn on to his mighty limbs stretched there in rest, and" the
gladiator breadth of the vast uncovered chest; only to know
that he was beneath the same roof with her through the long
silent hours made his brain giddy, his heart on fire.
I t was very long before at length a fitful, restless, dreamy
sleep came to him.

CHAPTEE XXIV.
LION AND LEOPAED.
W I T H the first break of the daAvn, freed by his Umbrian
friend, he Avent back to his work on the waters. The cool
long hours were precious for labour ; and he desired so to
gratify and serve them that the brethren should be loth to
lose his services. He was thankful that he was given liberty
at all with the sunrise. When the bolt of his cell had beeu
drawn, a horror of dread had stolen on him that his errand
was suspected, and that he was trapped like a fox in »
keeper's gins.
The morning was balmy, clear, and beautiful; even the
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naked wastes aud smoking marshes looked brighter iu ita
light, and he went forth with the scythe, and the nets, and
ftc lines across his shoulder, and the hound following close
'01 his path. H e had strapped his gold about his waist, and
he brought the dog with him. The hound's eyes asked, AvIth
as much eloquence as humau lips ever framed, to be allowed
to seek out his mistress; but he was perfectly trained, and
he understood at a glance that the time for his search of her
had not yet come. As Erceldoune descended the steep incline of rock-steps, he glanced up at the lancet wIndoAv at
whicli yesterday he had seen the Avomaii Avho was the single
thought and idol of his life; she was not there. Though he
knew nothing of it, her prison-chamber had been changed for
one in which there Avas no casement—one to AvhIch light and
air only strayed through by a score of circular holes pierced
in the stone-work, high above the reach of her gaze—a chamber on which no eyes could look, from which no cries could
be heard. His heart sank at the dark vacancy which waa
alone seen through the bars, Avhence a few hours before her
eyes had dwelt on him, from AvhIch she had watched him all
through the length of the previous day. I t was bitter Avork
so to rein in his impulse that he did not rush blindly into the
den where she was hidden, and see what a sure shot and a
merciless blow could do to free her. H e choked the longiug
down as best he could; he knew there were scA'enty men
there who Avould swing the ponderous gates to on him, and
shut iu wdth him for ever every chance of rescue for her; he
knew that the only hope for her, or for himself, lay in the
course he now pursued ; and he went out to his toil. There
AA"as abundance both of sport and of labour In those Avild
marshes and ill-preserved pools to have occupied for months
one who brought to them the lore and the skill of Scottish
moorlands, and he returned to them AvIth unflagging pertinacity, moAving doAA'U the osiers, slinging the teal, and v,'idgeon, and mallards, reckless of season,, so long as they served
to flll the monks' buttery ; stretching the nets and thrashing
the sedges till the frightened fish swam iu by the score;
Working through hour on hour till the Umbrian brought him
bis mess of breakfast-soup, and some tough cakes of rye, aud
eat doAvn beside him under the stunted cypresses, gazing with
devouring delighted eyes at the stores of food laid upon the
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' Thanks, father; but that is a poor breakfast for either
of us. See here; I have done better than you,' said Ercel
doune, as he stooped over a fire he had lit with the touchwood, and broke the clay coA'ering off two succulent Avater.
birds and half-a-dozen dainty trout, that he had baked In t,
sportsman's fashion, practised mauy a time in Canadian
Avoods, and Kansas wilds, and Thuringian forests, and
Australian deserts. The eyes of the monk glittered with
glee; he dearly loved savoury food, and abstinence was a sore
trial to him.
' E a t of them as you will,' said Erceldoune, as he laid
them on the slab of rock that served as a table. ' They are
better than rye bread, at any rate ; and if you fear the brethren, not a soul can see you here. You seem very strict In
your order ?'
The Umbrian sighed, and shook his little broAvn bullet
bead, while he betook himself to the precious banquet in
silence.
' Yet you have a woman in your holy walls ?'
H e spoke abruptly ; It Avas fearful to' him to speak of her
and he could have better loved to force the ansAver out by a
sterner mode than Avords.
The Umbrian started, and flushed guiltily.
' N a y , my son, you make a strange error. By all the
saints of the calendar, nothing feminine ever—'
' Spare your perjuries, father. I saAv her yonder.'
H e motioned bis head backwards to the froAvning Avail
behind them ; his pulses beat like sledge-hammers as he
spoke.
The Umbrian hung his head, and hastily gobbled up a
liver wing.
' A delusion of the eye—a snare of the senses, my son.
May be your thoughts run too much upon women.'
Erceldoune swept the board bare of all the untasted fare.
' By my faith, you are a good comrade. I have brandy
that Avill make you dream yourself in paradise, and we Avoulii
have had a carouse with it to-night; but since you tell me
such lies, when my own eyes saAV her yonder, you shall have
no drop of the cognac as long as you live, and every flsh I
have heaped on these banks I will fling back In the lakes
again, aud leave you to fill your own buttery aa you best
may.'
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The Umbrian, terrified and aghast at what he had loat,
seized the ends of his companion's sash imploringly.
' O, my son, do not be so rash ! Set down the good food;
lo waste it Is a sin. You did see h e r ; you are right. But,
for pity's sake, never breathe It.'
' AVhat Is she, then ?' asked Erceldoune, as he gave back
the birds and trout, that had served him so Avell, into the
eager hands of the monk. ' And Avhy should you deny it,
except that priests ahvays deny any t r u t h ?'
' She Is a prisoner, and a rebel; and you should not blaspheme.'
' Whose prisoner ?*
' The king's, my son.'
' The king's ! H a s he no prisons of his OAvn, then, that
he must borroAv your convent ?'
The Umbrian hesitated ; he was sore afraid to answer the
question, but he Avas more immediately afraid that hia impetuous queationer should sweep his meal aAvaj' again.
' Monsignore Villaflor is Interested in her recovery to the
One Faith, my son,' he said, slowly and unwillingly.
' Giulio Villaflor!' The Avords leaped from his lips ere
he kncAv they were spoken; the blood rushed into his face,
his hands clenched; the name confirmed his worst horror,
his worst dread. H e kncAv the temper and the repute of
the mighty Italian ; he shivered Avhere be stood in the hot
Bun.
' W h a t do yon know of our holy father in God, my son?'
Erceldoune turned his eyes full on bim,
' W h a t do gou know ?'
The other flushed shamefacedly; he was an honest
peasant in his way, to whom the mask of sanctity was A-ery
irksome, and the great ecclesiastic, and the uses to which
the monastery was put, had alike cruelly gone against hia
simple instincts of a just life.
' You must not question me, my son ; I knoAV nothing—
nothing save to obey the little l a m ever told.'
' AVhat are you told of this captive, then ?'
' That she Is a sceptic and a revolutionist—a very evil
aud fatal woman.'
' And his Holiness of Villaflor, out of his divine loA'e,
wishes to reclaim her into the bosom of the Church!'
The words were hot and acrid as they were hurled through
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lis set teeth: it was all he could do to keep any chain o i
them.
The Umbrlan winced under their sting.
' Surely, my son. I t would be well that she should b«
reclaimed. But, of a truth—'
' W h a t ! can a priest speak truth ?'
' Hush, my s o n ! you must not be so bitter upon the
appointed of God. I was going to say'—the monk played
restlessly with the savoury bones he had been crunching,
and the colour burnt in his yellow cheek, as his voice sank
low, and hia eyes glanced around furtively—' whether it Avaa
sorcery given her by the EA'II One or no, I cannot tell; but
there was such a look In her eyes—ah, Madonna, she has a
fearful beauty ! that AA'IICU they bade me scourge her for
contumacy, the lash dropped from my hands ; I Avas as one
paralysed. I could not—I could not!'
With a cry as though the scourge came on him, cutting
Into the livid flesh, Erceldoune sprang to his feet; his hands
fell on the Cistercian's shoulders, swaying him to and fro.
' Scourged her ? scourged her ? O God ! they never
dared—'
' I dared not,' muttered the Umbrian, sorely In fear;
' they were bitter upon me, but they did not force it—then.
She will have the punishment to-morrow, if she have not
yielded—'
'Yielded to what?'
'Yielded to the persuasions of the Church, my son.'
Erceldoune flung him off with a force that made the
Umbrian's blood run cold.
'Yielded to the passions of Giulio Villaflor, you mean.
Yen hell-hounds ! you fiends !'
His voice choked in his t h r o a t ; tho muscles of his chest,
where the fishing-shirt was open, SAvelled convulsively ; he
felt blind with rage aud agony ; the monk watched him in
wonder,
' The sight of her beauty beyond those bars has stirred
you strangely, my son. Verily, she Is a sorceress, as they
say. You feel marvellously for a strange Avoman.'
Erceldoune shook in every limb with the effort to control
what, betrayed, must betray both her and him.
' That she is a woman, and you are brutes, is enouwh^
What man that bad not the heart of a cur could hear such
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infamy and keep his peace ? I t ia well the lash dropped
from your hands, or I would have shaken life out of 3 ou
where you stand!'
The Umbrlan gave a shudder.
' Truly you could do it, for you are a son of Anak I I
must leave you HOAV; I am due with the Almoner ; and as
for that little matter of the brandy, I AVIII come to your cell
after supper, if you be still in the mind.'
l i e made his way back AvIth speed, anxious to get out ot
reach of this unchained lion ; and Erceldoune stood alone
in the hot sun-scorch, Avith shivers of fire and of ice, turn
by turn, in his veins.
AVhatever could be done for her must be done swiftly, or
it would be too late.
Across the pitiless clearness of the transparent air there
Avas alone in the arid wastes about him the figure of a
pifferaro, a mere lad, singing a barcarolle, whose burden was
borne musically and wildly over the marshes as he toiled on
his way with his monkey on his shoulder. W i t h lightning
quickness, Erceldoune, keeping out of the sight of the monastery casements, waded through shallow pools and dashed
through thickets of osier till he reached the boy—a bright
eyed, hright-witted Savoyard, with a dirty tattered sheepskin foi clothing, and a little ape for a comrade, and a light
childish heart, that made him happier thau a king. Erceldoune glanced at him, and saAV intelligence and frankness
both in the arch brown ruddy face of the little bohemian ;
he stopped him as the boy was leaping from tuft to tuft of
the rank grass that studded the shaking quagmires, and
stretched his hand out AvIth a broad gold coin.
' Had you ever so much in your life ?'
The SaA'oyard opened Avide hia keen, dancing black eyes.
' Never! Of a truth, signor barcarolo, if that Is the fish
you angle out of these pools, your craft's a thriving one !'
' You shall get just such fish yourself, if you choose.
AVIII you go on an errand for me ? You shall have this coin
as you start, If you Avill, and ten like It when you come
back and show me the errand is done.'
The pifferaro stretched out his little tanned hand.
' Give it here,' he said laconically. ' The errand Is done.'
Erceldoune tossed him the gold.
•• The errand is this. Do you kuow Ferratiuo P'
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The boy nodded assent.
' Go thitlicr, t h e n ; quick as a lapwing, straight aa a crow
fliea. E u n as If you ran for your life. Take a paper I will
give you to the villa, and say it Is for hia Excellency the
B a r o n ; he will send word by you, yes or no. Bring the
word to me here, truly and instantly, and you shall have
ten of those pieces, I promise you. Can you do the distance ?
I t is far.'
The Savoyard laughed, his bright eyes all glittering with
eager zest.
' I have done farther for a dozen bajjocchi. You shal
have your ansAver as fast as a pigeon could bring it. Give
me the paper. I shall find you here ?'
' Yes; on these Avatera. AA^ait a second whUe I write,
and then be off like the Avind.'
As he spoke, he tore a leaf out of a pocket-book in which
his circular notes had been sent from the yacht, and wrote
with its pencil a few rapid lines. They were simply in
German:
' D E A H A S S E L M , — I am In pressing need. Send me at
nightfall tAvo of the fastest horses you have ; let some boy
ride them who cannot speak a word of Italian, and wait with
them, unseen, in tho cypress grove under the monastery of
Taverna—wait all night till he seea me. Do no more than
I ask, for God's sake ! I know I need not say, grant my
request; our alliance is too old and too sure. Forgive all
tbat sounds strange and vague In this, and send me simply
word, " Y e s " or " N o , " by the Savoyard.
' Yours ever,
' F U L K E EECELDOTJNE.'

M e n of hia temperament make firm and warm friendships among men.
The Hungarian noble to Avhom he
wrote, and Avho, as he had remembered, occupied a villa
some dozen miles from the wastes in AvhIch he stood, was a
generous, reckless mau of pleasure, who, he knew well,
would have done fiir greater things than this at his entreaiv,
and would have the sagacity to do as he asked, and no more.
Ernst von Ansel m and he had once passed through a mau
night together on the burning decks of a ship fn the
midst of the bro*d Pacific, when mutiny and drunlicnnesa
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in a Lascar crcAv had added their horrors to tho pandemonium ; and together, back to back, against a legion of
devils, and In the red-hot glare of leaping fiames, had sent
their bullets through the ringleaders' brains, and saved the
vessel alike from fire and from anarchy. From that hour
they had been friends, true and close and tried, In that
noble friendship of brethren AvhIch is worth all the love of
women.
The little pifferaro, flinging his ape over his shoulder,
where It gripped a sure hold, darted off over the dreary
plain, as he had promised, as fast as a pigeon could fly ;
that broad gold coin locked In his hand, and the promise
of ten more like it, lent him the speed of a desert pony.
' I shall go back a millionnaire to my people! ' thought tho
child Iu his glee. There Avas hardly so much money in tho
whole of the little hamlet that had given him birth, where
it nestled in a sleepy holloAV under the brown hills of
S.avoy.
Erceldoune looked after him a second—the careless child
was a frail little basket-boat to launch ou such stormy
Avaters Avelghted with the fate of two lives! Then he Avent
back to the Avork of the monastery, labouring all through
the noon-heat among the sedges and the still shallow yellow lagunes, Avorking as men only Avork Avhen in that
ardour of physical toil, that restless bodily exertion, they
give vent to the thoughts which, If they paused to muse
a moment, would unman and madden them. H e felt as If
the hours would never move ; the sun seemed to stand
still; the blazing radiance of the day had a sickening oppression—what might she not be bidden to suffer in it!
H e knew the temper of Giulio Villaflor, that leopard of
the velvet skin and of the unsparing fangs. H e shuddered
as he looked on the rugged silent pile that kept her chained
for such a tyrant. H e had never fancied that the Avorld
could hold such agony as those burning, endless. Intolerable
hours brought him, as he plunged doAvn eagerly into the
coolness of the waters to chill the torture in film, and laboured to kill thought under the burden of corporeal fatigue,
under the fever of ceaseless .activity.
The day grOAV on ; noon came and passed; the glow of
light lay clear and golden over the plain and the breadth
of the sheeted Avater; the hours were tolled monotonously
z
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from the csxmpamia, ever and agkin the drone of the monks'
voices rising in regular diapason, in chant or office, swelled
through the narrow apertures of their chapel casements,
and echoed with melancholy rise and fall over the silence.
W h e n he heard it, deadlier oaths than bis lips had ever
breathed were hurled over the slumbering pools at the
priestly formulas that sheltered a Nero's cruelties, a
Borgia's lusts. Once or twice a peasant or a muleteer
passed across the horizon line; otlierwise there waa nothing
to break the eternal sameness of the glittering sunhght,
the sear country, the cypress points cutting so sharply
against the intense blue of the sky. H e knew what men
had felt who bad lost their reason through a captivity that
made them dwell in one unending solitude—look on one
unchanging scene.
The deep radiance of colour that precedes the sunset was
just flushing earth and sky, as the shrill hoot of an owl's
note pierced his ear—a night-bird's cry in the sunshine.
H e guessed at once that it was a signal of the little pifferaro, and followed it. Under the reeds some half mile
or less from the monastery, the boy was crouched, panting
like a tired dog, but glowing with life and zest and eagerness as he lifted his hot brown face.
' I have done it! ' he cried, with all a child's exultation.
' Here is your answer—written. Stay here, lest the croAvs
yonder should spy on us. Let priests smell gold, and it's
all up with him who owns it.'
Erceldoune took the paper and read it, lying there under
the shelter of the sedges. I t Avas in G e r m a n ; the Baron
Mas from home, but an old lackey, who had chanced to be
the flrst to greet the Savoyard, seeing an open scroll and
pressed by the boy's urgency, had read it, had hesitated at
first what to do in his master's absence, but knoAving hoAV
well Anselm loved the writer, had known he should run
no risk by compliance, and might by refusal risk much dis.
pleasure. H e Avrote now in reply, AvIth sagacity and fore,
sight, promising tbat the horses should be in waiting at
nightfall with a lad to hold them, and that as they would
be something worn by the transit, another pair should be
•jn readiness at the gates of Ferratiuo in case Ereeldoune's
errand should bear him near, which in all likelihood it
tnight) since all things must pass by there ta reach the read
%9 the Shsrsi
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His hand shook with joy aa he read, and scattered the
old man s tremulously-Avritteu characters In fragments lest
thev should tell tales. So far the means for flight wera
secured, could her freedom be compassed. H e had not
much gold about him, but he gaA'O double the fee to the
little pifteraro, while the cliild stared iu amaze at the
twenty shining yelloAV pieces. H e caught them greedily,
vet Aviien he had them he was half stupefied with the enor-'
m i t y o f h i s possessions.
' The pastor, and the bailiff, and the innkeeper never had
more than that all put together! ' he murmured, his
thoughts drifting to the village of his birth, with its little
steeple hidden under chestnut-leaves, and Its mlld-eye6
herbs browsing on the green breadths betAveen the rocks.
' That is no barcarolo; and, Avhatever the mischief is, I will
be bound there is a woman in it,' considered the shrewd
little lad as he went on his way, the gold safe in the bosom
of his sheepskin shirt.
AVith the dead mallards and teal flung over his shoulder,
and with a great osier-basket of fish filled to overfiowlng,
Erceldoune passed, uusummoned, from the lake side up the
rock, and to the monastery gates. H e thought they might
make question of letting him enter for a second night's
lodging, and without entrance all hope of her rescue was
ended. The Umbrian, however, who through the grating
saw the abundance brought in for the larder, admitted him
Instantly, with many praises of his Industry and adorations
of his skill.
' You have a heavy door there ? ' said Erceldoune, turning
to glance at the ponderous mass of iron-clamped oak that
swung slowly behind him.
' Ah—heavy indeed!' sighed the Cistercian, as he stooped
to draw the huge bolts, Avhich were only draAvn stiffly and
Avith effort in their sockets. ' I t Is heavy enough, but it is
these are the misery.'
' These ? I will soon make them run smoother. I have
something of a smith's skill. Fetch me a file and a little
od.'
The Umbriau fetched them gladly, marvelling what manner of man this was who kncAv every craft under the sun.
A little while, and the rusted iron rau noiselessly and
emoothly in their massive channels ; the monk's lament had
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given him an opportunity more precious than any other
could have been in that moment, and in easing the run of
the bolts for the gatekeeper's Indolence, he paved tho Avay
to a facile exit by night from the monastery, if by any
means he could also obtain the great key that swung from
the Umbrian's girdle.
' You have a wonderful science, my son,' said the Cistercian, Avith musing amaze. ' You can do all things that you
turn your hand to. It s e e m s ! '
I have lived in many countries and with many men.'
'You must have been more than a mere barcarolo, my son?'
' I told you I have been a " Avanderer " from my birth,'
said Erceldoune, with a smile at the play on the Celtic
meaning of his nationality. ' The career is a bad one for
gold, but It is the best in the Avorld, I fancy, for learning
self-help and other men's virtues.'
' But you must learn much vice, too, my son ? '
Erceldoune shrugged his shoulders.
' W h a t of that ? Vice Is a good teacher too, In its way,
and one must take the warp AvIth the Avoof'
' But, you know, one cannot touch pitch, my son, and
keep undefiled.'
Erceldoune laughed a little.
' Good father, where is the man that did ever keep so ?
Aud as for that, the pitch AVIU not stay long unless the
surface be ready for It. But, for heaven's sake, chatter no
more ; I love speech httle at auy time, and UOAA-—I am
famished.'
' Truly you have earned your supper; and—as for that
little matter of brandy ? I have not tasted a drop since I
Avas In Naples, seven seasons ago 1'
' All right. I have the best cognac in a flask here; if
sou Avill come to my cell after supper, yen shall be heartily
welcome to a draught of it.'
The monk's eyes sparkled with glee; he nodded a hasty
assent, and, relieving his guest of the flsh and the birds,
took him for the second time to the refectory. The same
silence, the same rigour, the same fare prevailed; the same
double line of lean, immutable, saturnine, emaciated faces
were in the dim light of the stone hall; the same swift
upward glance was cast on him as he entered; the same
abstracted severity of repose yvas observed throughout the
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meal. l i e had no AVISII to break i t ; only for her sake
could he SO far restrain the hatred in him tOAvard the men
Avho were ber torturers and her captor's tools, as to share
their bread, justly as he had earned it, and to sit in such
semblance of amity Avith them as lay In this compulsory
companionship. Some among them noted that there Avas a
dark shadoAV on the strange barcarolo's face that had not
been there so deeply on the previous day, aud the monk
nearest him heard a heavy oath muttered under the waves
of his beard when the blessing before the refection was
chanted; it was a curse on those Avho covered the lusts of
a velvet-voiced priest AvIth the savour of sanctity, with the
odour of rituals. Often, moreover, his passionate eyea
flashed over the countenances around him, seeking to read
by instinct Avhich among them was the brute who had dared
bid the lash be raised against h e r ; had he known, scarce
every memory of the prudence and the abstinence needful
for her sake would have availed to chain back his arm from
a blow that would have felled the oflender level with the
flags of the stone floor.
The meal ended, a fresh torture waited him : the Superior
summoned him to the head of the table, and held a long
converse with him, the rambling verbosity of old age combined, in the incessant vagaries of his interrogation, Avitb
the subtle veiled promptings of curiosity and cunning.
There was that in the bearing and the glance of the
stranger they harboured which made the priests uneasily
suspect that this was too bold a lion for their episcopal lord
to welcome, were he aAvare of the shelter they gave. Er<
celdoune saw the suspicion, and saw that he must allay it, oE
all hope of sufficient freedom for the purpose he held would
be for ever denied him. W i t h an effort AvhIch cost him
far more than any physical toil or bodily strain could ever
have done, he forced himself into the part it was imperative
to play. Lie he would not, not even for her ; and reserve,
he saAV, would conflrm all the doubts rising In the breasta
of his jailers and auditors ; he cast himself Into a bolder
venture. ' These men," he reckoned, Avith a swift glaucb
over them, ' must be of tAvo classes only—those who have
forsaken the world, and those who havo never known i t ; to
hear of it will enchain equally those for Avhoin it is a lost
land, and those to whom it is an unknown one.' On that
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rapid inference he acted. I n answer to tlie Superior'o
questions he told his life frankly; changing in it littlo,
save that they deemed his travel had been the travel of a
restless bohemian—a man poor enough to have beeu glad
at times to serve before the mast.
Though he was averse to many words usually, he could
speak with a vivid and impressive eloquence when the fire
of it was struck alight In him. H e forced himself to speak
so here. H e answered, aa one who -jvould tell his adventures, -without pressure or concealment; and after the
brevity of his previous curt replies, the monks heard the
picturesque flow of his swiftltaliauAvith the same amaze -with
which they regarded the stature, the strength, the sinewy
limbs, the sweeping beard, and the careless royalty of bearing of this athlete, who came among them aa though to
show them all that hia manhood, which they had crucified
and buried in their own Uvea aa an unholy and accursed
thing, might be and might enjoy. Hia past had been full
of ever-changing scenes and experiences; hair-breadth
escapes, desperate dangers, wild adventure, and keen perils
had been continually his portion in the distant and intricate missions on which he was sent. A struggle of life
and death in the heart of Persia had been followed by
dreamy barbaric luxury and magnificence in the midst of
Mexican palaces; a death-ride through Eussian SUOAVstorms, with the baying pack of starving wolves on hia
track through the whole of a bitter icy night, had been
succeeded by months of gaiety in the capitals of Europe ;
a shipwreck in the midst of the Indian Ocean, with a
Malay crew ripe for murder, and an open boat living for
days ou tempestuous seas in the glare of a tropic sun,
AvIth men around him dying like dogs for water, had been
effaced almost as soon as endured by the brilliant fiery
pleasures of a volunteer service with the French cavalry
in a campaign against the Arabs, or a desert quest for
desert game over the wild Libyan tracks in the sultry
glories of autumn days and nights, by a season's sojourn
In some friend's summer-palace among the roses of Damascus, or in the ruby glow of the Nile suns; painting, shooting, swimming, boating; finding ever and everywhere the
happiness of fearless, fetterless, vivid sense of life, oftentimes nomadic and glad iu the mere gladness of strength
in the desert chief's mere liberty, with
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'the rich dates yellow'd over -with gold-dust divine.
And the locust's flesh steeped in the pitcher, the full draught of ^ D O .
And the sleep in the dried river channel, where bidrushes tell
That the •water was Avont to go warbling so softly and well.'

The memories even of a single year supplied him with a
thousand sources from which to draw pictures of varied
scenes, whose recital entranced imperceptibly and unconsciously first one and then another of his auditors, till the
whole circle of the monks stood around, as men in the East
will stand around the narrator who tells of far countriea and
of strange fortunes, while the narghile vapours out, and the
coffee steams fragrantly in the open divan, and the grave
Mussulmans stroke their beards in silent wonder.
I t entranced them, these recitals of worlds uuknoAvn and
joys as of dangers undreamed of. W h e n he paused, the
F a t h e r Superior pressed him eagerly for more; those hold,
terse,picturesque words that drcAV them sketches of different
lands and unimagined pleasures with the same rich vigoroua
sweep aa that •with which his hand would paint tropic foliage
and mountain outhne, the stretch of seas and the burning
warmth of sun-tanned prairie, held the priestly circle spellbound. Those who had knoAvn no existence save that of the
cloister from their youth up, heard with an entranced stupefied amaze, as children hear tales of genii; those who had
come to the cloister only when every hope of life had been
bruised and wrung, and killed, heard with a terrible pained
look of hunger ou their faces, as exiles hear a strain of melody
which brlnga them back the songs of the land they have lost
for ever. Both alike hung on the swift flow of the descriptive words, only more warmly coloured by the Neapolitan
idiom he still employed, as on some tale of paradise ; the
worn sallow cheeks flushed, the deadened lustreleaa eyea
flashed, the dropped, veiled glance was lifted eagerly, the thin
and silent lips were parted with rapid breaths, and once a
sigh broke from a monk still in the years of youth—a sigh
EO bitter, so intense in its anguish of vain lament, that a
whole broken wasted life seemed spent in it.
Never again would they be aa they had been ere this
vanderer had come amid t h e m ; through him they saw aU
that they had lost for CAcr.
H e had conquered them. W h e n they parted, and he
R-ent on his way to hia cell, there waa not a doubt of Mm

344

HJALIA.

lingering in any heart, there was not a man who had one
thought loft Aviih him save of that glory of manhood, that
splendour of liberty, that beauty of unknown worlds which
they had voluntarily surrendered and buried from themselves till the death of the grave should release them from
the death of the monastery.
'Come,' he Avhispered, aa he passed the Umbrian, ' a n d
if you can bring lemons, sugar, and spices Avith you, you
shall dream yourself iu paradise to-night.'
' Hush, my dear son ; do not be so profane ; ' murmured
the other, while his eyes danced In expectant ecstacy. ' I
will come, and bring the things. If I can, from the buttery.
Your tales Avere beautiful, but I thought the Superior Avould
never have let you go ! '
' Great heaven ! to save my OAvn life I would not stoop
to dupe and bribe these brutes as I do for hera ! ' thought
Erceldoune, where he leaned on the stone ledge of his ccllwindoAV awaiting the monk. I t Avas very bitter to him, this
truce Avith her enemies, this false play AvIth these ecclesiastics. The soldier-like frankness and the proud honesty of
his nature rebelled irrepressibly at the dissimulation he was
driven to match them Avith thus. To lead a charge through
the heat of battle, as he had done in Mexico and Algeria
more thau once, AVIICU the chiers had been shot down, or to
Imperil his life against all odds In a deadly contest Avith overpowering numbers, as had chanced to him in Persian defiles
and Argentine revolutions, Avas far more suited to his temper and his instincts than the part that, for her sake, fell
to him in these cloisters of Taverna. Yet played out the
part must be, or she would be beyond rescue, beyond

hope.
Jt Avas r o t long before the Umbrlan made his stealthy
entrance, with the treasures of the buttery hidden under
his frock.
Erceldoune in silence took the things from him. His own
flask Avas large and full of brandy, strong as fire and mellow
as oil; he emptied out half the water of his pitcher, tossed
the whole of the cognac in Instead, and AvIth tho spices,
lemons, and sugar, made a fragrant and intoxicating drink.
The Umbrian, squatted on the drygrasses of the bed, Avatched
its preparation Avith thirsty devouring eyes.
' H e will be dead drunk before this is half empty,'
thought Erceldoune.
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' There, tell me if that is not better than sour wines and
rancid goat's milk ? ' he asked, aa he poured some Into the
little drinking horn the monk had brought. I t Avaa sAvalloAved in an ecstasy; the Umbriau had no need to dream of
jiaradise; he Avas in it the moment the strong odorous
drai;!:'ht touched his lips. As fast aa he stretched the horn
out, so fast hia host filled I t ; the pitcher held more than a
quart, and Erceldoune scarcely drank himself, though he
made a feint of so doing ; he did not yet knoAv IIOAV much or
how little would be needed to steep the Italian in the slumberous intoxication he required to produce. As he had
imagined, the flrst few draughts rose straight to the brain
of the recluse, who, well as he loved it, had not tasted
any alcohol for years; the luscious, fiery, highly-spiced
liquid quickly fiushed his face, and AAhirled his thoughts,
and loosened hia always loquacious tongue ; he sat with the
jovial content of a Sancho Panza, laughing, chattering,
heeding very little what replies he had, and very rapidly
forgetting all things except the tender of his horn for its
replenishing. Erceldoune sought first to make him garrulous, so that he might glean intelligence from his drunken
verbiage. The Umbrian's idle tergiversation of speech
soon Avandered off to the captlA'e of their clerical bondage
—w.andered to such ardent maudlin ecstasies on the subject
of her beauty, that his hearer suffered tortures as he listened
perforce to the profanation.
Erceldoune fiung himself
down on the flag floor, resting on his elboAV, in such enforced stillness .ns he could command, while the rambling
fervour of the gluttonous Brother desecrated her name and
cat.'dogued her charms ; happily the drinker was too giddy
with his potations to notice the shudder that every noAV
and then at his hottest e[)itheta of descriptive admiration
shook his listener's limbs, or the flash that darted OAcr him
from his hearer's eagle eyes when he betrayed, in his unconscious loquacity, the purpose of her imprisonment in the
Cistercian sanctuary.
I t needed uo questions to elicit all he knew; the brandy
fumes rising over his brain undid all caution It had ever
been taught, and sjjread out its shreds of knoAvledge aa a
pedlar spreads hia Avarea. Erceldoune heard enough to
convulse him AvIth horror as he Avas stretched there on the
naked stone, with the lustre of the Italian night flndinc
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its Avay dimly through the aperture above ;—enough to know
that he must rescue her to-night, or never.
' And I will tell you more,' hiccoughed the monk, laughing loAv and cunningly, too blind with drink to have much
knowledge loft of whom he spoke to or of where ho Avas.
' Monsignore comes to-night—he ofteu visits ua, you knoAV ;
we are his special children, and it has a fair odour for so
great a mau to leave the world for such holy rigorous retirement !'
' To-night!'
Erceldoune sprang to his feet as a lion springs from ita
lair ; the priest's villanous chuckle rang like a rattlesnake
in his ear; in his cups the Umbrian was but an animal—a
very low one to boot—and the better Instincts AvhIch had
moved him Avhen the lash had dropped from his hand were
droAA"ned and dead.
' Ay, to-night !•' laughed the monk, while his head hung
on one side, and his eyes closed with the fatuous cunning
of Intoxication ; ' he comes for the last time—do you mark
me ?—for the last time !'
The oath that shook the stone walls thrilled even through
the mists of drink aud the imbecility of his dulled brain, as
It Avas hurled from his hearer's lips ; an agony was in It such
as mere grief never spoke yet. The Umbrlan, sobered by It
for the moment, shuddered and strove to rise, looking about
him Avitli blind terrified eyes.
' AVhat haA'e I said? W h a t have I done ? ' he muttered
piteously. ' Ah, J e s u ! Monsignore—Monsignore!'
And AvIth that last dread name on his lips he fell back
stupefied, rocking himself to aud fro, and sobbing like a
child.
Erceldoune neither saAV nor heard him; he stood like a
statue, his hands clenched, his face dyed crimson, the black
veins swollen on his forehead and his thro.at, hia breath
caught in savage stifled gasps, his bared chest heaving like
the flanks of a snared anlmah
' To-night!—to-night!'
The words rattled In his chest with a curse that would have
chilled even the bold blood of his mighty riA'al.
The Umbrian sat motionless, staring at him with distended senseless eyes ; he was filled with a great terror, but
the terror was vague, and his mind seemed to sAvim in va-
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pour. Erceldoune cast one glance at him, and by sheer
Instinct forced the vessel, still half filled with the liquid, into
his hands.
' D r i n k ! ' he said fiercely; ' drink, and be a beast at
once.'
The monk, with whom there was but one sense left, that
of desire for the alcohol that destroyedhim, seized It thirstily,
aud drank—drank—drank—till the fiery streamflowed doAvn
his throat like Avater. Erceldoune watched him with eager
aching eyes ; every moment seemed an eternity, every
thought maddened him till he felt like a desert brute ; he
could not stir till this priest lay senseless before him.
H e paced the narroAV limits of his cell like a caged Hon,
hia face dark as night, his heart panting till its throbs
sounded through the stillness, his breast heaving till the
loose light folds of the fishing-shirt felt like a case of iron,
hia gaze never leaving the obese wavering figure of the stupefied Italian, Avho followed his movement Avith a dizzy
blinded sight that grew dimmer and dimmer AvIth every
moment that the brandy rose over his brain like Avavea
that washed all lingering sense away.
At last the pitcher dropped with a crash from hands that
lost all poAver; a vacuous laugh sounded a moment in the
Umbrian's throat; his eyes stared senselessly at the slender
silver cimeter of the young moon that shone through the slit
of the casement, then their lids closed, his head fell back,
he lay like a log of wood on the pallet—unconscious, sightless, dead drunk.
Erceldoune stooped over him, and forced his eylids up ;
by the look of the eyeballs beneath he saAvthat this was no
feint, but the deep-drugged sleep of Intoxication that Avould
be unbroken for a score of hours, whose stupor made the
m.an it had enchained pOAverless as a stone, brainless as a
hog, deaf to all sound, insensible of all existence ; he wanted
no more.
W i t h his knife he slashed noiselessly the band of the
great keys that sAvung at the monk's girdle, and fastened
them on his OAVU, SO muffled that they would make no
sound as he moved. H e looked at his pistols, and put them
back in his sash ready sprung ; they AA'cre double-barrelled
revoUera, that carried sure death in their tubes. Then he
laid hia hand on the hounda collar, led him without, closed
the door, and drcAV Its bolts, locking In the Umbrlan.
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The domitory was quite dark; not even the moon's rays
strayed into Its narrow black aisle of stone, with the double
line of cells flanking its length ; a single footfall overheard,
a single echo sounding doAvn the silence, and the sleeping
monks would pour out of their lairs upon him. AVhIle Avaiting, he had bound his feet with withes of hay, so that they
fell noiselessly on the paA'emeut; and the hound stole softly
on, as he had been bred to steal on a roebuck's slot or a
brigand's track. The first thing Erceldoune sought Avas to
make the road free to leave the building ; he found hia Avay,
that he had carefully noted as he came, back to the great
entrance. The AA-hole place Avas still; there was not a sound ;
he passed uninterruptedly to the vaulted gate-passage.
Here a single oil-lamp burned, its light duly shed on the
broad IOAV oak door, with its iron cramps and fastenings,
H e drew back the bolts gently, and turned the keys In the
two ponderous locks ; the door would open now at a touch.
H e motioned to the hound to wait and guard it ; the dog
understood the trust, and couched motionless as though
cast in bronze: a truer or a bolder sentinel could not bo
placed there, and it was not for the first time that the brave
sagacious Servian monarch had been trusted in a crisis of
life or death. Then rapidly, and with the light sAvift
tread of a deer, Erceldoune retraced his steps; he had but
the shadowy rambling information of the monk to guide
him to where Idalia Avas, but he knew, by that, that sheAvaa
in the westward wing of the monastery, aud he made his Avay
there through the thick darkness about him, and down the
stone passages Aviuding one in another. I t was all so still;
he thought the story of the drunken Italian must have beeu
a drink inspired-dream.
And yet—men Avho came for shame would come In silence
and In secret; his hand was on his pistols as he went, hia
limbs shook aa he traversed the interminable gloom ; a hot
joy, a terrible torture, were on him ; he went to aave her
—and he might be too late.
H e had found his way into what, as far as he could judge,
was the western part, close on the chapel which the Umbrian
bad spoken of aa the place of her fresh lodgment. Here,
also, the darkness Avas unbroken ; he could not pierce it to
Bee a yard in advance; he felt the rough cold stone of the
wall against his b a u d ; he felt by the greater chillness of the
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Jiir that no ray of daylight ever penetrated"; he paused a
moment, tempted at all risk of discovery to return and fetch
the dog to track her. A t that instant his eyes caught a
faint narroAV thread of light, pale and close to the floor—
the light, doubtless, of a chamber within glimmering above
the door sill; he made his way toAvard It, careless what hand
might be stretched out to arrest his course; before he
reached it, the sweet imperial tones of a voice that thrilled
him like au electric touch rang through the solitude.
' Back!—or your life or mine enda. I t matters little
which!'
The voice was clear as a bell and rich aa music, but It
vibrated Avith a meaning that struck like steel to the heart
of the man who loved her;—it told him all.
AVith the force of a giant he thrcAV himself against the
door, guided to it by the light that gleamed beneath against
the stones. Passion lent him herculean strength ; the bar
Avithin was draAvn, but the weight of his pressure suddenly
flunc on the panels sent both bolts and sockets back,
wrenched from their fastenings, AvhIle the Avood Avas shivered
beneath the crash, and a dusky yelloAV light flared in his
eyes from the cell Avithin.
Across the broken half of the door, still jammed by its
staples to the floor, he saw Idalia ; such light as there waa
ou her where she stood close pressed to the bare stone
Avail, au agony upon her face, but an agony that had in it
loathing and scorn unutterable, and had even noAv no touch
of fear; the rich-hued draperies of her mask-dress Avere
torn, as though she had just wrenched herself free from
some polluting grasp; her hair was loosened, and agalust
the fairness of her bosom she held clenched the slender
blade of the Venetian stiletto, its point turned inward
against her heart. Above her stood the magnificence of
her great tyrant's lofty form.
As the bolts broke ai.d the splintered beechwood flcAv iu
fragments, Giulio Villaflor swept round, his forehead red,
his eyes alight AvIth a Borgia's fury of baffled and licentious
love—an amazed rage on him at the stranger who dared
stand bfctAveen him and his captive, between him and hia
will. AVith one glance, in which his gaze met hers—with
a liou's spring, Erceldoune Avas on the mighty prelate, hia
hand at the other's throat, as a forest hound's fangs fasten
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in a wolfs ; the shock of the sudden collision dragged the
Italian back staggering and breathless ; ere he heard or
saw his antagonist, the sinewy arms crushed him, and the
reckless violence tore him away. Then that sheer bloodinstinct woke in Villaflor Avhich Avakes with the first sense
of conflict In all men not coAvarda from their birth ; he
closed with his unknown foe, whose gripe was at his throat,
holding him powerless.
Not a word was breathed, yet both knew—strangers
though they Avere—that they met thus but for her sake.
I t was the Avork of an Instant, yet to the Neapolitan it
seemed long as half a life, that struggle in whicli the lightning swoop of his unseen enemy SAvept him from his prey,
and bore down on him with the might of vengeance. In the
silence of the night Avhich he had thought had veiled his
tyranny aud his crime from all eyes. No living man had
ever crossed the will or the passions of the great prelate
until now that he was seized as llona seize In the deathgrapple.
They were almost perfectly matched ; equal in strength
as In stature, though In one a life of adventure and hardihood had braced all that In the other a life of effeminate
indulgence had enervated.
Giulio Villaflor beneath his
sacerdotal robes had a Avarrior's frame and a warrior's soul;
many a time, hearing of battle-fields and soldier's perils, he
had longed to gird a sword on his loins and go doAvn in the
van to the slaughter ; and aa the gripe of Ereeldoune's
hand fastened on hia throat, and the gleam of his enemy's
eyes flashed suddenly into his, the desert rage, the desert
courage, roused in the silken soft-footed panther of tho
Church. I n the lamp-lit cell, ucider the black-vaulted roof,
in the hush of the midnight-silenced monastery, they
Avrestled together in that wild-beast conflict, Avhich makes
the men who are maddened by It savage and blood-thirsty
as the beasts whose ferocity they share.
Such feeble flickering light aa there was In the dungeon
shone on the majestic figure of the priest, clothed in the
dark floating robes of the Church, and the athletic form of
his foe, in the Avhite loose linen dress of the Capriote
Bailors, as breast to breast, face to face, with their lofty
fimbs twined like gladiators, and their hands at each other's
throats, they Hwayed, and reeled^ and rocked to and fro in
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that deadly embrace. I t was the work of scarce twenty
seconds ; yet In It they rent and tore at each other as lion
and leopard_ may do in tho yeiloAv dust of a tropic daAvn,
when long famine has made both ravenous for blood, anci
each beast kuoAvs that ho must conquer and kill, or feel the
fangs plough down into heart and flanks, and his own life
pour out for ever. The prelate, who, ere now, had never
even known a hand too roughly brush his sacred person,
sought only to fling off the grasp that strangled, and the
arms that crushed him ; his foe, rife with revenge and
burning with a rival's hate against the spoiler Avho would
have left him nothing of hia love save a vain unendin"
agony, could have torn his heart out where they wrestled
in as deadly a combat as ever was that Avith which retiarlus
nnd secutor reddened the white sand of Augustan amphitheatres.
A moment, and the hardier strength, the leonine force
of Erceldoune, so often tested in victory under the red
foliage of Canadian forests and the scorching suns of
African skies, conquered ; he crushed the priest in his
sinewy arms till the chest-bones bent, and the breath was
stifled, as In the gripe of the Arctic bear; then, with
one last effort, he SAVung the Italian off, and raising hhn by
the Avaist, flung him with all his might downward on to the
stone floor, the limbs falling Avitli a dull, crushing, breaking
sound as they Avere dashed against the granite.
ThroAvn so that his head smote the flags Avitha shock like
iron meeting Iron, Villaflor fell Insensible, the force with
AA'hlch he Avas tossed outward stunning hia senses, and
throwing him a bruised, motionless, huddled mass In the
gloom of the dusky cell. The proud aud princely ecclesiastic lay poAverless, silenced, broken, helpless, like a dead
cur, in the heart of the monastery Avliere his Avord was law,
and his AVIU absolute as any sovereign's.
His foe stood above him, his foot on the prostrate throat,
that swelled and grcAV purple Avitli the suffocated breath, the
stifled blood. H e had lost all memory save the sheer
animal impulse to slaughter and avenge; and his heel
ground doAAU on to the Neapolitan's neck, treading out life
till the rich lips of the Eoman gasped In unconscious torture, and the olive tint of hia bold smooth broAv grew black
fts the fidi veina thvol>bed and started beneath the filmy..
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One pressure more, and the last pulse of existence would
have been crushed out where he lay, Avith his teeth clenched
and his senseless eyes staring upAvard—the touch that could
lead him where It Avould, as a child, fell lightly on her
avenger's arm. Idalia's voice thrilled him with its sweet
brief words :
' W a i t ! You are too brave for that. H e Is fallen ; let
him lie.'
H e r gaze dwelt on him, full, humid, eloquent, speaking
her gratitude far more deeply than by Avords. Breathless,
victorious, Aviththe Avar-lust In his eyes, aud his heart panting under the bruised muscles and the aching sinews of the
chest to which his enemy had been strained in ao deadly
an embrace, Erceldoune turned and looked at the Avoman
for Avhose sake lie had fought, as a hound, called off from
the throat of the thief he has pulled doAvn, looks at the
master he obeys, even AvhIle he longs to serve him, aud
revenge him, with the death-gripe.
H e took his heel off the neck of Giulio A^^illaflor.
' As you Avill.'
His voice shook over the simple words ; his face flushed
hotly to the very temples as, for the first time, he met her
gaze; his eyes searched hers, thirstily Avistful, Avildly eager.
' Come, for the love of God ! You trust me ? '
' As I never trusted any '
She stretched out to him, as she spoke, her fettered handa
that, even chained, had found strength In them to hold the
slender blade that would have sheathed itself in her heart or
her tyrant's. There was that In the action Avhich, even iu
such a moment, made him feel faint and blind AvIth ho))c.
I t repaid him all—would have repaid him his death-stroke,
had he laid dying at her feet.
For all ansAver ho crushed the steel links that hung, holding her Avrlsts poAverlesa, In the grasp AvhIch had stilled
Giulio Villaflor, and bent and Avrenched and tAvisted them
with the same force as that by which he had once torn off
an Indian boar from its writhing human p r e y ; the chain
broke aud fell asunder.
His eyes, as they looked up to hers, spoke a meaning to
which her OAVU heart ansAvered as flame leaps to the touch
of a torch.
' W e will haA'e one freedom—the freedom of death, if not
of fife!'
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She knew all that the whisper m e a n t ; know that he
might be poAverless to give her the liberty of existence, but
that he Avould give her the liberty of the grave—and share
it.
As the links of her fetters broke, a rush, an alarm, a
tumult, Avcre borne down the silence from the distant corridors ; the monks had aAvakened, and found either their
stranger guest absent or their bolted gates unloosed. Those
doors once freshly closed, those sleepers once aroused from
their countless cells, and every avenue of escape Avould bo
sealed, every chance of flight ended for ever.
AVithout a pause for breath, Avithout a glance at the
fallen form of the great churchman, Avithout sense or
memory of the aching sinews and the bruised nerA'CS that
throbbed in heavy pain across h\r own breast, where the
streugth of his foe had dealt hit.; blows that had rained
down like an iron hammer on an Iron plate, he drew his
pistol Avith one hand, Avhile Avith tho other he held her close
against him.
' We AvIU beat them y e t ! ' he said in his teeth, that Avere
clenched like the strong fangs of a mastiff; there waa the
glow of fiery paaslon on his face, and his heart, as his arm
touched her, beat as it had never beaten even in the closelocked stru2;a;le AvIth the man who had sought to deal her
dishonour. H e Avas a soldier at the core; all a soldier's
daring, alia soldier's Avar-fire, rose In him, asAvith him alone
lay her defence, her liberty, her life.
AVith the SAviftnesa of a moorland deer he plunged out
into the gloom of the passage beyond, and dashed doAvn
the Avindings of the narroAV vaulted ways. The darkness
Avas like the depth of midnight, and the first false step
might fling them like broken birds upon the stone of the
wall that towered on either side, or down the sheer descent
of the granite stairs that ever and again at intervals led
into the unknoAvn horrors of the underground crypt aud
vaults. Yet, as he bore her onward through the rayless
treacherous blackness, a sweet fierce joy Avas ou him ; for
her pleasures, and her riches, and her brilliance, half the
world might be her comrades and her candidates, but he
alone shared her danger, I u her prosperity so mauy had
been round her ; in her extremity he had no rival.
The rush of feet, the clamour of voices, the tremulous
2A
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utterance of vague alarm pierced shrilly and incessantly
from the farther end of the building the dead silence of tho
night. From the broken cries which reached him, he could
tell that the priests knew nothing aa yet of the fall of their
great leader, but had been awakened by the noise of the
far-off conflict, and had discovered his absence and tho
Umbrian's drunken sleep. B u t one chauce remained—the
single chance of reaching the entrance-hall before they
searched there for him.
' Can you flre ? ' he whispered, as he bore her onward and
outward to Avhere the feeble lamp-light gleamed yellow and
faint in the passages he had traversed.
I n answer, her hand glided over the barrel of his Aveapon,
and closed on the butt firmly.
' M y life has hung on my own shot before now.'
There was no tremor In her own tones as she replied to
him; there was only the calm valour that thrilled him as a
clarion thrills the soldier Avho hears its silvery melody command him to face death and to deal It.
' Promise me one thing ? ' she murmured.
There was light enough now, gray and dusky as it was,
for him to see her eyes as they looked up to his, the gold
gleam of her hair against his breast, the glisten of the steel
blade against her bosom.
' All things.'
' Then, if we are outnumbered, keep the last shot for me,
and taJce sure aim.'
A mortal anguish quivered through h i m ; he knoAV It
might Avell prove that this boon, and this only, would be all
ihat he could do to rescue or obey her.
' T h e last but o n e , ' h e ansAA'cred. ' T h e last shall bring
me to you.'
The words were brief, and had the noble simplicity of his
own nature in them, blent AvIth a high devotion that held
her honour dearer yet than all her beauty,and Avould obey her
will even unto this last thing of death. H e had loved her
ere now as dogs love, as slaves love, as men love, whose pasBlons can make them madmen, dotards, fools; but AvIth that
hour he loved her more grandly, more deeply, with a passion
that sank into her heart, and stirred it as the storm winds
stir the sea ; that, for the first time In all the yearg in whicli
this insanity had been roused by her and lavished on be^j
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moved her to reverence what she ruled, to feel the strength,
the depth, the force of this life that she, and she alone,
could break as a child breaks reeds. She Avaa silent; she let
nersclf be borne by him through the twilight; she, too, felt
a lulling sweetness, a subtle charm, in that breathless passage through the gloom, Avhoseonly goal might be the grave.
She, too, felt something of that dreamy sorcery Avhich lies
iu the one word—' together.'
Neariug them came the clamour of the shrill Italian
voices; behind them, from the cell M'here Giulio Villafior
was stretched senseless, the shouts of those Avho found their
lord lie dying as they deemed rang the alarm through the
Avhole monastery, till the stones echoed Avith the outcry.
From the stillnesa of slumber and the drowsy monotone of
prayer, the whole silence teemed AvIth noise and t u m u l t ;
the Avhole building was alive with men, who started from
their first stupor of sleep in vague terror and senseless
excitation, while above all thundered the roll of the hound'a
bay, attacked at his post and giving challenge to his menacera.
' If he can guard the gates, you are free !'
The cry broke from Erceldoune with the agony of a prayer
as he pressed on into the great hall, where the single SAving
ing entrance-lamp burned dully through night and day.
Hope almost died In him as he saw the crowd of monks that
filled I t ; while before the unbarred door the dog couched
like a lion ready to spring, with his mane erect, and his
eyeballs red with fire, and his mighty teeth gleaming white
under his black-bearded muzzle, holding them so at bay that
none dared be the first to pass him and swing to afresh the
unloosed bolts and chains. They forgot the hound as thej
saw the prisoner of their Church, aud rushed on to her with
a shrill yell. There Avere men among them who had flung
the priestly robes over lives of foul crimes and unsuccessful
villainies ; and men who had hated her for that mere feminine
forbidden loveliness that here, In their stone-locked den,
they never looked o n ; and men who would have killed her,
Avere it only that such service might find them fair favour
in the eyes of the great dignitary Avho held their fates in
the hollow of hia hand. These turned from the dog, and
thrcAV themselves headlong towards Erceldoune as he camo
nut ofthr riarlviipf.s of tbo c r r l d o r into the entrance square,
lc!^'-f";f':d nud hfcrd: *iil-> tho fti-f-.b ^f tbo doot* filHsig itfj
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H e paused, and levelled his pistol full in the eyes of the
foremost.
' Let me pass, or you are dead m e n ! '
The flash of the steel tube iu their sight, the pressure of
its cold circle on the forehead of the nearest, staggered them
a moment: they recoiled slightly one on another. They
had measured the height and the girth of this stranger's
limbs as they had sat with him at their meal, and they
dreaded the tempest of his wrath. He, holding her to him
still AvIth oue arm, and covering the foremost with his aim,
thrust himself agalust the mass of the monks—half-clothed
as they started from their first heavy slumbers—and strove
to pierce his way through them to the gates. A voice from
behind cut the silence like a bullet's hiss.
' Cowards ! bolt the doors and trap them ; Ave can pinion
them then at our leisure! '
The speaker, as his figure towered in the shadoAv, Avas a
gaunt Abruzzlau giant, fierce-eyed, hollow-cheeked, eawer
and lustful for slaughter. I n a long dead time he had been
a chief among ferocious soldiery, who had brued hia hands
deep in blood ; and the old savage instincts fiared alight, aud
the old brute greeds breathed free again, as for once, after
long captivity, they broke the bondage of the priesthood.
H e took the leadership among the herd of half-awakened
and bcAvIldered monks, as the long-stifled impulses of Avar
and murder rose In him, and glared Avolf-like from his eyes,
reddened AvIth a liglit that Avas Avell-nigh Insanity.
The
Abruzzlau lived ouce more in a thousand dead days of battle,
of rapine, and of cruelty, as he strode doAvuAvard into tho
hall, heaving aloft a great iron bar Avitli which he had armed
himself, iu default of other Aveapon.
Erceldoune, as he turned his head, and saAV the lamplight
glow ou the lean ravenous face, knew that here lay hlsAvorst
foe; the rest might be drlA-en like a flock of sheep If once
terror fairly mastered t h e m ; but in this man he read the
bloodthlrst of the tiger, the fiercer and the more ruthless
for its long repression. With the keen glance of a soldier,
the Avarrlor-monk sprang forward to secure the doorAvay ;
ouce netted, he knew that the prisoners could be dealt Avith
at pleasure. The Aveight of the Iron bar was lifted, to be
fl-urled on to the hound's head, where Sulla was planted at
his guard, and—no more to be moved in fear or in wra/^^h
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than tho sentinel, AA'ho perishes at his post for sake of honour
Bnd obedience—might be slain so Avith ease, though not
passed or approached except at cost of life. The Iron swung
above the Abruzzian's head, sAvayIng lightly as a fiall, to
descend Avith another instant on to the dog's bold brow.
Aa it Avas raised, his arm fell paralysed : Ereeldoune's first
shot broke the bone above the Avrist. Maddened with the
pain, the monk shifted the bar to his left hand, and, forgetful of tlio hound, rushed on to his antagonist, head downAvard, with the blind infuriated onslaught of a Avouuded boar.
Erceldoune, AvatchIng him Avith quick unerring surety, Avas
ready for the shock, and, sparing his fire,—for he knew not
how much more yet ho might need it,—caught him Avith a
blow on the temple, as he rushed on, which sent him staggerIn;: down like a felled ox. As he dropped, his brethren,
catching that contagion of conflict Avhich fcAv men, priests or
lavmen, can resist Avhen once launched into it, threAV
themselves forward to revenge his fall, rough-armed Avith
the hatchets, the clubs, the pickaxes, used in out-door toil,
whicli hung or leaned against tho AA'ail.
Brigands of Calabria, tigers of the Decean, would not
have been wilder iu their rage than these sons of peace,
whose passions were for the first time looaened from control,
and took in one brief hour payment for all that had been
silenced, and Iced, and fettered under the weight of the
Church's rule. The sight of a woman's loveliness lashed
like a scourge the bitter, longing, futile envy roused beforehand in them by the stranger Avho had broken their bread,
and showed them all that they had lost In losing for ever
their freedom of AAnll and act. Tho eyes of Idalia, aa they
flashed OA'cr them, stung to fever heat the vain regret, the
hate of their OAVU bonds, the acrid jealouay of all liberty lost
to them aud still SAveet in others' lives, Avhich had woke in
them with the first ring of their guest's firm footfall and
fearless tone». W h a t was at riot In them Avaa not a jailer's
rage or a hireling's terror of chastisement; it Avas their
own heart-sickness, their OAVU years of passionate pain, their
own rebellion, aud their OAVU despair Avhich made them
savage as murderers.
For the only time in all his life a deadly fear came on
Erceldoune—fear for hor. H e glanced down once on her,
and her eye^ gave him bajk a smile, proud, serene, resolute,
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sweet beyond all tenderness; a smile that said, as though
her lips spoke it, ' Eemember !' I t nerved him afresh, as
though the courage of Arthur, the power of Samson, poured
by it into his veins aud limbs. H e had sworn to glA-e her
the freedom of death, if that of life were beyond hia reach ;
the memory of his promise made him mad Avith that desperate
strength Avhereby men in their agony reach that which, told
or heard In the coolness of calm reason, seems a dream of
impossibilities, wild as those of the deeds of the Eed Cross.
' Fire AvIth m e ! ' he said in hia teeth. * Our HA'CS hang
on i t ! '
She heard, and raised her weapon steadily as the priesta
rushed at them, AvhIle the great gaunt body of the Abruzzlau
lay like a mass of timber at their feet. The tAvo shots echoed
together, aimed at the mass of stretching hands, of braAvny
arms, of gleamiug hatchets, of lifted clubs, that was within
a hand's breadth of them In the twilight of the lamp-lit hall.
The mass wavered, quivered, staggered back; in that one
breathless pause Erceldoune, with his arms round her so
that she Avas held close against his breast, dashed forward Avith
a rush, as a lion will dash through the cordon of hunters
Avho have fenced him in for the slaughter, hurling them back
and front, left and right, by the impetus that bore him
through them aa SAvIftly, aa reslstlessly, as a scythe clears
ita Avay through the grasses.
One monk, more rapid than the rest, sweiwed aside from
that terrific charge, Avliich carried all before it like the sweep
of cavalry, and threw himself against the door to swing the
oak close ere the fugitives could reach it.
' Seize him !' shouted Erceldoune.
The hound had waited, panting and agonised, for the
command ; he sprang on the monk's breast, and threw him
prostrate, his fangs clenched Iu the mau's throat almost ere
the Avords that loosed him from his guard Avere fairl)' uttered.
The fair, still, lustrous night gleamed soft and starlit through
tho narrow space of the opened portals ; the world and all
its liberty lay beyond. BIOAVS Avere rained on him, jells
hooted in his ear, hands clutched his clothes, his limbs, his
fiash, to wrench him back; au axe hurled at him struck him,
burying its blade au inch deep In his shoulder; a herd oi
devils shrieked, cursed, wrestled, and pursued behind him.
H e heeded nothing, felt nothing, heard nothing; he only
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guarded her from the Aveapons that were flung In his rear,
so that none should touch her save such as struck first at
him, and bore her like the wind through the half-opened
door out Into the night-air and doAA'u the flight of rock-hewn
stairs ; the hound coursing before him doAvn the slope of
the black, rugged, precipitous steps, slippery AvIth moss, and
Avorn uneven by the treading steps of mauy centuries.
One step unsure, and they Avould be hurled head doAVuward
on to the stones beloAv. There waa no moonlight on the
depth of intense shadow that shelved straight into fathomless darkness; behind, the rush of the priesta followed, aud
the clamour of their shouts shook the night silence ; yet on
he Avent, fearless, reckless, impervious to pain, and feeling
drunk AvIth the SAveet freedom of the fresh night wind, with
the beating of her heart upon his OAVU. T O have held her
thus one instant, he Avould have given his life up the next.
Of that doAvnward passage he had no knoAAdedge, no
memory in after-time; he foUoAved it as men in a nightmare
foUoAV some hideous path that ends in chaos. H e touched
the earth at last, clearing the three last granite rungs of
the rock ladder Avith a leap that landed him in the moonlighted breadth of turf that stretched beneath. H e rushed
across it at the speed of a AvIld deer, making straight for the
cypress knot where he had bidden the horses be Avaiting.
A monk held him close iu chase—so close, that the priest
reached the ground well-nigh Avith him. H e did not see or
dream his danger; Sulla did, and, Avitli one mighty bound,
Avas on the Italian's naked chest, rending and tearing aud
crushing him, as he had dealt with wolf and Avitli bear in hia
own woods. The monk fell Avell-nigh senseless, and the dog
tore onward through the moonlight Avith a loud bay of joy,
of challenge, and of freedom.
They were alone; the pursuit could not reach them for
seconds at least—seconds precious In that extremity as years.
The clamour aud tumult of the monastery pealed from the
height above; but fcAV of the brethren Avould dare to risk
the peril of descent in the blackness of midnight, the few
that would must be some moments yet before they could
bo on him. I n the shadoAV of the cypresses stood the horses,
held by a German lad, and eased by rest till they were fresh
is though they had not left their stalls.
Without Avords, she thrcAv herself iu the saddle ; she had
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ridden stirrupless ere then across the broAvn, dark desolation
of the Campagna, in an autuinn night, Avitli the Papal troops
out against her. I n all her sovereignty, he had never seen
her beautiful as she was now in the Avhite flood of starlight
that fell through the cypress-boughs. Idalia was of that
nature to which danger is as strong wine. H e r face was
pale to the lips, but resolute as any soldier's on the eve of
victory; her hair shaken doAvn rested in great masses that
gleamed golden iu the flickering light, her right hand stili
held the pistol as though it were some love-gage that she
treasured close, and the fairness of her face Avas set calm as
death, resolute as steel, even Avhile her eyes burned, and
glowed, and dilated with the ardent fire of Avar, and with a
look SAveeter thau that Avhich SAvept over him like a sorcery.
' Off!' she said low and eagerly. ' Every second is life ! '
AVhIle she spoke he was in the saddle; the horses, young
and AAlld, broke aAvay at a touch in a stretching gallop, with
the brave hound coursing beside them mad with the joy of
his liberty. The hoofs were noiseless on the moss that waa
damp and yielding by the moisture from the swamps, and
tho belt of the cypress screened their flight from the
monastery; the monks would search for hours till their
torches flared out In every nook and cleft of the rocks
around, ere ever they would dream that that midnight ride
had borne aAvay their prisoner.
Out of the cypress grove and beyond the beetling Avail of
the crags the moonlight lay in a broad Avbite sheet, clear
and soft aa dawn, across the open country ; mirrored In the
surface of the still lagoons, and scarcely broken by a tree or
hut. Afar the still green fields of rye and maize Avcrc scarce
stirred by a breath, and the tAvisted boughs of the olives,
with their gray silver foliage, were veiled Avitli a soft mist,
the steam of the marshes and the plains. Through tho
sweet, luminous half light, while the water-threaded earth
trembled beneath them, and the rank grasses were crushed
i.nder their fieet hoofs, they rode as those alone ride behind
M hom pursues Death, and before whom lies Freedom.
Through the shalloAV pools, Avith the Avater splashed to
their girths, and circling aAvay in eddying rings as they broke
its slumbering quiet; through the vaporous haze that huuf
over the black expanse of the morass and the plain till they
seemed to hunt down the AA'hite wraiths of ita smoke that
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curled and uncurled before t h e m ; through the tall, reedy
grasses that broke as they crushed them, and sent a fresh,
dreamy odour out on the air as they bowed their broad ril>
bons and their feathery clusters ; through the deep, intense
silence, till the Avater-hen flew with a scream from her rest,
and the dov,-ny owl brushed by Avitli a startled rush, and
the landrail AA'oke with his shrill cry from his sleep in the
midst of the millet-stalks; through the balmy southern
night they rode as those can only I'idc behind AAhom yawn
a prison and a grave, before Avhom smile the Avorld and all
ita liberty.

CHAPTEE XXV.
' STOOP DOWN AND SEEM TO KISS ME ERE I DIE.*
A L L through the night they rode on, till the slender arc
of the young moon Avas sinking toAvard the Avest, and all
the countless stars Avere shining larger and clearer toAvard
the dawn, buiming through the blue-black darkness of the
sky, veiled ever and again by SAVcepIng trails of mist.
Under the gray dim colossal arches of the Ferratiuo gates
fresh horses waited ; the tired beasts Avere chang(;d In haste
and Avithout question, and the young nuAvorn ones raced on
through the gloom as fleetly as Avild horses sweep over prairie
plains. Behind them hunted Death ; AvIth the morning light
the Avhole land Avould be as one host risen against them, aa
one snare s])read to trap them ; the bloodhounds of a Church
Avere on their track, and the hate of a king and a priest ran
them doAvn ; yet scarce a touch of fear, scarce a breath of the
chillness of terror were on t h e m ; they had drunk deep of
the rich hot wine of danger, and one at least was blind Avith
the blindness of passion.
The Avorld was still about t h e m ; all things slept. Tlie
earth Avas hushed and AvIthout sound, as though tho deep
tranquillity of death had fallen everyAvhcre. Only through
the calmness came the low sigh of the air through tho
grasses, and the liquid murmur of unseen Avaters foaming
down from height to height, or stealing under the broad
leafage of arum-shadowed channels. Nothing aAvakened
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around them, save the downy-winged aziola, or the changeful
bands of the flreflles gleaming like gold among the gray
plumes of olives, or aboA'e the tender green seas of ripening
millet. The sumnier was still young, and the night was
divine, as the nights of the south alone a r e ; the barren
plains and the vaporous pools Avere passed Avitli the swiftness of a dream, and beyond the olive belts and the outer
woods of cypress lay the richness and riot of Italy, all
shadowed and softened, and steeped in tlie moonbeams.
Vineyards Avhere the budding grapes were thrusting their
first life through the leaves; great chestnut woods, Avher*
no ray pierced the massive fans of foliage, and the ground
was white as though from SUOAV with the heavy fall of the
dropped fioAvers; fields Avhere melon and gourd, and the
fantastic shapes of the wild fig-tree coiled one in another,
fragrant as gods' nectar, when the hoofs trod out the fruit
and bruised the amber skins, and broke through the filmy,
silvery Avebs of Aveaving Insects, all glittering Avith the doAv;
black, silent groves, noiseless and cavernous, with the
hollow moan of earth-imprisoned torrents, and lofty aisles of
cedars shutting in the broken lA-y-covered ruins of the deserted altars of dead gods ; va,st piles of rocks, and dim, soft
stretching plains and hills covered with ancient strongholds
mouldering to dust, and SAveet nestling dells where sheeted
water mirrored In the starlight the slender stems of seapines and the marble shafts of classic temples. Through
them they rode, never draAvIng rein, with the hound coursing beside them, through the changeful light of the calm
late hours, guiding their fiight by the stars, and holding evei'
straight for the sea. AVith sunrise the soldiers of the king,
the mercenaries of Church and of State, would be out over
the land; the night alone Avaa liberty. Liberty, for tho
breath of the AvInd ou their brows, for the splash of riverspray on their lips, for the AvIld joy of fearless speed, for th6
fragrance of trampled floAvers, for the limitless glory of sight
free to range over the Avidth of the earth, for the nameless
rapture of living Avhen every sense and pulse of life Is hot aa
with wine, yet la lulled aa with sleep, and holds the pain of
the world Avell endured for the sake of one hour of joy.
Liberty, in Avhose sweetness lies all the ecstacy of life, and
in Avhose loss lies all its anguish.
Through th.c shalloAV foam of half-dry water-coursea,
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through the long sear grasses where the cattle couched
through the odorous thickets of wild myrtle, through t h e
Avithes of osiers Avhere the bittern, wakened, rose Avith his
sullen booming cry, they rode on toAvards the sea. Down
the perilous slopes of ravines, where the loosened shingles
shook iu slioAvers into yawning depths ; down naked breadths
of stone where uo mosses broke the polished incline, and one
uncertain step Avas d e a t h ; across bridges high in air,
spanning the AvhIte smoke of boiling torrents, while tho
timbers shook aud bent beneath them ; under mighty aisles
of oak and cypress, where no path led save such aa the rush
of their gallop forced between the breaking boughs, they
held their way by the light of the planets, through the
tAvilight haze that deepened to blackest gloom where the
Avoods closed above, aud lightened to silvery lustre where
the plains stretched out unbroken. All memory of danger,
all sense of danger had fallen frcun them ; on her the
dreamy night silence and the passionate SAveetnesa of
freedom rested; Avith him there Avas no thought remaining
save that he alone held his place by her bridle-rein, that he
alone had delivered her out of her bondage.
I n the vast calm around them, all waa at rest save then
own hearts, save their OAVU flight that held on for the same
goal; all human life except their OAVU seemed banished from
the Avorld, and the slumber-hushed earth left only to them ;
through ravine and woodland, through vineyard and valley,
under the overhanging broAV of lonely clifl's, and across the
swaying bridge of giddy heights they rode together; and
Avhile the flickering light flashed down through partedleaves
upon her beauty, and ever and again as he SAvept on beside
her he met the gleam of her eyes through the shadows, he
who loved her felt drunk Avith his joy. W h a t cared he
though he should fall dead at her feet when that midnight
ride should have reached its end ? H e should have passed
to his grave with her.
AVnere the jagged Iron had been hurled against him, the
rent nerves throbbed, and the linen was stained with blood ;
where his rival had strained him in that deadly embrace, the
breadth of his chest was bruised as though weightily struck
by a mace, and compressed as though tight-bound In banda
of steel; but he felt none of its pain, lie kneAV none of its
suffering: he only knew that she rodo besido bim, that
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through him she was saved, that once his arms had held her,
that still in all the width of the world there was none Avith
her in her extremity save himaslf—whose love she had for.
bidden, yet whose love, she had seen, outlasted all, and only
asked of her place with her in her danger—a place near her
in her death.
N o words passed between them ; the breathless passage
of their flight left no space for speech, and the soft hush
of the darkened world was too solemn to be broken. There
was no sound, except the throbbing of the hoofs' beat scouring fast aa the wind the seaward Avay to the shore. They
had broken away from the beaten track, lest any should see
aud mark their course, and had borne straight across the
country westward to where the bay lay—breaking through
the blossomed vines, the sheets of maize, the nets outspread
for birds in southern mode, the deep-groAvn screens of
myrtles fencing villa jands, aud the wild growth of rocky
channels, where hidden streams ran beloAV earth, and made
the vegetation riot rank and thick, Avhere the snake found
its lair, and the mosquito SAvarmed in hundreds, and the hot
heaA'y vapour uprose like clouds of steam. Now and then
her eyes turned on him In the darkness of cypress shadoAvs,
or Avhere some yawning river-bed, yelloAV and reed-choked,
and unfathomed in the gloom, was crossed Avith a measureless leap, their horses close abreast. F o r all else, except the
echo of the ringing hoofs trampling through ripening corn,
or sounding loud on rocky pathways, there Avas utter silence
between them as they sAvept ouAvard to the sea, as SAviftly
and as surely, by unreasoned instinct, as hunted deer make
for it, Avhen hcfore them lie the wavea^ and behind them
the liouuds bold chase.
The night was fast waning, the stars growing larger, till
the whole skies seemed ou fire with their brilliance; the
hours were passing sAvIftly—the hours AA'hlch alone were
safety. Here and there, fror:i lonely marshes, the bittern't
booming call sounded, desolate and mournful; or, as the
trodden millet-stalks muffled the noise of their gallop, the
cry of the cicada could be heard from under the maize. The
Avorld went by them vague as a dream, mist-like as a cloud ;
ruined temples, shadowy landscapes, waters glistening white,
monastic piles darkly looming down from rocky heights,
Buiien depths malarious, impenetrable, death-laden; divine
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beauty gleaming vine-crowned under southern moonbeamsall j)a-'sed by them like the fleeting changeful phantoms ol
a feverish sleep. They rode on and on, without thought,
Avithout refuge, AvIth one impulse only—to leave league ou
league between them and the abhorrent dens of the Church ;
the burning breath of the past agony Avaa on them, driving
them forward as the curling prairie flames drive the lives
they course after ; and the riot of liberty was In them both,
Avith every breath of wind that tossed the foliage from their
path, with every current of air that drove sweet, and Avild,
and Avarm against their faces, as they dashed down by the
pole star's guide straight to the sea, yet uorthAvard first, era
they bent round to the shore, since Naples, where she lay
amid her loveliness, Avas the tiger's lair of priest and king—
AAas death and worse thau death.
The horses coursed like greyhounds; their feet scarcely
touched the earth ; the shalloAV brooks, the parched soil, the
reddening osiers were scattered as they Avent; neck and
neck, their heads stretched like racers, their flanks heaving,
their bits foam-covered, they held on at that mad pace,
without pause, without stint, UOAV forced through screens of
netted boughs, Avhile the great chestnut fans blinded their
eyes, and the branches snapped with a crash, and the vipers
idid from under their feet—UOAV scouring SAvamps where the
earth ([uaked beneath them, and the heron's wings, startling, brushed them, aa the brooding birds rose with a rush—
noAv keeping footing, as best they could, doAvn narroAV ledges
of slippery rock, where the mosses glided aud the stone
crumbled under the crush of their thundering gallop. Mile
ou mile, league on league, Avere covered Avith that breathless racing speed, that reckless course on giddy heights, that
headlong plunge th.rough taAvny waters; when any risk,
darker than the rest, Avas In their Avay, his hand closed on
her bridle-rein, so that the peril Avhich might menace her
should by no chauce SAverve by from him ; and In these moments her eyes met his, and dAvelt on him with a look that
made him blind with the sickness of hope. She Avas his In
these hours at leaat—his In her need. In her solitude, In
ber jeopardy. In her flight; his now, for thia one night, so
far aa bonds of mutual danger could so render her, so far aa
his arm alone to shield her, his heart alone to beat for her,
his s;trength alone to stand betweeu her aud he?; foes, could
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lend him right to hold her s o ; his, while the net and the
withes were about her, aud the sleuth-hounds were tracking
her down, even though—if she ever again reached her
freedom and her sovereignty once mor^ --she should forget
that he once had served her thus, and bid him go and see
her face no more. H e loved her Avith an exceeding love;
not less would he have brought her from her misery, or less
have laid down his life to save hers, though he had knoAvn
that dying thus he should never have seen even one look
that thanked him.
Passion waa stronger than pain, and gave him unconsciousness of it, as it had given him the theAvs and the sinews
of giants in the contest whereby he had freed her; though
the monk's bloAva had been rained on him like a smith's
blows on his anvil, and his breast had been bruised, and
dinted, and sAvollen by the grip of his priestly foe when
they had strained and stifled each other like wrestlers in
the deathfling, he had no feeling of suffering, no feeling of
exhaustion. The reckless glow of triumph was on him ; the
fragrance of the sultry night seemed to steep his senses in
voluptuous delight ; the fierceness of contest and slaughter
were still hot in his veins, and the lulling charm of a dream
fell upon him AA bile the world lay sleeping in silence and
darkness, and to his hand alone was delivered the defence
of Idalia's liberty. H e would have reeled out of his saddle
before he would have been conscious that illness was on
him; to have force still to ride on thus, he would have
pressed into his side a dagger that had dealt him his deathwound, though he had known that, to purchase life so
for au hour, Avas to lose life for ever when the hour should
be passed.
At cA'ery leap their huntera rose to, the wound that tho
iron had slashed quivered aud opened as though the rusted
axe afresh Avas hurled at I t ; at every convulsive bound with
which the beasts cleared some riven chasm of stone or some
high aloe fence that lifted its sharp foliage right in their
course, the weight on his chest caught his breath, and the
bruised muscles ached to bursting; ofteu the stars grew
giddy above him, aud the lucciole glittering among the leaves
looked a confused heap of sparkling fire, till he could scarco
tell which Avaa earth ben.en.th and which wa~ rky abote Ivim i
fften faintnes"? cruuG erer 'via from the loss of th§ }Atw^.
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that had soaked his fishing shirt through, aud the weight of
the bloAvs dealt upon him which at the time of contest he
had felt no more than he felt noAv the gentle rain of the
jyringa fiowers as they were showered from the boughs they
Droke asunder. Yet he had barely any knowledge of thia;
he flung it off him, and was strong as lie rode—strong to
watch every danger that threatened her in their passage—
strong to lead their flight AvIth a mountaineer's keenness of
vision, a desert-hunter's Instinct of guidance—strong to let
her see no paleness on his face save the pallor of moonllglit,
no look In his eyes save tho love that had dared all things
for her, and would do so unflinchingly on to the eud, Avhatsoever that eud might still be. A wild senseless, flery Intoxication of joy Avas upon him ; he knew no pain, he kneAv
no Aveakness—he fled with her alone through the SAveet
southern night. Come what future there Avould, no fate
could wash this out, no fate could steal this from him ;—
that once his arm had thrust dishonour and death back from
her, that once his heart alone had been her shield against
her foes.
The first gray gleam of dawn was breaking where the
morning star hung in the deep mystical blue of night, wheu
their horses, panting, AVorn, steaming, covered Avith foam, and
staggering In their gallop, tore doAvn through forest glades of
oak and bark into the heart of woods where once the altars
of Dionysius had arisen, and the print upon the thyme where
the wild goat had wandered had been kissed by shepherds'
lips as sacred ground touched by the hallowing hoof of Pan.
The wood stretched up a hillside's slope dark even by day,
so thickly Avoven were the old gnarled boughs, so heavy was
the foliage even In summer drought, from the hidden streams
that ran beneath Its soil, sun sheltered and making cool
liquid music through the gloom, rising none knew whence,
fiowing none knew whither, but telling to all Avho chose to
hear of the dead days Avhen their song had mingled with the
vine-feast chants to Bacchus, and had borne their cadence
in companionship with the thoughts of Virgil or of Martial.
No heat could reach, no season parch, those subterranean
Avatersthat here and there broke up to sight, rushing broAA'n
and bright under the moon, but soon were lost again in tha
recesses of the earth, and only traced by the rich herbago
?'io,t f.|rew*r'hcre'yei' they weundj or-^-wbcn the stilbi.f^riri ^rf}fi
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hushed into a silence intense as Alpine solitudes—by tbe
murmuring holloAv ripple that told Aviiere they threaded their
Avay through secret channels to the sea. Here the sun-raya
could not touch to burn the grasses black ; here the tAA'Isted
leafage Avas fresh and dew-laden, as though a northern coolness fanned them ; here the silvery arum uncurled above tho
screened channels of the brooks; here the AvhIte hellebore
thrust its delicate head through mosses green and curling,
as though they grcAV under English elm-Avoods.
And here In the deep lonellnesa, sunk over their hocks in
the Avater-fed reeds and grasses, the worn-out horses
slackened speed, and strained to reach a freshet that brimmed
and bubbled under an aisle of oaks; aud as the headlong
gallop paused, and the swift rush of the air ceased as they
entered those dim aisles, that had the tAvilight gloom and
calm of some mighty temple to forgotten gods, a sudden
blindness veiled all things—even her face—from his sight,
Erceldoune SAvayed heavily forward on his saddle, the
faintness of mortal pain vanquished him at last.
AVIth sheer instinct he thrcAV himself from his stirrups
and staggered toAvard her ; all Avas dark and sickly to hia
senses, and the iron bands seemed to crush tighter and
harder round his chest, straining out the very life ; but his
thought was still for her, and he smiled In her eyes, though
he could no longer see, but only felt that they Avere on
him.
' Have no fear;—it Is nothing !'
But even as the Avords left his lips his strength at length
was conquered ; and senseless from tho loss of blood, he
reeled slightly and fell, head backward, on the earth.
Almost ere he had fallen Idaiia Avas beside him; she had
not dreamed that he Avas Avouuded or even In suffering, till
with those few gentle words he had staggered and SAvayed
downward like a dying mau. Then, where the moonlight
strayed iu through a parting in the branches aboA'e, she saAV
that his face Avas as Avhite as the arum lilies among Avhich ho
fell, and that the snoAA-y crowns of the flovicrs and their broad
and pointed leaves were darkened Avith the stain of blood,
soaking through the llneu of hia barcarole's dress. H e waa
stretched there as Avhen first she had found him under the
Carpathian pine-wooda, where he lay struck down by the
bullets of hia Greek assassin, with the vultures waiting above
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to swoop to their feast. For m.any momenta sho knelt bj
bim, in the set mute apathy of anguish ; no tears rose before
her sight, and her proud lipa WITC pressed close AvIthout f
vound, almost Avithout a breath, but aa she gazed au agoix;
camo in her eyes greater than any that the uplifted scoarg(
or the locked fetters of her prison had wrung from her.
' O God!—not his life, too!'
The prayer broke stifled and heartbroken from her very
soul; she had seen so many perish for her, perish through
her; sho had seen the brave lives at Antina fall like the eara
of Avheat, ripe to the reaping ; she had known that east and
west, far and near. In the Avide wastes of the Magyarlaud aa
in the silent streets of A'^enlce, In the SUOAV plains of tho
Muscovite empire as In the laughing loveliness of Lombard
meadows, men had poured out their blood like water at her
bidding, under her will, only for sake of that fatal beauty
whicli many Avitli their last wrath in the battle-field or on
tlvs scaflbld had cursed with bitter reproach, which some—
aud not so few—had to the last still blessed. So mauy had
died for her!—and now he who had found at her hands but
coldness and suffering, and gone Avithout reward for a loyalty
passing all that even she had ever found, lay to all seeming
dead or dying at her feet! as a noble hound dies for its
mistress's sake, dies faithful to the last, though never may
her hand have given him one caress, though never may her
lips have spoken more than careless command or chill
dismissal.
She knew then that she loA'cd him; loved him not with
pity, nor AvIth disdain for love aa Aveakness, nor AvIth niero
warmth to oue AA-ho had risked all things iu her cause, but
loved him with a passion answering his OAVU, AvIth a passion
holding the Avorld worthless If he no more Avere numbered
with the living. To-night, when his heart had throbbed
against hers; to-ulght, Avhen his strength had ntood between
her and her destroyer; to-night,when hia promise had been
given ber to save her Avith death, if no other freedom were
left him whereAvith to rescue h e r ; to-night, she had known
that she had loved him with the love she had deemed dead
in her heart, impossible to her n a t u r e ; she, with AA'hom love
had been but the sceptre with which to SAvay slaves, the
mandragora AvIth Avhicli to blind madmen, the supreme folly
with which women, otherwise powerless, reach a poAver that
2 B
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mocks at kings and creeds, and reign over the broadest empire of earth.
She knelt by him, mute, motionless, with a terrible longing in the haughty eyes that had never quailed under Giulio
Villaflor's, and had made the Umbrian priest let fall the lash.
In that moment—in the silence and the loneliness of the
forest, where the shadows closed above them, and in all the
width of the land there was not one whom she could summon to his aid, one whom she dared trust with their lives—
the anguish she had oftentimes too mercilessly dealt, too
lightly counted, recoiled back on her. She learned what it
could be to bear this thing, that men call love, this deadly
gambling of heart, and thought, and sense, which casts all
stakes In fate upon the venture of another's life ; she, who
had watched that madness so often and so long, with calm
contemptuous gaze, and tempted youth and manhood and
age into it with a sorcerer's smile, heeding the wreck she
made no more than Circe heeded those who went down
beneath the waves because her white arms waved them to
that fatal sea. She loved him now with a great love; passionate, with the fire that slept in her, yet pure so far as
remorse could burn it pure, and harrowed deep with a contrition that would have purchased freedom, and peace, and
joy for him had it been possible, at any cost, at every
sacrifice.
The stillness was intense; the solitude absolute as in a
desert, no living thing was near, and had a peopled city been
around, in place of that profound impenetrable desolation,
none could have been summoned to tbem ! she had become
as one plague stricken, she was hunted down by Church and
King, she could not ask a draught of water from a peasant,
or bid his help to bear her lover under a sheallng's shelter;
the very reeds and grasses trodden in their fiight might tell
their course aud betray their resting-place, the very moments
might be numbered in which she could even watch beside
him here uupursued, unarrested. Though he perished
before her sight, she could not reach for him even the succour
of a beggar's wallet, or a charcoal-burner's roof.
The linen of the fishing-shirt had fallen open on hia
breast, and by the fiickering light shed downward through
the leaves she saw where the blows had fallen fast as hail
upon his chest, that was strong as any corslet of steel, but

'STOOP DOWN AND SEEM TO KISS ME:

371

h.'ackened and beaten by them like the steel after a long
close battle; his head had sunk back, he had reeled down
senseless from exhaustion; through the crushed arums the
slender stream of the blood still fiowed till the suoAvy cupa
Avere filled with it as though they were purpled by Avine; she
had looked many a time on death, and death seemed to her
on his face now, as it had done when beneath the mountain
pines she had first seen the carrion-birds waiting and hovering above his sightless eyes.
For the moment she had no strength, no consciousness to
seek to save him ; she knelt beside him, knowing nothing save
that through her he too must be sacrificed ; that for her thia
life also had been laid down, uncounting Its own loss, yielding up its breath Avithout reproach, forced nobly on to perish
In her defence as the bold fealty of a dog forces Itself to share
the blow aimed at its lord, and falls by it, content If so ita
lord be saved. She stooped over him with that look in her
eyes with which she had gazed down on the lifeless frame of
Carlo of Viana, only that now, beside remorse, there was a
grief and a passion deeper yet, even Avhile softer, than
remorse alone. That gaze, though he lay senseless under
it, seemed to have poAver upon him still, as when first under
the Danubian sea-pines it had been bent on him in the gloAV
and fulness of the noon never again to be forgotten. Hia
eyes, blind, and seeing nothing but the dark SAvaying motion
of the leaves and the stars that burned doAvn through the
vault of gloom above, still instinctively looked upAvard
seeking hers. A heavy sigh heaved his breast; a sigh in
which words brokenly rose to hia lips and died.
' Leave me, I entreat you; save yourself.'
Hia one thought waa still of her; his one instinct still waa
for her. A quiver shook her from head to foot, as fear and
danger and the pressure of the poisoned steel against her
bosom had had no strength to shake her grand and fearless
courage. H e was faithful to her thus—to the last; aud shff
bad given him no recompense save this—to die for her.
H e r head bowed its haughty royalty doAvnward and downward until her brow rested on his breast, aud her hands drew
his within them against the beating of her heart.
' O, truest, noblest!' she murmured, ' I kuow it now; 1
love you, if love be any worth.'
Through the sickening delirium in which his mind wal
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floating, through the darkness that closed on sight and sense,
and seemed to him, as to her, the presaging shadows of dissolution, the words reached, the touch thrilled him, with au
electric shock, a sweetness of hope so wild, so rich, so breathless that It called him back to consciousness, as In the priestly
legends the touch of the anointing chrism has summoned the
soul to earth.
H e raised himself slightly with convulsive strength, a
fiving warmth fiushed the bloodless weariness of hia features,
his eyes strained through the dimness that swam before them
with eager effort to regain their sight.
' Say it again,' he whispered, with that terrible doubt still
In his look of one Avho fears the joy he touches will vanish
mocking him ; ' say It once more—ouce more.'
Through the mist before his vision, through the blackness
of the forest shades, through the haze of fiickering foliage
and watery moonlight aud stars that seemed to stoop and
touch the earth, he saw the divine eyes bending over him
groAv humid, lustrous, gentle Avith an infinite gentleness.
' Say that I love you ? Yes ; I say it now.'
The AVords were low, soft, sloAvly uttered, proud still—for
in them she yielded far—but tender with a tenderness the
deeper for that pride which stooped, not without lingering
reluctance still, to OAVU itself disarmed. The glory that
shone one moment on his face she had never seen save In
her youth's earliest dreams of the glory on the faces of the
gods; for, let the Avorld lie of her as It would, to none had
she ever spoken aa she spoke now to bim, AvhIle her voica
was SAveet as sorcery, and filled with unshed tears that
tvould not gather In her eyes, but were driven back to her
heart in bitter aching grief that mingled Avith the poignancy
of softer thoughts and tenderness unloosed at last.
' Ves; I love you. KnoAv it now; it is a poor reward, and
comes too late for both.'
Then, at last, the passion of its ecstasy reached him, and
he knew that It was truth ; truth that rushed through bim
hke the wild potence of some eastern drug, burniug, blinding,
lulling every sense like opium-mingled Avine. H e lifted himself from Avhere he lay, he stretched his arms out to her, he
strove with futile agonised effort to strain his gaze throuo'h
the mists of pain, to free his strength from the bonds of
exhaustion; and once more it was iu vaiuj ouce more he
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fell back, powerless, senseless, yet AvIth his thoughts keeping
thf;ir hold OTI their OAVU memory of her, and still Avitli that
gloAV as of light upon ills face. His lips moved faintly in
Avords that scarcely stirred the grave-like silence of the deep
oak-woods:
' 0 God! if it be love, not pity, stoop doAvn and kiss m*
once.'
She was silent a AvhIle, looking motionless upon him is
the gray, fitful, shadoAvy haze, that Avas dusky and darkened
by the massive canopy of foliage above; then, with a faint
flush rising over the Aveary fairness of her face, lower and
^ower she drooped her noble imperial head, aud let tho
Avarmth aud fragrance of her lipa rest in the answer that ho
prayed for on his OAVU.

CHAPTEE XXVI.
'WnX MUST I, 'NEATH T H E LEAVES OF CORONAL,
KISS OE PAEDOX ON THT BEOW?'

PHESS A N I

T H E earliest daAvn had broken eastward, where tho mountains stretched—the daAvu of a southern summer, that almost
touches the sunset of the past n i g h t ; but under the dense
shadoAvs of the old woods that bad sheltered the mystic rites
of Gnostics, and echoed Avith the Latin hymns to Pan, no
light Avandered. There Avas only a dim silvery haze, that
seemed to float over the whiteness of the tall-stemmed arum
lilies and the foam bells of the water that here and there
glimmered under the rank vegetation, where it had broken
from its hidden channels up to air and space. Not a sound
iisturbed the intense stillness; that the night waned and
the world wakened brought no change to the solitudes that
men had forgotten; and only the memories of the dead
deserted gods still haunted in the places of their lost
temples, whose columns were now the sea-pines' stems, and
^n whose fallen altars and whose shattered sculptures the
lizard made her shelter and the wind-soAvn grasses seeded
and took root. Of the once graceful marble beauty and
the incense-steeped stones of sacrifice nothipg remained
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but moss-grown shapeless fragments, burled beneath a pall
of leaves by twdce a thousand autumns. Yet the ancient
sanctity still rested on the nameless pathless woods; the
breath of an earlier time, of a younger season of the earth,
seemed to lie yet upon the untroubled forest ways; the
whisper of the unseen Avaters had a dream-like unreal
cadence; in the deep shade, iu the warm fragrance and the
heavy gloom, there was a voluptuous yet mournful charm;
the world seemed so far, the stars shone so near, there were
the sweetness of rest and the oblivion of passion.
W h e n her lips had touched his, life had seemed to return
to him; he lay iu a trance vague as a rapturous dream. H e
was powerless to answer her, save by his eyes; he had no
consciousness, save the one sense of a joy that iu its Intensity
was half delirium; he had no memory, save that he held himself dying, and felt death glorious, divine, welcome as the
richest life that ever poured its golden Avine out in the sunlight of y o u t h ; felt like the lover who, slaughtered at his
mistress's feet, and learning by his fall her love, murmured
with his latest words:
' It Avas ordain'd to be so sweet, and best
Comes now, beneath thine eyes and on thy breast.
Still kiss me! Care not for the coA\'ards! Care
Only to put aside thy beauteous hair
My blood Avill hurt.'
Stretched there motionless, strengthless, seeing only the
gaze of her eyes in the dimness, and feeling the depth of
the solitude In which their lives Avere alone, as in the awful
stillness of the desert, he knew not yet Avhether this Ava.3
truth, or wdiether dying visions mocked him; Avhether thia
spiritual stillness round him, this madness of incredulous
hope, this breath of Avhispered Avords that fiinned his hair,
this caress that burned one moment on his lips, were not
the mere phantoms of vain desires dreaming of the joys
denied to them for ever. For a Avhile Idalia let him lie thus,
Avith his head sunk back against her heart, and his eyes
alone speaking as they gazed up AvIth their dog-like fidelity,
their unutterable passion; she had no thought now that
this Avas death which had come to him; she kueAv that he
would live as surely as though with that answer to bis
prayer she had breathed back the certainty of existence
upon his lips; and she knelt there silent and immovable,
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letting the moments drift on, forgetful alike of time, of
danger, of flight, and of pursuit, remembering no more than
if they had never been alike the agony that Avas of the past
and the jeopardy that waa still of the future. Ou the dauntless Greek courage—the courage of Marathon that had
revived in her—peril had frail aud passing hold; and in
the deep bosom of these untracked aud classic woodlands
all sense of mortal fear seemed lost in their profound peace,
their nameless melancholy, their ethereal lulling charm.
At last, as though smitten suddenly with the sharp iron
of recollectlou, she moved from Jilm, rose, and Avent from
the great oak shelter where he lay.
' Love! love ! W h a t have / to do with love ?' she murmured Avearily, bitterly, as she leaned her arms on the
broken slab of the old stone altar, and let her head droop
dowuAvard on them.
A flood of memories, a tide of thought, rushed on her
from the years of her past; ou the impulses of a gratitude
touched to the core by the fealty and devotion of his defence
she had let words escape her that pride had silenced, and
Avelghtier chains fettered for so long, that she would have
taken her oath no pity for him would ever shake, no yielding
in herself would ever lead her to revoke, the decree of severance from her for ever which she had uttered unfalteringly
ou the night by the Capri Sea. I t was done; he knew now
that she gave him back some measure at least of that passion
whercAvIth he adored her. She gave him love; she who had
held it with so superb a disdain as the dalliance of fools, or
the sensualism of libertines; she who used the Avhole power
of its empire but as a weapon, a mask, a snare, a means
scorned In Itself for enda nearer her heart and Avorthler the
consecration of her thoughts than she deemed that any
single life could ever become to her. For the first time—
whatever calumny might say, or vain jealousy upbraid her
AvIth—for the first time the softness of this passion had
touched her, and its caress been given by her. She had
made a slave of its madness many a time, or lashed it into
fury when she needed, as the priestesses of ancieut Syracuse
tamed or enraged the desert beasts they crowned with
floAvers, only later on to lead them out to sacrifice. That
she Avould ever render it back, that she would ever foel to it
other emotion than a half-contemptuous compassion, Lad

37^

IDALIA.

seemed impossible to her for so long. Moreover, when ol
late some sense of Its tenderness had stolen on her, some
echo in hor own heart been aAvakened to the strong vibrations of hia, she had known that the bonds which bound her
could never bo loosened; and she had told herself that sho
had no title to, no fL'sness for, a noble aud unsullied homage.
AVhere fcho leaned UOAV agalust the ruined altar-stones,
remorse, keen as though their love Avere guilt, weighed on
her. R L had justly won his right to all of joy, of honour,
and of peace that she could give the liberator aud defender
of her life; he had been willing to purchase liberty for her
at loss of all thiugs to himself; he had merited the tenderness she had yielded to him by chivalrous service which no
gratitude rendered could repay; aud she knew that, in all
likelihood, the sole reward her love would bring to him
would be a violent death by shot or steel; she knew that
the more truly, the more deeply he was loved by her, the
more inevitably would the price of her love be to him a fate
as merciless as the blow his Abruzzlau foe had dealt at him
that night. An exceeding bitterness came on her—a heartsickness of regret. W h y had not he come to her in the
early years of her youth ? Why had not this passion, since
at last it reached her, been wakened in her while yet it
would have sufficed to her, Avhile yet It would have had no
shadow cast upon it from the past, Avhile yet uo self-reproach,
no Avearlness of doubt, no fever of reckless ambition, and no
darkness of untold bondage, of fettered action, of dead
memories, would have stretched betAveen tbem ?
The
poignancy of that cruel remembrance, ' t o o late,' AvhIch
bad passed over her when she had leaned against her prison
casement, and seen him look upAvard in the tawny torrid
heat of the monastic marshes, Avaa AvIth her noAv.
She had told him that he AAas dear to her, and she kuew
him to be s o ; knew that she co-ild go to his side and prom ise him a love that should be no mockery and no treachery,
but a living truth, deep and warm, and rooted fast In honour.
She had known many who, in other things, equalled or far
surpassed him; she had known every splendour of intellect,
every dignity of power, every brilliance of fascination in the
men of every country who had been about her in so many
changing throngs ; but none among them had touched her
as the singleness and the self-sacrifice of Erceldoune'e devo*
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tion touched her, and none had roused in her the mingled
pity and reverence whicli the hopelessness of hia passion and
the chivalry of his character had roused In her almost from
the first moment of their intercourse. There Avas a bold free
magnificence of manhood; there Avas a lofty, fearless, superb
reading of honour and Its bonds; there was a noble simplicity and au antique grandeur in the cast of his nature,
that had won from her Avhat she had never felt to those
among her lovers who had charmed her with an intellect a
thousand times more subtle, wooed her with a dominion
infinitely more commanding than his could ever have been,
even had the fortunes of his race never fallen as they had
done, or the pursuits of a statesman's glories ever been
possible to the untamed Border blood. W h e n in the gloom
of the monastery's corridors, Avith a hundred human tiger?
thirsty for slaughter sAvarming from their dens, she had been
guarded by his arms and shielded on his breast, his heart
had wakened her OAVU AvIth its quick beating; when in the
darkness of the night she had made him pledge his word to
serve her by a death-shot, if to give her freedom from dishonour otherwise were forbidden him, she had felt to this
man, whose eyes answered hera in comprehension of that
loathing of captivity, that disdain of the terrors of the grave,
what Avas nearer akin to reverence than the imperial temper
of Idalia had ever yielded to any.
H e had so far won his way to her at last; severance
would have scarce been more misery to him than to her
now, and the proud sorceress of the Silver Ivy would have
been content that wealth, and power, and sovereignty, and
all the changeful triumphs of her career, should drift from
her, so that only his gaze should look ever with that loyal
worship Into hers ; so that only her past could be so pure
aud cloudless in her OAVU sight and his that no poison-mists
should ever rise from it before him ; so that only she were
free to bid him, without any hidden thing between them,
look in her inmost heart and see his empire there unshadowed and unshared.
' H e loves me—yes, as no man, I think, loved me yet,'
she thought. ' B u t he loves me because he believes in me.
lIoAV long should I reign with him if he knew—if he knew ? '
That was the iron weight on her, which made her whole
frame sink with that fettered, worn-out fatigue and deso-
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lation against the ivy-covered stones, in the motionless
musing that succeeded to the breathless, fearless intoxication
of danger aud of flight. I t would not have been possible
to her to do as many weaker and less truthful natures do—
seek shelter in self-evasion, and turn the very nobility and
trust of the man who loved her into the withes to bind him,
and the band to blind him. I t would not have been possible
to her to stoop and touch his lips Avith hers, if on hers there
was ever to be for him the shame of falsehood or the disgrace of subterfuge. W h e n once she had answered him
Avith that caress he prayed, when once she had murmured
to him, ' I love y o u ! ' she had ackuoAAdedged to herself his
right that there should never be one thing in her past or
her present screened from him, one t r u t h veiled, one act
distorted. And on her silence was bound ; either way, withholding all or giving all the records of her past, she saw
herself a traitress to her creed of truth and justice—a
traitress alike to others and herself
Lost in thought, and weakened now more than she knew
by her captivity, by the scant coarse food and noxious air of
her prlaon-houae, and by the wild speed of the lengthened
headlong midnight ride, she sat there in the still deep shadows of the oak-glades, with the faint gray hue of the young
day serving but to deepen into blacker sombreness the
colonnades of trees. She had left him on the sudden sting
of many memories—memories which made it deadly to her
pride to have bent thus to passion and to pity—memories
which recalled to her that she had no right to bind in with
her own the fate of one who brought to her the loyalty of
perfect faith in her nature, the defencelessness of perfect
ignorance of her past. She had done him evil enough; she
had saved his life once, only to chain It so to hers, that ita
doom must be Avhatever her OAVU became; for her he had
risked liberty, existence, everything save honour, un
grudgingly, and with the lavish largesse of a princely giver,
who would have held no gift as any worth, uo suffering as
any sacrifice; noAV, at the last, she had surrendered her
love to him, and listened to his own. She kncAv that there
were thousands who would tell him that this Avaa the
darkest evil of all that, through her, had befallen him. And
at her heart ached a burning, endless, futile pain, rather for
bim than for herself, though for herself there was sharp
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anguish in the knowledge that she had loved him so well
t h a t she had slandered her own fame to give herself to his
scorn, and spare him one pang at least, if it were possible ;
yet that the Avorld would tell him all love rendered from
ber could be t u t a graceful lie to fool him to his peril—an
eloquent simulation to cheat him Into misery—a mockery,
hollow as it was beguiling, to draw him dowuAvards, CirceUke, to his destruction.
H e r head Avas sunk on her hands ; her thoughts had
drifted far In that vague, unreal musing which comes after
long fasting aud severe exertion she was unconscious that
he followed her wistfully with his gaze, like a dog, as she
left him, and slowly, staggeringly, after awhile, rose,
steadying himself by the boles of the oak trunks, and came
toAvards her with the dizziness of his Avound still on him,
but the ardent glow and the bcAvildered doubt of feverish
joy warm on his face and eager in hia glance. She waa unconscious even that he Avas near till his hand touched her ;
then, as she started at the touch, she once again forgot that
the world held any other than his life and hers. Stooping,
he looked down into her eyes—a look so longing, so Incredulous, so straining with hope and fear, as a man might
give into the deep brown depths of fathomless waters in
whose light he sees some long-lost priceless jeAvel gleaming.
' I s it true ? '
As his voice quivered on the words he read ita truth ;
doubt was no longer Avith him in ita torture as he gazed
down on her face; but with a cry from his very heart—a
cry of the sheer agony of joy—he drew her in his arms aa
he had held her against the onslaught of her foes ; he gave
back that one caress with breathless kisses on her lips and
broAv ; he forgot danger, and pain, and all things upon earth,
save that this woman he worshipped Avas his In all her
splendid grace, in all her soA'ereign loveliness; the world
reeled round him—he felt blind, aud drunk, and mad. And
Idalia for the instant made him no resistance, but let her
beauty lie in the arms that so well had shielded It, and let
her head rest upon the breast that had been as a buckler
rained on by a thousand bloAvs betAveen her aud her enemies.
This trance of SAveet forgetfulness, this momentary banishment of every bitter thing, she at least could give him, and
he had earned his right to it. For the moment, also, she
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too shared i t ; she felt nothing but the softness, the silence,
the voluptuous abandonment of the emotion so long contemptuously discredited and unswervingly repressed aa
owning any poAver to sway or move her heart.
Then slowly, and with her old proud reluctance to yield
to so much weakness, blent Avith a deeper and a keener
pain, she drew herself gently from him, yet still let her
head, that never had bent before .the saA'age lust of Giulio
Villaflor's tiger glance, or at the uplifted scourge of his
ecclesiastics, droop on his hand with a gesture that waa
little less thau humiliation, than remorse.
' Do not thank me for mg love. The world will tell you
it is Avorthless, and can have no strength save to destroy.'
For all answer he sank down at her feet, his arms about
her still, his hands on hers, his eyes looking upwards to her
OAvn Avith such a radiance In them as she had never seen in
any human gaze.
• Destroy me aa you AVIII, SO that you loA'e m e ! '
Mad words. She had heard many such, yet they had
never borne the meaning to her that these bore to her now.
A shudder passed over her as she heard—a chillness of icy
cold that the burning of his kisses on her hands could not
Avarm. She knoAV it might well be tbat nothing save ruiu
might come to him through her. She stooped towards him,
and her lips quivered a little as the ausAver stole from them.
' AVell, many will tell you that no other fate can ever
come to you from me.'
' AVhoever does AVIU find his lie his last word.*
* But—If I say so ? '
H e smiled—the same smile whicli she had seen upon hia
face Avlien he had first looked up at her under the pinea of
the Carpathian pass.
' I have answered. D o what you will, since you liave
blessed me thus.'
' Blessed you ? God k n o w s ! '
Slow tears welled into her eyes as she saw his own so full
of longing lustrous eloquence, where he gazed at her in the
faintness of the waking day that left the forest gloom and
forest hush around them. His trust was so sweet to her,
and yet so bitter—sweet because she knew that her heart
gave it the answer it believed and sought, bitter because she
knew that her past could never merit it or meet it. Bha
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passed her hand softly over his forehead with a gesture
t h a t from ber had deeper tenderness than far more passionate demonstration from natures more yielding and less
proud.
' AVhat you have suffered for me! ' she murmured. * What
you have done and dared! You merit my Avhole life's dedication for such love, such service. And that life Is so little
worthy you.'
The Avoman who so late had fronted Giulio Villaflor with
BO superb a resistance, so defiant a disdain; the woman
who had laughed at the threats and the prayers of her
lovers, as of her foes, with so cold and so careless a contempt ; the woman who had been tranquil before death,
pitiless in poAver, victorious against outrage, and without
mercy in fascination, felt abased, heart-stricken, smitten
with a weary shame, before the loyal gaze of the man who
held her life as the most valued and most stainless gift the
world could hold for him. To a nature integrally truthful
and integrally noble, however warped by circumstance or
error, the deadliest sting, the surest awakener of remorse,
will ahvays lie in the perfect faith of .another's implicit confidence; steeled to venom, careless of censure, and contemptuous of rebuke it will bend, contrite and self-accusing,
before the fidelity and clearness of one regard that vows a
simple and unsullied belief through all and against all.
H e doubted that he heard her rightly; to him it seemed
that he had no earthly thing or claim by which to win h e r ;
and ho held his service in her cause no more deserving of
her care than he held the wolf-hound's at her feet.
' Worthy of me?' he echoed, his voice still faint with exhaustion, but breathless with the incredulous joy that
seemed to make tenfold strength flow back into his limbs,
tenfold force arm him steel-clad to save her. ' O, my life,
my empress, my wife! Avhat am I that I should ever share
one thought of yours ? '
She started slightly; a flush ofwatmth passed over the
paleness of her face ; a half smile came on her lips, sad yet
doubtful, wondering yet reverent.
' You Avould make me your AvIfe still ? '
She spoke almost dreamily, Avith a touch of questioning
Cioubt in her words as in her smile, while at the same time
Vii&re returned to her something of that negligence of hau-
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teur—something of that royalty of challenge—which were
as inherent in her aa though she had worn the crowns of
empires.
' I would ? You ask it ? Do you not know that I feel
mad AvIth the mere licence only to touch your hand with
mine ? Aud Avhat Insult do you think that I can mean to
dare to offer you ? '
' None.'
She looked at him full in the eyes, with a tenderness infinitely melancholy—a gaze Intense in Its calm unspoken
thought. The single word spoke better than whole phrases
could have done, alike her knoAA-ledge that no insult could
have been tendered to herself, and that none would ever
have been possible from him.
' Then why, in God's name, such a doubt ? '
She smiled slightly, with something of her old delicate
irony, her own contemptuous unsparing cynicism, which
never was more unsparing than to herself.
' Why ? Well, the answer was not sure, or would not
have been, rather, if you were as other men. AVhat do you
know of me ? Where have you lived, if you have not heard
my name coupled with evil ? Why should you deem so
much scruple needful with a woman whom you found a
conspirator In chains—a prisoner, degraded to the mercy of
Monsignore Villaflor ? '
A great darkness swept over her face as she spoke her
persecutor's name, though through the bitterness and
mournfulness of all her speech there ran the vein of reckless,
careless, satirical disdain, which had groAvn to be as her
second nature in many things, and had so long been used
as her surest veil to every deeper unacknowledged feeling.
The wistful uncertain pain which that tone had ever
brought Into his look Avas in it now, as he stooped toward
her; he felt that he had no comprehension, but he was content—with that magnificent folly AvhIch is so noble in its
rash unAvisdom—that he loved her, and believed in her.
' I know nothing of your life—true. But make it ona
with mine, and I shall hold it as the divinest gift on earth;
and if any dare calumniate it, they will find their reckoning
with me. O, my love, my mistress, my idol! only give me
the title to defend your honour against the whole world 1'
The tears stood once more in her eyes aa she heard the
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prayer, to which the tremor in his voice gave a yet deeper
pathos—a yet more imploring eagerness. She grew paler
still as she heard; her lips quivered, a sigh from her heart's
depths ran through her. The more faith he lavished on
her, the more sublimely mad the blindness of hia chivalry,
the more heavily self-rebuke smote her, the farther the Iron
entered into her soul, and the farther she stood In her own
sight from any fitness with this man's noble simplicity of
trust. She bent toward him, leaning her head one moment
on his hands, where he stood above her—that bright-haired
pride-crowned head, that had borne itself with such imperial
courage aboA'e the massacre of Antina, above the priestly
herd of the monastic hall, lowered AvIth the abasement of a
braA'e and erring nature, struck to the core with selfchastlsemeut, and refusing to accept one shade of worship
of Avhich it kneAV Itself unworthy.
' L i s t e n !' she said softly, while a bitterness, that was to
herself not to him, lent a strange thrill and force to the
low-murmured words—' listen ! I have said I love you—
love you as I never thought to love—my noblest, bravest,
best! But it is because I do, that I tell you I am unworthy
of your generous faith—that I tell you there had better be
separation betAveen us now aud for ever. I AVIU not urge
on you to leave me because while with me you share my
danger. You are too brave to be insulted with such a plea;
but I do say, forget that I have ever confessed you have
grown dear to me, abandon every hope that I can bring
you any happiness; do as I bade you Avhen last we parted—
hate me, scorn me, condemn me, if you will; do anything,
save trust your happiness to me ! There are many women
who can lay bare their hearts to you like au open bookmake one of them the holder of your honour, they alone
merit it, and I am not among them. Who can know me as
I know myself? Believe me, then, Avhen I tell you the
greatest cruelty I can do to you is to bestoAV on you my
love.'
H e heard her silently ; but not as he had heard her bid
nim leave her and condemn her the last night they had stood
together above the sea at Capri. H e knew now that she
ioved him ; knowing that, he refused to take a decree of
divorce between them, even from her lipa; he claimed a title
that he would never surrender, though through years he

3^4

IDALIA.

should vainly assert his right to it. The strong passion and
the stanch patience of his nature were welded together, persistent and invulnerable.
' L e t me judge that,' he said simply. ' I f I preferred
misery at your hands, rather than paradise at any other s, I
should have the right to make the choice.'
• Yes, and I the right to guard you from the fruits of your
own madness. You love me with a love that needs an angel
to be worthy of i t ; and I — I have thought of late, that if
those tyrants yonder had knelled me under the AVorst tortures
they could frame, they would have doue on me no more than
my just due ; they would only fittingly have avenged all those
who died by shot aud steel through me.'
' AVhat is your life, then ? '
His voice sank very low, his face was very colourless, aa
he leaned over her. Believe even her own Avituess agalust
her he did not, Avould n o t ; but he knew that some dark
thread ran through her life's golden Aveb—he kncAv that some
deadly remorse underlay the brilliancy of her gifts and of her
sway, and beyond these he knew nothiug of It—no more
than he kncAV of the track, aud the spring, and the destiny
of the unseen waters that Avound their Avay beneath the herbage and the lilies at his feet, whether doAvnward to nethermost depths of gloom, or outAvard to the fair freedom of the
sea—none had told, or ever Avould tell.
' W h a t is it ? ' she repeated dreamily. * Well, beyond all,
it is a long regret.'
' Many regret who are but tho prey of others.'
' Perhaps ; but mg regret is—remorse.'
' W e l l , may not even that oftentimes bo n o b l e ? '
She gave a gesture of dissent, while the smile that had
in it more sadness than tears, though It had also her old careless satire In it, passed a moment over her face.
' You bade me once not ask you to turn sophist for my
sake. Do not turn so now. You have your own bold broad
creeds of simple honour and dishonour ; keep to them ; meu
wander too far from them Into subtle windings now.'
His teeth clenched on his beard Avith an agony of impoi/ent impatience.
' O God! do not trifie with philosophies now! Answer
me straightly, for the pity of heaven ; what is your life tbrs
you repent it thus ? '
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' I cannot tell yon Avholly. I t is enough that It has forfeited all right to such, a trust as yours.'
' Nay. let w^ judge that, 1 say again. Let me judge fully
—give me your confidence, your history ; did I not SAvear to
you that the caro ee would never change mg fealty ? I love
gou, my sovereign, my sorceress! W h a t matters it to me
whence you come, Avhat you b r i n g ? '
His voice, that had been grave with a gentle command aa
he spoke the first words, sank down to the hot, vehement,
reckless utterance of a love that was ready to take, risk,
sufler, and Imperil all things, so that only the sweetness of
her lips close once again on his, so that only the gift of her
lOvellness Avas yielded to him one hour.
She rose, and looked him once more In the eyes, with a
serene fathomless gaze of that jilty and that reverence which
blent strangely aud intricately In the feeling she bore toward
this man who Avas at once her slave and her defender.
' N o , ' she said slowly; ' i t would matter nothing to you
if you sought me as your mistress; but—as your wife ? You
told me once the stainlessness of your name was the only
inheritance that you still held from your ancestors.'
H e gave a short sharp sigh as though a knife had been
plunged Into the nerves that his wound had laid bare ; her
words bore but one significance to him. Ere she had time
to resist, his arms AA'ere round her ; ho crushed her against his
breast, he looked down into her eyes with a terrible longing
prayer.
' Answer me,' he said hoarsely ; ' answer me yes or no, or
you will kill me, and forgive me if the question is an outrage
—you madden me till I must ask it. Is there any shame In
your past life that forbids you to hold and keep a husband's
honour ? '
The last words sunk so IOAV that they scarcely stirred the
silence as they stole to her ; for the moment she was silent;
her head drooped on his bosom, her lips were breathless,
voiceless ; she longed for his sake to sever him from all communion with her, she desired for his sake to bid him leave
for ever one Avho must Avithhold from him all he had the just
right to seek in tho records of her p a s t ; she hesitated one
instant whether she should not render herself up to his
utmost abhorrence, that by this means, since none other
could avail, be would be parted from her fate for evermore.
2c
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Almost she chose the sacrifice ; she bad strength far passing
that of women, and she had the generous self-abandonment
of a nature which scorned self-pity, and—once bending to
love—loved nobly. She was silent; then aa she looked up
and saw the gaze wherewith he watched that silence which
wrote on her a condemnation deadlier to him than words
could ever have uttered, her courage forsook her, she had no
force to yield herself up to his hatred and his loathing ; to
let him believe this of her was to let him be made desolate
by a lie, and all the proud regal temper of her race arose
and refused to bear falsely the yoke of shame even to save
him, even to do toward him what she deemed her duty and
his defence. She lifted her head, and looked him once again
fully in the eyes, calmly, unflinchingly, though a flush of
warmth came over her face.
' Nothing—in gour sense. B u t in mine much.'
•Thank God !—thank God ! Against the world, against
all destiny, ay, even against yourself, you SHALL be m i n e ! '
H e had never heard the last words ; the first sufficed to
make the wild joy course like fire through his veins, to light
the future with the glory of unutterable gladness, to give her
to him then and for ever; his own, let all the earth stand
against them, or let her own will forbid him her beauty and
hertenderness as she would. The one agonised dread that
had stified bim as with a hand of ice through the last
moments was gone; he feared no other thing—not even
death, since if that smote her it should strike him with the
same blow.
H e would not release her from his embrace; he held ber
there, with the loosened trail of her hair floating over his
chest and his ceaseless kisses on her lips; he forgot that
every hour of their lives might be numbered, that they had
just broken from a prison, and a grave that might yaAvn
iifresh for them, and enclose them beyond hope ere even
another day had passed ; that he knew no more of her past
now than he had kuoAvn when flrst her hand had held the
curled leaf filled with Avater to his parching lips in the
Carpathian woods; he heeded nothing, remembered
nothing, asked nothing, since her eyes had told him more
surely yet than her words that no shame rested on her to
divorce her in the sole sense in which he would accept
ehame to have the power to part them. I t was neither the
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world's calumnious breath, nor the slander of rivalled
lovers, that could have terrors for the man who had pierced
his way to her through dungeon walls, and torn off her the
leopard fangs of Giulio Villaflor, and fought his passage
•with her through levelled weapons, aud the storm of blows,
and the battle of the hot Italian night. I t was not for
libel or for He that he would surrender her—he who had
thrown his manhood and his life on one reckless venture to
secure her freedom, on one uncounted stake to touch her
hand again.
While he had believed that he was no more to her than
the hound beside them—nay, scarce so much—he had been
content to hold his silence, to save her without thought of
recompense, to obey her Implicitly, and to hold her as high
above him as the morning stars that, through the dawn,
shone in the blue heights above the forest. But now that
once he knew she loved him, it would have beeu easier to
shake off a lion from his desert foe, when once the desert
rage was at its height, than to force him to yield up the claim
that her love gave him to Idalia.
' I knew i t — I knew i t ! ' he murmured, as he stooped his
head over her, and wondered even yet whether this were
aught but the sweet vain mockery of some mandragora-given
dream. ' Dishonour with you!—it were impossible. Ah,
God ! why will you belie yourself with such self-condemnation ?—you who are noblest among women—who chose death
rather than that villain's touch ? '
' Hush ! that was nothing. I should have been false indeed to all the traditions of my race If I had bad fear of that
moment's pang which the Pagan world held the signal of
release—which Christian's alone have raised Into a gigantic
jameless terror. B u t ' — s h e drew herself from his arms as
she spoke, and stood with the dignity that bad awed even
ner Eoman captor, blent with an infinitely gentler sadness
than had ever been upon her—' do not cheat yourself with
thinking that I have no errors on me. I have grave ones,
dark ones. I n your sense, it is true, there is nothing to
part us ; but In my own conscience there is much to make
me unfit for ever for such love as you bestow. See! I tell
you that those men died at Antina through my work; I tell
you that many more lives than theirs have been lost, sent to
their graves by m e ; I tell you that I have made all men

388

IDALIA.

R'ho fell beneath my sway serve me for one end, not a mean
one, Indeed, b u t one to which I sacrificed everything and
every one ruthlessly, and did more ruin than you ever dream,
or I could ever measure. I tell you that the chief of my
history must remain hidden from you—for a while, at least;
perhaps for ever; and that if you had lived less_ iu your
wandering freedom and more in the intrigue of cities, you
would have heard every evdl, every danger, every unsparing
sorcery, and every pitiless uuscrupulousuesa attributed to
my name, and—for the most part—rightly. NOAV, knowing
thia for the mere outline of a deadly truth, you can scarce
,all me " noblest among women," and you will be mad if
into my handa you yield your future. Believe me, and fly
from me while you may '
She stretched her hands out to him with a gesture of
farewell that had in it an exceeding tenderness ; she loved
him well enough to do for him what she had done for no
other—save him from his own passions, spare him from
herself.
H e took her hands in his, and laid his lips on them in
one long kisa; then lifted hia bead and raised hia eyea to
her with a regard in which a feeling far deeper than the
mere voluptuoua fervour of the senses, blent with a loyalty
grave and calm as that of one Avho pledges his life, not
lightly, but witting what he does—looked at her softly and
thoughtfully.
' That is idle ; I will never leave you nou> while there is
breath in me. I t may be that you have that which you repent of; few women have such sorcery as yours, and use it
wholly blamelessly; but what I trust Is, not your past but
your future, and what I ask Is, not your secret but your love.
I t is too late to speak of our ever parting; I will make you
mine in the teeth of all, even of your OAvn AVIII, now that
once you have let me knoAv that your heart is AvIth me. And
—my love, my queen, my Idol!—do you not think that I
have tenderness enough in me to pardon much. If there be
aught to pardon ? Do you not think that I have justice
enough to hold you in higher honour for your noble truth
than I could ever hold the pale, poor feckless virtue that
should have no stain because it has no glory, and had never
fallen in any path because it followed coldly the straight
one of self-interest ? O, Idalia 1—I can bring nothing worthy
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your genius and your loveliness, save a straight stroke to free
you and a Avhole strength to love you ; but since you have
no scorn for those, take my future now and for ever—I trust
vou as no man ever trusted woman.'
He spoke from his inmost soul—spoke with that vivia
simple eloquence which came to him in momenta of Intense
feeling ; and it stirred her heart as none had ever stirred it;
no qualities could have won the reverence of her wayward,
dominant, and world-worn nature, as It waa won by hia
chivalroua dignity of faith, bis absolute refusal of the Ignoble
shame of suspicion. It broke down her force; it moved her
to a sudden sweetness and warmth of utterance that he had
not heard since that moment when she had stooped and
touched his lips with her caress.
' Ah, my love, my love !' she murmured; 'it is not that.
I will never forsake you; I will never betray you; it is that
my past, that my present— But since you will It so, be it so.
I wdll break my chains for you, and lay down my evil sway
for ever. Call me your wife if you will; no wife shall dare
Sor any what I will dare for your sake!'
Then she let her head droop once more on his bosom, and
wound her arms about him, and listened to the loud rapturous beating of his heart against her own, where they stood
alone In the hushed twilight of the awakening day. And
he only thought that the horrors of the past night were
still upon her, and stronger even than her heroic strength,
when a dreamy imperial smile passed one instant on her
face, and her lips murmured with half disdain, with infinite
tenderness,
' Let them kill me if they Avill. I will be yours ere I
die.'
CHAPTEE XXVIL
THE STOET OP THE PAST.
W H E N the morning rose higher, and its fight shone full
on both their faces, his was warm, brilliant, eager with passionate delight; hers was grave, weary, very colourless. To
aim a very Eden opened; on her a thousand memories
weighed. The one saw but the future; the other was pursued with the past. He knew that he had gained the only
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life that made his worth the living ; she knew that she had
drawn in with her own the only one that she had ever cared
to save.
' A h , God! I bring you already only ill,' she murmured,
as the rays of the risen day, half shadowed still beneath the
oak leafage, recalled to them that they were fugitives—
fugitives from pursuers never yet known to spare. ' You
are wounded—you suffer now !'
H e looked at her with the smile whose sweetness had
more tenderness than lies iu any words.
' I f I do, I have no knowledge of it. A bruise!—a
hatchet-stroke ! Do you think I could remember those?'
' I do, at least. They were enough to stretch you as one
dead but very lately—'
' A passing faintness, nothing more. Believe me, a thousand wounds like these would never harm me. I have been
half a soldier all my days.'
' So have I.'
And as she spoke she rent off some of the delicate white
laces of her mask dress, and steeped them in the little spring
that bubbled under the oak stems till they were cool and
soft as lint, and tore asunder a broad strip of the scarlet
silk of her Venetian domino and laid the wet laces on it.
' Stoop doAvn,' she said softly to him—a singular softness,
so gentle that in itself it was a caress, had come upon her
toward him.
H e stooped to her as she bade him, but his hands drew
the broidered ribbons away.
' Not so. You shall not serve me.'
' W h y not ? You have earned your right to service, if
man ever earned It.'
The breath of her lips was on his broAV, her eyes looked
into his Avith a love the deeper for the doAV of unshed tears
that glistened heavily in them, her hands touched him, making the pulses of his heart throb faster and the current of
the blood glow in his veins, while, AvIth a gentleness that
in itself seemed to him balm enough to heal mortal wounds
themselves, she wound the silken bauds over the gash that
the blunted axe had hacked, and the width of his chest thar
the rain of bloAvs had covered with livid marks like th*
marks where a scourge has fallen.
' A h ! God grant that these be the last and the least
things you suffer through me.'
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The words escaped her almost unconsciously, while, for
the first time since her eyes had gazed in their set angulsli
on the dead meu lying round her in the banqueting-hall of
Antina, the tears gathered in them like the gathering drops
of a storm, and fell one by one slowly on hia hair and on his
breast. She had made many endure danger and Avretchedness, risk, and despair, without pity ; it was but fitting
retribution that she had no power to ward them off from
the only life for which she had ever cared.
H e held her hands close against his heart.
' I can never suffer now !'
I t seemed so to him. Keeping this, her love, he thought
that no vicissitude or bitterness of life could have an hour's
poAver to move him ; that no fate could approach him which
had any shadoAV on i t ; that nothiug men or fortune could
deal unto him could ever move him to an instant's pang.
H e did not dream that there are gifts, breathlessly, burningly coveted, Avhich are more disastrous reached than lost.
Like Faustus, he would have said to the future and its
fiite :
'Take
My soul for ever to inherit.
To suifer punishment and pine,
So this woman may be mine I '

And hia noble reckless chivalry of belief in her had alike the
sublimity and the blindness AvhIch lie at the core of every
chivalrous idealism; blent, too, with something grander aud
something loftier still—a love that cleaved to her through
all and iu the teeth of all—a love that could find her human
and darkened h}? humau stains, yet never lose its worship,
but reach high ^ven high as pardon, if need there Avere of
any pardon's tenderness.
The day Avas waking; the sun had r i s e n ; even here,
through the darkness of the oak boughs, the radiance was
coming. He started to his feet, made as strong to save her
now as though the force of a score of lives Avas poured into
his own; of pain, of weakness, of the aching fever thai
thrilled through his bruised limbs, he knew nothing. H^
seemed to have the strength of Titans, to have lost ever^
sense of existence save those of i^i deep dell£;ht, its wild
joys, its dreamy ecsta.sy.
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' M y love, my love, forgive me,' he murmured. ' I n tha
heaven you have brought me I forgot your danger.
' W a s it not best forgot ? ' she asked, with that carelessness aud that sadness which mingled intricately in her nature. ' In a race for life and death, fcAV would pause to
speak as we have done; but it is the surest Avisdom to defy
fate while we can.'
' F a t e ? There is no fate, save such as a strong hand
carves, or a weak hand spoils, in Life.'
' Nay, am / not yours ? '
She stooped to him with her old half-mocking sorcery,
her loosened hair brushing his breast, her rich lips near hia
own, her eyes, deep with thought, humid AvIth tears, yet
luminous Avith that victorious challenge which was Avithout
pity, and which had so often defied men to have strength or
poAver to deny her as their destiny. The old evil passed
over her for the moment—the old evil of triumph in the unmerciful, unsparing knoAvledge that a human life Avas hers
to do with as she Avould, as a crown of roses lies in a child's
wanton hands to be treasured or trodden down at AVIU.
H e looked at her with a long wistful gaze, earnest as an
uuspoken prayer, and once more the darker and the more
callous tyranny that had for one instant returned ou her
Avas softened and banished and driven back by the pure
strength of an undivided loyalty, by the undivided trust of
a brave man's heart.
' You knoAv it,' he ansAvered her. * AVhy play with me in
speech when you hold my life In your poAver ? '
The patience and geatlencsa of the rebuke touched her
as had never done those fiorid vows, those ornate protestations, such as she had heard so often until she was as wearied
by them as eyes that dAvell long on the dazzling hues of
jcAvels ache Avith their glitter and their profusion.
Others
bad loved her as well as he, even with this depth, this might,
this absolute submission of all existence to her, yet in him
these had a dignity and a simplicity that claimed a reverence no other had done—these in him made her worthless
of them In her own sight.
' Ah, forgive me !' she said, with that contrition which in
a AA'oman thus proud, and of old thus unyielding as she was
t;id at once so much of poignancy, so much of self-reproach.
I wish only it were otherwise ! I wish only that your fate
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were safely anchored In some pure and peaceful life mine
could not touch. AVhy will m.en over love Avhere love is
fatal ? '
H e looked at her with earnest thought, grave and infi.
nitely tender.
' Fatal ? AVhat Is it that you fear for me ? '
' All things.'
' All! That Is to place but little trust in my strength to
endure or to resist. AVhat is it you dread most ? '
'Myself
She gave him back his look, intent as his own, fathomless, and filled with a pain that was half remorse, half prescience.
Hia face grew very pale.
' You mean—you will desert me ? '
' No. N o t that.'
She spoke sloAvly, as if each word were a pang, then
leaned toward him once more with the light of the risen day
full on her face, and the splendour of her eyes troubled beyond grief.
' N o ; I never broke a t r u s t ; and yours is the noblest
ever placed in me. But—cleaving to me—you will have
bitter trials for your faith; you will have, most likely, cruel
suffering, that I shall be poAverless to spare y o u ; you will
lose me, perhaps, by captivity, by shot, or by steel; you will
pay for me, it may be, if ever I am yours, no less price yourself than death. Now do you not know why, though it rent
my heart In twain, I would surrender you up, and never look
upon your face again, my love—my love!—would you but
take my warning.'
The first words had been almost cold from their enforced
control; AvIth the last a yearning, aching desire trembled In
her voice, Avhich would have told him, had no other moment
told him, that what she felt for him Avas not pity, nor gratitude, but passion itself. H e heard in silence to the end, aa
one who baa his own resolve set Immutably, and listens to
the utterance of counsel that has no more likelihood to
make him swerve from it than the beating of the winds to
move the rocks that they pass over. Not that he heard hei
lightly, or believed thai undue fear made her count the
peril for him with needless exaggeration; he knew this was
ftot in her nature, but be was wholly careless of Avhat price
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might be exacted from him for allegiance to her, and he was
aa firm to cleave to it, whatever that price might be, aa
a soldier to cleave to his standard AvhIle there is sight
enough left in his dying eyes to watch one gleam of the
silken folds above his head that shall never droop through
him till meu have killed, not conquered, him. Then, holding her hands against his heart, he looked down on her
with that graver and more chastened tenderness Avhlch,
mingled with the vivid ardour of his love, born from the
darkness of danger that Avas still around them, and from the
defence that through it she, so brilliant, so fearless, and so
negligent, had come to need from his strength and from hia
fealty. I n her Intellect, in her ambitions, in her carelessness and magnificence of sovereignty, he was content that
she should reign far beyond him, content to know that she
reached many realms Avhich he had barely dreamed of; but
in her necessity, in her peril, in her desolation, he took up
his title as a man to guard her, his right as a man to shield
her, and to save her, if it should need be, even from herself
' W e wUl speak no more of t h a t ; our fates, whatever they
be, will be the same,' he answered her. ' I t may be that I
shall suffer through you, as you say; if so, it will be without complaint, while I can still be dear to you. H death
come—well; it had little terror for us last night—it will
have none for me, if it be only merciful enough to spare me
life without you. As for faith—0 God ! believe enough in
me to know that no trial will exhaust it. If silence be
bound on you, I will Avait till you can break it with honour.
I have no fear of Avhat it guards from me. Love Avere of
little Avorth that could not yield so slight a thing as
trust.'
' A slight thing ? I t is a greater gift than the gift oi
crowns or kingdoms—and far more rare.'
She had heard him, moved deeply by the brave simplicity
of the generous words ; her face Avaa very pale, her head
bowed; in her own sight she Avas unworthy of this sublime
unquestioning belief, aud the knowledge entered like iro<
into her soul.
' I s it ? ' he ansAvered her. ' Then all love la a lie. How
ever that be, take it as mg gift to you, then ; I have nothing
else in the world to bring.'
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She looked at him with that long, graA'e, weary, look ot
which he could uot wholly read the meaning.
' You could bring me none I could prize more, or—could
deserve less.'
' That cannot be. If you did not merit it, you would sco
no treasure in it. It is not those who value trust that
betray it.'
' Betray it! No; I never betrayed yet.'
Her face wore for a moment the prouder and fearless look
of royal courage and strength than had ever been most
natural to it; then, sAvifty, it changed, and a darkness fell
over It—the darkness of remorse.
" That it not true,' she said bitterly. ' Betrayal—iu
men's sense of betrayal of comrade to comrade, of friend
to friend, of honour to honour—never yet did touch ma
But I betrayed as women ahvays do—all those who loved
me.'
He watched her wistfully but silently; his heart ached
that there should be this shadoAV of unrevealed remorse between them; his kuoAvledge of her told him that Idalia waa
not a woman to let slight regrets weigh on her, or slight
errors stir her conscience into pain; he knew that among
the wild-olive crown of her genius and her power some
poisoned leaf of the belladonna must be wound, biilllant
but life-destroying. It Avas acute suffering to him ; she waa
to him as luminous, glorious, divine, and far above him as
the sun Itself; that across this sun of his life there should
lie these black and marring shadows, gave him pain deep as
his love. But loyalty was with him before all; and beyond
the reckless resolve of a blood passion, that would possess what it adored, though the possession should be
accursed, was the noble fealty he had sAvorn to her—the brave,
patient, chivalous trust which left unasked whatever she
wished untold, and was contented to believe and wait.
He stooped to her, tenderly passing over her latest
words.
' Weary yourself no more with the past,' he said gently ;
a gentleness that was sweet to her, like the lulling murmur
of calm waters after the blaze and riot of the voluptuous
colour or tropic forests. ' We have to think of the present
and the future. Every movement is precious ; I have been
too forgetful of your safety. You know better thau I •where
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your enemies lie, and how best they may be baffled. There
is one who will not spare—'
' T h e r e are hundreds who will not. The land ia aa a
net for me.'
' Then we must leave it—'
' Is it so easy to leave such close-woven meshes ? '
' Easy, no. Possible, yes.'
' And how ? '
' That we will speak of later ; for the present moment you
must have food and rest. There will surely be some charcoal-burners or contadina's hut here somewhere ; there is
nothing hardly to fear from the peasantry in the forests or
open country, and we must wait till nightfall for farther
flight.
Stay an Instant while I look around us—'
' But you are not fit for any exertion! Your wound,
your faintness—'
H e smiled on h e r ; and the light of the smile had a
strange, sad beauty, that touched her with a pang keen in
pain and yet not Avithout its sAveetness.
' Those Avere nothing. Such as they were, you cure them.
I have the strength of lions now.'
H e left her, and, going up where the earth rose precipitously, looked down the great dim aisles of forest that
stretched away on every side, with the far unerring sight of
a man who had known what it was to go through the heart
of Persia with his life hanging on the sureness of his eye and
aim, and who had ridden over the grass seas of Mexico and
steered down the lonely windings of the Amazons, when
with every moment a spear thrown from behind him, or an
arroAV launched from the dense screen of foliage, might end
his years there aud then for ever. H e stood motionless
some instants, not a sign of bird, or beast, or vegetable life
in the Avoodlauds round escaping him ; he had learned all
such forest lore of Indians and Gauchos, and he had a
traveller's swift sweep of vision, with a soldier's rapid tactic
and decision; the horses were grazing quietly near, to4
tired to stray, and watched, moreover, by Sulla, who had;
unbidden, taken their guardianship. I n a fcAv momenta
longer he returned to her.
' There is some one living a score yards onward, or I am
much mistaken; wait here while I reconnoitre, aud if you
need me, fir^ I will be with you at the first echo of the
»hot.'
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H e loaded the pistol that had fallen on the grass by her,
and put It back Into her hand, theu thrust the boughs
aside, and made his w.ay to where, at some slight distance,
the hut of some woodland dAveller stood; a faint low flickei
of smoke, curling among the thickness of the leaves, had
told him rightly there was some human habitation, and,
though it was but a poor cabin, rudely built of loose stones
and woven branches, it Avas more welcome to him than
ftpalace would have been. H e knew the Italian people as well
as he knew the Border peasantry at home, and knew that
they were gentle, kindly, and generous in the main. The
hut stood in a very wilderness of beauty, wild vine, and the
sweet flg beloved of Horace, gigantic pines, and the woodstrawberry that nestled in the grass, in their profuse and
vivid contrast making a paradise around it, while in its rear
the high slope of pine-covered hills rose dark and massive,
with falling Avaters tumbling down their steep incline into
a broad still pool beneath, that was never stirred unless by
the plunge of some diving water-bird. A young female
child, with a rich G u i d j face and the step of a princess in
her rags, was the only living thing found there; she answered
him readily, balancing her water-jar as she came from the
torrent like some PompeianNaiad; her father had gone to his
work at daAvn ; he was a charcoal-burner, and he would not
return till evening ; the stranger was welcome to shelter;
and food—well, there was no food except some millet-cakes,
and a bit of dried flsh from the fresh water ; he could have
that, if he wanted. Any one near ? O no, there was no
one for ten miles or more round, except one or two huts
like hera. She was a picturesque, handsome little forester,
bare-legged and scarce clothed, yet with a wild freedom of
movement, and a certain pensive grace thoroughly national;
very like the beautiful mournful models, Campagna-born,
of Eome, who look like living poems, and Avho have but
one thought—bajocchi.
' I t is a miserable place for you, yet it AVIU give us some
sort of harbour,' he said, as he brought Idalia to the carbonaro's cabin.
She looked across a moment at the luxuriance of vine
and 'olossom, and backward at the black pine-mass, through
which the falling waters glared like light, and smiled half
wistfully as she looked.
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' I think it ia a paradise! To forget the world ami^
guch loveliness as this—what do you say ? AVould it bo
wise ? And yet—power is a dangerous thing; once
having drunk of it, one has lost taste for every purer
flavour. You do not know what that is ? You do not
know what ambition is, then ? I can teU you ; it is satiety
with desire.
' A bitter thing t h e n ? '
' Yes. But not so bitter that it is not sweeter than all
sweetness—only the sweetness so soon goes, and the dregs
are so soon all we hold !'
He did not answer; his heart ached that he was not
able to bring dominion to this woman, who was so born
for it; that he had no diadem such as that of her forgone
Byzantine sires to crown her with; that he had. nothing
wherewith to achieve greatness—nothing wherewith to
content that desire, half disdainful yet undying, which
was in her for the sceptre and the sword, for all they
ruled and all they gained.
He left her in the inner chamber of the hut, that was
roughly partitioned in two by a wall of stakes and woven
rushes, and brought the horses under the shelter of a
great cedar that shut out every ray of the sun; he could
use his left arm but little, owing to the shoulder-wound,
but he loosened their girths, watered them, gave them a
feed of rye from some corn that the cotters kept for
bread, then bathed, and shook his barcarole dress into the
best order that it would assume, and thought what food in
this wild waste he could flnd for her. That he was au
hungered and athirst himself, that there was fever on him
still from his injuries, and that, despite the plunge into
the waters' refreshing coldness, his bruised frame ached
and his breath was hard to draw, he scarcely felt; Idah'a
was his only memory. For her, he could have not alone
the lion's strength that he had said, but a woman's gentleness, an Indian's patience, an Arab's keenness ; and nothing
was too slight for him to heed, as nothing too great for him
to brave, that could be offered in her service and her cause.
That he had had no sleep, no rest, no food, weighedjnothing
with him; in the heat of the early day he sought with
unwearying diligence for such things as he thought could
tempt her. Wild strawberries on their own mosses • heo-
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caficoa that haunted the place, and that he slew with a
ding and baked in cl.ay; dainty fish that he speared with
the knife from his sash, wading waist-deep in the pool—
these Avere all the Avoods would yield him. B u t love for
her had made him an artist and a p o e t ; he served them in
such graceful fashion, covering the rude table of the
cabin with a cloth of greenest moss, and screening the
coarse-hewn wooden trenchers with vine-leaves and
floAvers, that it was rather like such a forest banquet aa
Theocritus or Ben Jonson loved to cast in verse than like
the meal in a wretched refuge of fugitives, for ^whom
pvery moment might bring the worst terrors of captivity
and death.
When it was done—that travail of willing, tender service—he could have swept it down again with a stroke of
his hand.
' I am a fool,' he thought, with a smile that had a sigh
in it. ' A child might thank me for those trifles ; but she
•—Avild strawberry-leaves for one who wants the laurels of
fame, the gold foliage of a diadem.
Yet he stooped down again, and changed the garniture
a little, so that the snow-white arums might lie nearer the
scarlet of the fruit. H e had a painter's heart, and instinct told him that beauty in the lowliest things has ever
a sweet psalm of consolation in i t ; he loved, and his love
unconsciously told him that a coil of forest flowers ia a
better utterance of it than all the gold of Ophir.
I t was not wasted on her, this which he deemed so idle
a trifle that she would not even note it. As her glance
fell on the Avoodland treasures that the hands, which a
few hours before had been clenched in a mortal gripe at
her foe's throat, had gathered to cover the poverty of
their refuge, Idalia's eyes filled Avith soft sudden t e a r s ;
eyes that had so often looked down with cold, amused,
careless scorn on those who wooed her with every courtly
subtlety, with every potent magnificence of bribe.
' AV hat depths of exhaustless tenderness there are in his
h e a r t ! ' she thought. ' I might gaze there for ever and
find no base thing. O God! if he could say that of
mine!'
The day went on ita way deepening to the fuU heat of
coon, cloudless, sultry, lustrous, as such days of summoi
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length in southern lauds alone can be. To him it was
like one long unbroken dream, divine, voluptuoua, Intensa
as the radiance around them. They were safe here in the
heart of the untrodden forest; safe, until AvIth the fall oi
night their flight could be resumed. Within the darkness
of the h u t the moss and foliage he had strewn everywhere
made couches yielding as velvet, and filled the air with
their fresh fragrance, with the gleam of the 'rvhite flowers
flashing in the gloom ; without stretched the vivid light
and endless groAvth of the woodland, the gloAV of colour,
the foam of Avater, the play of sun-rays upon a thousand
hnis, and, above all, the deep blue of an Italian sky. Beyond, under the great cedar, the horses browsed aud
rested, with broad shadoAvs flung upon them cool and
dark ; all the fantastic foliage ran riot like a forest of the
tropics ; here and there an oriole flashed like gold in the
s u n ; here and there the rich green of a lizard glanced
among the grasses; all else was still aud motionless,
steeped In the sensuous lull of southern heat.
I n such a day, in such a scene, danger and pain were
forgot, as though they had no place on earth. They were
alone; the young peasant-child Avent hillward after her
single g o a t ; there was not a sound or a sign of other life
than theirs, and the oblivion of passion was upon them
b o t h ; they ceased to remember that they were fugitives ;
they only knew that they were together.
They spoke very r a r e l y ; she let t h e past, with all ita
mystery and all its bitterness, drift aAvay forgotten. To
the future neither looked; it might lead to the dungeon
or the scaffold. They lived in the present hour alone, as
those who love do ever live, in the first abandonment and
usurpation of their passion.
Once she looked doAvn at him where he lay at her feet,
and passed her hand among the richness of his hair.
' Does the earth hold another man capable of such sublime folly as yours ? You give me your life, yet never ask
me once of mine.'
' W h a t marvel in that ? You have said you •wish silence
on it.'
' And how many would heed such a wish ? '
' I know not how many would; but it is law to me.'
' Ah, you are rash as Tannhauser. I told you so long
a^o.'
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' And I said then, aa UOAV, Tannhiiuser Avas a cur. She
was his. KnoAvIng that, Avhat Avanted he ? If he had
had faith aright, and love enough, he Avould have wrested
her out from the poAvers of darkness. H e would not
have yielded her up—not even to herself. Evil is black In
us all; love—that is love in my reading—does not surrender us to It, or for it.'
The deep glow of his eyea gazed into hers, speaking a
thousandfold more than his words. H e kuoAV that the
chains of some remorse bound h e r ; to fear this for himself never daAvned on the careless courage of that Avhich
she had well termed his ' sublime folly;' b u t to free her
from Its dominion Avas a resolve AvIth him not less resolute
than had been his resolve to deliver her beauty from her
cajitor's fetters.
H e r face was softened to a marvellous richness, sadness,
and pathos as he looked up at her, the gloom of the IOAVshelvlng roof above and behind them, the light of the day
falling on her and about her, through the hanging leaves,
from the burning suu without.
' You like better the passion of the " Gott und die
Bajadero " poem ? Well, so do I. I t is nobler far. The
god had faith In her, and because he believed iu her, saved
her. Brave natures, defying scorn, may groAV to merit
scorn; but no brave nature ever yet was steeled and false
to trust.'
' And yours is brave to tho death; wherefore, till death
I trust it.'
His Avords Avere IOAV and SAveet and earnest; grave Avith
that depth of meaning and of feeling AA'hlch made reverence, not less th.aii pity, move her toAvards the ouly man
Avho had ever stirred her either to compassion or to veneration, and which gave grandeur, force, and nobility to
the love AvhIch, Avithout It, might have been but a madness
of the heart and a desire of the senses.
' False women VOAV as Avell as t r u e ; I vow you nothing,'
she murmured to him ; ' but 1 thank you beyond all Avords.'
She did so thank him from her soul; she to whom thia
faith was precious as uo other thing could have been,
since she knew at ouce that she had forfeited all title to
claim, all likelihood to gain it, yet kncAV that very often
calumny had Avronged and envy staiued her Avith many a
2D
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charge of which she had been aa guiltless aa the white
aruma that lay unsullied at her feet. That strong, undoubting, imperishable trust was the one jewel of life that
she had of her own will renounced her title to, yet which
she could value as no other, perhaps, who had not lost it,
ever could have done so well.
' Listen,' she said, stooping over him where he waa
stretched on the foliage at her feet, Avhile her hand
strayed still with a caress among his hair and over hia
lips. ' So much of my life as I can tell you I will; it
is not a thousandth p a r t ; still it may make some things
clearer to you. I am of Greek birth, as you k n o w ; and I
doubt if there be in the world a descent that can claim
greater names than mine. My race—nay, both races that
were blent in me—stretched far back into the earliest
Athenian times on one hand, and to the records of Byzantium on the other. I was the last to represent the pure
Greek stock, and it was the one of which I was the
prouder, though it had fallen into evil fortunes and much
poverty. Of the Byzantine, there was but one besides
myself, the brother of my dead mother, a strange m a n ; a
rich, wayward, luxurious recluse; a feudal prince where
he held his chieftainship in Eoumelia; leading an existence
more like an eastern story than aught else ; majrnlficent,
voluptuous, barbaric, solitary, with all the glitter of
Oriental pomp and aU the loneliness of a mountain fief.
A terrible tragedy that had occurred in his youth—-I can
tell it to you some other time—begot his love of solitude;
his passions and his tastes led him to make that solitude
at once a palace and a prison, a harem and a fortress.
I have little doubt that his life was evil enough ; but I
did not knoAV it, and he loved me with a lavish tenderness that left me fearless of him, though he had a great
terror for all others. So the life I led from my birth to
my sixteenth year was t h i s : sometimes I passed long
months in Greece in a great, desolate, poverty-stricken
palace, with vast deserted gardens, in which I AA'andered
looking at the bright j^igeau, Avhde dreaming of the dead
glories of my people, Avith an Armenian monk, old and
stern aud learned, for my only guide, who taught me all I
«-ould--morei perhaps, of abstruse lore aud strange scenes
m^ ikm§ hkOAvledge than ivtis Well for me while eo youngi
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Ere I had seen the world I Avas steeped in It, from the
telling of Eoman cynics, aud Athenian sages, and Persian
magi, and Byzantine wits. I believed AvIth all the credulous
innocence of my OAVU childhood, and I disbelieved with
all the scornful scepticism of my dead masters. I had
studied more deeply AvliIle I was yet a child than many
men do in their whole lifetime. From that lonely meditative life iu Greece, I Avas often changed, as by magic, to
tho unbridled luxury and Indulgence of the Eoumelian,
castle. Slaves forestalled my every wish ; splendour, the •
most enervating that could be dreamt of, surrounded mo
within, while the grandest natural beauty Avas everywhere
Avithout; if vice there were I never saAV I t ; b u t the most
gorgeous pleasures amused me, and my bidding was done
like the commands of an empress ; for I was the adopted
heir of the great Julian, Count Vassalis. Now can you
not imagine hoAV tAvo such phases of life, alternating in
their broadest and most dangerous contrasts from my
earliest memory upAvard, raade me fatal indeed to others,
but to none so fatal as to myself ? '
She laid her hands on hia lips to arrest the words he
would have spoken, and puft^cd on in her narrative.
' N o ; no denial. God grant I be not fatal at the last
to you! Well, it was ihms two dissimilar lives that made
me Avhat I am. I waa happy then in b o t h : happy dreaming in poverty in Greece; I'^PPy dreaming in magnificence
in Eoumelia; ambitioas /drt'ady, ambitious as any Cffisar
in both. In Athens I had the poetry aud the purity of
glory in m e ; in Turkey its power and its pomp allured
m e ; both, combined with the knowledge of my past
heritage iu Hellenic fame, and of my future heritage in
the A''assalis dominion, gave me the pride of an emperor
and the vision of an empire AvIde as the Avorld. Ah,
heaven! yet the dreams were pure, too—purer and loftier
than anything that life can realise; for I did not dream
for myself alone. I dreamed of peoples liberated, of
dynasties bound together by love of the common good, of
the free republics revived by my hand, and shedding light
in all dark places where creeds reigned and superstitions
crouched, of misery banished, of age revered, of every
slavery of custom broken, of every nobler instinct followed,
*! men mad© hrethi'cn ;md w^t beasts of prey, who hunt
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down and devour the young, the weak, the guiltless. Ah,
heaven, Avhat dreams •they were !'
H e r head sank, her eyes were fixed on the flood of light
without; her thoughts were far from him, far beyond
him, in that moment, as the thoughts of genius ever are
far from those Avho love the thinker best, and are best
loved in ansAver.
They were with the dreams of her youth ; such dreams
as lighted the youth of Vergniaud and found their fruition
on the scaffold.
' Well, with you they never perished.'
' No ; not utterly
But they Avere tainted—how deeply
tainted! AVell, thus I lived, a fairy story and a pageantry
filling one-half my years, monastic seclusion and heroic
memories holding the rest. As I grew older, Julian
Vassalla often spoke Avith me of many things; he Avas a
bold, magnificent, kingly, reckless man, a chief Avho ansAvered
to none, a voluptuary AA'ho laughed at the Avorld he had
quitted, a genius Avho might have ruled widely and wisely
with a Sulla's iron hand, a Sulla's careless laughter. H e
found me like him, and he made me yet more like. I t
might be—but it is not for my lips to blame him—he
loved me Avell in life, aud strove, so far as prescience
could, to guard me Avhen his life ended. That was in my
sixteenth year. H e bequeathed me all his vast properties,
with the fief in Eoumelia and other estates, requiring only
that I took his name, and, Avherever I wedded, never
changed it. I t Is through him that I became one of the
richest Avomen in Europe. Much Is gone, but great Avealth
still remains AvIth me. Can you not fancy Avhat I waa
eight years ago, Avith the world before me, untried, unknoAvn, Avith passion untouched, Avith ambition still but In
its SAveet vague ideals, Avitli Innocence as soilless as tlioso
lilies, aud courage fearless as the courage of the young
eagles ? Can you marvel that I believed I should have
'the sovereignty of Semiramis ? Can you not understand
how easily I credited those Avho for their own cuds deluded
me to the belief ? '
H e r face darkened as she spoke, and her voice sank
with a thrill of hate in it. H o caught it, aud his own voice
took her tone.
"
' Tell me who they were. H they be living—'
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The menace recalled her from the past to the present.
' N o . That is one of many things I cannot tell you yet^
if ever. From no love of mystery—I abhor It—but from
fi brutal Inexorable necessity, as little to be escaped from
IS the destiny of the ancients. TVii kuow that there is na
Buch thing as destiny ; but we make as hard a task-master
for ourselves out of our OAVU deeds. Of my childhood I
San speak freely ; but from Julian Vassalls's death "dates
the time that I must In so much leave a blank to you.
Those Avere with me AVIIO kncAV hoAV to touch every chord
in mv n a t u r e ; and they used their power ably. I was
ambitious ; they tempted my ambition. I loved sovereignty;
they pointed to such realms as might have dazzled wiser
heads than mine Avhen I first stood on that giddy eminence
of command and riches aud splendour, and Avas told that I
had the beauty of a Helen, while I kncAV that I had the
courage of men, and felt even stir in me men's genius and
men's force. Do not deem me vain that I say this. God
knows all vanity is dead in me, if I ever had i t ; and I
think that I was at all times too proud to be guilty of that
foible. And it was by higher things thau such frailty that
they lured me. I loved freedom; I loved the peoples ; I
rebelled against the despotism of mediocrities, the narroAV
bonds of priesthoods ; I had the old liberties of Greece In
my veins ; and I had the passionate longing for an Immortal
fame that all youth, which has any ideal desires at all,
longs for with the longing " of the moth for the star "
AVell, through these, by these, I fell Into the snares of
those who draped their own selfish greeds and intrigues In
the colours of the freedom that I adored; who knew how
to tempt me with the pure laurels of a liberator, while In
truth they bound me with the fetters of a slave.'
H e did not speak, but looked at her, with his lips breathless, with his eyes passionate as fire, through the mist that
dimmed them as he heard. Hearing no more than this,
her life seemed known In Its every hour to him; he understood her more nearly, more deeply, than any man had
ever done; more truly far than those whose genius and
whose aspirations had far more closely been akin with
She looked at him and sighed.
' Wait, Do not think me blameless becausf in the out.
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set I was wronged. I tell you that I have great sins at
my score. True, at the time I speak of now, I was sinned
against, not sinning. I was led to ally myself in earliest
youth Avith those whom later years have sliOAvn me were
desperate, insatiate, unscrupulous, guilt-stained gamesters,
who staked a nation's peace to AvIn a gambler's throw, and
played at patriotism as keenly and aa greedily as men play
for gold. I waa dazzled, intoxicated, beguiled, misled at
once by all that was best and all that Avas worst in m e ;
and, too late, I found the truth ; found every avenue of
retreat closed; found myself bound beyond escape ; found
that—'
She paused abruptly, shutting in the words; but the
hand that lay in his contracted as though it grasped a
weapon Avherewith to requite a deadlj^, endless wrong.
'So far I Avas sinned against,' she went on with effort, as
though the memories which arose stifled her with poisonous
fumea. ' But in all else the evil is mine. The sway was
guilty that had been put Into my h a n d s ; but I grew to
love it, as we grow to love the opium that we hate at first.
All power had irresistible fascination for me, and I learned
to use mine pitilessly; and I should use it to-morrow to
all save you. The political career into whicli I had been
plunged had its sorcery for m e ; I delighted in it even
while I abhorred it. I soon learnt how to play on men's
passions until from them I gained what I would. If my
instruments were broken under my hands, I never heeded
i t ; they had served my end, and the end was great still,
though its means were accursed; the end Avaa still the
liberties of the nations. The truth did not come to me till
I had gone too far to draw back, too far not to be enamoured
of the merciless dominion that I found I could command.
When I knew it, I grew Avholly reckless. I had been
foully, basely Avronged, and all that Avas dangerous In me
rose and hardened. I had been stabbed In the dark by
hands that were SAvorn to shield me. I cared little Avhat I
did, nothing for what Avaa said of me, after that. I am not
justifying myself; I merely shoAv what fires they werd
which burned me heartless. I have been associated AvIth
every movement of the advanced parties of Eurone through
the years that have gone by since I first hecMine the
Countess Vassalis; I have been the ins^^Irer of more efforts
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the guide of more intrigues, than I could tell you in a
score of hours, even were I free to tell you them ; I have
held in ni}' time. Indirectly, more power than many a
minister Avhose name Is among the rulers ; the world doea
not knoAv how It ia governed, and it does not dream how
kings have dreaded and statesmen sought to bribe me.
One thing alone I remained true to, heart and soul—my
cause. For the freedom of the peoples, for the breaking
of their chains, I have laboured with all such strength and
brain and force as nature gave me. I n that I have been
true, and without taint of selfish desires. God knows that
to raise my own land among the nationa, and to gain Italy
for the Itallana, and to do—Avere it ever so little—to crush
the tyrannies of creeds, to bring nearer the daylight of fearless and unfettered truth, I would let Giulio Villaflor and
his creatures kill me as they Avould. I n that I have been
loyal to the core, but iu all else I have been very guilty.
I have tempted, blinded, seduced men into the love that
gave them as wax into my hands. I have roused their
darkest passions, that of those passions I might make the
firebrands or the SAVords my purpose needed. I have taken
their peace and crushed It to poAvder; I have taken their
hearts and broken them without a pause of pity; I have
sent them out to the slaughter careless hoAV they fell, so
that my will was done; I have sent them out to perish,
i'ar and Avide, north and south, east and Avest, and never
asked the cost of all that gold of human life wherewith I
played my pitiless gambling. I smiled at those for whom I
cared no more than for the stones of that t o r r e n t ; I let
them hope I loved them, so long as that hope Avas needed to
make them ready instruments to my u s i n g ; I was stirred
no more by despair than I was for compassion. So long aa
I had my slaves, I heeded nothing AA'hat they suft'ered, hoAV
they were captured. I only smiled at the fools who thought
women had no share in the making of history, uo power to
penetrate the arcana of life. That Avas all.'
H e listened, and Avith a heavy sigh answered her as she
paused ; it was involuntary, unconscious. H o had believed
in Idaha, as with a woman's absolute unquestionable belief;
It struck him hardly, deeply, to knoAV by her own tehlng
that she had these ruined broken lives, these Circean
cruelties in her p a s t ; that the witching splendour of her
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sorcery had been thus steeped In tears of blood, thus bartered for the gain of triumph and dominion. No fear for
' himself even now crossed him ; his courage Avas too bold, hia
passion too ardent. I t was the knowledge that she should
thus have stained the beauty and the genius of her life which
came on him, not unlocked'for, since he had ere this known
that there were error and remorse upon her ; yet bitter aa
the fall of what Is treasured and Is reverenced must ever
be, however love remain faithful and unshaken to that
fall's lowest depth.
' One question only,' he said to her, whiie his voice waa
low and tremulous. ' Through this, was there never one
whom you loA'ed ?'
She met his gaze fully, thoughtfully, truly he could
have sworn, or never eyes spoke t r u t h .
' N o t one.'
' I s it possible ?'
She smiled a little, with her old weary Irony.
' A'ery possible. Poets have written much about the love
of women ; I do not think it a tithe so Avarm and strong as
the love of men. Many women are cold sensualists, many
are inordinately vain ; sensualism and vanity make up ninetenths of my sex s passions, though sentimentality has so
long refused to think so.'
' B u t you must have been surrounded by so many—by
all that Avas most brilliant and most seductive.'
' Yes ; yet a tinsel bilHiancy, for the most part. Besides,
I did not come into the world Ignorant of It, as moat
youth comes. Julian A''assali?, and my own tastes, ana
others who Influenced me then, had given me the surest
shield against the ibllies of love in studies deeper far than
most women. If they had driven away my faith in life too
early, with the sneers of Persius, with the scourge of
Juvenal, AvIth their OAvn cynic wit and their own manifold
knowledge. Ambition was Infinitely more the passion to
tempt me than love ever Avas. I luxuriated in the sense
of my own poAver, in the exercise of my OAVU fiital gifts;
but I scorned from the bottom of my heart the men Avho
were fooled by such idle things as a girl's glance, as a
woman's smile. If the gold gleam of my hair ensnared
them, I could not but disdain what was so easily bound •
if they were spaniels at my word, I knew they had been or
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they would be, as weakly slaves of any other Avno succeeded
me, and as easily subjugated by a courtesan as they Avera
by me, when I chose to use the power. I thought very
scornfully of love. I saAv Its baser side, and I held It a
madness of men by which women could revenge a thousandfold the penalties of sex that shut us out from public share
In the world's government. A statesman is great, a woman
can make him a Avittol ; a chief is mighty, a woman can
make him a by-AVord of shame and reproach ; a soldier has
honour firm as steel, a woman can make him break it like
a stalk of green flax ; a poet has genius to gain him immortality, a woman can make him curse the world aud its fame
for her sake, and die like a dog, raving mad for the loss of
scarlet lips that were false, of eyes divine that were lies.
No power ! AVe have the widest of all. AVell, I but knew
that better than most, and used It yet more unmercifully
than most. And I think Avliat gave thatpoAver tenfold into
my hands was that one fact—that the weakness of love
never for one instant touched me myself; that the temptations of love never tempted me for an instant; that my intellect alone dealt with them and my heart remained ever
cold.'
'And, God, lb has wakened for m e ! How ia it possible ? AVhat have I that thoae had not ? I have nothing
on earth whereby to be Avorthy of you—whereby to have
won you.'
Hia life waa so sweet with its rapture, his passion was
BO blind with Its victory, he scarce remembered those who
had so vainly suffered before him. Every happiness ia
selfish more or less ; and his was so In that moment. She
half smiled, and let her head droop over him, till her lips
touched his again.
' AVho can answer for love? Others have done as much
for me as you ; others have loved me, even as Avell as you ;
but—'
' None had yours in answer ?*
H e asked it eagerly, breathlessly still; this was all that
ne doubted In her past—that some other life had reigned
before him In that heart which beat so near to his.
' No ! A thousand times no, if you care for the denial.
Love was my tool; he wns never my master.'
She upoke with ber old imperial dignity of disdain for
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those follies of feeling and of the senses which sway man.
kind so widely and so idly. Then the scorn faded from hef
eyes, a M'eariness stole there instead; her voice sank, and
lost Its pride In the contrition of self-accusing memories, of
heart-sick confession.
' But do not honour me for that. I t made my crime, I
think, the deeper. Those senseless women, whom I have
so often contemned with all the contempt that was in me,
for their maudlin romances, their emotional sentiment,
which made them see a god in every commonplace mortal,
and give them idols as many as the roses In summer, are
after all, perhaps, truer and better—fools though they be—
than I. Their emotions, at least, are real, hoAvever fleeting,
vain, and shallow. But I—leave me when you knoAV It, if
you will; but know It you shall—never felt one faintest
touch of tenderness for any one of those Avh.o loved m e ;
yet I was merciless enough, sinful enough, shameful enough.
If you will, never to let oue among them kuoAv that, until
he AA-as deep enough In my toils to have no power to loose
himself from them. I let them hope, I let them believe, I
let them think their reward sure, until such time as they
Avere mine—courage and honour and body and soul all
mine—to use as I Avould, for the ends and in the cause of
my ambitions. I let them think I loved them, and then
I used their minds or their hands, their nan;ea or thelt
strength, Avhichever I needed to take ; and I never asked
once, I never once pitied, Avhen I kncAV that their hearta
were broken. G o ; you must think me guilty enough now.
G o ; for if your trust be dead, rend me out of your life,
once and for ever, at a blow, rather than pass your years
with Avhat you doubt.'
She put him from her as she spoke, and rose. H e r face
was very pale, grave AA-Ith a profound sadness, with a set
resolution ; the Avords cost her more than it AA'Ould have cost
her to have thrust the A'^enetlan dagger into her bosom tc
escape the pursuit of Giulio Villaflor; but they Avere spoken
Avithout a pause to spare herself. She loved him better than
herself, and she knew that unless this man's faith were perfect In her, the lives of both Avould be a hell. And Idalia
was too proud a woman to alloAv such faith to be given in
error and in ignorance, unmerited.
Hia breath was sharply drawn, aa under a keen physical
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pain. H e stood and looked at her, with a look that AA'as revenge enough for all the unpltying cruelties of her past; It
Avas so unconsciously a rebuke, so silently and terribly in
Its pain a condemnation passing words.
For the first time under his gaze her proud head drooped,
her eyes filled AvIth tears of shame, the paleness of her face
Pushed ; before the noble truth of his every act aud Avord,
the bold simplicity of his creeds of honour, her OAVU life
looked to her very guilty, very far from the fair light of
justice and of loyalty.
' Leave me,' she said to him briefly, though her voice was
very IOAV. ' B u t — d o not gou reproach me.'
I n ausAA'cr his arms Avere stretched to her, and drew her
to his breast; in that moment he had command over her, In
that moment he Avas not her slave, but her judge. His face
was grave and almost stern, for he suft'ered keenly, but his
voice and his touch Avere Infinitely gentle.
' Leave you ? You think I knoAv so little how to value
a woman who has the noblest virtue on earth—truth? '
' Truth ! when I have told you my whole life was, in one
seuse, a lie ? '
' Truth—because you have so told me. O, my beloved !
know me better than this. Can I not condemn your errors,
and yet cherish you but the more because you need some
pity and some pardon ? '
She lay silent in his arms, deeper 'amitten than by any
rebuke or execration by the unutterable tenderness of this
love that Avaa too true to truth to hold her guiltless, and too
true to itself to forsake her because it condemned her. I n
that moment she knew hoAV much greatness there was iu
this man's nature, hoAv much dignity in his passion.
' But your trust, your faith ? ' she said at last, as she looked
up at him.
' AVIU be with you ever, as my love AVIU be.'
H e stooped and leant his cheek on hers, Avhile low in her
ear a fcAV words stole; he could not keep them back from
the aching and the longing of his heart.
' Tell me but one thing. You say you Avore the mask of
passion to fool them—did you ever let another before me
tell you of his passion thus ? '
His OAVU lips lingered in their kisses upon h e r s ; she drcAV
herself from his embrace Avith something of her old smiley
of her old scorn.
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' No.
Or no prayer of yours should make me your
wife.'
' And then you ask me if my faith be perfect still ? There
are scores of women—women who would censure gou—
who think it no shame to bring tainted lips to their husbands.'
'AVell,' she said wearily, - give me not too much praise
for being prouder, and it may be colder, than many Avomen
are ! If I ncA'cr bent to the follies of love, I AA-as but
the more blamable, perhaps, for using them Avithout mercy
to my own ends. 1 tell jou. I never spared. If any ever
doubted or resisted me, he had a terrible chastisement; he
soon gave his very soul and conscience up into my hands.
Sometimes I think that Mephistopheles himself never
tempted more deftly and more brutally than I have done.
That dead A'^iana! H e would be living now were it not for
me. H e was half a Bourbon in his creeds ; he worshipped
pleasure, and pleasure alone ; revolutions might have reeled
around him, and Carlo would never have laid down the
AAune-cup, never asked with what side the day went or the
battle turned. But I brought him to give his very life to
my moulding ; I moved him to his own ruin by those very
qualities of fearless chivalry and generous passion that
should haAO been his shield from me. A n d — 0 God I—if
A'OU had seen him lying dead there as I saw him, with his
brave face turned upward, that he might smile in my eyes
to the last! '
Her head sunk, tliere was the set mute anguish on her
of remorse that Avould never fade out while life remained.
He stood beside her silent also : he knew that there Avere no
A^ ords that could assuage this bitterness, he knoAv that to
ibis self-condemnation justice forbade any consolation
that must have been at its best but a deceiving sophistry.
' Yet you say your cause was noble ? ' be asked her gently,
at the last. ' I t was not to gain the cruel empty triumph
of a Avoman's vanity that you beguiled them ? '
' God knoAvs ! There Avas guilty triumph enough in me
at times. ' In the main—yes—It was for the cause of freedom that I won them. That had been harmless ; but mg
hin Avas that I made them stake their Uvea on me, yield their
Bouls to me, surrender their consciences to me—because I
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taught them love, and then, when they were my slaves, I
used them to their OAVU destruction, as these charcoal-makers
thrust the fresh wood In to burn and feed their fires.
' Still, you believed that those fires were the sacrifice-firea
of the people's altars of liberty ? '
She shivered slightly In the ardent heat of the broad
noonday.
' A t first, with all the youth and passion of faith that
were in me, I did believe it. And I clung to the belief long
—long after I knew It had its roots In quicksands. Bub
after I had learned how hopeless the struggle for pure freedom is, after I had learned that the absolutism of thrones
and churches are masked batteries of Iron and granite on to
which the thinker and the poet and the patriot fling themselves In combat only to be crushed and perish ; after I had
learned that only one among ten thousand of those who had
the welfare of tlie peoples on their lips had It also in their
hearts, and that fraud, knavery, selfish greed, impatient discontent, corrupt ambitions, were the natures of the liberators
not less than of the tyrants—after I had read the bare truth
to Its last letter—I lured them still. Partly because I Avas
irrevocably bound to the work, jiartly because all my old
belief Avould not die; chiefly of all, because I had grown to
love the poAver possessed, and could not bring myself to lay
it doAvn and own my whole life a defeat.
Nor was it
one—'
The Avarmth flushed her face again, her eyes lit AvIth the
light of victory, something of the haughty defiance Avitli
Avhich she had challenged Giulio Villaflor returned then as
she challenged the memories of her past.
' I t has beeu a crime, it may be—but not a failure. No
Vassalis ever failed.
I have fed hope into action, Avhen
Avithout me it Avould have died out In darkness. I have
armed hands that but for my Aveapons could ncA'er haA'e
struck their oppressors doAvn. I have breathed liberty Into
a thousand lives that but for me might never have draAvn in
its mouutain air.
I have loosened the bonds of many
martyrs; I have broken the chains of many captives—men
who suffered agonies, herein this Italy, simply because they
Rated to cling to her, and seek vengeance for her violation.
No. I t has been no failure. Are we not victorious at the
last, If the least thing for freedom have been wrought by
us?'
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She spoke not to him but to her Past, as though its remorse arraigned while yet its conquest crowned her. She
pleaded with her own conscience ; she raised ber cause in
justification against the witness of the years that were gone;
she had been true—true to the death—to the peoples
iif the earth and to their liberties, true to truth through
all.
I t Is a noble loyalty, one very rare amid mankind—ou«
that surely may avail to atone for much.

CHAPTEE XXVIII.
'BY

MORNING TOUCHED WITH AUREOLE L I G H T ;
SUNSET STRANDED.'
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T H O S E words were the last on her lips for many
moments. From the gloom and stillness of the hut,
where there Avas a depth of shadoAv only broken by the
green mosses that stroAved the floor and the gray flash of
a tame pigeon's AvIng guarding Its brood in the farthest
nook, she looked out at the luxuriance of colour and
the blaze of sun, while her thoughts were sunk into the
past.
H e did not break her musings ; hia own thoughts were
filled with her history, of Avhich he still kneAv, In truth,
but so little, yet which seemed to him told AAdiolly in those
few brief sentences. JMemorles also came to him, revived
by her relation—memories vague and fugitive, as of things
scarcely heard before, because without interest at the time
of their hearing, of stories that had floated to him in
clubs and cafes in the cities of Europe, long ere he had
met Idalia, of some beautiful Greek or Eoumelian, of
AA'hom men told marvels, aud about Avhose reputation had
gathered many splendid idle romances, fabulous as they
Avere contradictory—romances that gave a thousand magnificent impossible legends to the records of her life, but
stole from her, as such romances ever will, all ' the white
floAver of a blameless life,' and made her pleasures aa
uilty aud her charms as resistless as those of Lucrezia or
heodor?.. H e liad never heeded them in their telling; hig
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had cared little for women, still less for tho babble oi
glanders, and they had passed him Avithout interest enough
to linger ou his remembrance an hour. But now, with the
words of her story, they recurred to him as such forgotten
tlihiga Aviil. N o t to sting him AvIth doubts of her, with
fear for himself—suspicion of her Avas a thing impossible
to him—but to madden him AvIth impatient longing to
reach her calumniators and strike them doAvii. His nature
was too bold for slander to do more than rouse his passion
against the slanderer, his chivalry for the slandered.
' T h e y were all lies!' he muttered In his beard, his face
flushing as those distant memories stole 011 him. ' A l l lies!
•—Avhere are the tellers of them ? '
She started slightly, and her eyes came back from their
dreaming speculation and dAvelt on his.
' AA^hat AVcre the lies ? '
' Things that I heard of you—once. I remember now—•'
' Ah !' A quick sigh escaped her—she Avould so gladly
have kept her life fair and unshadoAved in this man's sight
at least. ' Well, do not blame the tellers of them ; my
life laid me open to misconstruction; no one can complain,
if their lives do so, of any calumny that may befall
them.'
H e r voice was cold and careless; the evil of calumny
had not power to Avound, but it had had poAver to chill
and harden her, and the venom had left its trail thus for
ever.
' B u t Avhy—'
H e paused, not willing even by a syllable to risk trenchin"' on that silence which she thought It fittest to keep unbroken.
' W h y did I so leave it open ? For many things. First,
ere I kneAV Avhat calumny meant—AA'heu I Avas so young to
the world that I yet believed I and Truth could avail to
convince and to conquer it!—ray name was stained too
deeply, all undreamt of by me, for any future career, had
it been pure as a child's, to Avash the stain aAvay. I was
slandered—unjustly. Slandered, I say I I t Avas a thousand
times worse than that. A traitor took the blank page of
my youth and wrote it over behind my back Avith info.mou'3, Indelible falsehood—'
A hen-'-v curse broke asunder lier n-nrddi

• i^

IDALIA.

' Tell me who he was, and vengeance shall find him.'
She passed her hand over his broAV AvIth a gentle caress.
' N o . You shall have no darkness on you from my past
of my bringing. B u t you do not fear to take to your
heart a woman whom the world has called evil thus r '
' T h e world! W h a t terrors do you think that liar liaa
for me ? '
She smiled—a smile in which there was as much of
weariness as of sweetness.
' I t is not alAA'ays a liar ; It was uot so always in Avhat
it said of me. B u t Ave will leave t h a t ! To-day is our
OAAU
' ; Ave Avill not poison It. You think we may make our
way to the sea to-night ? '
' I do. There is little to be feared in the open country
-—almost nothing from the peasantry. The horses AVIU be
fresh, and If AVC can reach the little fishing village nearest
to Antina, I could send some barcarolo to bruig In my
yacht. No suspicion falls ou the vessel; the soldiers I
saw at your villa did not knoAV me, and no one Avill hear
anything from Nicolo. AVe have only to fear the sbirri—'
' AVait; tell me all. How Avas it you heard of my
arrest ? HOAV Avas It you found me ? '
H e told h e r ; and she listened In the soft lull of the
noon silence. In the h afy twilight of the forest hut, to the
story of his search for her—listened with an exceeding
tenderness on the face, whose careless pride so often had
smiled contemptuously on all love and all despair. H e
told it in very foAv Avord.'-, lessening aa much as Avas possible all pain he had endured, all difficulty he had conquered, lest he should seem to press a debt upon her ia
the recital. B u t the very brevity, the very generosity,
touched her as no eloquence Avould have done. By the
\ei-y omissions she kncAV hoAV stanch had been this endurance, hoAV devoted this fidelity, AvhIch through good and
evil report had cleaved to her, and fought their Avay to her.
' My love, my love," she murmured as she stooped to
him, staying his last words. ' O, that I might repay you
in the future. If I Avere only sure that I should br.ug
you no misery—If I could only kuow that no evil from me
Avould fall on you—if I could only feel there Avere nothing
untold betAveen us, and that my life were Avorthler of your
noble loyalty—I •R-ould lose e>-ery coin and rood of my
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inheritance, and come to you beggared of everything, vet
rich, my God! how richer far than now I'
H e had never seen her cfignity so utterly abased, her
pride so utterly SAvept aAvay as now, Avhen those broken
and longiug utterances escaped her; he saw that memories, AvhIch were m that moment an agony, shook doAvn all
the strength and all the calmness of her nature.
' Listen,' he said softly and gravely, while he drew hcsr
hands in his. ' Beggared or croAvned, you Avould alike be
my mistress, my empress, my idol. Slandered or honoured,
you Avill alike be the one glory of my life, the one thought
in my death. W h y let us speak as if we should ever
part ? You must slay me, or forsake me, ere ever we
shall be divided UOAV.'
H e r mouth quivered, her eyes filled as she heard him;
slowly, and in silence, she stooped and let her lips rest on
his.
For some moments she answered him in no other way
than by that one touch of her caress; then, with one of
the swift transitions of her changeful temperament, she
looked doAvn on him with a smile in which all her most
seductive sweetness gleamed, as the gold rays of the
southern day flashed in the dark lustrous languor of her
regard.
' Anima mia,' she murmured caressingly, ' we will ha
lieve so, at least while we can, even—even if you should
live to curse me, and I should live for Monsignore Villaflor's vengeance! Let us dream of a future, theu. I
have so long thought of the world's future only, and so
long not dared to give a glance at my OAVU. Let us dream
while we can. Tell me of your old Border castle. W e
will raise it from its ashes once more if you will. Aud
you shall come and be lord of my great Eoumelian flef, all
its hills, and its plains, and its rivers, and its vast solitudes
with their terrible beauty, and its fortress that is a palace,
like some Persian vision of the night that Ave see when Ave
Vave fallen asleep In reading Firdursi. Ah, there ia a life
there possible, if we could but reach it—a life fit for your
bold chieftainship, a life that might redeem my p a s t !
W e both know the world to weariness. There, eastward,
you and I—we might find something at least of the old
ideals of my early fancies; there are a people sunk in
2 a
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sloth and barbarism, there are the domains of a prince,
there are grand woods and waters, and mountains to be
piled between us and the world, there is human sod. barren
of every good thing, uncultured, useless, needing the
commonest tillage. I should be free there, and you would
be a king in your own right. I t needs just such a sovereign as you would be, my brave, dauntless, lion-hearted
wanderer ! W e might be happy ? W e might reach still
more yet than merely happiness ? '
A n a they dreamed of the future, while the brilliant day
stole onward, and the stillness of intense heat brooded
over the sun-lighted earth ; the future that to him waa a
treasury of joys so passionate, so measureless, so incredible, that they seemed passing all hope, escaping all
reach; the future that to her was in its fairest vision but
as a vision of that lost land of peace and liberty whicb
her own act had forfeited for ever.
The day declined from its noon height, and neither
knew nor asked how the hours were numbered.
AVhen the sun was touching the lowest cloud, and the
amber glow was burning into scarlet, he started to hia
feet; he remembered that the forester Avould be coming
homeward, and that with evening their flight must begin.
As they left the cabin, Idalia looked round it with a long
and wistful glance ; t h e day would be dear in her memory
beyond all others, and in her own heart she beheved that
it was the last they should ever pass together. Then she
lifted one of the rude wooden bowls to him with her old
half-tender, half-coquette smile.
' The child is not h e r e ; p u t some coins in for us both.
You must give me your gold to-day; if ever we are free,
TOU. shall be lord of aU I OAVU. A h ! you only care to be
Icord of myself ? Do you think that I do not know that ?
B u t / shall care to croAvn you and give you such purples
as I have. You are royal to the very core of your fearless, kingly h e a r t ; and you shall reign over my kingdom,
such as it is, if ever we can reach it.'
They went out into the stillness of the forest, so still
that they might have beeu alone in an unpeopled world.
Here and there through the network of branches the
•flushed sky glowed, vivid as flre; darkness already had
fallen on the slopes ^ Hke hills, behind which the sua ha4
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sunk down; on the foam of the waters opposite gleama
and breadths of prismatic colour still sparkled ; the evening air was heavy with fragrance, and under the foliage
the Indole began to glimmer. Erceldoune wont toward
the grazing horses, tethered in camp-fashion by a long
heel-rope, beneath the cedars; she followed him, stroking
the neck of the brave sorrel that had borne her with
such unflagging speed through the whole of the past
night.
' Carry me as bravely again, caro,' she murmured him,
drawing the silken mane through her hand. ' Take me to
freedom, and you shall have such pathless meadows of
wild grass to wander in, eastward, at your will; no curb
shall ever touch you, no spur shall ever gall you ! '
As she caressed the hunter, the hound at her side
dropped his muzzle earthward with a low smothered
growl, then lifted his head, and looked at her with anxious,
eager questions in his imploring eyes.
' The dog scents some danger. W h a t is it, Sulla ? ' she
asked, giving him that sign of silence which the animal
had learned so well.
' A woLf, maybe. W e will unearth him if he be anything worse,' said Erceldoune, as he swept back with one
arm the heavy boughs, while with his right hand h e
loosened the pistol from his sash. The rocks sloped
sharply down; the suuset light shone on the dell beneath
as he leant forward.
A cry broke from him loud, wild, exultant as the cry of
the eagle swooping to its prey. W i t h one hand still holding upward the matted veil of foliage, he stood rooted
there, all the worst passions of his nature roused in an instant into deadliest strength.
There, almost at his feet, far beneath in the curved
hollow of a moss-groAvn, cup-shaped dell, sleeping as he
himself had slept on the Capriote shore at his foe's mercy,
Avith one arm beneath his head and the other flung Idly
outward. In the loose linen dress of an Italian melonseller, lay the Greek, Conrad Phaulcon.
H e motioned her to him with a gesture that let the
leavc9 fall for an instant back into their places ; his teeth
were clenched, his words hissed b,roken through them. Ml
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' Look, look !' he gasped. ' There—at last—there m my
power—the brute who shot me down—'
H e swept the boughs backward and upward once more
with the dash of his arm, and she bent to look through the
twilight of the leaves ; her face changed to the whiteness
of death as her eyes fell on the upturned face of tho
sleeping man, her lips drew their breath gaspingly; a
shiver of unutterable horror ran through her.
'He!—he!'
That one word seemed all her voice could whisper, and
in it a whole world of agony, loathing, remorse, hatred,
and shame unbearable seemed told.
Erceldoune, with the lifted boughs still held above their
heads, stood and gazed at her in a horror scarce less than
that with which the sight of the slumbering Greek had
stirred her.
' Tou know him !'
She seized his wrist, and, with the convulsive force that
comes to the most delicate Avomen in their hours of extremity, shook his grasp from the arm of the tree, whose
foliage fell once more betAveen them and the sight of that
bright Athenian beauty that there lay in the careless rest
of some sculpture of Lykegenes.
' Know him ! O, my God ! Do I knoAv him ? '
' A y ! Do gou know the man who sought to murder
me?'
There Avas the first sternness of Avaking fury, the first
unconscious Auolence of stealing doubt. In the question as
it broke from him, AvhIle he vainly sought to Avreuch his
wrists from the close grasp she held them In, and be free
to fall upon his enemy as lions fall on their foes. AVith
them her courage returned, her self-command came back
to her, though her face Avas bloodless still, and a terrible
augulsh Avas set on I t ; she looked him full In the eyes—
eyes for the first time bent on her with the searching
severity of an accuser.
' Y e s ; I know him. I did not knoAv that he Avas your
assassin, though—though—I grant I feared it.'
' Feared i t ! W h a t Is he to you ? '
She was silent.
' W h a t is he to you—this brigand, this brute, this vilest
of the vile scum of Europe ?'
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H e spoke with the Imperious vehemence of the Intolerable horror that possessed him. She was silent still; over
her face a hot fiush came and went, the fiush of au intensa
humiliation.
' AVhat do you knoAV of him ? Answer me, before I
wring it out of his throat.'
She shuddered where she stood; but, with a strength
scarce less than his OAvn, she held him from the place
where the Greek slept, and drcAV him by sheer force farther
aud farther outAvard.
' Let him be. H e has been the curse of my f a t e ; he
will be the curse of yours.'
' By heaven, never! I will stamp his life out where he
lies. Let me go—let me go ! '
' Go for what ? '
' To deal with him—justly.'
' Justly !'
' Yes. Men kill m u r d e r e r s ; and it was through no
lack of will In him he was not one. I will not kill him
sleeping, but I will Avash my wrongs out once for all.
Let me go !'
She fiung her arms close around him, so that he must
have wrenched her beautiful limbs asunder before he could
have left her ; she drew him backAvard aud backward, her
breath against his cheek, her hair showered on his breast,
her dignity broken, her self-control forgot, vivid emotion,
agonised abandonment, making her a hundredfold more
resistless in that hour than she had ever been in her
proudest moments of supremacy. She kncAv her poAver;
under that embrace he stood subdued, irresolute, remembering nothing except the loveliness he looked on.
' Is that your love ? Is that your trust ?'
She felt a tremor run through all his frame—the tremor
of the blind rage against his foe, of the blind idolatry of
her, that warred within him.
' I break neither, because I will deal with my assassin !
W h a t IF he to you that you should shield him ? '
The i.rst taint of jealousy ran through the words. Th«
tremor of shame that ho had seen when her glance first
^ell upon the Greek passed over her j yet her gaze met
his, and never sank beneath it.
' I cannot tell you.'
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There was an accent of hatred deep as his own in the
low worda ; he looked wdth a terrible eagerness into her
eyes.
' Cannot! Wait. You say you never loved; were you
never wedded where you hate ? '
' Never.'
' Then what is this villain to you ? '
She seemed to shrink and shiver where hia arms held
her, as though his words stabbed her through and through.
She held silence still.
' Tell me,' he swore to her, ' or, as he lives, that tiger
shall, with my shot through his brain to pay for the confession !'
' Hush, hush ! If he wakes, we are lost!'
' I will wake him in such fashion that he never wakes
again. My assassin gour care ? Let me go—let me go, I
tell you !'
He strove to put her arms from him, to fling off him
the coil of her hair, to break from the paralysing spell
of her beauty ; but she would not loosen him, she would
not be shaken off—she drew him farther and farther
from the Greek, let him seek as he would to escape
from her.
' O, my beloved, my beloved! where is the faith you
promised me ? One trial—and it breaks ! With such a
life as mine, do you not know that there must be far
darker things than this to try you ? Have you not said
that you will cleave to me through all ? Have you not
refused to believe even my own word against me ? '
' God knows it, yes! But—'
' Here is the first test, then; were your oaths empty
words ? '
He was silent; he stood motionless and unnerved under
the brief touch of the rebuke. She knew that she had
bound him in those withes of honour that he would never
break; and she knew that she had touched him in the
oue noble weakness that laid him utterly at her wiU and
mercy. She loosened her arms from him; she stood apart
and left him free.
Go, if you wdl. Doubt me, if you will. Avenge
your wrong, if you wilh But, if you do, we never meet
again.'
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His lips parted, without sound; an anguish of appeal
looked at her from his eyes ; he stood consumed by the
passions of his hate and of his love, that strove with one
another in a deadly confilct.
' Choose,' she said simply, and waited.
His chest heaved with a mighty sigh.
' Great heaven, you ask me to spare him after such a
(rime! '
' I ask you nothing. Take your vengeance, it is your
r i g h t ; b u t you will never look upon my face again.'
' Because I am his foe ? '
' No ; because you doubt me.'
W i t h that one word she pierced him to the quick.
H e had no strength, no memory, no thought, save of
her and of her will. H e looked back once to where his
slumbering traitor lay, with the mad longing of denied
vengeance in t h e look; then slowly, a.ud with his head
bent, he turned aAvay.
' Be it as you will. I yield you to-day more than my
life itself.'
And as she heard, all her coldness and her imperious,
resolve died out, as though they had not been ; she sank
into his outstretched arms, and wept as she had never
done in all her haughty womanhood—wept uncontrollably, agonisedly, in such abandonment, in such weakness,
as the sovereign temper in her never, ere then, had
known.
A t sight of t h a t passionate grief, he forgot his own
wrong, his own doubt, his very vengeance ; he remembered
nothing, except that the woman for whom he would have
laid down his life, suffered thus, while to her suffering he
could bring no more consolation than though he stood a
stranger before her. I t was not in him to have one
thought of his own cause of hatred in this man, when
once he saw that she endured this poignant a.id deadly
pain through his assassin, this unutterable misery at sight
of the sleeping Greek, whose face turned upwards, with
the sunset warmth and flickering shadow of the leaves
playing on it, thus had broken all their dreams of the
future, aU the sweetness of their solitude.
She lay passive some moments in his arms, her wholo
frame shaken by convulsive tearless sobs.
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' 0 God !' she moaned ; ' and I dreamt of a F u t u r e ,
while he was living there !'
A darkness like night swept over her lover's face ; the
evil spirit was upon him, which in the midnight chase
through the moonlight of the Bosphorus shore had been
on him, thirsting for his enemy's blood. H e stooped his
head over her, and his whisper Avas terribly brief:
' Let me go, and he AVIU not be living long.'
H e had surrendered to her ; he had yielded up to her
this vengeance, vA'hlch had been the one goal of such ceaseless search, such vain desire; but though he bad let her
for a while hold his hands from it, his whole heart, and
soul, and passions were in tempestuous rebellion still; his
blood was hot for war, his conscience was strangled by
hatred.
' L e t me go,' he whispered thirstily. ' Y o u shall see him
lie dead at your feet—dead, like the brave horse that rotted
to carrion through him.'
She shivered, as though an ice-cold wind had passed over
her ; but danger had been too long her atmosphere, aud tho
tempests of men's hearts too long the poAvers by AvhIch sho
swayed them, not to nerve her force and calmness Avhen
both Avere needed. She Avas deathlj' pale, except for those
flushes of shame that had made the blood rush backAA'ards
to her veins; but she spoke tranquilly, laying her hand
upon his mouth, and with that command AvhIch never, in
moments of need, deserted her.
' Peace! Those are not like yourself—those tiger instincts. Leave them to him ; they are beneath you.'
' They are not—they are my right ? '
' I s revenge ever a right ? '
' W e deemed it so in old Scotland—a right divine!'
His face was stern and evil still, Avith the storm of his
longing wrath, with the pent tide of his loosening jealousy.
' Divine ? Devilish ! Eight or Avrong, lay it down for
my bidding.'
H e was silent. Under her hands she felt the muscles
of his arm thrill and swell; against her breast she felt the
stifled panting of his breath. To hold him back was like
holding in leash a gazehound when it sees the stag.
' Lay it down, or you are man-sworn, and foresworn.
You talk of your ancient Scotland: hoAV did she hold that
dishonour ? '
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She spoke with a vivid intensity in the AVords, that left
i e r clenched teeth so IOAV, SO sloAvly; she kncAV every
chord in the nature of this man, as flue artists knoAV every
chord In the diapason of the instrument that echoes and
vibrates to their slightest touch.
H e held his peace; he would not break his word to her
—break his word to a Avoman, and that Avoman defenceless, and his mistress, aud his life's pledged laAV; but hia
hunger of desire was terrible to fall on that sleeping
panther lying so near, and to deal on him ten thousand
bloAVS—blows for his OAvn Avroug at his aasassln's score,
but blows a hundred times more strong because his foe
was knoAvn and shielded by Idalia.
She saw the struggle in him, and her heart Avent out to
him in it—Avent out to the strength and the Aveakness that
Avere so blent in it, the strength of honour and the
weakness of passion. How often she had seen these two
antagonists strive against each other to hold and to keep a
man's soul!
' 0 my love ! ' she murmured, as she drcAV him farther
and farther from the place where his foe slept. ' Give
mo this one thing, and you shall have all my love. Let
him be—let him be ! H e took all; he shall not take you.
Come, come, come !'
H e held back still, while still her arms clung to him, and
drew him onward and ouAvard to leave his murderer iu
peace.
' One word only,' he muttered, close In her ear, while
his lips, as they brushed her throat, scorched it like fire.
' Vou deny me my vengeance. I s It for love of me—or
pity of him ?'
The eyes that he could have sworn were true, as he
would have sworn that the stars shone above them, looked
up long Into his ; there was a depth of anguish iu them
that smote and stilled his passions aa AAith a sudden
aAve.
' Both. I love you, as I never thought In me to love the
iving or the dead ; and I pity him, as the longest, the
tatest, the most v/retched of all my enemies, though they
are many as the sands of the sea. Have I ausAvered you
DOAV ? Come !'
The intonation of the words, rather than their meaning,
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laid their own solemnity on him; he read that in her eyes,
before which his own wrongs seemed to dwarf, and pale,
and die out.
' Do with me as you will,' he said to her, while his heaip
sank, and a great sigh escaped him. ' I cannot reach you,
in all things, but I will follow as best I may.'
She seemed to him so far above him with her royal past,
that had given her the sway as the woes of royalties, with
this lofty serene generosity from which she looked •vrith
compassion on one whom she declared the greatest enemy
of her life. She started as if the homage stung her like
an adder—as if the reverence of his words were some unbearable shame.
'Never say that! Never, never! Follow me in nothing. Teach me yotir own brave, straight, knightly
creeds. Let me see your noble honesty of thought and
purpose, and let me steep myself in truth, and have it
cleanse me, if I can! Ah, once before we go, let me hear
you say that you forgive me ! Forgive me all you know
—forgive me all that is hidden from you!'
The remorse with which, in the dawn of that day, she
had bidden him fiee from her for ever—the abasement
that had broken doAvn her dignity, and laid her subject
before him, were tenfold intensified now—intensified to a
burning misery of grief before him, to a humiliation that
crushed down like a bent reed the bold spirit that had
never quailed before the threats of the Eoman tyrant, or
the uplifted rods of his scourgers. She seemed broken
by an unutterable contrition—stricken before him by the
conscious guilt of a criminal before her judge; the prayer
for pardon seemed to pierce her lips before she knoAV that
she uttered i t ; the thirst for his mercy seemed to be intense as if the crime against his life had been woven by
her brain, and instigated by her will, although the hand of
the Greek, sleeping unconscious in the hollowed cleft of
rock below, had been her tool and servant.
There was not one pause of doubt, one hesitation of
dread, in the answer that rose from the grandest generosity in his nature, and came to her with a gentleness,
grave and infinitely sad, that seemed upon her ear Hke the
fall of some divine music.
' Forgive! That is no word between you and me. Tet,
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if there be anything of pardon needed from my life to
fours in past, or present, or future, I give the pardon
HOAV, once and for ever ; you cannot stretch it farther than
my love will yield it.'
She heard, and her haughty head sank downward, till
her lips touched his hand in the sign of homage and allegiance that she had refused to the claim of monarchs.
H e r eyes were blind with tears, her heart was filled with
a despair bitter as death, with a sweetness sweet as life ;
he Avas at once her slave and her ruler, her judge and her
saviour.
' Ah, God ! ' she said in her soul; * how vainly I sought
for a great nature where great things dwelt, and great
ambitions governed ! I never found it till n o w ; and now
—hoAV little it knoAvs itself as g r e a t ! '
Without a word, he loosed her from his arms, as though
by that abstinence from any utterance or caress of passion
to show that no mere passion goaded him to the forgiveness which a higher and purer tenderness bestowed, and
would so bestow through the uttermost ordeal, and u p to
the last hour. Silently he led the horses from the place,
their hoofs noiselessly sinking in the rank deep grass,
drew the girths closer, and made the few preparations
that were needed for their night-ride to the sea; and
below, far doAvn und^jr the cedar shelter, where the sunrays never strayed, the Athenian lay, sunk in the dreamless sleep of a profound exhaustion—a fatigue careless
where it dropped down to rest, so that it might lie on unawakened, undisturbed.
His foe was left in p e a c e ; a heavier surrender to her
than any that had ever been made, many and wide and
weighty though they were, the sacrifices that she had
wooed, or commanded from those who had no law save
only the bidding of her lips. His heart was sick within
him ; every vein was on fire with the lion's longing for the
lion's spring. The old religion of revenge, which had
been sacred to his forefathers in the age when murderers
were proven by bier-right, and for wrong the flaming cross
of war was borne alight over moor and mountain, was in
many a moment his religion still; it was ' wUd justice ' in
his eyes, and a justice best meted out from foe to foe
without the judgment of any alien voice. To t u r n away
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and leave his enemy unaroused; to skulk and flee as
though he were the evil-doer; to let the murderer lio
there unawakened, unarralgned. Instead of forcing him
from slumber to ansAver for his guilt with life—a deadlier
thing she could not have demanded at his hands.
The sweetness of the day had died AvIth the setting of
the sun, and the darkness of night had fallen on their lives
as on the earth Avhere they dwelt. Silently they mounted,
silently they passed away, the tramping of feet lost on
the yielding moss, on the thick herbage; silently they
turned and looked, backward with a long aud lingering
gaze at the forest-roof AA-hich well might prove their last
refuge together, the last shelter iu Avhich they should ever
dream of freedom and of a future. Then through the
first shadoAvs of evening, under the deep gloom of the
woods, beside the melancholy moaning of the hidden
river-channels, they went onward to their fiight from
Church and King, onward to the sea, if they could ever
reach the SAveet fresh liberty of its wide Avaters.
And as they went—where the leafy depths enclosed,
and the forest twilight hid them—the Greek rose slowly,
with the heavy lethargy of sleep, and the staggering
weakness of overAA'rought fatigue still on him, hke some
fierce yet timorous panther that has been roused from
rest to a craven dread aud a longing for slaughter both in
one. Through his sleep words had come to him, mingling
with his dreams ; instincts had stirred in him while yet the
weight of that death-like slumber had laid like lead on
his eyelids; a voice had raised the dormant images of
memory ; a sense of some presence, some peril, some rising
of hate and of fear, had come on him ere he had beeu
sensible; he had shaken the clinging stupor from him
with supreme effort; he had glanced upward through the
boughs of cedar; he had made one eager springing movement like a panther, with the panther's lust In his eyes,
and a thousand warring passions at his heart. Then the
craft of his nature, the coAvardlce of his nation, conquered
the bolder and more ferocious impulse, as well as the jealous, Avayward, tyrannous affection that still, with all his
vice, lived in him; the dread of his antagonist was blent
with the instinct of his blood towards treachery in th?
place of defiance. H e feigned sleep afresh, lying as though
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still In the profound peace of that dreaming r e s t ; lying so
with the soft broAvn lashes on his check, and his head idly
throAA'u back upon his arm, until the hoofs of the horses
had ceased to crush the cyclamen and hellebore, and the
screen of forest foliage had fallen betAveen him and the
man he hated with the reckless bitterness of the Injurer to
the injured—the woman Avhom he loved despite all, though
he adored tyranny and evil, and gold and selfish gains, and
the brutal exercise of a pitiless jealousy, far more.
Then, as they passed away, he staggered to his feet and
stood a moment, in the red after-glow that streamed upon
him, erect, quivering, instinct with passion, like some lithe,
beautiful, murderous, forest beast, the hot and ruddy light
burning in the glow of his eyes, and cast luridly on the
spirited head and perfect form that Avere graceful and
splendid as the legendary beauty of Arinthoeus.
' She can love ? The world should end t o - n i g h t ! '
The words broke from him where he stood alone. All
through the years since first he had won into his to-ils the
young sovereign of the Vassalis dominion, the heir of the
great dead Julian, the dreamer of dreams so grand, so pure,
so impossible In their sublime ambitions, that their very
greatness had been made the element of her own destruction, he had never knoAvn love in its faintest touch pass
over her proud h e a r t ; merciless in awaking passion, no
stroke of it had ever recoiled upon h e r ; with the power of
the sorceress she had had also the sorceress's immunity from
the danger of the spells by Avhich she w r o u g h t ; many had
thought that they had gained their entrance to her heart—•
mauy had thought so when so she chose to dupe them—
but all had found, too late, that there was no essay more
hopeless than to seek to stir to tenderness the haughty
coldness and carelessness of her strength, to seek to waken
one echo of fondness from the superb negligence and levity
of her ironic scorn. H e had never known her love even
once roused; he had sworn that, if ever that passion touched
her, ho to whom it were given should yield up as hia price
bo less coin than life.
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CHAPTEE XXIX.
BESIDE THE SEA.

B i dawn they had reached the shore, having bent fa?
northward of where Naples lay, and so round to the sea.
H e r e the worn-out horses, fasting and drenched with
steam, and qulverlug with fatigue at the close of a second
night of that breathless race, staggered, trembling under
the great shadow of a mighty wall of cliff that rose sheer
upward from the breadth of smooth aud yellow sand, its
sides jagged and honeycombed, ita crest overhung with festoons of wild vine, and crowned with the gray plumes of
olive, the waters idly lapping the amber beach below, and
stretching league on league outward till the dim sea-line
and the mist-laden skies of morning blent in one. Involuntarily she stretched her hands out to it in welcome and In
prayer, aa though the Seaborn of her fathers lived and
heard.
' O watera, give me your liberty ! '
They looked ao wide, so cool, so deeply still, stretching
out in their measureless freedom to the infinite.
' I t is gentler than earth,' she muttered. ' Men die hardly
on the bitterness of the land—the land which devours them
that she may blossom and laugh with fruits born of corruption !—but the very death that the sea gives is dreamy and
tranquil. And the sea will not render its dead, but loves
them, and lulls them, and holds them ever with their
stories untold! W h e r e is there any other thing so merciful
as that ? '
There was the longing of a melancholy, weary to despair,
through the poet-like thought of the murmured Avords ; in
that moment she would gladly have sought the unbroken
rest tbat could alone be found In the deep sea-bed, beneatli
those fathomless and changeless waves.
She sank down on a broken pile of rock, with the ribbed
sand at her feet, and the bulwark of the mighty cliff" rising
above; her face was colourless, haggard, almost stern, aa
though there were set on it such hatred of herself that all
its youth and brilliancy changed to one bitter heart-eick
storn 5 her hair was thrust baek ©ff her brow i her eye?
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looked with a tearleaa, thirsty longing over the waters.
There had been silence between them well-nigh through all
the hours of that night-ride to the sea; there was sllenca
still; he stood beside her with the darkness of her thoughts
flung back on his, with the tempestuous passions that he
bad choked doAvn at her AVIU burning and aching in him
still.
* You are certain ? ' she said suddenly at last.
A heavier darkness came upon his face.
' Do you think men forget their murderers ? '
H e r •teeth clenched on one another, as though to grind
the starting words to silence ; she laughed lightly—a laugh
that sent a shudder through his blood.
' W e l l , your murderer was the man that had the hewing
and the shaping of my life. Do you wonder now that it was
evil ? '
' Of yours ? O G o d ! '
She laughed still faintly; that laugh that has a misery
which never yet lay in tears.
' A fair comrade !—a noble t u t o r ! W h a t think you ? A
lofty close for my imperial ambitions, is it not ? A priest's
cell my prison-house, a crimlncil's flight my safety, a thief
and an assassiau my associate, my—'
H e r teeth closed once more, shutting in the word tbat
would have escaped them ; a shiver of agony shook him as
he heard; his breath came in slow stifled gasps; he had
thought that he could never suffer, once knowing that her
love was his, once having felt her lips upon his OAvn, yet
he suffered now as he had never done in all the years of
his life.
' Twice you have checked my vengeance, and bidden me
" spare ! " ' he muttered, In the fierceness of a torture that
made his words almost savage. ' I f these brutes be your
foes, why call me off their throats ? '
' A lion shall not choke snakes,' she said briefiy.
The brevity gave the deeper .meaning to the words.
' W h y speak in parables ? You must know—'
' That your faith Is dying ? AVell, let It die: it has every
right: / will not reproach you! '
The bitter despairing hatred softened from her features,
and the SAvccter sadness, that grieved less for herself than
him, folloAved it once more. His eyes turned on her^ filie4
fyhh het cruel toarHs
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• I t will never die. But why should you wring my heart
to test It ? '
' Test It ? Ah, do not wrong me hke t h a t ! Do you
think I would cause you an instant's pain that was in my
poAver to spare ? Do you think I would spend a woman's
miserable chicaneries and heartless vanities on you, or
triumph in them at your cost ? '
H e r voice had changed to intense appeal, to vivid emotion, and she held his handa close against her heart, looking
upAvard at him Avith a longing that broke down all her
courage and her pride—the longing that he, at least, should
know that she Avas true to him, though she must withhold
him from his justice, and deny him all he had a title to
hear.
' Answer m e ! ' she pursued, while her eyes gazed into
his. ' Be my laAv, my conscience—I have been steeped so
Jong in evil, I have lost all fitness to judge honour or dishonour aright! To tell you all, to lay my life before you
as it should be laid, I must break my oath, I must belie
my word, I must be false to the chief thing that has ever
redeemed my past. AnsAver me—shall I do It? '
She saw a tremor shake him as a great storm shakes the
rooted strength of cedars; his head sank, his mouth quivered ; a fierce and cruel conflict was waged in him. For
a Avhile he hesitated; torn by a deadly anguish of desire to
speak the word that should unloose the bonds of silence
between them.
Then a brave gentleman's inborn instincts conquered him
and spoke In his ansAver :
' No. Be true to yourself, and you will never be false to
me. For the rest, you knoAV me. I can Avait.'
And she Avho heard him knOAv that AvIth that refusal he
had put from him Avhat cost him more in the renunciation
than sceptres laid aside have cost to those who p u t them
by at the dictation of a pure and generous honour beyond
all selfish sway, as his Avas UOAV beyond it.
' You are great beyond men's nobility,' she said briefly.
I n that momentary Aveakness she had longed that he should
bid her sacrifice her word and her bond to him, but he was
far higher and dearer in her sight because he denied that
weakness its way; she had much strength herself, and she
loved such strength in men. ' But—but—have you no fear
when I toll you my life has been tainted by such as he ? '
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The red blood rushed over his forehead, his teeth crushed
in a mighty curse.
' I have but the fear that, if I look ever on his face ag'diii.
I shall turn murderer like him.'
A sickening shudder passed over her.
' Nay, why not revenge yourself on me ? I Avas his assodate. HOAV can you kuoAV I Avas not his accomplice ? '
'How!
Have I not looked into your e y e s ? '
The Infinite trust and tenderness that the reply breathed
was rather in the tone than in the AVords.
' My eyes! W h a t do a Avoman's eyes ever do but lie ?
And yet look, look for ever, If you will, so that you learn
from them tbat my heart is truth, but that my past is
sliame !'
H e r head sunk, her gaze Avas fastened on the ebbing sea
with an intense despair, her courage was broken and abased
at last.
H e stood beside her silent; his faith would not leave nor
his love forsake her, but the abyss of a heavy guilt yaAvned
betAveen them, the barrier of a pitiless silence severed them.
The words of the holy Mother of Monastica came back upon
his memory:
' Take to your bosom that flower alone which lives in
the fulness of light, and folds no leaves unopened from
your gaze.'
But passion and faith were strong in him—stronger than
wisdom, stronger than vengeance. H e stooped and laid his
lips upon her brow.
' The shadow of others' shame may darken you ; no shame
of yours Is on you. Whatsoever you are—be mine ! '
The sea stretched outward, league on league of still gray
water, with no colour on It in the young hours of the dawn,
no life, save the movement here and there of some awakening ocean bird. The cliffs, tawny and Avater-stained and
sunbrowned, rose aloft, curving inward and shaping one of
the many indents of the irregular southern coast; mighty
shafts of stone that seemed to touch the skies, and were
deeply riven here and there In fissures filled AvIth the clinging of the vine. Grand, solitary, wild, there was no human
aid, no boat's help to be looked for here.
The sea lay there, but between them and liberty it
stretched an Ineiorahle desert, impassable, and giving uo
freedom except death.
2v
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' Moments are years, we cannot Avaste them,' he mut•fered, as he looked across the waters, where no sail broke
the space, and upAvard at the rocks which froAvned sterile
and lonely, locking in the breadth of ribbed beach-sand.
' A fisher-boat, sea-worthy, might save us still. I kuoAV a
village that should He not far from this. A cluster of fishing-cabins—'
' Yes, there is one. Let me think.'
She paused awhile, seeking in half-forgotten memories
for all her knowledge of the coast.
' Y e s , a mile uorthAvard of us. A few huta under the
cliff, and men with the sea's strength in them when once
they are afloat. Go you to them ; they may surely have a
felucca that could cross that motionless sea.'
' Go ! And leave you ? '
' Else we must perish together. There ia no help here.'
' Better t h a t ! '
' N o ; you shall not die by Bourbon steel for me. I am
known well in this country; the story of my arrest must be
common to all now. This mask-dress, which is all they left
me, would draw curiosity at once. You look like a marinaro ; you can hire the boat unsuspected, you can steer
here, and, once here, Avith our pistols at their foreheads we
can make the sailors take what way we Avill. Go, I shall
fire if any danger come. You will here the shot far in this
still air.'
' Is there no other way ? '
• None. Leave me—there is no fear. And, in truth, I
could not move farther yet. I am Avorn out at last.'
She spoke faintly, wearily, and a gray death-like hue had
stolen over all her face, Avhere she leaned her head upon
her arm, her eyes lustreless, aud Avith their lids heavily
drooped looking outAvard at the sea, Avhose grave she
coveted. The fearlessness that had challenged death; the
force that had endured any torture rather thau purchase
peace and liberty by the betrayal of comrades; the high
and dauntless spirit that had laughed at danger, and loved
peril for Its very hazard's sake—these, which would noA'er
have yielded to any tyranny, or pang, or jeopardy that
could have tried them, were unstrung and crushed by the
horror which had possessed her from the first moment that
&he had seen the sleeping Greek and heard his crime—his
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craven sin of craft and slaughter. Humiliation rested ou
her; the deadliest sufl'ering such a m t u r e as hers can ever
liHow—a thing which, until the sun had set in the past
day, had never touched her temper. A shame that Avas
inefl'aceable seemed to her burnt Into her life for ever,
and under it a strength Avhich had never succumbed, a
dignity Avhich had ncA'er blenched or quailed before the
sternest trials, surrendered at last. She had had the fortitude of men, the fearlessness of soldiers, but they seemed
for the hour at least to die out In her UOAV.
H e looked at her, aud he saAV that the privations of her
prison, the scant food of many days, the high-strung tension, and the exhausting exertions of the long and breathless ride, had told heavily upon her; and he who would
have coined his very life to purchase aid for her, could do
uo more for her than the flock of monacci that flew past
them with the breaking of the morning light.
H e struck hia heel into the sand with an agony of powerless grief.
' Great God ! you AVIII perish here of hunger, of thirst, of
sunstroke, of misery ! AVe Avere better In a desert than
thus. I will go. I will bring help, if there be help on
earth.'
H e went down the low strip of sanded shore, under the
beetling shadoAv of the cliffs, nortlnvard to the fishing Adilago
on the edge of the Avaters, AvIth IOAV rounded cabin-roofs
that were like clustered broAvn bee-hives beneath the giant
shadow of the rocks. The Avall of stone that shelved so
high uoAvard Into the earth-hovering clouds screened him
from vicAv. The hamlet Avas a mile or more along the coast;
she Avaa alone, with the hound at her feet, the loaded
Aveapon in her hand, the glistening sea ebbing away into
the distance Avhere her eyea were fixed.
She sat motionless, while the noise of his footfall on tho
wet sands died gradually aAvay. She listened to it till ita
last faint sound.
' Ah ! if only for his sake he could pass out from my life
for ever,' she murmured. ' Either way I must sin to hlin ;
kill him by forsaking him, or betray him by wedding with
liim. To go to his heart with such dishonour as that
untold—'
She could have wished that the stroke of the red sun,
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rising stormify eastward, could reach and still her life, that
the gray waves rolling slowly one on another to her feet
could come to ber and wash her down into their darkness.
Tor she felt tainted with an assassin's craven crime; sho
felt driven into a traitor's guilt of secrecy and shame. She
laughed a little, with the unutterable weariness of futile
pain, with the Ironic temper which had so long made jest
of every suffering, that it scarce now spared her own.
' I now know what sort of despair fills monasteries and
makes saints!' she thought. ' How honourable to Deity, to
give him the flotsam and jetsam of a wrecked existence !'
TAVCIVO hours before she had said, and said truly, that no
Vassalis ever failed ; she had knoAvn that her life had been
great In much even while blamable, it might be, in more ;
she had spoken of a future, in which much of dominion, of
magnificence, of a pure and noble ambition would still linger
—a future In the glow of eastern suns, in the lands of her
inheritance, In the sovereignty of a chieftainship, where
boundless evil remained to be conquered, and boundless
liberty to be enjoyed—a future in consonance with the
hatred of all bondage and the genius to rule, that Avere
inborn in her. Yet now—now, since she had stooped down
and seen the ruddy after-light upon the face of the slumbering Athenian—an endless night seemed to have fallen
on her, and every dream of future and of freedom to be
mockery.
Through the silence of the quiet dawn she sat without
any movement; her hand closed on the butt of the pistol,
and its mouth toward the sand; the half-dead horses had
staggered under the shadow of the clifl", and were feebly
trying to find food from the sea-salted grasses and drink
from the brackish pools ; there was no sound, except the
monotonous chiming of the Mediterranean at her feet, no
refuge in the hard and barren surface of the colossal seawall. She had sent him from her, chiefly for his sake, that
he should not wait beside her till he was netted by tho
Church's weba, or slaughtered by the monarchist's steel, and
an unutterable loneliness was about her ; there seemed no
mercy on the face of the waters, but only a cold and dreary
emile. Beyond them lay liberty, but she felt as though
even the force to arlae and seek It bad been killed in her.
Time passed in slow, sickening measure; the sullen light
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of a tempestuous morn.ng burned higher In the heavens;
full day Avas come ; the couchant hound awoke with menace
in his eyes ; across the sands at her feet a shadow fell •,
there was uo sound, no Avord, but she felt the presence, as
men feel the gliding abhorred presence of a snake, the stealing velvet-footed approach of a tiger, ere they know that
either are near. Sho started, and rose to her feet, and fell
sloAvly backAvard step by step, till she rested against the
Avail of clifl', her gaze in the fascination of horror fastened
ou Conrad Phaulcon as he stood, with the crimson sun In
his face, aud the gray Avater lying In a lonely Avaste behind
bim, his contadino's dress disordered, his forehead darkly
flushed, his mouth working as the words halted In their
furious utterance:
' Ho, Miladi! others can ride a Avild ride besides your
lover and you. I have been on your track all the night
through; I have scotched you at last. Where is h e ? —
where ? AnsAver me, or—'
She thrcAV up her hands with a grand gesture of silence,
that even in that moment cursed him.
' Hush ! Never dare breathe his name!—gou, his robber,
his assassin.'
The Greek's lips paled and shook.
' Eobber! Assassin ! Strange words to me.'
The fire of his wrath was bated an instant before the
resurrection of the crime he had deemed buried beneath the
solitary shadows of the Carpathian pine-woods.
' Would that they were strange to you! AVhy did you
swear falsely ? I kncAV that cOAvard sin had your hand in
it, aud you swore by the only memory you have ever
reverenced that you Avere Innocent. I believed you—I was
fool enough for that!—because, though treachery was your
native air, you still at your worst had never taken perjured
oath by that one name.'
She spoke slowly, Avearily, with an unutterable reproach
and bitternesa in the quiet Avords; under them he was for
the moment cowed; he shook slightly through all the
splendour of his limbs, and his teeth gnawed the gold curls
of his beard.
' I t was for what you worship—Liberty!' he stammered,
^ith a sullen shame.
'Jjiberty! No marvel that the peoples are in chains
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if the apostlea of their freedom think to serve them
thua !'
The words echoed over tho stillness of the gray and tranquil seas Avith a profound and eternal pathos ; It Avas the
sigh of the Girondists, Avhen through the death-mists of tho
scafl'old they saAv the angel of freedom they had dreamed of
changed into a vampire of blood.
The man before her, the lover Avho h.ad left her, were
alike forgot; iu that moment her heart Avas Avith the nationi
of the earth, the blind Avho find but the blind to lead them
when they escape the iron heel to tijiek them doAvii; the
vast sum of sufi'ering and heart-sick humanity that has no
choice betwixt those AVIIO leave it to perish in its slough, or
beat it forth to rot ou battle-ilelds, and thoae Avho fill ita
parching throat with the fetid Avater of distorted trullis, and
fool its patient Ignorance Avitli lying gvossness, that by it
they may force upward into power.
First—beyond all, grief for them Avas Avith h e r ; for those
Innumerable, uncounted, uucompasaionated millions Avho are
the prey alike of despot and of demagogue; by each alike
condemned to be fhe long, unnoted, pitilessly consumed coil
of fuse, lit and burnt out, to bear tho flame by Avhieh ambition may show red against the skies, or to carrv incendiarism in a conqueror's van. This reigned Avith her beyond
all things; had so reigned ever, and AV(uild reign until her
grave; this Impersonal love, this infinite pilyfor the concrete suflering, the weary destinies of the peoples, on A\ hom
' the burden of the unintelligible Avorld ' Is bound so hardly,
so unequally.
Phaulcon, stung, enraged, sliame-maddenod, hiughea out
in defiance of fhe scorn that lashed him like a Avliip of
scorpions.
' F i n e acting—you Avere always a hue actress!—but this
could come as nothing UCAV to A on, Miladi. You Averc sure
enough tli.at my friends and I Avere In It—'
' God forgive me ! I ivas sure until you owore your innocence; and then—though I might have knowu that truth
trying to pass gour lips Avould become falsehood iu such
tainted passage!—I did you too much honour, and—believed
you.'
No virulence and no mvectiAe coald luivt c.ist on him so
much shame and so .nuich scorn as these last two Avords.
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H e laughed coarsely and carelessly still; where he felt
himself a coward there he became a bravo; with the rankling Avound of humiliation came the brutalised instinct of
insult.
* Said you believed me rather ! The Countess A^assalls
was always famous for her finesses. Beyond a doubt she
had the tact to assume a fitting ignorance of anything that
might have compromised her, and, by all appearances, set
her desires on this colossal courier in a fashion that would
have made it awkward, had he chanced to knoAv that she
was banded with his (what is the word ?) assassins?'
The blood rushed over the weary dignity of her face; she
looked him full in the eyes till hia OAVU fell; she deigned uo
further ansAver.
' Idalia!' he stammered more huskily and hurriedly; he
had always, of later years, feared her even while he tortured
her.
' You have lost all title to call me by that name. P u t
land and sea between us henceforth for evermore. Never
let me look upon your face again—never, never, never!'
H e r voice losing its controlled coldness, broke from her
with an irresistible intensity, Avhile as her arm pointed outward to the waters, she shuddered from him as men shudder
from some loathed corruption, and banished him from every
soil she touched; from every air she breathed. For one
moment the force of the magnificent gesture, rather than of
the Avords of banishment, thrilled, awed, intimidated him;
he shrank a little, and fell back involuntarily a step or tAvo
upon the tawny sands.
' Go, go!' she said, still -with that movement of her hands
^hich thrust him from her with such superb command as
that wherewith the Scandinavian priest thrust back AvIth his
golden crosier the blood-stained king who came Avith murder
on his soul. ' Go ! Show the only remorse and reparation
that you can still reach, and let my life be free of you for
ever.'
Again it bad its weight on him, that sentence of banishment, grandly given, yet withal having In it a certain aching
regret as of one who once had loved him Avell, though he
had fallen; as of one who owed him deadliest wrong and
abhorred in him deadliest guilt, yet who, for memories not
wholly .perished, could not yield him up unpitied to the
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dominion of evil, to the wreck of body and soul. H e remembered all that this Avoman had endured through him ; he
remembered how by him shameful treachery had attainted
the glorious morning of her youth ; hoAV by him shadows
that could never wholly pass from her had been fiung across
the splendour of her Avomanhood.
' Idalia, hear me a second,' be said with a gentler accent
in the hesitation of the worda. ' You think I bear you no
tenderness—I do, by heaven I do, though often I come so
near to hate you. If I had beeu at Antina, that Eoman
brute should never have touched you. NOAA-—now and ever
since I first heard of you in his fangs, I haAO been seeking
you. And it is in peril of my life I stay an hour In the
kingdom; tAvofold peril—from the Bourbon's grip, and
from one surer still to know it and to strike.'
' Surer ? One does not live.'
' Yes, one does ; one that Is ten thousand eyes and eara
and lips incorporate, one that is thrice ten thousand Intellects fused together, one that may strike me down from
behind, and throw me like a dead dog into a Avayslde ditch,
only for this, that I disobeyed and stayed iu Naples to be
near your prison.'
She gave an involuntary movement, half shudder and
half sigh ; she knew that the ' many In one ' he spoke of,
the far-reaching invisible hand, the Avide, unerring prevision
and condign vengeance that he dreaded, were those of the
political society to which he had been bound iu the early
days of his manhood, Avhen fretting poA-erty had goaded,
restless Intrigue had allured, and a Avarped yet at the first
not ignoble love of freedom and of country had impelled
him to its far-spread nets.
' You say this ? So you also said, by all you held most
sacred, that you had no share In and no knowledge of this
attempted murder!'
She spoke slow!}', and with Icy chillness that cast back
on him a hundredfold more piercingly than by Invective the
thousand times of falsehood when he had dealt treacherously
by her, and so forfeited all right, all power to force on her
that he UOAV uttered truth. The last IAVO words cut asunder,
and broke doAvn aa though they bad never been, the softer,
better thought, that in the moment preAuous had made him
well-nigh forget all else except the peril of death, or of &
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life worse than death, to which she, wronged in so much,
had but so late escaped by a hair's breadth. All his jealous
hate leaped up aflame.
I n that Instant while she spoke the fear had passed from
him, the knowledge of his power had risen again; jealousy,
and avarice, and passionate lust of tyranny were strongerlived In him than the sting of conscience, than the awakening of shame. H e hated her now with a ruthless hate, in
Avhich such Avavering and selfish love aa he had through all
borne her died.
' Perdition ! You balked me once in my night's work.
You Avill not make me miss him. again. W a i t an Instant,'
he said -through his teeth. ' There Is too close a tie between
us for us to part in that fashion.'
' T o a tie that you have outraged you cannot appeal.'
' W e are too needful to each other lo sever so—'
' I am needful to you, doubtless. B u t you will never
again make of me, or tool, or weapon, or guide, or goldmine for your evil service.'
' Ah ! Fine thing a Avoman's word. But a few daya
since you told me, AvIth imperial scorn, that you had some
reverence for your oath I'
' I had ;—hoAv much, let all I haA'e lost, and sinned, and
wrecked, and slain for you bear Avitness.'
'And yet!—'
' And yet—here in your hands I break it, and break
from it. I am absolved from my vows for ever. / SAvore
them to a patriot ; you I knoAV not—gou, a brigand, au
assassin
' Is an apostate nobler than an assassin, then, that you
vaunt your treachery and upbraid me ? '
' Nobler In nothing ; but apostasy is your guilt, not
mine. To truth, to liberty, to the peoples, / a m loyal; you
have forsaken these—forsaken! were you ever true to
them? did ever you know aught of them?—and leagued
yourself with fraud, Avith avarice, with slaughter.'
' Bitter words, madame.'
' Bitter ? God pardou you I if you heard but sheer and
simple justice of all your traitorous guilt to me, would uot
the blackest Avords In language fail to yield your duo ?
But—let us part In sileuce ; I cannot give you over to
your proper fate, for the sake of the only life we ever
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cherished in common. B u t tempt my vengeance—^my jua
tice—no longer; if you are wise, go—go while I can still
let you go unharmed.'
' I stayed, at peril of life, to succour you if I could, to
learn your fate, to find your enemies, and, in rcAvard of that,
saw you ten hours ago lavishing love upon your foreign
favourite, on his heart, in his arms—gou ! '
' AVeU ? "
She looked him full in the eyes still, w i t h a deep and
steady gaze ; there Avas a firm loAvering gloom In her OAVU,
like the look which comes iuto the eyes of one Avho, brave
aud resolved, still counts the danger that lies before him,
and finding it vast, yet resolves b u t the more fixedly to go
through it.
' You did it belike to dupe him ? ' he pursued, with the
insolent riot of his silver-toned laughter, the louder because
he had no belief in his own translation of her acts. ' H e
had a strong arm to force back your jail bars, and a Avild
brain to be lulled AvIth your charming. You played the
comedy AA'ith many—AA'ho soAvell?—Avas it but acted once
again Avith him ? You have done scores of finer finesses,
and daintier aud more dangerous things, in Avaking love
thau so easy a victory as blinding and duping this Scottish
athlete, and you have fooled men for far less stakes than to
free yourself from the gripe of our holy Monsignore. Tell
me that Avas your project, and I AVIU pardon it, though
you blackened my name so heavily in the little melodrama.
AVas it ? Yes, or uo ! '
' N o !'
The answer Avas brief and cold; she knoAv that for it this
man Avas like enough to fire into her bosom, where he stood
before her, the Aveapon Avhose muzzle thrust itself out from
the folds of his striped canvas shirt.
.For once ho kept himself cool; she knoAV him then to be
at his Avorst; his vehement, eloquent, womanish passion of
Avrath Avas nCA'cr so daugerous as Avhen, contrary to all his
temperament, he held it in check and waited, softly, silently,
warily.
' No ? ' he laughed in echo. ' W h a t ! has Miladi Vassalis
gone scathless iu her scorn for all these years to be charmed
by a rough-rider's mountain SIUBAVS and gigautic limbs at
last 1 .^ithos !—terrible Bathos ! And what will you do.
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madame, with your UOAV lover ?—have him killed to keep
the secret of your weakness, like that fair frail Jewess of
the French Eegency of whom we read ? '
Under the course infamy of the sneer her face never
flushed, her eyes never relaxed their sturdy challenge of
h i m ; but a hatred beyond all Avords gathered.darkly In
her regard, a scorn beyond all words set on her colourless
lips.
' W h a t Avill you do Avith him ? ' he repeated scoffingly.
' HOAV AVIII you square his claims and mine ? If you should
get your liberty again, my Countess, your favourite courier
Avill slightly embarrass you !'
' You possess no claims.'
' T r u l y ? W e Avill see that. B u t first, Avhat will you do
with him ? '
' AVhat shall I do ? I will tell you. Give him my life,
and defy yours.'
' A h ! As his mistress or his Avife ? '
' His wife.'
' Indeed ! And make him a chieftain m Eoumelia, I suppose ? '
' W h y not ? '
' W h y not, t r u l y : H e Avill bo admirably fitted to play
the mountain king, the barbaric lord; and you—well, your
new fancy may endure six months. I Avill give it that
lease of life; and then—men easily disappear in those hill
fastnesses, where every creature is your humble vassal!'
H e r face flushed with a dark tempestuous shadoAv as
she heard; she gave one movement, rapid, passionate. Involuntary—it Avas to raise her pistol for the signal shot.
The gesture Avas restrained I she looked her antagonist
firmly Iu the eyes.
'Cease this. There aio none h e r e t o be cheated with
your outrages, aud to insult me Avill bring you no result.
Once for all, hear aud understand ;—this one man has become dear to me, and Avhat is more, is honoured, by me, I
shall be true to him, aud I shall defend him—as he has given
t r u t h aud defence to me.'
The Avords Avere very passionless, out they were inflexible
AS steel; his face chauged llvidly as he heard.
AVait!' he said savagely, as he seized her wrist. ' You
knoAv the fate we give deserters ? '
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She calmly loosed her arm from him.
' D e a t h ? Well, you can slay me if you AVIII. I t will
worthily close your course. B u t be sure of this—you will
not scare me Avith the threat of It.'
' Threat! Miladi, you AVIU flnd it more thau threat.'
'Too likely. B u t I shall be his before it becomes fact.'
' AVhat! you loA-e him AVCII enough to risk death for him
'-such a death ! by night, by stealth, in your beauty, in
your youth ? '
' Else should I love little.'
The Greek ground hard his beautiful smiling teeth, and
looked at her In silence a moment. H e had dealt Avith her
in many moods, but never yet in one Avhere this passion
ruled her. H e had never knoAvn Its pulse beat in h e r ; he
was stunned aud bcAvIldered by his own rage ; he could
almost have found it In his soul to deal her there and then
the fate that she so tranquilly accepted and defied.
' AVait then,' he said, Avliile his Avords stole out one bv
one, ferocious, but yet slow and chill as ice. ' You do not
fear it for yourself—do you for him ? '
She did not ansAver; be saAv a slight shiver pass over
her; he had found the one weak link through AA'hich to pierce
the armour of her proud and resolute strength.
' You do ? That is well. Then listen to one warning :
the first night thia man sleeps in your arms shall be his
last. W e d him and kill him if you like ! '
CHAPTEE XXX.
' T H E S E R P E N T ' S V O I C E L E S S SUBTLt: THAN HER KISS.'

T H E fishing hamlet lay under the sliaJoAv of a great seaworn, red-brown, sullen clifl", that had tticmiets of thedaAvn
still on Its rugged forehead, and the foam of the uprising
tide now angrily splashing Its feet; a mighty fortress of
rock, that would break from Its gloom to a wonderful beauty
when the suu should come round to the west, and the glory
spread over the Avaters. There were but four or five cabins,
droppedluamong theloose piles of stones and the pale plumes
of the sand grasses; huts IOAV and nestled, and hidden like
the nests on northern beaches of the sea-hoverlngtern. A n d
these, few as they were, were deserted j the men had been
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out two days and IAVO nights with their boats and their nets
•—out far beyond Avhcre crag','y Ischia lay, and their Avoman
kind Avere alone left, Avith ehildren like Murillo'a beggars,
wild haired and ruddy cheeked, and Avitli naked limbs of a
marvellous mould and grace, who lived all day long waist«
deep In water, and slept all night long on a Avet soil, and not
seldom crushed the seaweed between their bright hard teeth
in the sheer longing of famine, and yet who, Avith all that,
might have thanked God, had they knoAvn it, that they Avere
born by the water's Avidth and to the Avater's liberty. Instead
of in the stifiing agony of cities, where human lives breathe
their first and their last, never having known Avhat one
breath of ocean wind bloAVS like, or what the limitless delight
of a horizon line can mean. The women were fine animals—
and nothing more. Those who were young were splendidly
coloured and built; those who were past youth were sere,
and yellow, and scaly as the fish they smoked and hung to
the beams of their huts for the winter's fare. They said
little, comprehended less. The shine of silver made their
eyes glisten, but they could give nothing in return for It. Of
the boats there was not one left; not the craziest craft tbat
ever Avas hauled high upon a beach to be broken up into fire
wood ; nor of the boys did one remain of years enough to
handle a rope or hold a tiller. Here, on this barren shore,
there was no h e l p ; the great freedom of the sea stretched
there as though in «o much mockery; it would yield nothing
—save a grave.
H e stood on the narrow strip of yellow sand, with the
ripple of the high tide rolling upward and over his feet, and
looked over the SAveet, fresh tumultuous vastness of the
waters as men, when camels and mules, and even the hardy
sons of the soil, have perished oue by one in their rear, look
over the stretch of the desert where no aid is to be called,
no change can come, except the aid and the change of the
death that shall leave their flesh to the vulture, their bones
to the bleach of the noon.
All he had done had been in vain.
Eeaching the sea, they were as far from liberty as wnen
the monastery's doors had closed them in; unless some vessel
could be chartered to bear westAvard before the day should
be at its meridian, they must turn back and share the wolfa
lair, the hare's terror, the stag's life of torture, when on every
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breeze may come the note of chase, when every curling mosa
nnd broken leaf may bear a mark to bring the huutcr's doAvn.
Au intense agony camo on hic:i S3 hia eyes looked bliudjy
out at the gray waste, v.iih the suu's first iays reflected iiA
a broad crimson trail across its gloom. The desire of his
heart Avas come to hhn, and with it had come also to him au
exceeding bitterness passing any that his life had knoAvn.
That Avhich he had coveted with so passionate a longing
was granted him, and it brought AvIth it a terrible penalty.
The Avelght of a sickly dread, never before then knoAvn to
the fearlessness of his nature, oppressed him; a dread that
had Its root less In ber physieal danger than in the darkness
that shrouded all knowledge of her real fate, all knowledge
of her past and of her future.
And even for her mere bodily peril, her peril from the
chains and the cells of the goA'ernment, he could do nothing;
he could defend her to hia last breath with such streugth
as one man could bring against thousands—that was all.
There was not a sail In sight, as far as his eyes could reach
over the water-line; it might be tAvo or three nights more yet,
as the women told him, before the fishing-boats Avould come
i n ; to leave her for the length of time needful to traA'crse
the coast In search of some other sea-side hamlet Avas impossible ; he saw no course but to retrace his steps to
her, and leave the choice of their retreat vAdth her. These
people were miserably poor, and would do Avliat was asked
of them for the sake of the glitter of gold ; they Avere
bold, too, and Avilling to offer such shelter as their miserable
cabins could ; at the worst, it was possible that they might
rest iiudiscovered under the refuge of these lonely rocks
until such time as the fishing fleet, returning, should give
them means to sail westward, or send a vessel with orders
to the yacht.
H e stood there some moments, looking seaward from the
beach, his head sunk, his tliougts very weary; he Avas condemned to the torture of inaction, the deadliest trial that
can be fastened on high courage aud on eager energies.
H e turned SAviftly as he heard steps lightly passing along
the pile of rough loose stones that made a sort of stairAvay
from the high ground, doAvn between two steep and leaning
sides of rock ; he looked up in anxious hope of welcoming
some hQAtman Avho could help him to a vessel. As Lc did
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SO, the morning sun, shining from the east, that faced him
«3 he turned, fell full upon his head and throat, and on hia
tall athletic limbs, loosely clad in the linen folds of the flslimg-dress. Standing thus, catching the brightest glisten of
the morning beams, the barcarolo dress served little to disguise him ; and through the mist-wreaths that still hovered
round all the upper border of the shore his eyes, ere escape
or avoidance was possible, met those of the man aboA-e upon
the broken tiers of cliff.
They were the keen blue serene eyes of Victor A^ane.
For a moment they looked in silence at each other, met
thus, face to face, in the coolness of the young day, in the
solitude of the unfrequented shore. On the one side amazement was sincere; on the other. It Avas to perfection counterfeited. Then with an easy supple grace, the man, in
whom Ereeldoune's Instinct felt a foe, SAVung himself downward from ledge to ledge, and dropped upon the sands
beside him, with the common courtesies of a carelessly astonished and complimentary greeting.
' I came to bathe ; I am staying at a villeggiatura not far
from this,' he said, as hia words of welcome closed. ' It ia
a wild shore here, and unutterably lonely. You are yacliting, I suppose ? '
' No.'
Erceldoune thought nothing of what was asked him, of
what he answered; he thought of her alone. Thia man
wa»s her friend, her guest, her associate. Could he be
trusted with her secret ? Could he be trusted to assist
her flight ? Aud, if iiot trusted with it, could he be held
back from the knowledge of It ?
' Not yachting ? ' pursued Vane, carelessly stIU. ' I
thought that fisher-costume was surely a sailor's dress. May
I ask what brlnga you, then, to this Avorld-forgotten
nook ? '
' I came to get a boat, and a boat's crew If I could.'
' Ah, you have lost your way ? There is a dangerous
landslip hard by.'
Erceldoune crushed hia heel down into the wet loose
pand; a gesture that waa not loat on hia companion.
• I know the coast well. I merely need a boat; of what
kind matters little. Can you help me ? '
'I grieve to say no. My friend's residence is some way
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from here ; and, besides, they have not even a pleasure skiff;
tbey care nothing for the water. B u t you would not put
out to the open sea in a mere boat ?'
' W h y so ? '
' W h y ! Because I fancy no man would who was not
weary of his life, or—*
' I am not weary of mine.'
' Pardon me, I waa going to end my sentence with, or
one Avhose life Avas menaced on the land.'
H e spoke the last words gravely, gently, meaningly, w-ilh
an emphasis that left no doubt of their personal application.
Ereeldoune's forehead flushed Avith a hot dark rush of
blood ; a tempestuous shadoAv came in his eyes ; he turned
abruptly.
' Explain that phrase.'
' Nay ; translate It yourself, if you will.'
' Not I . I am In no mood for enigmas, and have no
time for them. You had your meaning; out with I t ! '
H e spoke between his clenched t e e t h ; a fiery miaery
possessed him, and a great longing to wring the truth out
of this man Avho cross-questioned him, if he wrung it by
force with a hand on his throat and a heel on hia chest.
Victor Vane looked him steadily In the eyes ; a serious,
compassionate, candid gaze, that silently rebuked his passions and his instinct of antagonism.
' I am sorry you trust me so little,' he said briefly.
Ornamented protests would have forewarned and forearmed his hstener, Avhom the simplicity and manliness of
the reply p u t off his guard ; they made the loyal generous
nature that they dealt with repent aa of some craven sin
of false suspicion ; rebuke Itself^ as for some Ignominy of
cowardly iujustice. Moreover, Erceldoune saAV that he
knew much; hoAv much It Avas best to learn at once, let the
learning cost Avhat it should.
' H e has eaten at her board; he has enrolled himself
her friend ; he cannot turn traitor to her ; he cannot play
false to a woman,' hia thoughts ran swiftly, in the tumult
of a thousand emotions. I t seemed to him so vile a thing,
that to suspect even his rival of it looked base to him.
' Let us waste no words,' he said rapidly, while he stood
facing the new-comer with the challenge of his gallant eyes
testing the truth of those which met them. ' "Time is life

THE SERPENTS

VOICE.

449

*c tr.o, toud '.ijo^:' •;han. life, Sou guess rightly so far. Anawor me two things. W h a t do you know ? aud Avhy should
you be t r u s t e d ? '
' The latter quf stion, I Imagine, one gentleman shouli
fcarcely put to anotr.or.'
' That may be. I am iti no temper for these subtleties,
I knoAV ncthliig of you except through rumour. Such
rumour Av.juld uot Incline me to place conddenee in you.
You used strange language ; you seem aAvareof my present
peril. Simplj' say what it is you kuoAV.'
Victor Vane, with i dignity that had in it the com.
passionate forbearance of one Avho respects and pities another whose insolence ho c&n afford to pass over and extenuate, seated himself on the lowest stair of rock, and
ansAvered, without hesitation, in a grave and regretful
accent:
' Sir, I forgive your innuendo on myself, since the extremity of your peril may serve to excuse i t ; and I believe
that this peril has fallen on you through a rashly noble and
generous action. W e have met here singularly enough. I
do not know positively anything of your actions or position ; but I should be half a fool did I not divine much of
both. Briefly, we are both acquainted with a fair revolutionist, who baa been made a prisoner of the royal executive. I heard, late last night, that she had been rescued
from her captivity ; rescued by a man in a fisher dress, who
displayed the most reckless chivalry in her defence, and
even implicated himself so deeply as to use violence to
Giulio Villafior, whereby Monsignore Ilea UOAV in danger at
hia Cistercian monastery. I heard this ; such news soon
spreads, specially to Court and Church ; and I heard also
that both soldiers and sbirri are on the track of the fugitives, who are known to have made their way seaward.
Now can you wonder that it needs no great exercise of
intelligence to recognise In you the barcarolo who despoiled
Church and State of their captive, and to conclude that
the vessel you stand in need of ia to be employed in the
service of Miladi Idalia, for whom, living or dead, both
Church and State would give as Avelghty a reward as the
full coffers of the oue and the lean treasures of the othei
could afford to yield ? Scant penetration Is requisite for
such a discovery; every sailor on the coast will make it
2G
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with me in a few hours' time. I t is not a little thing to
free a political prisoner, and to leave a mighty preleto half
dead among his OAVU monks.'
H e spoke perfectly quietly, his eyes, with an unusual
melancholy, looking straight aud calm Into tlie eyes of the
man before him; eyes that said without words, ' Y o u see,
she and you are in my power. One word from me, and
both are lost.'
Erceldoune gazed at him, answering nothing; his chest
and sides heaved like those of some magnificent forest
animal caught in the toils of the trapper. H e cared nothing for his own life ; he would have sold it dearly, content enough if he died worthily; b u t she—for her he had
no strength; for her he had no courage; for her he could
sue what he would never for himself have sought; for her
the grave was horrible to him, and had its sickliest terrot.
To parry facts with lies, to t u r n aside discovery with
subtle feints, was not in him ; to deny that which he knew
to be a truth never even passed his thoughts. This waa
another calamity, another danger—the darkest, perhaps,
that could haA'e come on t h e m ; b u t his instinct was to
brave and meet it, not to slink from it under a poltroon's
mask of falsehood.
H e went with a single step close up
io his companion's side, and stood above him.
' Grant your conclusions right—Avhat then ? '
' That is rather for you to answer. Your future ia a very
hazardous one.'
' I did not speak of my future, but of your course. AVhat
»vill it be ? ' _
' Do you insinuate that I should betray you ? '
' I do not insinuate; I ask. If the world may be believed, you have not been ahvay noted for your fealty.'
' Coarse language, and not ovcrAvIse.'
' I cannot stop to refine, nor yet, perhaps, to reason. Tell
me how I am to deal AvIth you. As friend or foe ? '
' Sir, that is scarcely the Avay to learn. Diplomacy would
uot dictate such rough-and-ready questions.'
' Possibly. B u t I am no diplomatist.'
' I imagine not. No one would suspect you of it.*
' Spare your satire. Give me a plain answer.'
' Not a popular thing commonly.'
'{''reeldoune shook AA-Ith rage. 'This play of Avords was to
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him in his extremity as the tickle of the whip's light lash ia
to the caged tiger in its Avrath. H e fiung himself aAvay
with an unconscloua violence.
' Do your worst, If you choose to do it. Go and turn
traitor against the woman at whose table you sat, and under Avhose roof you were welcome ! Adventurers fitly end
in renegades.'
As he turned his back on the other, and moved acrost
the sand to retrace his steps to her, A^'ane rose aud slleutly
folloAved him, and touched his arm with the slight velvety
touch of a woman.
' Wait. You mistake.'
Erceldoune paused, and looked him full In the face.
' Show my error, and I AVIU confess It.'
Vane smiled a little In compassion. This nature—so
Avarm, so bold, so frank, so free from every suspicion, so
Avilling to avoid every Injustice—seemed to him so pitiable
In its simplicity; its naked strength, that could so easily be
pierced; its unselfish Impulses, that could so easily be
duped; its creed of •truth, that waa followed so blindly and
so recklessly.
' You wrong me,' he said, with that tranquil dignity
Avhich had again replaced the ironic frivolity of bis usual manner, ' wrong me greatly. Think but a moment, and you
Avill yourself see how. The cause for which Madame de
A''assalis has been arraigned is mine. AVould it be likely
that I should find favour with Court or Church, even were
I base enough to seek It ? She isthelife,thesoul, the inspiration, often the treasury, of our projects, the Manon Eoland
cf our Girondists. Is It not palpable that what strikes at
her must strike at us? Besides, leaving every such reason
aside, can you believe that, as a guest, I should harm my
h.istess, as a man, betray a woman? Eather do me some
measure of justice. Believe, at least, that I can have some
admiration of your fearless chivalry, some sympathy for
your generous daring; quixotic I may deem It, but reverence it I must.'
Erceldoune heard him, swayed against his judgment, influenced against his instincts. The tone of the appeal
touched that knightly temper of trust and of liberality that
Avas always dominant in him; he hated this m a n ; but to
let his hate prejudice him to injustice seemed very vile In
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his Bight; he thought that he owed a wider niSASdce of
justice, a more generous extension of tolerance, to an enemy
than a friend; where his impulses set him against, ipere ho
felt that his honour should more closely strive for fairness
to a foe : a code that had in its results, perchance, a folly
unutterable, yet had In its root a magnanimity and a
majesty scarce less great, and such as men would do well to
strive after in giving judgment.
' Trusted, even a scoundrel will quit his baseness. And,
if he has ever loved her, he can hardly be a traitor to her,'
his thoughts ran as he paused there, and heard the measured
SAveetness of hia rival's voice.
And on those thoughts he spoke, raakiiig the error that
costs so many dear ; the error of gauging another character
by the measure of his own.
• If I wronged you, I ask your pardon. T o u r jests fell
sharply on a heart so sore as mine. You have our lives in
your poAver; for her sake, hold them sacredly. All the help
you can give us is silence. I thank you for your promise
of that. Farewell! And forget my words if they did you
an injury. They were spoken in passion and haste.'
F o r the moment the words touched his hearer; awoke
something of shame, something of admiration, something of
compassion, that had no scorn in it, but a dim instinct of
honour for the noble madness that believed in him, for this
self-rebuke tbat was spoken so generously, content to take
blame rather than to hold to an unjustified suspicion. All
the cruelty of jealousy, all the pitilessness of hatred, all the
unmerciful heartlessness of craft Avere in him against the
man whom he instinctively knew that the woman he
coveted loved. Yet they were for an instant stilled under
the vague emotion that woke in him—that emotion of Involuntary homage which even the shallowest and the basest
natures will at times yield reluctantly to the greatness of a
brave sincerity. But it was very fieeting Avith h i m ; too
fleeting to change the hard set purpose that had possessed
him from the moment when his knowledge of his rival's
temper had made him at once divine who had been the
deliverer of their mistress, and had sent him seaward to
trust to hazard for the accident that should bring hiia
across the fugitives' path.
H e stretched his hand out.
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' That was very nobly said.' And in those words he
spoke but what he truly thought. ' Sir Fulke, we may
surely be friends? '
Ereeldouue looked steadily at him, anddidnottakehls hand.
' Pardon me—my friendships are foAV, and I add to them
rarelv. Aid her, and no friend shall be close to me as you.'
' A^ou speak strongly. Is Madame de Vassalis so dear to
you,then ? '
' .fudge by the risk I have run for her.'
' True! You are not the first—'
' The first for what ? '
' AVell—the first who thought his life Avell lost for her.
Aud—forgive me the question, I have knoAvn her so long—
what does she say to you for It ? '
' I fail to apprehend you.'
' You do ? I mean, Avhat roAvard does that fairest and
most fatal of sorceresses promise you if ever you escape the
dangers you have incurred for the sake of her eloquent eyes ? '
H e saAV Ereeldoune's grasp tighten on the hilt of tht
weapon thrust In his sash, and his teeth close on his lips
under bis beard.
' H e r Insults are mine,' he said curtly. ' By what right
do you use such a tone ?
' By Avliat right do you constitute yourself her champion?
I t will be a thankless office.'
' By the right of a man to defend his wife's honour.*
I n the deep shadoAv of the overhanging cliff he did not
see the ashen colour to Avhich the fairness of his listener's
face faded; In the tumult of his OAVU thoughts and passions
he did not hear the quick sharp catch of his compauion's
breath. The tranquil gaze bent on him lightened an instant
with a tiger's hunger to kill; the look soon passed ; A'^ane
laughed a little, very softly, very slightly.
' Ah ! IMIIadI must think her jeopardy very imminent.
She ncA-er proffered so heavy a bribe before.'
Ereeldoune's hands fell on his shoulders, swaying him
heavily to and fro.
' W h a t do you dare to mean by that ? '
* Simply what I say. If she bribes so high, she must
think her peril equal.'
' A V h y ? ' Am I so loathsome ? '
' Certainly not. You are a magnificent m a n ; just the
©.in for a lover. But marriage—'
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* Finish your sentence. Marriage—*
* May be a word on her lips, but will never be a chaw
upon her liberties.'
' You dare to mean—*
' Eelease me, and I will tell you what I mean. I do not
Bpeak for any threats of force.'
Erceldoune slowly let go his hold, and stood before him
with the morning sun-gleam on his face that was stormily
flushed, and Avore the look on it that comes in a dog's
steady gaze when a leash holds him back from his antagonist
His rival's eyes met his serenely; in the calm transparent
depths there was an unspoken pity that made his blood glow
like lava.
' In a word—I mean this. She has bought you with siren
words; do you dream how many she has bought likewise
before you, and—destroyed ? '
' I know tbat no mau living shall insult her name to me
nnpunlsbed.'
' Ah ! you will stop ray lips with a bloAV ? You can, if
you choose ; you have ten times my strength ; but honourable women do not need such tragical defence. And let me
ask you one thing only before you refuse to hear me.'
'Ask it.'
' Who fired at you in the Carpathians ? '
In the warm glow of the summer dawn Ereeldoune's
limbs grew chilly with a sudden sickly cold. He did uot
answer. He divined the drift of the luquiry; and, knowing
what he UOAV kneAv of her recognition of his assassin, he
eould not bring his voice to speak of it.
' You do not knoAvl You should do so. Did you ever
«sk thia woman who is to be your wife ? '
His chest heaved heavily with hard-drawn breaths ; hia
memorlea were with the evening just passed by, when the
sunset had shed its ruddy hues on the face of the slumbering
Greek, and she had bid him spare that worthless life with
a passionate force of supplication to which she had never
stooped when her own existence had been in jeopardy. But
he was too loyal to her for his answer not to rise hot and
instant to his lips.
' Ask her ? Would I do her so much outrage P '
* Yet no one could tell you so well.*
' AiVTiat! you ftre vUe enough to say—'
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' The villauy Is not mine ! I say that the Countess Vaa
sails can tell you better Avho is the man that sought to
take your life than cau any one else in Europe.'
Erceldoune heard in silence; he felt giddy, blind, heartsick; his knowledge of her association with the Greek waa
lying like a dead weight on the indignant scorn with which
be Avould, without it, have flung back the insult offered her ;
the remembrance was upon him of her Intercession that had
screened the criminal from justice, of her conjuration that
had interposed between the guilty and his retribution, of
her agony of shame and of terror that had broken and bent
her haughty nature like a reed.
' You lie,' he said savagely, unwitting Avhat he did say,
seeking only to defend her at all hazards ; ' she never kucAv ;
he is her foe not less than mine.'
' Ah ! she has spoken of him, then ? '
" AVhat if she have ? '
' Nothing. Only she is still less scrupulous than I imagined. She said he was her foe, did she? W h a t other
things did she say of him ? '
Ereeldoune's hand seized him by the linen of his vest,
and shook him as a strong grasp will shake the slender stem
of a larch-tree. His mouth was parched ; hia words came
sloAvly and incoherently:
' You will make a brute of me ! You have some hellish
meaning hidden—speak it out. If you have a man's heart in
you. W h a t would you dare bring against her ? '
A^'Ictor Vane freed himself with difficulty, and moved
slightly aside; but there was no anger in the serenity of
his voice, only some pity and much patience.
' I have nothing hidden ; if you hear me, you will know
as much as I knoAv. I see your error; many have made it.
You have thought in such divinity of form divinity of soul
must dwell. Scores have made your mistake, and died for
It—as you m.ay before the game is out. Miladi has had
many lovers, and—dead men tell no tales.'
H e paused; hia rlval'a hand was on his mouth, and the
steel tube of a pistol was pressed against his forehead.
' Another syllable like that, and, by heaven! I will shoot
you with the lie on your lips.'
Courage had never been lacking in him ; his eyea looked
up none the leas tranquilly into the dark, flushed, haggard
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face above him, though the cold ring of the weapon pressed
its mark on his skin.
' Of course you can if you choose. I am unarmed. You
will oblige your sovereign mistress, too. I knoAV many cf
her secrets.'
Ereeldoune's arm fell to his side ; he shivered through
all his frame; he could not use violence to a man without
the power to return i t ; he could not force to silence words
Avhich, if he refused to hear them, he would seem to know
were true in all their shame. H e dropped the pistol doAvn
on the sands betAveen them, and crossed his arms on his
chest.
' Say your worst. Our reckoning shall come later.'
' AVell my worst Is—the truth. You love this w-oman;
but you are not in her confidence; you never will be.'
H e saw a quiver of pain break the w-rath on his listener's
face, and he saw that the bolt had struck home.
' You belieA'e everything she tells you ? I never found the
mau who did not credit Avhat she chose to make him. You
worship her, but you worship your OAVU ideal In her. I
have seen scores do that. I doubt If a mau can look long
at her, and see clearly, unless he has knoAvn her well, aud
comes forcAvarned to her—as I came. AVell, you have
thought her a mistress for "Shakespeare's self; " you have
seen her In great dangers; you have imagined ber foully
wronged ; you have cast aAvay all your heart ou her, and
UOAV are casting your life away after it. And you do all
this Avithout ever having asked yourself and the Avorld what
a womau must be Avho, titled, is yet out of society ; who,
young, yet recklessly defies all custom ; Avho, rich, can
summon round her none but men, aud those men adventurers or conspirators; who shelters your assassin iu her
'I'urkish gardens, yet afl'ects all ignorance of his identity or
ficinage ; and who, driven at last to speak of him, tells you
be is her foe, yet omits altogether to explain why, if so, she
has so long shielded him from your discovery and the law's
justice. You love, and therefore you are blind. Yet is it
possible that even the blludness of passion can be so utterly
dark that you have noA'er remembered all these things ? '
The black blood gathered in his listener's face ; he kept
his passions doAvn, because, for her sake, he held It best to
hear all her calumniator would bring against her, but they

THE SERPENT'S

VOICE.

457

well-nigh mastered him, rising the darker and the stronger
for the keen pang of truth that every shaft of the abhorred
words stung him Avith—truth that she had herself placed It
beyond his power to refute.
' Go on,' he said in his teeth. ' Y o u called yourself her
friend, I think ? '
The rebuke was bitter, yet It did not move the man it
la.shed.
' Scarcely so much,' he returned quietly. ' Her acquaintance—indeed, her associate in not a foAv political matters—
but scarcely her friend. Miladl's friendships are too perilous.
Look y o u ; I had a friend once, an Austrian, though I bear
Austria no love. W e had been lads together in Venetia,
and the Avar-lusts failed to divide us. I think he was the
brightest and the bravest nature I have ever known. Well,
in an evil hour he fell, as you have done, under the eyes of
Idalia. H e had a military secret in his keeping ; a secret,
granted, that Avas of import to Italy, so perhaps you will
deem what she did Avas justified for Italy's sake. I might
have doue, had I not knoAvnhlin from his boyhood; I might
have done ; —who touches politics fast grows a knave.
Simply, she made him worship her, as she makes y o u ;
sunned him In her smiles, leant her lips on his, let him lie
in Eden for a while, till sense and judgment were both
gone—aa yours are gone. Then, while she promised him
her beauty as its price, she stole his secret from him—
bought it AvIth those caresses you believe are only yours ;
and, when his honour Avaa yielded up to her, turned him
adrift with a laugh at hia weakness. Ah ! that ia Miladi!
So, I saw him shot one sunny summer daAvn ; with the balls
in his throat, fired by a volley of hia OAVU cuiraasiers. Politically, we oAved her much ; personally, I never iu my
soul could trust the woman who betrayed Hugo.'
Erceldoune shook through all bis limbs; the spaam n o i
alone of rage, but of a more cruel emotion. The tale had
too close a likeness with her OAVU self-accusing confession,
ber OAVU keenness of remorse, not to bear a terrible burden
of possibility AvIth it—a hideous surface of truth AvhIch
m.ade it Impossible it should be cast away as calumny. Yet
through the dizzy misery that came upon him with tho
words he heard he grasped oue thought still foremost ol
all—to defend her, and to cast back every aspersion throAva
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on her, as though no doubt could ever rest with lilm, as
though she had never bid him believe the worst of her that
the world could tell.
' Is that all you stayed me to tell ? ' he said briefly.
* I t Avas not worth your Avhile. I have no need for libels.'
* I t is not all. I know well that my AVOrds are wasted,
and that you think me a slanderer for them : that Is a mat1;er
of course. Hugo thought me the same when I told him
what the tenderness of his imperial mistress would prove
worth, I never knew any man saved Avhom her smile once
had doomed. I will not strain your patience longer; let
us keep close to one fact—the attempt upon your life. You
deny the association of Idalia with that crime ? '
' I deny it—utterly.'
His voice had a harsh vibration in it like the tone of one
who speaks under unbearable physical suffering. H e denied
it in her name ; but while he did so there ate like fire into
him the remembrance of that shame, that horror, that remorse, that passion, with Avhicli she had looked upon the
Greek, and held him from his vengeance. W i t h his last
breath he would have declared her guiltless ; with his last
thought held her s o ; yet the shadow of guilt fell ou her,
and he could not drive from her the taint and the tarnish
of its reproach.
' Y o u do? She is indebted for your chivalry,' resumed
the sloAV, sAveet A'oice of his companion. ' I see hoAv littlo
you must CA'cr have heard of the finest mistress of Intrigues
that Europe holds, to yield it so unhesitatingly. Now bear
Avith me a moment Avhile I ask you why you are so certain
that she had no share in the attack made on you ? *
' Ask yourself. You knoAV her.'
' And you mean that none AA'ho do can doubt her being
the proudest and the purest, as well as the fairest among
AA'omen ? Ah, but then I have passed by that stage; / knoAV
her by repute long before I ever saw her fiice ! Your reasons, then, for thinking her both innocent and ignorant of
your attempted assassination are t h e s e : that she was on
the spot at the time you Avere shot doAvn ; that she saved
your life, and concealed the action even from yourself,
alloAving it to be believed thatMoldavdan herdsmen rescued
y o u ; that you chased the leader of the band as far as the
gardens of her villa at Constantinople, and there lost sight
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of him, though the walls of the garden were so disposed
that he could only have been concealed within them. If not
In the house itself; that she invited you to spend many
hours alone Avith her In the eastern hermitage, and so spent
them that she found little difficulty in making you believe
her all she would; that she then sought to throAV you off
by leaving you abruptly without any clue to her movements ; and that when you persisted, against her AA'ish, In
seekiug her, yoa found her, first the associate, and a littlo
later the fellow-prisoner with the men of that very
party of extreme llberalists to whom you have always attributed the murderous onslaught made on you. These
are your reasons for holding her innocent of all treason to
you; they would not be very weighty evidences in laAV and
iu logic'
As the chain of circumstances uncoiled link by link in
the terse unadorned words, it seemed to tighten in bands
of iron about the heart of the man Avho trusted not less
than he loved her. His face changed terribly as all the
force of meaning and of circumstances arrayed itself against
her, and the A'ague doubts, that he had strangled in their
birth as blasphemies against her, stood out in unveiled
language. A dogged, savage, sullen darkness loAvered on
his features; it had never been on them before t h e n ; it
was a ferocity wholly akin to his nature, hardened and imbitteredby the knowledge of his OAVU povA'erlessness to repel
or to refute the evidence arraigned. They were but facts
M'hich were quoted—facts not even distorted in the telling;
the inference draAvn from them was the Inevitable one, however his loyalty to her disowned it. H e felt driven to b a y ;
he was fettered to Inaction by the knowledge that on him
alone her safety h u n g ; he was weighted to silence by the
memories AvhIch thronged on him of her own acts and
words; of that poignant remorse which had suuk so deeply
into her nature, of that self-condemu.ation which had so
unsparingly condemned her. Yet amid all he never hesitated in her defence, and his eyes fastened on her accuser
with a steady unyielding gaze.
' I am no casuist and no rhetorician,' he said iu his teeth.
' Y o u are both. Ouce for all—no more words. If you have
been her friend, you are a traitor ; if you have been her
foe, you are a slanderer. Either way, one word more, and
I will choke you like a dog.'
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' A n unworthy and a coarse threat. W h a t falsehood have
I told you yet? I narncd but facts.'
' Your outline min;ht be fact. I t AA'HS your colour was the
lie.'
' I think not. I can prove to you that your mistress
was in the secret of your assassins.'
' And your motive in that ? '
The lion-like eyes of Erceldoune literally blazed their
fire into those that met them with uuchanged serenity.
There Avere volumes in the three Avords; all of distrust,
disbelief, hatred, and scorn, that his heart held for the one
Avho had turned counsellor to him. Their sting pierced
deep ; but the Avound of It was covered.
' My motive Is this. A party with which I Avas to a
great extent associated, yet from Avhose measures I very
often dissented. Implicated me by their extreme opinions in
many courses that I utterly disapproved, and implicated my
name still oftener unknown to me. I am entirely against
all violence and all fraud—not from virtue—I do uot affect
virtue—but from common sense. Politically, much is permissible—'
' I am not Inclined to hear your creed. I make no doubt
that it is an elastic one. Your motive ? '
' You pass it in your haste. I endeavour to explain It.
I became entangled in earliest youth with men whose association has been the greatest injury of my career. I have
never been able wholly to free myself from their infiuence,
but I have long ceased to countenance their more unscrupulous intrigues—not from virtue, I distinctly say, from
policy. I t is a lack of sagacity that produces all crimes;
nothing else ; except au excess of animalism, Avhich produces the same results, because it amounts to the same
thing,'
' Spare your ethics. Your motive ? '
' Springs from the inability of my late associates to discern the kinship of crime and foolishness. AVhen I first
heard of your robbery, I had my suspicions ; I was baffled
in my inquiries; I believed that men with whom my name
was connected Avere concerned in it, but they feared that I
should learn their complicity, and for some time succeeded
in concealing it. Eecently—Indeed, the day before the
affair of Antina—I found my suspicions right.
I ^nj
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ashamed to say that I have traced that mclodramat.b villany
to those who call themselves of my party, althoagh I have
fully and finally broken off all ccdlusion AvIth the-'ci. I n a
Avord, I liaA-e felt disgraced that men AvIth whom I have been
allied should have been capable of such an outrage, and so
much reparation as can lie In the acknoAvledgmeut is of
course your immediate due. I care little how you reveugo
yourself, so that your vengeance may be the executor of
mine for the deception passed on me. Moreover, in learning the truth of the crime you suffered from, I learnt what
you have a right to knoAv, since you believe the Countess
A'assalis Avorthy the surrender of your own life, which Is
probably the cost you AVIU pay sooner or later for your royal
eft'orts to save her.'
Erceldoune breathed fast and heavily ; a sickening sense
of mystery, of treachery, of evil, of half-truths told him
only that by them he might be led deeper into error, was
upon him.
' H a d I twenty lives, she commands them,' he said
briefiy. ' Say out your meaniug—honestly, if you can.'
' A'^ery simply, theu ; the Avoman to whom you would give
a score of lives, if you had them, has from first to last
sheltered your assassin from you, and has counterfeited tenderness for you that she might gain an influence strong
enough to enable her to turn aside your vengeance from the
only man Idalia Vassalis ever loved.'
The words were cold, clear, Incisive, calm with the tranquillity of unwarped truth. Under them Erceldoune staggered slightly, like one who reels under a deep knife-thrust;
his face grew black with a hot rush of blood, his hands
fell once more on his torturer's shoulders, swaying him
dizzily to and fro.
' Own that yo'u He, or by—'
The closing oath rattled bard in his throat; in the moment he could have choked her traducer dead with no more
thought, no more remorse, than men strangle the adder that
has destroyed the life they treasure closest.
Vane, deficient neither in courage nor in supple strength,
ehook himself loose with a rapid movement, and lifting the
pistol from the sands, held it out with a grave, graceful gesture, as though the weapon were a branch of palm.
' Take it back, and shoot me dead with it, if you find that
I tell you untruth.'
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'Yes—"if." I am no slanderer weaving a legend; no
gosslper trafficking in cobAvebs. I tell you a hard, unglozed,
pitiless fact; there are many such in the history of the
woman you Imagine has so stainless, so martyred, so royal
a soul! Take back your weapon, and use it if I play you
false. You are longing to kill me UOAV—I see that in your
eyes; but you are a lion, not a fox, and so you will not kill
in the dark. Make it day about you, broad noonday, by
which you can read the depths of your mistress's heart,
and then—if she prove guiltless aud I a liar—then compensate yourself aa you will.'
Erceldoune answered nothing, but he stretched his hand
out aud grasped the pistol in a silence that had more meaning than speech ever carried. A dusky reddened light was
gloAvIng In the darkness of his eyes—the light that glows
in a dog's when the longing to seize and rend is rousing in
i t ; his blood felt like fire; the dawn seemed to groAv like
n i g h t ; the corrosion of a jealous hate Avas in him, and in ita
evil all other memories were droAvned, all desires quenched,
all loyalty loosened.
The other stretched his arm out and touched him as he
turned and strode over the wet stone-strcAvn beach.
' AVait. AVhere do you go ? '
' I go to " make It daylight," as you say—daylight strong
enough to unbare your villany.'
' But first you must hear—'
' I have heard too much.'
' Stop au instant. Eemember, I have known the story
of Idalia as you Avill never knoAv it.'
' The more you know, the more honour should bind you
into silence.'
' Madman ! W h e n I tell you—'
' Mad I may be. Eather that than a traitor.'
' I t is a traitress of whom Ave speak.'
Ereeldoune's eyes flashed a strange glance into h i e ; it
was scorching as flre, yet It had it it a terrible appeal.
' Take care what you do,' he muttered. ' You will maki
me kdl you.*
' No. B u t I will make you prove my words truth or
slander.'
' 1 go to do it.'
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'You think you do ; you do not. You go to hear a few
<soft Avords from lips that have dupi'd tho subtlest intriguers ill f!]uroi)e, aud to belie'/e every phrase that they
breathe AAuth a kiss upon yours, as though it Avere Avitnessed
by angels. I tell you that my honour £.hall not rest upon
so AvayAvard and so frail a thing as her caprice of Invention.'
' A n d I tell you that her honour shall not rest upon the
tongues of traitors. You have dared to say she shielded my
assassin—'
' I say more ; I say she loved him. N o ! Take your
hand off; you can seek my life later o n ; at present you
must save your OAVU, if you do not want a Bourbon bullet
through your lungs for this woman who has fooled you, as
she fools us all. There is one man, one only, that your
mistress ever loved. She has wearied of him now, found
him a thorn in her side, learned to hate him as such women
can hate, drawn all the fragrance from her rose, and thrown
the old Avithered leaves aAvay—ouly the leaves are poisoned,
and they cling, they cling! One man she loved, and she
lavished her gold on him, and she reared her ambitions for
him, and she was half his slave and half his sovereign, while
she was for all the world beside that beautiful, cruel, wanton,
pitilesa, divine, and devilish sorceresa that we know. She
has had many lovers, but she duped them all. This man
she never duped. A panther, with a velvet eye and a
glorious beauty ; a sun-god, with the soul of a fox and the
heart of a carrion-croAv—nothing more. B u t who shall
measure the passionate fancies of a woman—and such a
Avoman ? Well, she loved him : and he was your assassin.
No Avay so sure to shield him, as to bring you under her
dominance. I t may be, it is true, that while tooling you
for his sake, you dethroned him, and she grew in earnest,
and it is he who is now to be thrown ad leones. I t may be;
Miladi has had many such caprices. That you may know
I say truth, and uot falsehood, go and put but two questions
to her. Ask her first, who the man is Avho left you for dead
In the mouutalns; ask her last, what the tie is that binds
her to the Greek, Conrad Phaulcon.'
Erceldoune had listened, without a word, without a breath,
his face with that tempestuous darkness loAvered on it, and
a great horror, a great misery gazing vacantly out from his
dilated eyes. Yet the loyalty and the faith in him were
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stronger than all tests that Avrung them; he struggled to
keep bis hold upon them, and to keep them pure, unsoiled,.
unswerving, as men may strain to guard their honour unwarped, Avhen all the dizzy Avorld about them reeks with
infamy, and presses them on to crime.
' I will ask her,' he said hoarsely, while hia lipa were white
and dry as dust; 'not to prove her purity, but to prove
your shame.'
Then, without another syllable, he turned and set his face
southward, and went by great swift steps, that sank Int*
the sea-washed sand, backAvard to where he bad left her—
backward, with the Avaste of waters lying silent and un.
troubled by hia course, and the suu rising higher from ovel
the red wall of rock. Belief iu what he had heard there
waa none, even yet, in his heart; off the brave allegiance
of his rash nobility the evil fell, finding no grappling-place,
no restlng-lair; but on him a heavy, breathless, deadly
oppression lay, and the first fear that hia bold life had ever
known ran like a current of Ice through all his veins. The
poison of doubt had been breathed on him, and its plagueepot widened and deepened, let him rend the canker out aa
le would.
Once in the agony of his passion he stretched out hia
arma to the vacant air aa he wont on in hia loneliness, aa
though he saAV her beauty, and dreAV It to him, though death
should come w-ith it.
' O, my love, my love !' he muttered unconsciously in the
longing of his soul. ' What matter what you be, so you
are mine ! '
I t Avas In the blindness of the senses that he spoke, the
mere idolatrous desire for the loveliness that to him had no
likeness upon earth ; the cruel, intoxicated, fiery riot of the
' love lithe and fierce' that counts no cost to itself or to ita
prey, and that would plunge into an eternity of pain to
purchase one short hour of Its joy. A moment, and the
nobler passion in him rose; the perfect faith, without which
his one idolatry would be but brutal'sed abandonment,
rebuked him; his head sank, his eyes saw the gray glooming
sea through a hot rush of tears.
' God forgive me so much sin to her aa lay in the mere
thought!' he murmured aa he went; to think that the lipa
which had lain on hia had ever breatho<i the kisses which
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betray, to think that the heart which had beaten upon his
had ever throbbed to the Avarmth of guilty pleasure, seemed
to him a blasphemy against her that was sin itself For
even though those lips should be his, even though that
heart should beat for him. If there were past treachery or
jiresent Infidelity in her life, she would be dead to him—
dead, more cruelly than though the steel had pierced the
fairness of her breast, and the golden trail of her hair been
draAvn through the trampled dust of blood-stained streets.
If truth abode not with her, and the fealty of honour,
she Avas dead to him.
' If her eyes shrink from mine, let the seas cover m e ! '
he prayed in his soul; and the length of the shore seemed
endless to him, and the tawny stretch of the beach seemed
the burning waste of a desert, and the surf, as It floAved up
and broke at his feet, seemed to force his steps backward
and backward, and to bind his limba as with lead.

CHAPTEE XXXI.
' LET IT WORK ! '

FOR many moments Victor Vane stood motionless, foIloAVing with his gaze the retreating shadow of the man in whom
his Instinct had from the first foreseen his rival. The grave
patience, the gentle tranquillity, the subdutid regret his
features had Avorn throughout their interview, passed aAA-ay ;
a thousand emotions, a thousand shades of thought, of feeling, and of suffering, SAvept over t h e m ; alone there, with no
living thing near him save the white gulls resting on the
curl of the Incoming Avaves, hehad no need to Avear a mask,
and he endured as sharp a misery as any he had dealt.
The deadliest pang in it Avas shame—the carking, jealous,
bitter shame that where he had failed another should have
Avon; the knowledge that the love borne her by the mau
Avho had left him was to the love that he himself had borne
as the purity and value of purged gold against a pile ol
tinsel. I t stilled In something the tortures of jealousy ; it
sated in something the thirst of hatred, to cast, were it only
in thought, irony and invective and scornful calumny upon
2 H
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his rival. I t was natural to him to despise, with all the
contempt of his fine and subtle intelligence, a character
that Its own frankness and loyalty and high courage left
naked to all poisoned shafts, and that was so rashly liberal
in faith, so uuAvIsely incapable of falsehood, so blindly and
wildly careless to how it wrought its own weal and woe.
Y e t "the most carking wound of all that now ached In him
was the latent sense of S2ipcrioritg in the man who had
supplanted him, who had succeeded where he had been
vanquished, and whom he had regarded with the cold disdain
of a flippant wit, as holding all his worth and merit in an
athlete's mere physical perfections of thews and sinews.
Steeled against all such emotion as he Avas, the greatness
and the nobleness of Ereeldoune's faith forced themselves
on him ; they wrung a reverence out of him despite himself,
and they dealt him a mortal pain—pain that waa In one
sense vanitj'-moved, since It would no longer leave him the
one solace of scorn for his rival, but a pain that sprang
from, and that moved, a deeper, better thing ; a recogultion,
tardy and unwilling though it was, of some greatness he
had misaed in mlaslng truth ; some base aud guilty cowardice that be had stooped to Avhen once truth had passed
off from bis lips, banished AvIth a scoff as only fit for fools.
Beyond jealousy, beyond hatred, beyond every other feeling in him as be stood looking southward at the great shaft
of russet stone that screened the pathway of his rival from
his sight, there waa on him then an intense humiliation.
Beside the sincerity, the fealty, the self-surrender, the
brave patience of a generous trust, his OAVU subtleties looked
so uuAvorthy, his own fine craft so poor ; another could render her a love that deemed life itself well lost for her, and
he—he was her traitor.
There was enough of honour and enough of tenderness In
him for the contrast to strike into him, hard, sharp, swift as
steel. This man, AVIIOIU he had contemned with all the
mockery of his brilliant mind, had groAvn great in his sight
simply through the ennobling influence of a mighty passion
nnd an heroic faith. H e still cursed these with his lips as
insanitj', as Idlotcy ; b u t in his heart he knew their greatness
—a greatness that he had by hia own choice, hia own act,
put far from him for ever.
«i^.'^a|r in th« world Pf niittj he Wotild agttitt s?k3*'»3 to hU
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old creeds, and deem the moment Avomanlsh weakness; but
here In the loneliness of the morning, under the sting of an
intolerable torment, the man he hated was great In his sight,
and he himself was base exceedingly.
W h e r e he stood
with no eyes on him that could read his aliame, a red flush
sloAvly stole over the wanness of his face ; none living could
have brought it there, but the scourge of his own thoughts
did.
' A traitor I a traitor !' he muttered to those silent seas
that Avashed to and fro so Avearily at his feet.
For though he had fallen willingly, the fall seemed to
him hideously vile ; aa in the gray, cold, unpltying light of
a dawn that brings him no slumber, the sins and the burdens
that a man counts recklessly and bears lightly in the croAvds
of the daytime and the dissipations of the night, stand out
in their true colour, and grow unendurable in his sight and
his memory
B u t the better instinct too soon perished ; there was passion in him, and passion choked conscience. H e could not
have told whether he most loved or most hated this woman;
but whichever emotion swayed him farthest, the jealousy
that he had so often laughed at as a barbarism of a bygone
ige was born of both, and in its flre quenched all other
things. I f it were true that Idalia loved this man who so
loyally had served her ! I n his own soul he did not doubt
its truth, and it sufficed to nerve afresh In him every Im)ulse of evd. H e felt for her that covetous, sensual, pltiess growth of mingled envy, admiration, and ambition,
which, long after all tenderness has perished out of it, will
retain all its imperious egotism, and all its thirst for sweeping destruction of everything preferred before it.
An
acrid bitterness against her for her pride, her power, ber
keen wit, and her fearless intellect, had been blent with
the earliest hours of his subjugation to her ; and this served
now to strengthen tenfold the fierce, mute, aching impatience of misery with which he now mused on the possibility that this woman, so cold, so merciless, so full of
mockery for him, had ever stooped her haughty spirit dowiB
to the weakness she had often played with, and so often
ridiculed.
' I s it possible I I s it possible ! She—she ! ' he muttered,
•ivhile his delicate Ywn shook and worked in the anguiah
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which, in a youth, would have been spent in tears. * ohe^
so victorious, so ironic, so chill, so world-worn, so magninceut, love for sake of a wanderer's eagle glances, a ''*i"§
rider's lion graces!
She! a woman who could fill a
throne, and rule it single-handed! Pshaw ! she is a voluptuary ; she is a coquette ; she has her caprices—^Mdadu
And he is handaome aa a gladiator. She loves hun—O
yes—she loves him for six montha, six weeks, six daya.
And Avhat price will he pay for the paradise ? '
The venomous words were murmured to the solitary
shore; even thus, and aJone, it waa a cruel solace to him to
taunt her with thoae sneers, to soil what he had lost for
ever, to libel what he envied witii so unquenchable a
jealousy. I t could not harm ber thus to slander her, Avhen
none but the breaking surf and the fluttering sea-birds
made answer; but he felt a relief in it, a joy kindred to
that joy with which he had thought of her in the dungeons
of the Capuano, when he had sold her into the handa of
Giulio Villaflor.
Moreover, he believed what he said ; partially because his
suffering made him cling to whatsoever could lessen it,
partially because the character of Idalia had escaped him
in many of its hues, keen and varied aa were the worldly
experiences by whose light he had first set himself to read
it. He had known of her through a thousand tongues era
ever he had looked upon her face; the poison-mists breathed
from their distortions had never whoDy faded from before
her In his sight. Such a Avoraau needs a mind singularly
truthful and singularly liberal to understand her aright.
Truth he had not in him, and to all talent save his own be
was illiberal. Thus he bad failed in following the complex
meanings of her life and of her thoughts. H e had uttered
but Avhat he held himself when he had said t h a t
' beautiful she is.
The serpent's voice less subtle than her kiss.
The snake but vanquish'd dust; and she will draw
Another host from heaven to break heaven's law.'
But he had withheld what was not less true, that it was because she had this sin of merciless destruction in her, thi^
serpent skill of tempting, thia guilty power over the fates
and Eouls of men, that he had first been fascinated to \^s^
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dcniinion, and first sccii in hor a mistresa by AVIIOUI and
with Avhom he could reach all to Avhich hia restless and insatiable ambitions aspired, aj;:] aspired in vain.
' AVill ho believe P' he Avo!idered, as hia eyes vacantly
rested on the sands whore the tide Avas fllllng the footprints of his rival. ' Not he. AVhat man would believe
the Avitnessing voices of the whole world If she once whis])ered them false ? And sho pays him, too, Avith love-worda,
with the sweetness of her lips, with the touch of hair on
his cheek. Ah, God !'
H e quivered from head to foot aa the cry escaped him ;
he could have thrown himself on the sands and bidden the
sea surge up and cover him, when he thought of that caress
which already had been the rcAvard of the man who had
succoured her. And he—he AVIIO betrayed her, what had
he won by the treachery ?
'Eevenge at least,' he t h o u g h t ; and as he thought so h'
head sank, his limbs grew rigid, his chest rose and fell Avlt^
a single voiceless sob. H e only remembered that rcvenga
Avas valueless, since revenge could not bring him the lips
that he longed for, the beauty that he desired as the icebouud earth desires summer.
Valueless ?—yet not so. I t could not give her to him
but it could Avithhold her from any other.
A young, shy, gentle, little sea-bird, whose Avings as yet
could scarce bear It, rose at his feet as he mused, and
fluttered a hand's breadth, and then trembled aud fell, panting and glancing up Avith Its bright dove-like, brown eye.
H e took it savagely and wrung the slender, snoAvy throat,
and flung It out on to the crest of a breaker—dead. H e
had never before been cruel to birds or beasts ; such fierce
and AA'anton slaughter was not natural to him, but iu this
moment it had a horrible pleasure in its brutality. H e
had subdued .nil his impulses of hate so long, it sated them,
if ever so slightly, to wreak them on that innocent bird.
H e had seen the dying eyes glaze and fill Avith misty fear
Avith a gladness he Avould have believed impossible; he
wanted to see hers fade out t h u s ; to stand by and see them
fade with just that look of terror and of helplessness—
eyes that had given such smiling scorn to him, such passionate eloquence to others. H e Avatched the tumbled heap of
white ruffled plumage washed in and out by the advancing
and retreating sea.
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'I can destroy her as easily as I killed
^^^^J"^f'L^^
thought, and the worst instincts of his nature had tueir
sway once more, as his mouth laughed with bis slight, solt
smile. ' Barbaric ! Terrible barbaric ! ' he murmured And
I was so wise in my diplomacy with him ; I iold liim
only truth.
Talleyrand is right. Truth is so sate and
so sure ! '
,
Then leaving the dead bird floating on the water s play,
he went whither he came.
,
'Monsignore will rally enough to sign an order, he
mused. 'A half-score soldiers, and they will be netted. Ah !
his only mistress will be the galley-oar, and her only lover's
embrace will be the fetters of the Vicaria. ^ Miladi's new
passion will not be smooth iu its course! *

CHAPTEE

XXXII.

* SHALL E V I L BE THY GOOD ? *

WflEEE the Greek faced her on the sea-shore there waa a
long silence betweeu them—a silence breathless and pregnant, like that which precedes the first low muttering of a
storm, the first dropping shots of a battle. H e r eyes dwelt
on his with a terrible despair in their startled depths, and
his laughed back into them Avith the insolence and arrogance
of power. Many times their strength had come in conflict,
and many times the variable, unstable, serpentine will of
the man had been crushed under the straight, scornful, fearless will of the woman. NOAV, for the first time, he had his
vengeance, and she could not strike back on him, because
for the first time he had found Aveakneas in her, and could
reach her through the life of another.
H e laughed aloud In his victory.
' Choose, Miladi! Your favourite maxims say, after the
first passion all women love the love, not the lover. If you
indulge the first you will slay the last. Choose 1'
For all answer she swept with a sudden movement so
close to him, that he fell back with the coAvard's instinct of
physical fear.
' You have been often bought for murder. W h a t price
wiU you hujfrom it ? '
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The words left her lips with a scorn that burnt like
flame, Avith a bitterness that cut like steel.
Neither
touched him j he laughed again in the coutent of hia
triumph.
' W h a t price, my Countess ? None ! '
' You want gold—you love gold. You would sell your
soul for gold. You shall have It.'
The agony of dread upon her made her voice deep and
hushed, like the stealiug of an autumn storm-wind through
forests; the passion of scorn within her made her face
flush, and darken, and quiver, as though the flicker of a
torch played on it. Neither moved him to shame.
' O, yes,' he said, with a slow smile—' gold, gold, gold.
Of course you would give me that. As much as you Avould
throw aAvay on a banquet, or a diamond, or a web of lace,
should come to me, if I would stay aloof and hold my peace,
and let the Border Eagle build his eyrie ou the Eoumelian
hills, and Miladi pleasure her new passion among her rosegardens. 0 , yes! gold—as much gold as you have twisted
iu your air for a mask ball might be mine, of course ; ana
he—he should succeed to Julian's dominion and Julian's
domain; he should have all that wood and water, and palace
and mountains, that I have beeu banned out of so long; he
should be chief there, and lord, and his sons, may be, have
the heirship of the Vassalis line ! A charming cast for us
both ! W i t h all gratitude for my share, and your will to
allot it to me, I must decline such a distribution betwixt
your lover and me. Gold, gold ! No, Miladi, gold will not
strike the balance between us now.'
She listened in silence; only that passionate shadowy
quiver, as of the light of a flame, on her face giving sign or
response to him. H e r lips were close pressed together, and
scarce seemed to move as the words came through them,
hard, like the dropping of stones on a stone.
' Your sin ia envy ? Well, it is only another to a long
fist. Mere gold will not buy you. W h a t will ? '
' Nothing.'
' You are so incorruptible!'
' Yes, here.'
' Through envy, avarice, and hate ! '
'Through three common movers of mankind, if so.'
' You own them yours ? Theu listen here. I speak no-
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thing of your guilt to me—nothing of your crime agamal
him. I will deal with you as though none of all that
measureless iniquity were on you. Conscience you have
not; shame you do not know. I appeal to neither. I will
treat with your avarice alone. You love self-indulgence,
luxury, vice, mirth, indolence, splendour; you have coveted
my heritage from the Vassalis, you have been thirsty for
my riches; .'you have wanted all that eastern pomp and
princely fief, you have hungered for Count Juhan's possessiona, you have hated me for many things, yet for none so
much aa for the inheritance of that great wealth ; thiit you
used it, and waated it, and were welcomed to it long aa
though it were your own, mattered nothing. It was mine,
and not youra; you never forgave the difference. Well,
hear me now. All tbat shall he yours—all—all—^to the last
stone of the jewels, to the lowest chamber of the palace, to
the poorest fig-tree on the hills, to the farthest landmark on
the plains. You shall have all, and reign there as you will.'
An intense eagerness thrilled through her voice, the burning wavering light upon her face grew hotter and darker, the
chained bitterness and fierceness in her gave but the subtler
inflection to the eloquence and the command that ran as of
old through all her words ; for the moment she dazzled and
swayed and staggered him.
' A l l ! ' h e echoed. ' / . ' '
' Yes—aU! Every coin, every rood, every bead of gold
in that treasure-house of splendid waste I will make all
yours—all that the Vassalis ever owned. I will not keep
a pearl from the jewels, or a date from the palms.
All shall be yours—all the things of your desire.*
' And you!'
* I—I shall be beggared.'
'Yet while she spoke, over her face swept one swift
gleam, like the glow of an eastern sun.
He gazed at her Hke one blinded.
' And for all this what will you ask of me ? '
She lifted her proud head and looked down straight into
his eyes.
' Of you I shall purchase—my freedom and his life.'
Hia mouth quivered with rage as he laughed aloud once
more
' Sc-so! Ah, the wildness of women's passions! Ton
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would buy your lover at that coat? O, fool! you who once
Avere subtle aud Aviae as the serpent! '
H e r teeth set tight, but she kept doAvn her wrath.
' Proflt by my folly,' she said briefly. ' Take all I have—
leave me only him.'
The first words were s t e r n ; over the three last her
Toice unconsciously softened with an iufiuite pathos and
yearning.
That involuntary thrill of longing tenderness steeled him
in an Instant to the first eager impulse of acceptance,
prompted by his lust for Avealth and ease and poAver, and all
the half-barbaric voluptuous royalties oftheEoumelianpalaca
that had seethed In him for so long. Other evil instincta
were more potent still than avarice. H e smiled, a IOAV
and cruel smile.
' Magnificent ransom for a landless courier. B u t at what
price will not your sex gratify Ita caprices—especially the
caprices of the passions! Your lover should know the sacrifices you would make for his embrace!
For myself, the
bribe Is high ; but I decline it.'
The blood faded from her face, even from her lips ; a gray,
heavy shadow, as of desperation, fell over her, that seemed
to drain the very colour from her eyes and from her form,
and leave her, white and chill there, as a statue.
' W h a t Avill you gain ? '—she spoke with a hard, brief,
stony tranquillity.
' Why—a romantic thing to be sure, and an unremunerative ; yet the sweetest thing, as men find, that the world
holds—vengeance.'
' Neither he nor I have wronged you.'
' May be. But both have galled m e ; both—'
' Been wronged by you. True. I forgot the reason of
your hate.'
His face flushed darkly.
' I do not bear gou hate. I tried to free you. But I
swear this man shall not wed with you, and live.'
' A n d why? Have you not done us injury enough?
You poisoned my life Avith infamy, and Avould have takeu
his iu a thief's slaughter. Can you not let us be ? Canyon
not sell yourself for pity's sake, as you have so often sold
yourself tor shameful things? Take my bribe. Impoverlshme
as you will; enjoy all I have to give ; seize all you have ever
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coveted ; bind it fast to you on what terms you choose
make me poor as the poorest that ever asked my charity,
only leave me this oue thing, his life.'
She spoke still with the same strange enforced serenity,
but beneath it there ran an Intense melancholy, an intense
yearning; they could not move, but steeled him in, his
purpose.
' The thing I will not leave you,' he said savagely. ' A h !
I know how men go mad for that beauty of yours; he
would hold himself rich as emperors were that his own,
though you had no other gold than just what gleams in the
coil of your hair. I know, I know ! And so you can love
at last, my queen! all that ransom for one wild mountaineer!
But you shall only ransom him one way, Miladi: only by
forsaking him.'
' I will never forsake him.'
' So! Then his wedding night will be his last.'
Her hand worked with a flerce, rapid, clenching movement on the butt of the pistol.
'Wait,' she said, sloAvly, while each word fell on tho
silence like the falling of the great slow drops of a storm.
' You threaten him ? One word from me, and he will
give you over to justice for your crime to him. One shot
this moment from me, and he will be here to take his
vengeance.'
He shrank slightly, for cowardice was Ingrained In him ;
but he knew how to deal with the brave and generous
nature of the woman whom he tortured. He looked her
full in the eyes.
'True. You might send me to the galleys. But you
will not.'
Her lips parted, her breast heaved, a great shudder
shook her. She answered nothing.
'You can summon your lover,' he pursued, after a
pause. 'You can tell him of my "crime," and—also of
my tie to you. You can see us fall on each other, and
fight as tigers fight. You can wed him iu peace If he kill
me; as most like he •will, since he ia so far the stronger.
You can do this. But you will not.'
From the depths of her agonised eyes a flash like fire
passed over him.
' I cannot ! You know it.'
He laughed slightly.
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' No, I did not know it. AVomen soo-n vanquish scruples
and tread out memories to gratify a passion. Well, since
you hesitate so far, perhaps you -vA'ill hesitate yet farther.
1 ou Avill not break your oath by betraying m e ; will you
betray this one mau whom you say you "honour," by
linking him, in his good faith and his Ignorance, with
us?'
She gave a sharp, quick breath, as though a blow were
struck her.
' God forbid! I have said, all bonds between me and
the past are severed for ever.'
' I see! You will lock the book, and throAV it aside, and
your blind worshipper will credit on your telling that the
pages Avere all pure blanks ! And yet I thought you said
you " honoured " him ? '
All the haughty fiery blood in her flushed to life under
the subtle sneer.
' I do so—from my soul. Let his name b e ; it has no
place on your lips—yours—that gave the Avord to murder
him!'
' Fine phrases! And yet you will deceive him ? '
'I!'
' Yes, you, Miladi. You AVIU not betray me to him—
you cannot. So—telling him nothing—you will leave him
ignorant. And one fine day, were I to let you run your
passion's course, he would learn the truth, and find his
sovereign, his idol, his mistress, his wife, my—'
' W a i t ! You have said enough.'
' N o . I say more. Forsake him, and he is safe from
me. Give yourself to him, and I will add him his
marriage-gift—death. J u s t such a death as he would
have dealt me on the Bosphorus shore. I can see the
gleam of his steel and the thirst of his eyes now ! '
' If he had killed you, what would he have done more
than justice ? '
' At least he would have rendered you mestimable service,
Miladi.'
She stopped him with an irrepressible gesture.
' Hush, hush ! O God, such words betAveen us /'
' Well, we are enemies—bitter ones enough.'
' Yes ; enemies as the wronged and the wrong-doer ever
are. B u t your life is sacred to m e ; how can you curse
mine? '
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' IMine sacred to you ? I s It so, Idalia ? Then, being
so, you Avill not betray me to your lover ? '
She turned on him a look that had a Avearlness, a scorn,
an agony, a pity unutterable.
' N o ; I must bear the burden of your guilt.'
' B u t you will betray him by leaving him In Ignorance of
whom he loves—of whom he Aveds ? '
' Though he knew he would find mercy and greatness
enough to pardon.'
She spoke not to him, but to the memories that rose before her—memories that filled her heart AvIth their bitterness and their sAveetness—memories of the exhaustless
faith and patience and forgiveness of the man she Avaa
bidden to abandon.
' T r u l y . Then AA'hat think you, Miladi? I s it a noble
return to cheat him as you meditate? I s it a fine thing
to recognise this limitless tenderness borne you, only to
dupe It through its OAvn sublime insanity ? You have
fooled such idolaters scores of times, I knoAV, only—here
I think you said you honoured him? Which makes a
difference, or might m.ake It.'
She kneAV well hoAV wide the difference was—Avide as
between Innocence and guilt.
She ansAvered nothing ; her face was gray and stern aa
stone, only in the brooding horror of the deep dilated eyes
Avas there reply; they spoke more than any language of
the lips.
The Greek laughed softly.
' H i s bridal couch made In the nest of bis " a s s a s s i n s ! "
His stainless and glorified mistress proved the masker of
the Silver Ivy ! Madame, I think I might let his passion
run untroubled, and leave my vengeance to t h e future—
some future when he should reach the t r u t h from some
chance word, from some side-wind—and hear the secret
that a woman who " honoured " him never told all through
the days and nights she lived In his sight and slept upon
his heart. Hear it when he was bound to her beyond
escape, and could gain no freedom through knoAvIng her
traitress to him as to all others. Ah, I am not so certain
that I will not let you wed him! It will be a surer stab
to him than comes from steel—that one t r u t h learned too
late.'
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There was a long silence.
She shuddered from head to foot, as though the scorch
of a red-hot brand passed over and marked her ; then an
intense stillness fell upon her—a stillness in Avhicli all life
seemed frozen In her, and every breath to cease. H e
Avaltcd, mute and patient UOAV.
At last she raised her head, and turned it full upon him-,
as the reddened gloAV of sunlight flickerea on it, It was
dark, and cold, and resolute, with an exceeding strength
and an absolute despair.
' For once you have shoAAm me duty, and saved me from
a crime. My hand shall not touch his again.'
' Because you AVIU not—'
' Because your guilt Is on me.'
' A n d yet you are willing to lose all your riches, and
your power, and your victories, aud your pleasures, for
this one man? '
' I am so willing.'
• Then it is—'
' That you have shoAvn me what would be my sin to
him. You cannot be betrayed. H e shall not be.'
' You meau—'
She turned on him ere he could speak with the swift,
lithe, terrible grace of a stag hunted and hounded Into a
fierceness borne of sheer torture, and wholly alien to its
nature.
' Silence! or I shall forget AA'hat you are, and let him
take his vengeance on you. Can you not be content ?
You led me into cruelty and error a thousand times
under the masking of fair colours and of fearless aims
you now shoAV me in the oue redemption of my life—the
one purer, better, higher thing—only an added guilt, a
fresh dishonour. I lose all through you. Are you not
L'o.itent ? '
The vivid passion, the agonised irony, died suddenly, aa
ft flame drops to the ground ; her head fell, her limbs sank
Avearily on the broken rocks, a full dead apathy returned
on her, in Avhich she lost all memor}', even of his presence.
H e looked at her, hushed, aAved, moved to something that
was almost dread of his OAVU Avork, intimidated by the
Fuddenness and the completeness of his OAVU victory; he
Jv.-Aitcd, hesitating, and as one afraid, some moments ; she
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gave no sign that she even remembered he was near,
every second wasted might cost them both the loss of
liberty, if not of life ; but he lacked the boldness that
could have pressed on her then the question of mere bodily
danger, the mere physical perils from the cell and the rods
of her persecutors.
There was that in her attitude, as she sat bowed, motionless, with the loosened weight of her hair sweeping down
into the salt pools of the beach, and an icy chilliness of
calm on the colourless immutability of her features, that
subdued, and shamed, and had a nameless terror for him.
Some sense of reluctant reverential fear was always on
him for the woman whom, nevertheless, he had goaded and
trepanned, and injured, and tortured through the length of
many years. Some touch of love for her evgr lingered in
him.
He paused a long while, at some distance from her, while
the incoming tide rolled nearer and nearer up over tho
shingle and the sand, till the surf washed over her feet.
She never noted it; her eyes, without sight in them, gazed
at the dusky changing mass of water that here and there
beneath the spell of waking light broke into melting lustrous hues, like the gleam of colours on a southern bird's
bright throat.
He droAV closer, with a doubtful hesitation.
' You Avill come with me, then ? '
She gave no sign even that she heard the words.
' I am not alone,' he pursued. ' Lousada, Veni, and the
boy Berto sought you. I fell in with them as I neared
here; they are fugitives, and proscribed themselves; they
lie hid by day in an old sea-den of Veni's; they look to get
away by the coast in a night or so; they would give their
bodies to shot and sabre to save your hand from a rough
touch. Will you come to them ? '
He could not tell whether she heeded him ; he saw her
face in profile ; it was still, cold, passionless, stern with a
mute intolerable suffering, like some Greek head in stona
of Destiny.
He felt a restless fear of his own victory. .
He spoke afresh, rather to break that death-like silence,
filled only -with the ebbing and the flowing of the sea, than
for the sake of -«hat he uttered;
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' Veni's sea-nest Is safe—safe, at least, for a little Avhile;
it lies yonder, through there, Avhere a passage-way pierces
the rocks. All that acanthus hides the entrance. It baa
sheltered many before ; Fiesoli lay there once, in the first
daj's of his proscription. Lousada doubts little that he
can get a brig from Salerno, and steal aAvay off westward
three nights hence. I t is the best chance. You will
come ?'
At last she lifted her head, and looked at him.
' But for Giulio Villaflor I would go—far sooner—back
to the dungeon of Taverna.'
His face paled; he knew her meaning—knoAV the un
speakable loathing and scorn of himself that made the severities of captivity and Avretchedness look fairer in her
sight than every recovered freedom shared with his companionship.
' There is no other alternative,' he said sullenly. * You
will come ? '
' I wIU come.'
He was once more victorious ; and once more with victory stole over him a strange chill dread, as he who has
brought down and netted the lioness of the plains will feel
something of awe, something of fear, when in his toils lies
the daughter, the mate, the mother of free-born kings of
untrodden soil—Avhen beneath the rain of his blows, and
from out the meshes of his trap, the great fearless luminous
leonine eyes look at him, suffering but unquailing.
' Why do you wait, then ?' he asked.
' I wait—for him.'
' So ! You will, after all, be false to one of us. Which?'
' Neither.'
* What gage have I of that ? '
'That I have said it.'
He was silent a moment; he scarcely dared dispute that
single bond—her word. Traitor himself to her, he knew
that his treachery would never be repaid him by its own
coin.
' You wait for him ? ' he said. ' Then so also do I.'
^ Are you weary of the shame of your life, that you seek
to lose it ? '
' N o ; but he shall take it rather than I will leave fsftx
feefe.'
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Through the calm upon her face—the calm of martyr,
dom, of despair—he saAv the conflict of mauy passions, of
infinite misery.
' Will you choose for us to meet ? '
AVhere her forehead rested on her hands that were thrust
among the masses of her hair, the great doAVs started as
they had never done Avhen the scourge was lifted at Taverna.
' AVe shall not part alive,' he pursued. ' Perhaps you
count on that ? Your lover is the younger and the stronger ; there are few men-he would not worst. You rode all
day through t h e heat and press of a battle under Verona
once, I remember; may be you wish to see a llf e-and-death
contest.'
She answered nothing; a shiver as of intense cold ran
through her.
' You can enjoy your new passion, true, if he kill me, A
dead body fiung Avith a kick into that surf, the Avaves to
wash it seaAvard, none on earth to care enough for me to
ask where I have drifted—it Avotild be easy work. I s that
the reason why you " Avalt " ? '
' G o d ! how cau you link such guilt with me, even in
thought ? '
' AVhy not ? That Avill be the end. If we meet In your
sight to-day, unless, indeed, fate turns the other Avay, and
your lover falls through me. Sit there, Miladi, and Avatch
the struggle ; you Avill never have seen tAvo harder foes.
Turn your thumb doAvuAvard, like those dainty, haughty
Eoman dames you copy In philosophies aud seductions ;
turn it doAA'u for the slaughter-sigual, if you see me at his
mercy. HOAV free you AVIII be t h e n ! But—listen just a
little—if he press me too close, Ave have not the northern
scorn of a timely thrust, aud it AVIU be but in self-defence!'
As he spoke, he drcAV gently half out of its sheath the
blade of a delicate knife that was thrust In his Avaistband,
and let the beams of the sunrise play brightly on the narroAV
shining steel.
The glitter flashed close beside her. I t sent fire and life
like an electric shock through all the Icy stillness of her
Umbs ; she rose Avith a convulsive force ; her eyes had t h e
gleam of an opium-drinker's in them, her voice had so&ref
& likeness of itself.
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T H E Greek let the slender blade of steel slide back into
its case.
' That is well,' he said simply, while the radiance of hia
conquest played all over his arched lips and his fair brow ;
then, without other words, he took his way across t h e
stretch of sands, and many yards ouAvard swept back a deep
screen of ivy and acanthus that closed the mouth of a
fissure in the rocks, and veiled it so darkly that no sign of
the break in the great mass of stone was seen. H e signed
to her to e n t e r ; she obeyed him; having once made her
election, it was not in her afterAA'ard to pause, to waver, to
r e t r a c t ; having submitted herself to his power for another's
sake, she ceased to jirotest against that power's use. The
screen of matted foliage fell behind her, shutting out the
day; before her stretched the gloom of a long narrow arching
passage-way, hollowed through the thickness of the cliff,
half-sea Avrought and half-pierced by men. She had come
thither once in bygone years when the great pleader, Fiesoli, had hidden there, proscribed for too fearless a defence
of a political prisoner; she passed straight onward now
through the thick darkness, her hand on her hound's mane
to still his longing rage, her tyrant following in her steps,
flushed with the AvIne of success, yet silenced by a vague
and resistless disquietude.
The length of the cavern wound like a tangled skein
through the depth of stone, no light breaking through it,
and the air was chill, and close, and dank, like the air of a
tomb ; it was cramped and tortuous, and the hard jagged
surface of the rock bruised her as she went. Once he
stretched out his hand to guide h e r ; she shook it off aa
though it stung her, and passed on alone, more rapidly,
and full as calmly, as though she swpet down some sunlighted terrace among the roses of a golden summer-time.
' She will never fear / ' he t h o u g h t ; and to the heart of
2 I
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the man tliar unconquerable courage of a woman brougnt a
sullen impatient wondering veneration. H e Avas a coAvard
—a coward at the mere gleam of steel, at the mere common
vulgar terrors of physical p e r i l ; but in her he bad never
knoAvn one pulse of fear. There was a pang of Avistrul,
painful envy in his thoughts for that one greatness which
nature gave to her and had denied to him.
At the far end of the vault a fitful ruddy light was gleaming ; it came from the fiame, now leaping, now sinking, of
a fire made of brushwood and the boughs of the maril^ime
pine. Where the fire burned the passage opened out into
a wider vault, divided Into tAvo or three arched chambers—
natural caverns widened and heightened by art, and roughly
made, by benches, and skins, and stands of arms, and beds
of osiers coA'ered with soldiers' rugs, into a camp-semblance
of habitation. A rude place, yet not comfortless, and Avith
a wild beauty of its OAVU, as the flame flashed on the many
colours of the riven stone, and the stalactites that hung
above broke in the glow into a diamond brilliance—a place
that had been once the subterranean way of a great castle,
which had long crumbled down to dust upon the cliffs above;
then the nest of roving pirates; lastly, the refuge of proscribed revolutionists, of men who suffered for liberty of
speech, and were content to perish under the deathly chillness of their country's deepest night, so that through them
the dawn might break for others later on. The sea-den Avas
still as a grave, and well-nigh as lonely; only by the pinelogs sat a boy of sixteen or so, with his fair curls turlilng
to a red gold in their dancing flames, and his beautiful young
Eafaelle face drooped pale and weary over them.
I t was the lad Berto ; left sentinel Avhile bis comrades
spent the daybreak seeking a vessel down the shore. H e
was but a child; b u t he bad long p u t away childish things;
years before he had seen two of his brethren fill side by
side in an ^meute of Milan, and ere then had been borne,
in infancy, in a mountain flight In hia mother's arma, and
had kept as hia first memory of life the echo of hia own
vain cries when her heart grew still under his eager caress,
and there flowed from her breast a deep stream like the
purple flood that wells forth when the grapes are pressed—
for the Papal troops had shot down like a chamois the woman
who dared lovej and follow^ and bear sons to a republican
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H e started, and rose AvIth a sentinel's challenge; then,
aa he saw Avho came, boAved low ; the weary sternness of
hia fair face never changed In boylah sport, or youthful
laughter, or under the light of a girl's shy eyes ; Avrong had
been stamped heavily on him too early, and if in his future
life the purity and greatness of high aims should be marred
In him by an unchangeable unrelenting chillness, like the
chillness of St. Just, the evil would lie with the tyranny
AvhIch had made the warmth of hia rosy mouth die out on
the Ice of his mother's bosom.
Idalia moved forward to within the circle of the watchflre, lighted as the sole means they had to illumine the
gloom; there Avaa a deadlycalmness In the mechanical actions
that sent a thrill through the child Berto as he watched hef
where she sank down on the log covered with a shaggy oxhide that he had vacated. She seemed unconscious of his
presence ; aud he knew that more than mere physical peril,
which he had many a time seen her meet so carelessly, waa
upon her UOAV.
Phaulcon touched him. ' I will look to the fire, B e r t o ;
go and sleep. You need it.'
' H e r Excellency permits ?' asked the boy.
H e spoke hesitatingly, reverentially; beside the flowerhung Avaters of Verona he had knoAvn this Avoman, now
a homeless fugitive, ride through the heat of conflict and
dismount, and gather the spent balls under a raking enfilade,
and heap them in her skirts, and mount him on her charger
to bear them to the revolutionary brigades, while she stayed
on at her dangerous gleaning.
She looked at him pityingly, but there was that in the
look AA'hich Berto had never seen but once—when a Avoman
of the Northern Isles had toiled Avearily, begging her way,
into Eome to look once more on her son's face, and had
reached in time to see the last earth thrown upon his coffin,
while in the fair spring morning the French drums rolled
a cruel music through the violet odours of the burial-place,
and over the majesty and the shame of the great prostituted
city.
' Yes, go,' she said briefly ; ' you need rest. I Avill take
your watch.'
She drew his rifle to her^ and leaned her handa upr^n Us
{MMHt.'h
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The boy went obedient; in one of the inner holloAvs tliat
served as bed-chambers his couch of grass Avaa spread ; he
had not lain down for three nights, and sleep sealed his eyes
as soon as their lids were closed. Across the flame of the
pine logs the Greek watched her irresolute, embarrassed by
his own success. I t was dark as midnight In the heart of
the pierced sea-wall; the play of the rising and falling flames
fell irregularly on the gloom"; she sat motionless, as she had
sat upon the shore, her clasped hands resting on the slanted
rifle, the tawny splendour of the fire cast on the splendour
of her face.
She thought no more of him; she thought alone of the
man who would return to flnd her lost once more—the man
she must forsake or must betray; Avhose body she must give
to slaughter, or Avhose soul she must slay by abandonment.
She looked doAvn into the fantastic flicker of the resinous
boughs as she had looked doAvn Into the ripple of the waters,
and, as he Avatched her, the same shame Avhich had moved
him for his sins to her, Avhen he had heard of her aa within
the poAver of Giulio Villaflor, stirred in her companlou; It
ever slumbered In him, at times It Avoke and stung him, yet
It never stayed hiin from his sacrifice of her to the needs of
his OAvn craft, the lusts of his OAVU avarice. To serve himself, he had warped and misled the idealic ambitions, the
fearless genius, the poet's fate, the hero's visions, that he
had found in her earliest youth; to serve himself, he had
taught the keenness of her intellect intrigue, fanned her
Avorship of freedom Into recklessness, snared her to evil
through the noblest passions that beat In her, taught her to
hold her beauty as a mask, a Aveapou, a lure, a purchasecoin ; to serve himself, he had roused her bravery Into defiance, her pride into unmerciful scorn, her wit into sceptic
cruelty, and—when these Avere done—Aveiit farther, and
soiled the fairness of her life Avitli the dusky imperishable
stain of lip-rumoured dishonour, aud let the stain rest so
that the Avorld saAv it as a reality ; while she, knoAvIng it
false as foul, became too proud, too careless, aud too callous
to appeal against a world so credulous of evil, so incredulous
of good, but took up in the haughty courage of an outraged
dignity the outlaAvry which injustice contumeliously cast to
her, and lived and fought, enjoyed and suffered. In grand
contempt of all opinion, accepting, as her sentence, the wi
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contra fohs, g fodos contra ye, until such isolation and such
contest became to her things of preference and triumph.
H e knew that he had done this guilt against her—partly in
the cruelty of egotism that proflted through her Injury,
partly iu tho blindness of partisanship that thought all
means justified to secure ita end, chiefly, beyond all. In a
rankling jealousy of those possessions and that Inheritance
which had made her so rich in poAver and in gold, while he
Avas penniless and an adventurer; jealousy that the lavishness of her gift, the generosity of her thought, never temjiered, but inflamed. H e kncAV that he had done this, and
that of his OAvn act he had turned the tenderness of her
heart toAvard hiin into abhorrence, had changed the love and
the faith she bad once borne him Into the hatred of a proud
woman for her oppressor, of a fearless temper for a coward,
of a slandered honour for its traitor and Its traducer. H o
knew that long before, in those bygone years, when he had
crowned her young head with the Avild laurel-leaves of
Livada, and wooed her with subtle Avorda to the Delphian
laurels of a perilous strife and a perilous fame, the Greek
child had fastened her deep eyea on him as though he Avere
a god, and believed in him aa though the voice of Delphoa
spoke in hia; and he knew that of hia own act he had made
the woman on Avhom he looked UOAV, in the duaky ruby heat
of the uncertain flame, scorn him Avith all the force of her
imperious Intellect, shrink from him with all the abhorrence
of a brave nature for a craven's sins, and alone withhold
her lips from curses on him as the ruin of her life, because
memories that he had outraged had still their sanctity for
her—because to the oaths he had broken she yet remained
faithful.
I t had been wanton destruction he had wrought, it was
irrevocable loss he had sustained ; some sense of all he had
forfeited and killed w-hen he had become her worst traitor,
and had made the eyes that once sought his in love cast on
him their righteous scorn, smote him heavily and restlessly
now, as they sat, Avith the burning of the watch-fire between
them, alone In the cavernous gloom. I n the whiteness and
the immutability of her face there was a grandeur that awed
him ; despite the weariness and alteration of fatigue, of
fasting, of endurance, it was the stern, noble, disdainful
beauty of the Vassalis race that he hated, Greek in its
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type, eastern in its calm. H e thought of the great palace
of the Vaasalls stronghold, far eastAvard, crowning Ita
mighty throne of cedar-covered hills, with the treasures of
ages In Its innumerable chambers, and Ita sun-lightened
plains rich in vine and olive and date, and watered by a
thousand Avinding streams deep and cool under lentiscua
shadoAvs ; all that her great race had owned, and over which
she had rule.
' If that had been mine—not hers—I would never have
harmed her,' he thought. ' W e a l t h is the devdl of the
world.'
The intense silence, the night-like darkness on which the
white smoke fioated mistily AvIth au aromatic scent, were
horribly oppressive to him; he had the nervous susceptibilities of a vivacious and womanish nature. H e addressed
her ; she did not reply. He set food and wine beside her ;
she did not note t h e m ; she sat immovable ; the intense
strain on all physical and mental poAver brought its reaction ;
a dull stupor like that of opiates steeped her limbs, her
sig'ht, her brain in its lifeless apathy.
H e looked at her till he greAv sick with the heat of the
flames, AvIth the blackness of the shadows, AvIth the spice o'
the pine perfume, Avith dead memories that would come to
him d« Avhat he would. H e rose impetuously; he had been
on foot or in saddle many days aud nights, eating scantily,
sleeping still less ; all his frame Avas aching, and his eyeballs were scorched with Avant of rest.
' You Avill not leave here ?' he asked her half imperiously,
half hesitatingly, since though he commanded he yet feared
her.
' No.'
' You give me your word ?'
' Yes.'
' Theu I will go seek for Veni. H e should be here ere
now.'
'Go.'
The monosyllables were cold, impassive, unwavering; to
her he could be now and hereafter but au assassin, whose
crime had been frustrated by hazard, yet could be none the
less vile because in its issue foiled. She obeyed him lest a
worse thing should come unto the man he had already
wronged, but she submitted herself to him In naught else.
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H e kuew that, her promise given, tAventy avenues of
escape might open to her, and she would still profit by
n o n e ; he had known her keep her word and redeem her
bond at risk and cost that might well have extenuated her
abandonment of both. H e turned quickly from the watchfire, and went doAvn Into the shadoAvof the farther recesses,
whence a steep cramped stairway, cut upward through the
rock, led, like the shaft of a mine, into the lowest chambers
of the building high above on the crest of the cliff; the belltoAver of the fallen castle, bare and crumbling to ruin,
deserted, except when, aa now, some fugitive who knew ita
secret sought its subterranean shelter. The stair was perpendicular and difficult of ascent; he thrust himself slowly
up It and Into the dull tAvilight, that by contrast looked
clear aa noon, of the basement square of the campanile. H e
had no fear that she would fail her promise, but he had fear
—a certain superstitious fear—of that grave, colourless,
magnificent face bent above the pine glow; he could not
stay longer under the sense that her eyea were on him,
under the scourge of her unuttered scorn, under the mute
reproach that her mere life was to him. H e would not
loose her to freedom, but he feared her. H e breathed more
freely when he left the darkness of the cavern for the upper
earth; he was fevered and fatigued, aud timorous of the
danger round them as any long-chased s t a g ; he cast himself down to rest awhile on the thick soft lichens covering
the tower stones, close beside the mouth of the shaft, u p
which every faintest sound from the hollow den below came
to him as distinct upon the rarefied air as up the passage
of an aural tube.
Alone, by the blazing tumbled heap of pine-wood, her
attitude never changed; the light played on the metal of
the rifie, in the red-brown of the hound's eyes, on the scarlet
and the gold of her soiled and torn mask dress; beyond, on
every side, stretched the dense Eembrandt shade of the
v a u l t ; her eyes, wakeful with a terrible wakefulness that
seemed as though it would never again relax and sink to
sleep, never stirred from the one spot in the red embers,
which they looked at Avithout knowing what they saw.
' I t is but just,' she thought, with that stern unsparing
self-judgment which was strong in her as her disdain waa
strong for the judgments of the world. ' I never paused
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for any destruction; it is but just that I must destroy the
only Hfe I prize.'
And as she thought her eyes filled with a great agony ;
justice ou herself it might be, but hoAV unjust upon the
guiltless !—upon this mau Avho spent his heart, his honour,
his very existence on her, ouly by her to be betrayed or be
forsaken.
Through all the varied dangers of her past, her courage,
her genius, her instinct, her prowess had borne her out, even
when at loss and with sacrifice, unscathed and unconquered;
here at last no one of these availed her, but she was bound,
powerless and paralysed, under the net of circumstances.
Before this she had never been vanquished; UOAV she Avaa
chained doAvn beyond escape beneath the weight of an
intolerable oppression.
The pine-embers glowing crimson on the gray ash dust
seemed to stand out like letters of fiame—Avrlting of fire
that glowed around upon the blackness of the shadoAvs, and
seemed as though It repeated in a thousand shapes the
words that had fettered all her life. Words uttered so
long ago under the great dim oak glades of Greece, while
the stars burned down through the solemn Avoods, and the
moan of classic Avaters stole through the stillness of the
night. AVords that she had thought bound her by holy
withes to noble thoughts, to sacred aims, to patriot souls,
to the ransom of the nations, to the armies of the truth.
Words pledged Avitli a child's faith, Avith a poet's enthusiasm,
with a visionary's hope, with the all-belief of youth, and
with the glow of ambitions too high for earth, too proud for
heaven. Words dictated by lips that she had trusted then
as though au angel's bidding spoke by them. AVords that
while she thought they but allied her to those who suffered
the martyrdom of liberators, who foUght for the freedom of
speech, and creed, aud act, aud who Avere banded together
for the deliverance of enchained peoples, fettered her, she
knew too late. Into the power of ooie mau, into the obedience
of evil.
She had taken her oath to Conrad Phaulcon and to his
cause, while In the splendour of her dreams and the Ignorance of her gracious youth she had held the one a stainless
patriot, the other a glorified martyrdom ; she had been trepanned through the truest beauty of her nature, blinded
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through the purest desires of her heart. The patriot was a
knave, only the more perilous because also a coward; the
cause was a lie, only the more perilous because it stole, and
draped itself in, the toga of Gracchus, the garb of an eternal
truth.
Slowly she had aAvakened to the sure agony through
which all youth passes—the agony of disillusion. Slowly
she had awakened to the knowledge that In giving herself
to the service of liberty, she had delivered herself into an
unalterable thraldom ; that the guide Avhoin she had followed
as she deemed to the fruition of idealised ambitions, and
the attainment of a stainless fame, was but a false prophet
AvIth a tarnished glory only in his gift, was but an outhiAved
and necessitous Camorrist, who saw in her beauty, and her
talent, and her wide wealth from the vast eastern fief so
many means Avhereby to enrich himself and to ensnare all
others. And when she had learned it, and felt its bitter
falsehood eat into her very soul, he, lest she should break
from him, had cast subtilely about her tbat poisonous film
of imputed dishonour which once breathed never passes ;
he had done it ruthlessly, or rather, let others do it and
never said them nay, which served as well. She had beeu
sacrificed, true, but that had been of little account to him,
since through It the gold, and the harvests, and the luxury
of the Eoiimellan possessions Avere shared by him ; his name
alone, spoken Avith hers, had cast shadow enough to darken
it. Then, when that last evil had been done against her,
she had grown hardened to this Avorld, AvliIch so easily
believed against h e r ; she had grOAvn callous to this outlawry,
which Avas pronounced against her through the errors of
another. She was wronged; she did not stoop to appeal
or to protest; the bravery of ber nature steeled into
defiance, the independence of her life accepted willingly an
isolation which yet Avas a sovereignty ; she had a wide vengeance In her power, and sho took It—with too little mercy.
Those memories thronged on her as they had thronged on
her foe in the loneliness of the sea-vault, while that VOAV of
implicit obedience to his AVIH, of unvarying association Avith
his schemes, of eternal silence on his tic to her, and of eternal devotion to the interests of hia order, which had many
a time aroused In her such passionate and contemptuous
rebellion even Avhile she repaid his betrayal by fidelity, uow
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seemed to stand out before her iu the fantastic Hues of the
hot embers.
That oath had coiled about her many a time, had stifled,
And bruised, aud worn, and stung her beneath all the pleasures of her abundant life, had made her the compelled accomplice of harm she strove to avert, had poisoned those
enterprises and those perils Avhich were to her the sweetest
savour of her years, had bound her doAvn into an abhorred
fealty to a dastard, and had driven her to loathe the sight
of those fair hills and stately palaces. Now It wound round
another life than hers. She would have accepted as retributive justice all that could have befallen herself, but here she
could uot suffer alone.
' How cau I save him ? How can I save him ? ' she
thought unceasingly ; save hhn not alone from bodily peril
and the fruit of his OAVU noble rashness, but from the curse
of the love he bore her.
All she could do for him was to save his mortal life; all
site could be faithful to him iu Avas to withhold from betraying him. H e r nature Avas strong, and she could have wrung
her own heart, burned out her OAvn desires, put aAvay from
herself all peace for ever without faltering, could she thereby
have purchased oblivion and rest for him ; but these thiugs
were unpurchasable ; his suffering through her was irremediable and to endure this knowledge she had no strength.
Time passed ; she sat still there, Wr hands clasped round
the rifle, her head drooped on its mouth, the flames uow
dying low to darkness, and now upleaping toward the black
roof of the quarried rock. Motionless there, Avith the
tawny lustre of the fire on her, she looked like a statue of
bronze, the outline of that attitude of frozen vitality, of
mute despair, thrown out distinct in the hot ruddy light
against the darkness of the cavern around. A deadening
Insensibility stole on h e r ; she thought, and thought, and
thought, till thought grcAV an unmeaning chaos; the
lengthened want of sleep brought on her the numbness of
death by snowdrift; she heard nothing, saw nothing, knew
nothing, till a hand touched her, and a voice was on her ear.
' O God ! what horror you gave me! I traced the footsteps on the sands down to the mouth of this den, or else—'
The words died on Ereeldoune's lips, arrested there bv
the look he saw upon her face as it was raised and turnecJ
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to him. I n a breathless, pitiles.«i silence they looked upon
each other, the red gleam of the flames between, her head
turned back over her shoulder In au Intensity of terror that
looked the terror of an inflnlte guilt, her Avhole frame
shuddering from him, her haughty beauty changed into a
shamed and shrinking thing of fear. H e , Avho had prayed
that the seas might cover him if once her eyes fell beneath
hia own, read worse than his death-sentence in that look.
His arms, that had been stretched out to her, sank ; out of
his gaze, that had aought hers in such eager wonder, all the
light died; over his face passed the stern, cold, dark agony
of doubt.
' You fear me—gou ''
The words were fsAV, but they bore to her ear a reproach
beyond all others—a reproach too noble in Its rebuke to
quote the thousand claims upon her trust and honour that
hia acts had gained, They called her to herself—to the one
memory left her—that he must be saved. H e r head fell—
she had not strength to look on him—and she p u t him
backward from her with a piteous gesture.
' I fear for you. Go—go—go ! This place ia death! '
' Y o u r place is mine. W h y are you here ?'
She answered nothing; she cowered there in the play of
the flre's glow, while ever and again her glance sought the
gloom of the cavern's recesses as a hunted stag seeks the
haunts of the forest whence his hunters may spring. She
had said that she would keep t r u t h both to her tyrant and
to her saviour; she had said that she would never again
touch with hers the hand of the man whom her caress would
betray ; she had no intent but to be faithful to both bonds.
But she had not looked for the ordeal of the actual presence,
of the visible torture, of him whom she had consented to
forsake ; she had no courage to face these; she had taken
no thought of how to bid him know their divorce'was absolute and eternal. She -wan usurped by the one knowledge
of the jeopardy his life was in while near him was the criminal Avho before had sought it—the criminal she had sworn
to screen.
Hia eyea softened M-ith an infinite yearning aa he saw
her misery; it was not In him to harbour doubt while pity
could be needed ; his nature was long-suffering and blindly
he only remembered that the woman for whom
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he would have died a thousand deaths was there In her
anguish before him—anguish that Avas for hia sake, and
Avas beyond his aid. H e forgot all else, AvIth that noble
oblivion of a mind that takes no thought for itself. H e
stooped and strove to lift her up to his embrace.
' W h y have you left me ? AVhat is it ou you ? If
danger, I share I t ; If evil, I pardon it.'
She drew herself back before his arms could raise her,
and let her head sink loAver and lower until her forehead
touched hia feet;—that dauntless brow that had never
b t n t to monarchs or to prelates, nor drooped beneath threat
or before peril.
' A s you haA'e loved me, loathe me. Go !'
Leaning over her, he heard the faintly Avhispered worda;
he started with a shiver that ran through all his limba ; the
memory of the guilt imputed to her rolled back on him
like a great sudden wave of recollection that broke down
beneath it every other thought. ' I t is a traitress of whom
Ave speak,' it had been said to him ; it looked the remorse
of a traitress that abased her at his feet.
H e stood above her, not raising her, not touching her,
the unspeakable love and compassion In him straining to
contest the doubt that froze his blood, the doubt that still
seemed to his loyalty of soul so vile a crime against her.
l i e Avaa silent many moments, AvhIle the heavy throbs of
hia heart beat audibly ou the stillneaa; cast there before
him In the hot half-light, all her beauty of form tempted
him Avith remoraeleaa temptation. So that she Avere hia,
Avhat matter Avhat else she should be, guilty or guiltless,
dishonoureil or honoured, AvIth death or with peace in her
kiss, with cruelty or Avith mercy ou her lips ? All his soul
Avent out to her In a great cry.
' O God! you are mine—you are mine! AVhat do I
aak else, or care ? '
I t waa the baser strength of his passion that cried out In
those burning words; their fire thrilled her, their echo
Avoke in h e r ; yet Avith them the force AvhIch had never
before then failed her reAuved. Here lay hia danger—this
danger, born of her own loveliness, that would abase him
and allure him and destroy him ; this danger, which filled
her with one instinct alone—the Instinct to tear him at alt
cost from this snake's nest which held his foe, to compel
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him at all hazards from herself, through whom Ids destruction
came. She rose aud locked her hands upon hia arm, and
pressed him ibrAvard out toward the mouth of the cavern.
' Go—go! This place is death for you.'
* AVhat!—and you are here ? '
The Avords Avere stern with the sternness of doubt and of
demand as he drcAV himself back from her hold, and looked
down into her face with a look that had never been In his
eyes before Avheii they had gazed on hers. The longing of
his heart and the agony of suspicion strove within him
against each other.
A smile passed over her face; the smile that is the resignation, the self-irony, of an absolute despair.
' H e doubts at last,' she thought. ' H e can be saved
through that.'
And she had strength in her to hope from her soul that
such doubt might Avrong her deeply enough to spare this
man some portion of his p a n g ; might make her in his sight
loathsome enough to be thrust cut from every memory,
cursed yet unregretted.
That smile stung him as scorpions sting; he crushed her
In his arms, ere she could escape him, in the ferocity of an
Intense torture.
' Y o u smile at my misery? Are. you, then, the thing
that they say—the beautiful, pitiless, glorious, infamous
temptress, seducing men to vour AVIII that they may perish
Iu your work, binding them by their passions that they
may die at your bidding? Ah, my love, my love! only
look in my eyes as an hour ago and I AVIU curse myself that
I ever asked you such shame; only let your lips touch
'iliine AvIth their sweetness, and the Avhole Avorld shall call
you traitress, but I shall knoAV you truth.'
The impetuous wild words poured out unchecked, Incoherent; he scarcely knew what he u t t e r e d ; he only
kueAV that the kiss of this woman Avould outweigh with
him the witness of all mankind. They burned deep down
iuto her h e a r t ; they brought the subtfety of temptation to
her, insidious, SAveet, and rank as lioncy-hidden poison.
H e r honour broken with one, her past Avithheld from tho
other ; a bond ruptured, a silence k e p t ; this ouly doue, and
the SAveetness of liberty and the liberty of love were hers.
But she thrust it from her. Here she had no pity for
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herself; and here she had pity—exhaustless, and filled with
an unsparing self-reproach—for thia man, who out of the
very nobility of his soul, the very gullelessnes of his trust,
fell thus beneath her feet, and hung his life upon her. She
had been merciless to others, devoting them to her need,
breaking them through their own wea'uness, with the unpltying contempt and rigour of intellectual disdain and of
sensuous allurement; here she was merciless unto herself;
here she bent and broke and cast away all her own life
without pause or compassion. That AvhIch she had done to
others she did also to herself. She unloosed herself from
his hold, and looked at him with the cold unnatural tranquillity which had had its terror even for the Greek.
' W h o has called me a traitress ? '
His eager eyes burned down with imploring appeal into
her OAvn; the ardent fealty that would have disbelieved the
voice of Heaven against her glowed through the heavy
shadows of pain and dread upon his face.
' A traitor himself—a liar Avho shall eat his He in the
dust. God forgive me that I uttered the word to you! B u t
you speak to me strangely; you drive me beside myself.
Doubt has not touched me against you ; I would uot soil you
with so much as suspicion. O, my loved one ! your honour
was safe AA'ith me. Dp uot think that one shaft of his told;
that one moment of belief gave him triumph. H e spoke
infamy against you, it Is t r u e ; and I sAvore to him to bring
that infamy to your hearing; but never because it glanced
by me as truth—never save only for this : to prove him and
brand him in falsehood. You know m e ; as I love, so I
trust, so I honour.'
She staved him Avith a gesture ; she could bear no more.
The swift, eloquent, generous words seemed thrust like
daggers through her heart. The noble fearless light of faith
upon his face made her blind as Avith the lustre of the noonday sun. This was the man she must forsake for ever
while their fives should last;' this was the love that sho
must change Into eternal scorn of her as of a wanton,
murderous, living lie. H e r martyrdom grew greater thau
her strength.
' W h o waa he ? ' she asked.
' Victor A^ane; your guest, your friettd/
' And be said f'
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At the name her old superb irony flashed over her face,
her old superb Av-rath gleamed in her glance, her lofty height
rose erect as a palm, her eyes met his In all the fulness of
their regard. H e needed no o^her denial of tho calumnies
attainting her.
' H e said ? '
' W h a t your look has answered enough.'
' No. AA^hat does he bring to my charge ? '
'Vileness that my lips AVIII never repeat. Half truths
wrung into whole lies, as only such men can Avring them.
Chiefly, he bade me ask you tAvo things.'
' They were ? '
' AVho it Is that sought my life in the mountains, and
what tie a Greek, Conrad Phaulcon, bears to you.'
A chauge passed over hor face, like that change Avhich
steals all the living warmth and hue from features that
the grayness of death is approaching. H e saAv it, and
his voice came In broken rapid breaths, imperious and imploring.
' Are they one, this Greek and my murderer ? '
She answered him nothing. H e saw a hot deep flush rise
upAvard over her face and bosom—the flush of a bitter degradation.
A moan like a wounded annual's broke from him; he
could not bear to live and see shame touch her. H e stood
above her, AvhIle the flicker of the fire glowed duskily upon
the dilated wondering misery of his eyes.
' A r e they one ? AnsAver me.'
She did not answer, nor did her look meet his.
' That man I shoAved you sleeping is this Greek.'
She held silence still.
* AVhat! you screen him In his crime? AVhat tie has he
to you, then ?'
Her teeth clenched tight as a vice to keep herself from
utterance of the words that rushed to her tongue.
H e stared blindly at her ; he felt suftbcating, drunk, mad ;
he stood beside this woman, Avhose every tresa of hair he
loved, AA'hose mere touch could scud the vivid joy like
lightning through his veina, and he arraigned her aa her
judge for having union and collusion Avith hia attempted
'•hraghter.
• W h a t is he to voU? When? ifl hfiiui\yl'' he pftiitefJ,
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' You called him your worst foe. Do women shelter their
foes' guilt thus ? " You would not let me take my justice on
his life. What is his life to you ? '
She looked at him Avith the rigid calm returned upon ber
face. Impenetrable as a mask of stone.
' I said that there Avore things that you could never know.
This is of them. I have withheld your justice from you ; I
have known your assassin, and kept the knowledge untold to
you. I have erred against you greatly. Think of me what
you will, what you must.'
The reply was spoken with a cruel mechanical precision.
She moved from him and stooped above the pine-logs, seeking their heat. She felt as she had done when once, in
a LIvonlan wluter, the night-snows had overtaken and enshrouded her, and the life had begun to turn to ice in her
A'eins.
Something in the very action bespoke a suffering so mute
and so intense that It struck to his heart, still so closed to
evil and so open to faith, so slow to give condemnation, so
quick to render trust and pity. H e threw himself beside
her, draAving her hands against his breast, searching her
eyea Avith the longing love, the bewildered iiicredulit}', of
his OAvn.
' Think of you ! What can I think ? You are my mistress, my sovereign, my Avif'e; you take my loA'e aud yield
me yours ; you have smiled In my eyes and lain in my arms
and spoken of a lifetime passed together ; and UOAV—UOAV it
is my murderer Avho is sacred to you and beloved by vou—•
not!!'
As though the fire of the words stung her Into sudden
life, she turned SAvIftly, all the light and the fever and the
anguish of passion breaking one momeut through the frczeu
tranquillity of her face.
' Not you? Ah, A\ould It were not, my love, my love, my
love!'
I n the yearning of tlie accent a tenderness unutterable
broke out and burst all bonds. As he heard the darkiiesa
pasaed from his face; a gloAV like the morning shone
there.
' You love me thus I You lannot have betrayed me !'
She stayed him ; she kncAV that this glory of reawakening
joy must be quenched Iu an eternal night
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' AV^alt. I love you. I cannot lie to you there. But
that ends, UOAV and ahvaya. I say you have been sinned
against heavily. I must sin also against you ; sin witlioiit
shame by forsaking you; sin Avith shame by life Avitli you.
I choose the least. We are divorced for ever ; we must be
as are the dead to one another. Forgive me, if you can ;
curse me, if you cannot. AVhatever you do, leave me aa
though death Avere In my touch.'
All the ardour aud the yearning and the warmth had
passed from her voice; it was sad aa despair, and inflexible.
H e listened, AvatchIng her AvIth a grave wondering pain
aud p i t y ; he had his own thought of the meaning of her
Avords: and the patience and the belief in him were infinite.
' Though death came by you, do you think that I would
leave you ? '
The great salt tears sprang Into her aching eyes ; In her
agony she could have set the muzzle of the rifle to her
forehead, and died there at his feet. She had a more mercllesa ordeal—to live and make herself loathsome in hia
sight.
' No ; you would not,' she answered him. ' But—if dishonour came by me ? '
Hia frame shook with a sudden shudder; but still she
could not turn away the enduring tenderness that Avould not
take even her own witness against her.
' Y o u use cruel words,' he said, Avhile he stood above her
with the dignity of a judge, with a great nobility in the pity
of his gaze. ' Hear me aAvhIle. I have learnt more of
your past to-day; I think that I can imagine what I do not
knoAV of it. I think that you have been involved In evil,
but through errors that had root In virtues; I think that
many have betrayed you aud attainted you through the
very bravery and generosity of your n a t u r e ! I think that
you have been bound with criminals because you first held
them to be patriots, and because your bond was sacred to
you even when sworn to worthless men. Do I think
aright ? '
She heard in silence ; her soul went out in honour and
adoration of this man, who out of the truth and the virtue
of his own heart judged and divined her life thua rightly.
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despite all weight of circumstance, fell darkness of calumny.
B u t she knew that to leave him t o think this was to bind
her to him for evermore. She k'neAV that he must think
else than this ere he would be forced from allegiance t o
her.
' Y o u think nobly, because you think by the light of
your own heart,' she said in her teeth. ' But it is not this
that you were warned to think to-day. Your counsellor
was nearer right. BeHeve him.'
' W e r e you what he said, you would not tell me that. I
judge you thus by the light of your own nature. T o u speak
t o me of divorce—of dishonour. You know the coAvard who
attempted my life, and will not render him up to my justice.
These are bitter things ; yet I can see day through them.
I t may be that you have fallen among much guilt, and yet
are unstained amid corruption ; It may be that you shield a
erime, because to expose it would be treachery in you; it may
be that you elect to forsake me because you cannot reveal
to me that full truth of your past Avhlch should be one of
my marriage-rights. Thia is hoAvIjudge you. If I judge
rightly, I said to you that you could not stretch my tenderness farther than I Avould yield It, I say so now; trust only
my love, it shall never fail you.'
' O God ! cease, or you will kill me ! '
She swayed forward, and sank down at his feet, her brow
and bosom bruised on the cold jagged floor of the cavern;
she had exceeding strength, but she had not strength enough
to hear those tender words and give them no response; to
behold this limitless forgiveness stretched to her, and leave
him to think her too callous, too abased, to return to it
even gratitude and repentance; to kuoAv that, as he judged
her, he struck to the very core of fact, and rendered her
b u t sheer and rightful justice, yet that the acceptance of
even this justice at his hands was denied her through an
alien crime.
H e stood above her, the great dew gathering on his forehead ; the evidences against her that her accuaer had uncoiled one by one in so close a sequence thronged on hia
memory ; her attitude, her misery, her abasement, had so
much of guilt in them, yet had so far too much of suffering
to be the cruel, wanton, voluntary guilt of such a woman aa
her calunmiator had declared her to be—to be guilt, sen'
Buous, tyrannous, and self-chosen.
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H e stooped to her, and his voice Avas so IOAV that It waa
hardly heard above the beatings of his heart.
' I cannot tell. Is it—not justice that you need, but
pardon ? '
She answered hiin nothing where she had sunk In that
boAved, broken abandonment. The nobler hia pardon, the
darker Avas the wrong against him. She could have kissed
his feet, aud cried out to him for forgiveness, as though her
own hand had done that murderous iniquity againgt him.
:She could better have borue his curse thau she could bear
hia tenderness.
H e touched h e r ; his hand shook like a leaf.
' Is it so ? 1 can bear to knoAV you are human by error ;
you shall be but dearer to me for the truth with whicli you
redeem it.'
She looked at him with a SAvift sudden niovement that
raised the full beauty of her face upward in the tawny flamelight ; It Avas colourless, and lined with the marks of the
damp stones, and had all its proud glory soiled aud dimmed,
yet It had the grandeur of an intense sacrifice, of an intense
passion, In it.
'Ah, you are just and pitiful as a god ! Give no pity,
give no justice here. Only leave me—leave me, and never
look upon my face again.'
' For what cause ? '
' For the cause — that of my people your murderer
came.'
H e looked at her with a terrible incredulity, that was
slowdy hardening into the stern chill desolation of doubt
that he had put from him so long with so leal an allegiance.
' Of your people! T o u called the Greek to me your
deadliest f o e ? '
She waa silent once more; the testimony of half the
nationa of the earth Avould have failed to weigh with him
against h e r ; but by her own blows the storm-proof fabric
of his faith was SAvaying to its fall.
H e laid his hands upon her shoulders, crushing under
them the loose masses of her hair.
' First your foe, then your comrade—hated and sheltered
—condemned by yon, and screened by you. AVhat ia he to
you, this man for whom you forsAvear yourself thus ? '
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Sho ansAvered nothing; the red ahadoAV of the fire
gleamed upon her face, but It Avas not so dark and so hot
as the flush of shame that scorched there. His hands held
her like Iron. The force of jealousy rose iu him ; the ferocity of bitter suspicion AA'orked In him ; against all Avitiiesa
he had disbelieved every accusation brought to stain her,
but he could not disbelieve the meaning of that silence,
of that humiliation, of that conscience-stricken abasement.
The patience, so long strained, broke at last.
'They say this brute was once dear to you? Is it true,
since you cover his crime so fondly ? '
She did not reply; her head Avas bent so that he could
not look upon her countenance, but he could see the heaving
of her breast, Avith Its rapid, laden breathing.
His hands grasped ber with unconscious violence; he
knCAV neither Avhat he did nor said ; he kuCAv only that she
could not meet his eyes, that she could not answer his challenge.
' Is it true—that you once loA'ed him ? '
She boAved her head ; a faint, chill, deadly smile crossed
her lips one moment, she smiled as men, lying broken on the
wheel, haA'e laughed.
A cry loud and hoarse rang from him down the stillness
of the vault; he staggered Avhere he stood, and loosed her
from his hold, and stretched his arms out mechanically, as
though he had groAvn blind and sought support. The merciless light of certainty seemed to have stricken his sight as
lightning strikes i t ; that hideous assurance of conviction
had come on him, against which the mind la at once and for
ever conscious no appeal ia possible.
Had she denied It, by the trustful tenderness of his nature, the evil told against her Avould have passed, leaving no
stain, no shadow even, of mistrust of her; but before that
.affirmation of her gesture, before that condemnation of her
silence, it lay no more with him to choose betAveen belief and
disbelief His faith fell, as a tree must fall when its roots
are severed.
' There is one man—one man only— that your mistress
ever loved.'
The Avords seemed whispered by a thousand voices that
rushed down the empty air; he had been betrayed by
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her that this criminal might be sheltered from his vengeance.
H e kncAV i t ; In that horrible hush of stillness that fell
between them, hia heart stood still, his very life seemed to
cease ; it Avas out of her own mouth that he condemned her.
His throat rattled, hisAvords burst, scarcely Avith any humau
sound in them, from his parching lips.
'AVhat! you kneel there and tell me this thing—you
who swore to ine that no kiss but mine ever touched y o u ?
What! you fooled me AvIth love Avords that you might lead
me off the scent of my vengeance you turned a living lio
to harbour a murderer? Such vileness is not in woman!
A"ou a traitress!—aAvanton!—a slave of your senses!—a
priestess of vice ! 0 God! Say the whole world is false,
but not you !'
She held silence still. H e r head dropped loAver and
lower, as though each Avord of that appeal Avere a hurled
stone that beat her down loAver and lower In her abasement.
H e forced her upward in his arms with the nuAvItting
violence of suffering, and strained her once more to his
embrace, and covered with kisses her lips, her brow, her
bosom.
' Say it—say it. Say the world lies and you are true, or
—or—I think I shall end your life and mine !'
Her eyes, heavy AvIththe mista of a great misery, fathomless and hopeless like the eyes of the Fates in Greek sculptures, gazed up to his.
' Do you dream / Avould stay your hand ? I t were best
so—so I should be yours yet.'
' Mine! W h a t then ?—you love me though you are my
traitress ? '
The Avord rang In sullen echo down the stillness of the
cavern ; a hard bitter agony passed over her face.
'One may have guilt and yet have love,' she muttered
faintly.
H e shuddered as he heard h e r ; in the ansAver a subtle
tempting colled around him ; the perfection of her earthly
beauty might be his, though it AA-ere but the love of the
Avanton AvhercAvith she loved him ; the taint on her soui
could uot steal the fragrance from her lips, the voluptuoua
light frooi her eyes, the mortal jjlory from her loveliness.
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The baser passions of his soul longed for her, though every
evil that swells the sum of human crime had place In her—
though through her should come to bim sin, and desolation,
and dishonour. Y e t he was not their slave ; the greatneaa
of hia nature rose above them, and trampled out their
tempting. H e put her from his arms lest his strength
should fail him, thrust her back from him so that her breath
should be no more against his cheek, her heart throb no
more on his own.
' Love that is faithless aud shameful ? W h a t is that to
me ? If you have wronged my vilest foe, the Avoman /loved
is dead.'
The sentence In Its brevity had a despair deep as death.
Where she stood before him she boAved her head, as
beneath Avords that had the weight of a righteous laAv.
For this—that he rose higher than his passions' tempting,
tbat he strangled the assailants of his senses, that infidelity to his enemy would have been as dark In his sight
as infldelity to himself—she honoured him Avitli a great
reverence.
' Yes. She is dead,' she answered him, with a strange
dreamy repetition. ' W h e r e has she CA-er lived save in
your visions ? She is dead—go. Do uot wait by her grave.'
There was a terrible meaning iu the hushed hopeless
words ; across their calmness a single cry broke—a cry that
had In it all the desolation of a ruined life, of a breaking
heart.
Then silence fell between them. She had no courage to
look upon his face ; she dared not read all that she kncAv Avas
written there.
The drooping flames reached a dry bough of pine, aud
flared afresh Avith it, and rose up in a writhing column of
light that flashed its ruddy gloAV into the darkest shadoAvs
of the cavern. As the flames darted info lustre they shad
their hue on the fair head of the Greek stretched out in
all its velvet beauty from the deep gloom of the farther
vault. H e droAv back swiftly, as the tell-tale glare searched
for him and fell upon his face.
Before he could reach the shelter of the inner den, the
one he had wronged saw him, and, AvIth the leaj) of a
staghound, hurled himself upon him, and dragged him
from the depths of the vault forward into the full light of
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the flames. The slight limbs of the Athenian had no force
against the vengeance of the man Avho saw in him tit once
his murderer and her paramour j he was torn out from
his lair and tossed upAvard, as a wreckers hands may toss
beam of driftwood.
Erceldoune forced him downward Into the circle of the
burning- pines, so that full in their light and full In her
sight ho should take his justice on the wretch who had
once struck at his life, and UOAV took far more than life
from him. H e only kncAV that this was the man who had
sought to assassinate him ; that this was the man for Avhom
and to Avliom she betrayed him. Yet, beyond the memory
of his vengeance, beyond the violence of his hatred, beyond
the rag-e of jealousy In his soul, was a terrible pathos of
wonder that looked out at her from the reproach of his
eyes; It Avas for a thing- so vile as this she had betrayed
him ; it Avas for a life so Infamous as this that she had
given herself to guilt!
Eeellng, swaying-, striving-, they wrestled breast to breast,
strangers from the far end of the earth, yet bound together
by the kinships of wrong- and of hate, while she, who had
cast herself between them, strove to part them—strove to
tear them asunder—strove Avith desperate strength to end
\helr contest. Erceldoune thrust her back, and flung- her
teavily off him.
' You stayed my hand once—not again. Stand there^
and see the felon you harbour die as curs iiaV
His face was black and swollen with the lust for blood
that she had seen there when he had fought with the
Neapolitan Churchman.
W o u n d in one another they
straggled together, seeking each other's life, Avith the
breath of the flames hot upon them.
The Greek's lips Avere AvhIte Avith fear, but they laughed
as he glanced aside at her.
' You love to see men at each other's throats ! You love
to see tiger's play ? So, so, Miladi!—Then look here.'
H e slipped loose Avith a swift, supple movement, and
freed his right arm. There was the glisten of steel in the
l i g h t ; the blade quivered aloft to strike down straight
through heart or l u n g ; before it could fall his wrist was
caught in a grip that snapped the bone, and wrenching
the knife from his hand, flung it far away Into the depths

5°4

IDALIA.

of the cavern, while the sine-,vy arms of the man he had
wronged gathered them fresli into thpir deadly vribrac^
The slender southern limbs had no chance, the serpentine suppleness had no aA'ail, the fox-like skill had., no
poAver, against the mighty frame and fhe ruthless wili of
the avenger Avho at last had tracked him; a shrill scream
broke from him as the steel was tAvisted from his grasp,
the numbness of dread overcame him as he AA-as choked in
the arms of his victim, and doAvn into his looked the unbearable flre of the eyes he had left for the carrion birds
to tear. A sickly horror, a facluation of terror, held him
breathless and unresisting to the AVIII of his f o e ; Erceldoune swung him upAvard, and held him, as though he
were a dog, above his head, his own height toAverIng in the
glow of the flames.
' O God !' he cried in the blindness of his agony and of
his hate. * I s there no death worse than what honest men
die for this b r u t e ? '
She thrcAV herself on him, she seized the loose folds of
his linen dress, she held him so that he had no poAver to
move unless he trod her down beneath his feet.
' Spare him ! for my sake spare him !'
' For your sake ! You dare plead by that plea to me ?'
' 0 Heaven! what matter Avhat I plead by ! Give me
his life—give me his life !'
' The life of a murderer to the prayer of a wanton ? A
fit gift! Stand back, or I shall kill you with your paramour.'
' AVait! you do not knoAV Avhat you d o ! I saved your
life from him; let that buy his life from you.'
H e stood motionless, as though the words paralysed
him; all the tempest of his passions suddenly arrested ;
all the wild justice of revenge, that had made him strong
as lions are strong, turned Avorthless as at last he grasped
its poAver in hia hands. The bloAV that struck him was
memory—the memory of that death-hour when, through
her hands, life had been given back to him.
By that hour he had SAVorn that she should ask what
she would of him, and receive it. At last she claimed her
debt; claimed by it the remission of her sins ; claimed
by it mercy to the companion of her guilt.
H e stood motionless a moment, the leaden night-like
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shadoAvs heavy as murder on his face and on bis soul. Then
at her feet he dashed the Greek doAvn, unharmed.
' W h a t you ask by my honour, take by your shame.'
And, Avithout another look upon her face, he Avcnt down
through the gloom, and out to the air, to the sea, to tho
day, ere his strength should fail him, and the stain of
bloodgulltiness lie on his bauds.

CHAPTEE XXXIV
' I GIVE MV BODY r O B EVER TO I N H E R I T PUinSHMENT,
AND P I N E . '
CONRAD PHAULCON SIOAVIV gathered himself from the
ground, faint, blind, staggering from the force with which
he had beeu thrown, and looked on Avhere she had fallen
senseless, her proud head sunk on the gray wood-ashes,
her face AvhIte Avith the Avhiteness of death. H e thought
her dead; and a mortal dread fell on him, a mortal chillness froze his heart. I n his own cruel, tyrannous waj'
he loved her still, and he thought that he had killed her.
Moreover, she had been faithful to him. Listening and
watching there, he had found that she had kept her bond
to him, and had not betrayed him. The evil against her
died out from him ; a shame that was almost remorse stole
on him. Senseless there, like some fair statue shattered
doAvn by a hand that stayed not for sake of beauty or of
genius, she smote bis conscience, all dulled and crushed
aud burned though It was. Throughout their lives he had
betrayed, and oppressed, and goaded, and dishonoured her;
throughout them she had done him good for evil, and
been true to him against his own untruth. This strength
and this fealty pierced him harder, because of their utter
unlikeness to the cowardice aud the greed of his OAVD
nature.
W i t h hands that trembled, and tears that stood thick
in his eyes,'he touched her, and sought to revive her. His
temper was the temper of a child, and he had a child's
fleet facile emotions, a child's wanton cruelty and worth,
less repentance. Like a child, he could wring his bird's
throat without mercy, aud Aveep useless tears when the

victici lay cold and huddled in death.
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' Idalia, Idalia !' he murmured softly.
H e feared the
eound of bis own voice in that stillness.
After awhile sense returned to h e r ; her lips partedAvith
alow struggling breaths, her veins groAV warm, her eyelids
quivered and opened heavily to the glare of the resluoua
flames. She knew him where he bent above her, and lifted
herself with a sudden breathless shuddering force.
' Go, go, go ! Never dare come again in my sight!'
H e lingered, scared and awed by the Avords and the gesture, that were like an imprecation upon him, by the blaze
of her eyes as they unclosed, wide and Avild, to the taAvny

light.
' Go, g o ! ' she cried afresh. ' You could hear what he
deemed me, and hold your peace ! Go ; there are wrongs
gods themselves could uot pardon.'
H e knew i t ; he turned slowly away, and went from her
glance, from her presence.
She rose faintly, and reeling lightly ; her eyes dAvelt on
the black noiseless gloom and the checkered play of the
flames Avith that gleam, like the gleam of madness in them,
that had had irresistible terror for the man she banished.
She stood aAvhile looking out at the darkness that closed
her in, while for all the world without the morning sun
waa shining. She was like one drunk with alcohol; her
brain was stunned, yet her force intensified; the poAver
and the vitality in her were strong almost to ferocity—
the ferocity of that unbearable suffering which is in itself
a madness. Like some lithe-limbed leopardess, stung to
bloodthirstiness by the dastard shot that has struck it
from an unseen hand, she passed SAvIftlj' across the depths
of shadow to the place where the boy Berto lay sleeping
still in the Intense slumber of long fatigue.
She laid her hand upon him.
'AVake.'
H e did awaken, and sprang wonderingly from his bed of
dry sea-grasses.
' Illustrissima ! W h a t is there ?'
' There is need of you.'
' I am ready.' The fair, pale, boyish face had the calm
keenness of the Napoleonic type. ' I t is—?'
' Treason.'
'Ah!'
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His eyes caught tho terrible meaning, his mouth tho
terrible smile, that Avere on hers.
' Treason—against me ? If to me, so to all, so to Italy.
A traitor never sins once. Go, seek LousadI and Veni;
seek your brethren, seek any one of our people. They
knoAv how to avenge the unpardonable sin. Bid them
bring him here ! I Avdl give him his sentence.,
The boy smiled—the smile of a St. .lust.
' H e has lived his life,' he said, in the old Eoman idiom,
' His name, Eccellenza ?'
She stooped and breathed it on his ear—the name of
Victor A'^ane.
W i t h o u t Avord or pause he bowed IOAV, took his rifle, and
went on her errand. A child by years, yet already weighted
with the weariness and the Avisdom of maturity, by reason
of the penalty he paid for having let his childish soul
brood over the burdens of the peoples, aud dream of
liberties under the leprous shadow of a dominant priesthood, while other children laughed and played, and only
asked of life that the vine should give fruit, and the sleek
herds milk; that their gay feet should ply In the tarantala's measure, and the sweet sun dance in their own bright
eyes.
She, left there in solitude, and bound by her word to
keep the limits of her den, paced to and fro in the fire-lit
darkness in that fierce, futile rebellion with AvliIch she had
paced the dungeon of the Church. H e r eyes Avere burning, her throat was SAVoUen Avith long thirst, her teeth were
locked like a vice. All sense, thought, volition, seemed
scorched up and withered in one intolerable misery, one
unalterable shame. One thing alone seemed left to her—•
her vengeance.
She was of the nature which happiness makes sweet,
rich, generous, as southern sunlight; which calamity renders fearless, strong, and nobly calm beneath all adverse
faith; but which wrong and treachery In an instant turu
hard, dark, dangerous as the force of iron.
She laughed aloud in the loneliness.
' H e played the traitor—so ! Well, he will learn hoAv
Ave deal AvIth traitors. Fool, fool, fool I '
Then, as that laugh died, the weakness of her bodily
frame, the agony of her soul, beat down the false alien
strength of bitter oassions.
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' O, my love, sne moaned. ' I t was for your life, not for
mine.'
And she sank down amid the gray ashes by the fire that
was sloAvly dying out, with the stupor of exhaustion stealing on her, and her eyes fastened on the gloom beyond,
strained, and senseless, and savage with pain, like those of
an animal that is chained to a stake for the torture.
To her there could have been no martyrdom like the
martyrdom of undenled dishonour ; borne for his sake, and
incurred through the fulfilling of her oath.
Without, the boy Berto passed into the white not glare
>f day. His errand AA-as perilous; and he knoAV Avhat
TedeschI rods were like, hoAV Papal steel could t h r u s t ;
but he had the firm, silent heart that N a t u r e early gives
to those whom she AVIU hereafter make leaders among men,
and, liaAdng a purpose to accomplish, he did it unflinchingly, through to the end. H e went SAA-if fly and straightly
now over the lonely shore, with the eye of a haAvk, AvIth
the speed of a greyhound, glancing on every side for thoae
he sought, aud going AA-arily, lest he should be seen by the
soldiers, Avhom he kncAv Avere out, more or less near, seeking for the proscribed who had escaped them. H e rau
SAviftly, mile on mile ; reaching a crest of laud, he paused
at last for breath.
On one side lay the sea, IIOAV blue
and laughing in the full noonday ; on the other, mountainbounded, the loAV-lying lands, with their broad sunlit desolate tracks dotted with herds of SAviiie and grazing buffaloes, Avith the thickets of AvIld myrtle and green pools
of Avater. There he saAv Avhat made him drop suddenly,
and hide like a young hare.
W h a t he saAv Avere the barrels of carbines among some
acanthus-covered stones, that screened a score or so of
soldiers, and farther ouAvard the solitary figure of a man
In the clothing of the Capri fishers. The soldiers lay close,
their heads alone above the fallen blocks of shattered travestlne; the tall form of the Capriote, dark and toAvering
agalust the intense light, came onward, fast, blindly, taking heed of nothing, seeing nothing, in his p a t h ; passing
straight through the horned cattle as though they Avere an
Insect cloud, AvIth his head bare to the heat, and his eyes
without sense in them ; headlong, as if he were deep in
drink, yet Avith a nameless, terrible madneaa on him that
tad as terrible a majesty.
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Fascinated by It, the Eoman boy Avatched him as he
reeled through the sunlight, Avhile the broAvsiug herds Avei'e
scattered by the tornado of hia course. Others AVatched
him also, aa he came nearer and nearer straight across tha
plain, pausing for no obstacle, breaking through all vegeta
tion, passing like the Avind over the width of the country
Then, rapidly as a lasso is thrown, the soldiers sprang upon
him as he passed the broken stones; his arms, hia limbs,
hia body, Avere bound and knotted Avitli corda ere he could
cast oft' one of the score of handa that seized him. Fettered,
poAverless Iu au instant, Avitli the naked blades flashing
round hi:n, he stood like a Avild horse netted by Guachos,
his mighty muscles panting under the cloae-draAvu bonds,
hia eyes Avide-opened on his captors, red and glaring and
senseless. Tliere Avas no escajie possible.
H e stood a moment, looklug vacantly doAvn on his bowed
limbs and the saA'age wolf-eyes of the soldiery. All consciousness seemed dead In him ; he bad rushed on through
the scorching day, till, had they not arrested him thus, he
would have fallen sun-stricken; he Avas passive from the
sheer intoxication of suffering, and he was Aveak in his body
also, for, from a wound on his shoulder, blood Avas oozing
through his shirt. Yet, aa he felt the Avithes on his limbs,
he made one bound, like some magnificent forest animal
entrapped; he fought against his captors then on the sheer
instinct of combat, AvIth his head dropped like a bull of
Aragon when it charges to give to tho torreador the fatal
blow of the coglda; and AvIth his flrm AvhIte teeth, the only
weapon left him, clenched hard and fast at the throat of the
eoldler nearest him.
For some minutes there Avas a struggle that made even
the bold veins of the Eoman boy run chill—Aveakened,
hampered, jammed, powerless as the captive was, he had
terror for his assailants, as the bull when its black hide is
steeped scarlet with gore, and its flanks are transfixed Avith
the lance-heads, carries death for picador and banderillo
still. Then, brute force conquered; the hirelings of Francis
were scarce better thau brigands, and courage aAvakened no
homage in them. When they fell aAvay a little from each
other, and the dust of the parched plain that had risen in
clouds above the scene of the conflict sank, they had pulled
him down as with a. lasso—he was stretched there on the
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short burnt turf, his eyes distended, his mouth filled vfith
sand, his limbs lashed fast Avith cords.
To them he was but a Capri boatman, a thing of the
people, a scum of the sea, a rybsl on Avhose life a good price
waa set, an animal to be thrust to the shambles, hoAV
roughly mattered little so that out of hia heart they should
cut that Avhich they sought to know-.
They heaved him up, with a kick, by the ropes they had
passed round his waist and under his shoulders; they
loosened a little the cords binding his ankles, and bade him
stand, holding a carbine at his head; theu they fastened
him by his belt to two of the strongest-built of their band,
and, with bayonets fixed in his rear, drove him on in their
centre as the Aragon bull is driven on at the point of the
lance from pasture to circus.
So they took their way through the white breadth of the
sunlight over the brown lonely plains, with their prisoner
set in their midst. H e had never spoken once.
The child Berto rose sloAvly from his hiding-place in the
low myrtle-bushes; many a time his hand had been on hia
rifle to send a message of death through these Avolves of the
Apennines who wore the king's livery, and dishonoured the
title of soldier ; as many times he had paused, knowing that
one shot could avail nothing, and that, were it fired, he
would only share the captivity of the man whom he sought
to release. Aa his slight girlish frame rose up out of the
leafy screen and against the sunny blue of the sky, his
teeth were set tight, hia pale features had grown like
marble.
' They go to take him to their captain; they will make
him tell where her refuge Is. If he will hot tell they have
rods, they have the Avater-torture—drop, drop, drop, a h !
till one Is mad !' he muttered aloud, in his breathless rage.
H e knew nothing of this stranger, save that he guessed him
by his dress to be the sailor whom hehad heard had rescued
her from Taverna—in the cavern his sleep had been too
profound to awake to any distant sound—but the sight of
the confilct aud the capture alone sufficed to rouse all the
revolutionary and patriotic soul that AA'aa in him.
He
wrung his hands as he watched the soldiers move over the
plain, growing dark and distant as some far-off troop of

buffalo.
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' Ah, the brigands ! the assassins ! Aud I could not fire
a bullet for him !' he cried, in his solitude. ' Miladi must
knoAv of It. She can say Avhether he Avill bear the scourge
and be silent. If I had thought he would speak, I would
have shot him dead before they could have got him. Almost
I wish I had. I t had been surer.'
For the Eoman lad knoAv the means—passing the streugth
of humanity to endure—by which men who were mute
against royal or priestly will were made to find voice in that
fair dominion of Naples.
' She must kuoAv,' he mused ; AA'alted an Instant, then
AvIth the speed of a lapwing, once having the swell of the
hillocks between him and the soldiery, he retraced his way
over the loAvlauds to Avhence he came, until out of the laughing brilliancy of the noon-sun he came Into the darkness of
the cave, which now was only lightened by the low fiicker of
the expiring ])ine-flamea.
H e r attitude had never changed. There was that in it,
as she sat beside the great heap of silvered ashes and of
burnt-out Avood, that struck the hoy's heart with a sudden
awe and fear. The abasement, the subjection, of a fearless
life has ever In it a certain terror—the mournful terror of
every fallen greatness—for those who look upon it.
H e Avent softly to her, and spoke low in her ear before
she saAV him by her.
' Eccellenza, the soldiery are out.'
She gave no sign that she heard him.
' The soldiers have him ! Can you trust him, Illustrissima?'
She still seemed to hear nothing where her gaze was fixed
upon the dying fire. The boy touched her timidly.
' The king's people have him, Miladi. Will he be true ?'
She started, as though some corpse had been galvanised
io life, and turned her face to him.
' True ? AVill who be true ? H e whom all are false to ?
Yes, true to death—true to death!'
H e saw that her mind wandered, that she had not aright
understood him.
' Eccellenza, hear me,' he said softly. ' The soldiers have
made that friend of yours their prisoner.'
A cry broke from her that woke all the echoes of the
cave, and thrilled the lad with its piteous wail; she sprang
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to her feet, convulsed to passionate energy, to fresh
existence.
' Prisoner ? The king's prisoner ?—he ?'
The boy's A-oIce sank to a whisper; he had not thought it
rould move her thua ; he kncAv she was Avell used to send
men out to die.
' They took him on the shore there, by the ruins ; they
caught a brave man like a snared woff, the cowards ! H e
fought—gods ! how he fought; but they threw him like a
bull In the lasso. AVill he keep silence, think you ?'
' Will he? H e AVIII keep silence till they lay him mute
in death. Ah ! God reward you that you came to tell me!
Keep silence ? H e would perish by a thousand tortures
ere ever he Avould betray his darkest foe !'
She knew nothing that she uttered aa the worda poured
from her lips; she put the Avondering child aside, and swe|it
across the vault to the chill dense shadow where the Greek
had crouched; she stood before him ere he had seen her
move.
' I break my word to you. I go from here.'
' Go I'—he rose dizzily ; the violence of his fall had stupefied him. ' Go. Not Avhere I do not follow.'
•Follow, If you Avill.'
' Where, then ?'
' To the soldiers of Francis.'
She laughed aloud as she spoke—the laugh of a breaking
h e a r t ; she knew that the coAvardice of his nature Avould no
more let him pass out where she went than If gates of
adamant opposed bim. H e waa startled and bcAvild-red ;
be felt tenfold fear of her as she stood there In the rhatlowa
before him, with that despair on ber face and that lau;.h on
her lips ; he had thought her dead or dying; a superstitious
hesitation held him afraid and irresolute.
' AVait—wait,' he said, stretching his hands out to hold
her. ' W h a t ia it you dream of? AVhat mad thing would
you do ?'
' Save the life you and I have sent out to destruction.'
Before he could arrest her she bad passed him, and Avas
far out beyond the watch-fire, and lost In the gloom of the
entrance passage; her hand was on the boy Berto's shoulder,
and thrust him out down the tortuous passage, swiftly and
silently up to the open air. W h e n once more the darknesf
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lay behind ber, and ou her face was the breath of the morning, she bent to him.
' W h i c h way?'
H e pointed to the northward, looking with Avistful
anxiety in her face.
' Aliladi, Avhat is It you will do ?'
' Mv duty—late in the day.'
The hound had followed at her side ; she stooped and
kissed hia forehead, theu sent hiin from her back into the
shelter of the cavern, reluctant, yet obedient.
' AVIU you not need him ?' the boy asked.
' No. Even a dog's lite Is too noble to periah for rjine.
dee you to him, and cherish him for my sake.*
' 1! I go with you, Eccellenza.'
' No—go rather ou the errand I gave you.*
'But-'
' Hush ! I have said—none go with me. And—for that
you came and told me this t h i n g ^ m a y the beauty of life
rest Avitli you ever, my child !'
She passed her hands softly OA'er his fair curia, with the
gloAV of the morning fallen full ou her eyea, and the brightness of the sea lying before her.
Then as rapidly and silently as a shadow passes she went
from him on her fatal Avay.
Over the heavy rugged ground the soldiers forced their
prisoner, with hia arms lashed behind him, and the carbines
held at his templea. They were a dozen men under a corporal, scouts sent out by the commandant of the gendarmerie
scouring the shore ; IOAV scoundrels who had been thieves
ere they donned the king's uniform, aud Avould be brigands
Avhen they had doffed It. So that they dragged him to their
captain, and compelled him to tell Avhat they sought from
him, they heeded nothing beyond. Hia bound feet stumbled
over the rough declivities; his chest Avas stifled under the
crossed cords till he could barely breathe. AVith every
jerked step that his guards took over the roughness of tho
ground their shot might be lodged in his brain; the .red
ants, disturbed In their hills, swarmed up his limbs and
clung there ; the open wound of his shoulder Avas cut by
the tight-drawn ropes ; still he said not one word, but went
on In their midst, with hia bloodshot eyes staring out at
earth and sky, yet seeing nothing, and with a heavy, sullen,
murderous darkness on his face aud on his soul.
2 i.
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Of physical suffering he was insensible ; the deadness of
despair had numbed in him all corporeal consciousness.
There had only survived in him the mere mechanical brute
Instincta of defence and of resistance. Beaten In these, he
resigned himself passively, dumbly; too vast a ruin had
fallen on his life for him to heed what befell his body. So
far as thought still Avas distinct to him, so far as any ray of
it pierced the blackness of desolation in AAdiich every memory
save one waa lost, he AAnshed that they Avould strike him
dead upon the plain they traversed.
They wondered that, cramped and bruised as he Avas, and
strong to ferocity as they had found him, he Avent AvIth them
thus mutely and unresistlnaly ; they did not note the keen,
hard, ravenous, longing look, as of one starving at sight of
food, that his eyes ever and again cast upon the steel tubes
of the slanted carbines that carried death and oblivion so
near, and yet denied them to him.
Beyond this he knew nothing ; he Avaa dragged over the
loAA'- lying country at a pace as sAvift as the heat of the day
and the unevenness of the uncertain paths would allow"^;
Avhether he had force to bear it, in the sultry noontide ol
summer, they never heeded. If he had fallen, they Avould
have pulled him on still, as best they might, Av-Ith his head
^striking the stones. H e km>w nothing ; the sunlight Avaa
like the blaze of fire ever about h i m ; the hard hot skiea
seemed to glitter as brass ; Avater, mountain, the darkness
of myrtle, the rush of AA'ild birds, the blue gleam of the sea,
the brown baked earth beneath his feet: these were all
blurred shapeless shadoAvs to him, while his eyea looked out,
straight ouAvard, Avith the red duaky mastiff flame in them
that made his guards mutter among themselves that this
man Avas mad, and should be shot like a mad dog.
And they judged r i g h t : he was mad, Avith the Othello
madness that believes Avhat it adores dishonoured.
At last their march paused ; the silence was broken by
the noise of loosened tongues ; there Avere stir, and tumurt,
and the clash of arms around them ; they had joined their
comrades, they had brought their prisoner to their captain
to be judged. Under some mighty pillars of yelloAV travestine, the lonely relics of some forgotten temple, four or five
score of black-broAved, loose-harnessed soldiers, the Avorst
Di' a werthless M-my, were scattered, lying full length in tli«5
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shade, taking their noonday meal, or sla.king their thirst at
a sluggish noxious streamlet stealing by tho columns' base
among the violet-roots. They had been checked .i moment
In their search by the sea for the fugitives; and lay like
hot, panting, ferocious dogs, ready to rise and use their
teeth at a moment's tempting.
They SAvarmed round him like a pack of wolves, but no
change came ou his face; Avith a hundred soldiers round
him, lean, savage, ruffianly, for the most part, as any Abruzzlau banditti—with the glitter of their steel, the muzzles of
their carbines, the yelling of their oaths, the clamour of
their triumph about him Avhere he stood powerless in their
midst, they could not tell that he even saw them there. Hia
eyes never glanced to them: they looked still, straightly,
sightlefsly, to the IOAV line Avhere sea touched sky. There
Avas no consciousness in them ; but there was that reddened
light that stilled their riot of exultation AvIth a vague sense
of danger In this chained man, standing so calmly in their
hostile crowd.
They fell back as their commander, told of the capture,
came from the nook of shadow, where, with his subaltern,
he had been at rest apart. H e waa little more than a
guerillero — a coarse, rough, careless, Calabrian born
filibuster.
Ho glanced over the captive brought him, in whom he,
like his men, saAv but a fisher of Capri.
' A fine animal,' he muttered, aa he glanced over a paper
of Instructions, comparing the details there with the personal appearance of his prisoner. ' So ! you are the sacrilegious scoundrel Avho broke Into the monastery of Taverna,
and used foul violence against the august person of his
sacred grace Villaflor!'
'lam.'
Erceldoune ansAvered mechanically ; his tongue clove to
his mouth ; his voice was hoarse and savage.
' Basta ! you are in haste to be hanged !' sAvore the Calabrlau, half disappointed at an avowal Avhich left him no
excuse for the ingenuity of threat and torture. ' Since you
confess yourself guilty, go farther, and tell us Avliat have
you done Avith the bona roba yon stole from her prison ?'
The Avord struck like the stroke of lightning.
Life, sensej name, grief, rage, rushed over his hearer
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Avitli a torrent's force; the foam gathered on his Hpa ; ha
strained for a moment like a fettered lion at his bonds
Then he Avas still as Avith the stlUuess of death.
' Speak—where Is she ?'
H e made no ansAver.
' Have you no tongue ? W e will make you find it, and
use it. Tell me, quick, where Is this woman hidden ?'
His vengeance Avas in hia hands; one Avord, one gesture
only, to where the sea-cave lay, and his Avrongs would be
avenged, without the lifting of his hand.
' Speak out,' hissed the soldier, whose rage was rising.
' W h e r e is this empress democrat ? AVhere does she hide ?
She kneAV how to use that buffalo strength of yours; but
she Avill fool you, once she be free. W e kuow Avhat Miladi
is ! Give her to us ; and you may save yourself a necklace
of hemp, mayhap.'
There was still no answer to him; the great dark eyes of
his captive looked out, far beyond him, far beyond all
around them, with a dry, vacant, senseless agony in them
that never changed.
' Has the sorceress put a spell on you ?' swore the Calabrian. 'Look you—you are safe to go to the galloAVS.
Corpo di Christo! It will be odds if his Grace do not think
a quick twitch of the noose too gentle a puuishmeut for
you: Monsignore has a long arm and a heavy hand. You
are a fine animal—It were a pity all that sinew should rot
in quick-lime; we Avill get your life saved somehow if you
put us this minute on the track of your mistress.'
H e might never have spoken for aught by which he could
tell that he Avas heard. The threat that his body would be
given to slaughter had little Import to the man in whom alj
life, save the mere breath of existence, had already been slain
by Averse thau a thousand deaths.
' Have you no voice ?' yelled the commander. Infuriated
that his unwonted ofter of mercy met no response. ' AVe
Avill find a way to make you speak, Avitli your will or
agalust it. Ouce for all—Avill you show us where this
woman is sheltered ?'
'No.'
The Calabrian gnashed bis glittering teeth.
* Altro!
You defy us, you hound? AVe will see how.
long that obstinacy lasts. I have licence to deal VA'ith you
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IS I see fit; to string you up by the throat to that column,
if I judge it riglit In the need of my service. AVe AVIU
soon make you find voice, you dog of a rebel! Here, take'
liim, and lash him to that pillar—there In the full s u n ! '
H e Avas already bound fast, in cords that crossed and re2rossed, and left him scarce liberty to draAV the air through
his lungs; It Avas an easy matter to fasten him to the shaft
3f the shattered column that stood in the glare of the noon,
unshaded even by a branch or a coil of ivy.
' Strip his shoulders, and let the gnats find him out,'
laughed the Calabrian, moving aAvay to finish his meal and
take a midday slumber. ' AVe will see if they and his thirst
do uot make him give tongue.'
He was obeyed.
They stripped the iinen from hia chest and shoulders,
and left him, lashed with cords to the travestlne In the
fullest force of the vertical rays; his wound uncovered, and
his head bare. At his feet ran the half-dry brook. They
went themselves into the shadoAv, and lay laughing, SAvearing, mocking, taunting, chanting obscene songs, and holding up to him iu the distance the wine-cans they had
drained.
The Insults passed by Erceldoune uunoted, the jeers unheard; in the desolation of his life they Avere knoAvn no
more than the sting of an Insect Is felt by one whom the
smoke aud flame of a burning pile is consuming.
Yet they had chained him to a martydrom.
The Intense heat poured upon his brain ; the scorching
light quivered about him ; his veins SAvelled till It seemed,
Avith every fresh pulse of the blood, they must burst; the
innumerable Avinged Insects, humming through the summer
ho-ars, attracted one by another, settled on his naked breast,
and thrust their anteunse into the bruised skin, aud pierced
their stings Into the opening of the wound. H e could not
free his hands to brush one of them aAvay. His throat Avas
dry as leather ; his tongue was sAvoUen and black ; bis thirst
waa unbearable ; and at his feet the shalloAV Avater stole to
madden him with the murmur of the cool ripples he could
not touch. The moments Avere as hours ; the minutes aa
years. The earth, the air, the sky, Avere aa one vast furnace that enclosed him ; where the jagged and beating
Qtrvea had been laid open by the hatchet-stroke, the buz-
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zing gnats alit, and clove, and stung, and feaslrd. \\ lakller men Avould have had the mercy of lusensihili'Ly; Avith
him the vital strength, the indestructible force of life within him, kept every nerve and every sense strung to their
keenest under the torture.
Yet when they came to him ever and ever again, and
asked him if he Avould speTik at last, his silence remained
unbroken. H e Avas faithful to those who had betrayed
him.
H o coidd receive release, as he could take vengeance,
by the utterance of one Avord. H e could deliver over hia
assassin to justice, and unloose his traitress to the doom
that AA'aited her, by the same sign that should free him
from this slow excruciating death.
He could cease to
softer, and become the just accuser of those by Avhom he
was destroyed. H e could scA'cr his bonds, and divide those
whose guilty union Avas a Averse agony to him tl'.an It lay In
the poAverof his torturers to deal. His OAVU fate and theira
rested in his choice.
And he bore his martyrdom and kept silence.
The
supreme hour of his passion had come to him and tempted
him, and found him strong. The puritv of his honour
would uot let him take a traitorous shame even against
those Avho dealt him treaclierv; the great love iuhim could
not iorsake her utterly, although Itself forsaken and betrayed.
The bond of his Avord Avas as religion to him still ; and
in his sight, though fallen, lost, dishonoured, she stid Avaa
sacred.
So far as thought could come to him in his agony, hia
thought was still to save her.
And he hung there, bound by the AA'aist, AvIth the blaze
of the sun In his blind eyes and ou his throbbing brain, and
the clouds of the booming circling gossamer wings growing
darker and larger as his tormentors SAvarmed doAvu to fasten
upon him.
One of the soldiers, AA'hom he had heavily bruised in tho
struggle for his capture, came out of the shade and dipped
a Avooden cup in the brook, aud held it just beyond the
reach of his iips.
' Speak", and you shall haA'e drink ! '
His throat Avas baked like burnt clay ; his mouth waa
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full of dust ; hia tongue was cloven to his teeth ; he
longed for water Avitli tho death thirst of the desert.
The Italian reached and touched his beard with the rim
of the cup, so that the coolness of tho draught mocked him
close.
' AVill you speak ? '
H e faintly moved his head In aenlal.
The soldier laughed with taunting mirth, and shook the
-ivater from the bowl out on to the herbage at his feet; he
kncAV that every Avasted drop would be an added pang.
Still he never spoke.
They left him agaiu to tho Tantalus torture. H e had
his freedom in hia OAvn choice ; in the utterance of one
Avord ; and he let them do their Avorst upon him rather
than turn traitor to the Avoman whom he held his traitress.
They came aud grouped about the pillar, and looked up
in hia face again with riotous laughter and foul-mouthed
outrage at him in his defencelesaneaa. The brazen sky
burned above In pltllestj fire ; the smiling cruelty of the
s.alt sea mocked him Avith its tossing sunlit freshness ; the
red anta Avere sloAvly climbing the baae of the column,
scenting blood, and swarming upward to fasten on him ;
through the air the first mosquito winged ita way, herald of
troops to come.
' AVill you answer now ? ' asked the chief.
H e turned his aching scorching eyes on them, while his
mouth could scarcely Avhisper the reply :
' No !'
The Calabrian flung himself round on hia men In the
rear
' Take him doAvn, and scourge him till you cut the truth
out of his h e a r t ! '
They were like a herd of Pyrenean dogs; the sight of
prey roused all their ravenous instincts. Men tasting once
the poAver and the pleasure of torture rarely pause till they
lose their sport to the king-player. Death.
They unbound him from the column, and fastened him
afresh to a low block of stone, stripped to the Avaist, so that
his chest and back should be left undefended for the curling
throngs of the lash ; his face Avas set still seaAvard, so that
the fair breadth of the free Avaters mocked him with its
hberty.
His head hung heavily downward ; throes of
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pain, like the scorching of flre, throbbed through his
wounded flesh, the rushing of pent-up blood filled his lungs,
' bis brain, his ears, his throat to suffocation. There Avas a
pause of some moments ; they were Aveaving together some
cords and some leathern belts Into the thing they needed.
The chief sauntered near him once more, and looked at
bim doubtingly : he kncAv the Capri mariners could be
dogged in brainless obstinacy as any Capri mule, but he
saw that this man's endurance Avas far more than the mere
mute, contumacious persistence of a sullen ignorance.
H e struck away, half compassionately, a gnat that was
alighting on the prisoner's bare breast.
' You are too fine a brute to be cut in pieces with the
lash. Look you, they have tough arms have my men ;
they Avill make their belts lay your lungs open If you keep
silent. Do you knoAv hoAV the leather can cut a mau's
flesh ? '
H e bent his head in assent; in Eussia he had seen a serf
die under the scourge.
' Y o u do? Well, that grand frame of yours will not
spare yon ; they will mash it to pulp. Will you not speak
—nowP'
' I have answered.'
' You are a fool and a madman ! ' swore the Calabrian.
' You lose your life for a worthless Wfjuian.'
A spasm that the bodily torture h.id never brought there
passed over his captive's face. H e kept silence still.
The Italian shrugged his shoulders and strolled aAvay.
There AA'as a moment's longer pause, theu tAvo soldiers
came to their work ; they had the Avhips that they had
made, with the heavy buckles at the end of the belts serving as the leaden points with Avhich the lash is coi .monly
weighted. The bloAvs would fall from cither side as the
strokes of the woodman's hatchet fall on a tree. T.ie rest
of tho band closed round in a semicircle, their commandant
slightly iu advance.
Then—theu only—as he saw the scourges in their hands,
and kncAv the Indignity that approached him, the mute
calm of his endurance, the apathy of that desolation of the
heart In which all bodily suffering passes as naught, changed
and broke. All the fire of hia nature, all the pride of hia
race, all the dignity of his manhood, flashed to sudden life ;
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he never s]ioke, he AA'as bound, motionless, but he raised
his heacJ '.^nd looked them full in the eyes, AvIth all tho
haughty passion of his fearless blood once more aflame. I t
Avas but one look ; his arm could not avenge him, nor hia
strength resiat the outrage ; yet before it they paused and
quailed. For the instant they stood irresolute, cowed hv
the challenge of hia unshrinking leonine regard ; then,
savage at their OAA'U sense of shame, they thrcAv themselves
forAvard, the metal-AAcighted throngs swirled round their
heads, gathering full force to curl round him like a serpent's
folds ; the Avatcliing soldiery drew deep noiseless breaths In
silence, the hot hushed air of noon had not a sound upou
i t ; he stood erect to his full height, the courage of the
soul victorious over the torture of the body ; before the
uplifted hands could fall, a single word echoed down through
the s t i l l n e s s - ' A V a i t ! '
The scourgers paused ; the chief SAvung round to see who
dared bid his men's obedience h a l t ; into their startled
croAvd came the Avoman they sought. Against the glitter
of the sea and the brown desolation of the plains they
eaAV Idalia.
From the captive they had bound a long bitter cry rang
—a cry that the lash would not have forced from him,
though it should have cut his heart in tAvaln.
Breathless as a long-chased stag, she pressed her Avay to
him and fell at his feet, and strove AvIth both hands to
wrench apart the knots that held him, and looked upAvard
at his face with the dumb agony of the brute's. The
Calabrian seized her, and drew her back; he knoAV her
but by name, and her face Avaa strange to him.
' Woman !—how dare you ? AVho are you ? '
' I am Idalia Vassalis. Take me—bind me—scourge
me. B u t let the guiltless go.'
The rough mountaineer looked at her amazed, aAved,
dazzled, doubting his own senses.
' You are the Countess Vassalis? ' he echoed slowly.
There In her mask robes, AvIth the gold all soiled and
blackened, the scarlet aflame against the sun, breathless,
worn, exhausted, yet with such command In her eyes, Avith
such misery on her face, AvIth such majesty iu her glance,
she moved him to fear as the sight of Cleopatra, captive,
would have moved a Latin boor of the Cohorts.
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' Yes, yes, y e s ! A re there no men here who can sAvertr
lo me ? "l am the rebel you seek. Take me ; do Avhat vou
AvIU Avith me ; deliver me up to your masters—but free tnat
man Avho is innocent! '
The Calabrian shaded his eyes AvIth his hand ; he felt
giddy before her.
' Is it she ? ' he Avhispered a comrade.
' I t Is she !' said a Lombard from the ranks. ' I saw her
before A^erona ; my shot killed a horse under her.'
She turned her head to the soldier.
' I thank you for your AvItness. NOAA-—do your duty.
Bind me, and free your prisoner.'
' Free him!—So !—he has as much guilt as vou.'
' H e has no guilt. You tortured him to discover me ;—
noAV that I yield myself to you, AA'hat plea have you to hold
him longer ? Unloose him, I say ; fasten me there in his
stead; use those thongs upon me ; It will not be the first
time you scourged a woman. Take him doAvn, and bind me
there in his place, by every justice In earth and heaven I'
Ereeldoune's voice crossed her OAvn, husky, and forced.
with difficulty from his SAVollen parched throat.
' Do not heed her. She speaks only to save me—
The Calabrian laughed coarsely.
' A h ! This fine Capriote dog, is he your love toy, then,
Illustrissima ? '
' H e Is my victim. May not that better release him ? '
The coarse outrage had no pOAver to Avound h e r ; she had
no consciousness, except of the man Avho, for her sake, Avas
bound in the cruel scorching noonday Avell-nlgh to the
pangs of a crucifixion. 'Is he to suffer for those Avhohave
Avronged him ? H e does so Avhen he suffers for me. If I
be your enemy, I am tenfold his ; will not that quell your
rage against hint? I have ruined him; that should give
him grace in your sight. From first to last he has been
wronged by me. Plundered, Avounded, left for dead by
those Avho were of my people ; used by me, foi'saken by
me, driven to peril and bondage by me—has he uot more
to hate me for thau you ? I n the nobility of his licart he
shields me still, because he once has pledged me shelter, because his honour still is greater even than his immeasurabio
wrongs ; but he does so only because he is above even hia
own just vengeance, only because he AA'IU not purchase
freedom even at cost of lives that are his curse.'
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She sank doAvn at his feet once more ; she strove to rend
Ais noiids asunder;—he seemed to her great as never man
Avere great In that silent martyrdom, endured for those
Avho had betrayed him. H e looked doAvu on her, doiibtI112; his own senses, donbtiiiG; that the bnrnine; of the suu
made him, in delirium, dream the words he heard, the face
he saAV.
' Free him ! ' she cried aloud, with that ferocity of unbearable misery whicli makes tlie gentlest savage. ' AVhat
plea have you to hold him? I am here; I surrender to
you. Take me to king or priest, as you choose ; gl\e me
only his liberty for mine !'
Instinctively his heart went out to save h e r ; hia consciousness aAvakened through the feverish mists of pain
enough to knoAV that remorse flung her here to perish lor
him, enough by unconsidered Impulse to seek to save her
still.
' Do uot heed her, I say,' his lips breathed hoars'.dy. ' She
only apeaks to spare me—'
' Ho I' laughed the Calabrian, ' how you quarrel for the
kiss of the lash! NOAV AVC have you we Aviil keep you—
both.'
She turned on him with her old Imperious command.
' You Avill not dare to take hia life I H e ia of England
•—not of Italy. Such things as he has done against your
king and your laws he haa done never for himself, only at my
instance—'
' A likely tale, to screen your fellow-rebels, miladi! Tell
it to more credulous hearers—'
' You think that I speak falsely ? '
For the moment the old glorious challenge of her disdainful pride beamed from her face ; they Avho saAV it,
thought, despite themselves, that if this Avomaii Avere not
above a lie, then never truth Avas uttered iu this Avorld.
' I t is no matter how you speak,' the Italian made her
answer; 'you are my jirlsoners. I shall but give you over
tc those Avho Avill judge you.'
' Give me, then. Am I not here that you may do your
Avorat Avith me ? But by all justice, all mercy, all pity, leave
liim free ! '
' I t ia imjDOSsible I'
She thrcAv herself before him ; she let her fallen hair
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bathe his feet, she poured out the vivid utterances of as
eloquence that none ever heard unmoved, she sued to him
r'S never for herself Avould she have sued an emperor; for
the only time In her life she abased herself to supplication
—she to Avlioin the praying of such a prayer was worse
than the endurance of any chastisement.
The Calabrian heard her, startled, dazzled, shaken, but
he Avould iii't yield.
' I t is too late,' he aaid abruptly. 'Miladi, why did you
not think before Avhat serving you might cost to a brave
man? You treated him like a dog: AVCH, he must die a
doi; s death. The blame of It Is not mine.'
There Avaa a certain pathos in the Avorda ; he was brave
enough himself to honour the courage he had so mercilessly
tried ; her head sank as though the rebuke of Deity spoke
bv the rough soldier's mouth; she crouched, with a IOAV
moan like a stricken animal's, at the foot of the column
where Erceldoune was bound.
H e turned on her his strained and aching eyes.
' Why have you so much mercy on my body ? '
There Avas an Infinite reproach In the infinite patience of
the Avondering words. W h y had she who had slain his soul,
his spirit, his hope, all in him that made the living of his
life of any peace, of any worth, thus had mercy on the mere
torture of limb and nerve and sinew? AVhy did she who
had been so pitiless, so Avanton in her cruelty, feel compassion and contrition before the coarse indifferent doom of
merely physical pain ?
The Calabrian looked at them in silence, then motioned
LO his men.
'Take them from the sun-glare, and bind them together.'
In a sense he felt pity, because he felt the homage of
courage to courage, for this man whom he had seen so
loyal at such aAvful cost; but for her he had no emotion,
save dread of her as a sorceress, save wrath against her
for one Avhose fell temptations had been so fatal and so
ruthless.
yhe made no resistance ; she never felt the grating of
the leathern thongs upou her wrists ; she had lost all
consciousness of personal suffering; she had come to deliver up her life for his, and the sacrifice was given too l a t e ;
she had no knowledge left her save this, no heed for what-
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soeA'er they might do to her, though she had given herself
back to a worse captivity than the prison of the grave. Aa
the leash with which the soldiers coupled them like hounda
Avas pulled tighter, drawing her wrists together, and upAvard Avhere she was sunk on the parched turf at his feet,
her hand touched h i s ; he shuddered as he had never done
Avhen the mosquito had thrust its sting Into hia unshielded
breast.
She felt rather than saAV that mute agony of the bound,
defenceless, poAverless limbs; It passed through her In tenfold bitterness. This man, who had held himself unAvorthy
to touch but the hem of her garment, Avho had deemed
himself blessed as with the gift of gods If her eyes but
dwelt with a smile on his, IIOAV shrank from the contact
of her hand as from pollution, from Iniquity.
' T a k e me away,' she moaued Avearily. ' W o u l d you
chain him to his murderess ? '
They hesitated, and looked toward their chief.
' Leave me, aud take him d o w n ! ' she said, with that
vibration in her voice that scared them like startled sheep.
' H e dies there, and you have not mercy enough even to
lift him up one drop of Avater, even to thrust aAvay one
sting that fastens on him. H e is dying, I say. If you
are men, aud not fiends, unloose him !'
They had been as fiends in their sport; the southern
cruelty that will rend a bird's Avings from its body, or a
butterfly's dainty beauty asunder, laughing softly all the
AvhIle, had been awakened in t h e m ; they Avere loth to ftuit
its indulgence.
H e looked as though she said aright, and that he waa
dying lashed there to the column ; his eyes Avere blood-red,
his mouth open and SAVoUen, his forehead purple Avith
suffused blood; his heart beat visibly, great SIOAV laboured
throbs, under the cords ; he was fast losing consciousness.
She wrenched herself from their hold, and caught the
wooden cup the soldier had cast down, aud filled It with
the Avater of the stagnant stream, and held it upAvard to hia
ilps ; he quivered from head to foot, and shrank from the
draught that through the parching heat he had been
F.thlrst for with so deadly a louguig.
' Do not torture me—more !'
The Avhisper Avas almost inarticulate from his dry
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stiffened lips ; the cup fell from her hold. She kncAV his
meaning; remembered the memory AvhIch made the thirst
that he endured less torture than that action from her
hand. She turned passionately on the nearest soldiers.
' ShoAv some human mercy ! Bind me there In his .-stead,
tear me limb from limb as children tear the fire-flies; it
Avill be rarer pastime for you to put a Avoman to torment!
You knoAv what matter of thing is justice ? Then, if you
do, by every laAV of justice make me suffer, and spare
him.'
Under their drooping lids, his eyes lightened a moment
Avith a gleam of consc.ousness: his instinct Avas still foi
her defence.
' Let me be. So best,' he said faintly. ' I t AVIU soon
end.'
She was Avorthless, she had so declared herself; she Avas
his traitress and another's paramour; yet the loyalty in
him survived still—still to lay his life doAvn for her had its
SAveetness to him.
A shrill wailing cry broke from her like that of some
creature perishing in the trough of Avaves or under billoAA-y
flames.
' O Christ! have you no pity? Take him doAvu AA'hile
there Is breath in him, and bind me there In hia stead. I
Avill never bid you spare me one pang !'
They looked doubtfully at their chief; he signed them
to obey her.
' She says justly ; It Is she AVIIO ought to suffer. Loose
him and bring him out of the sun.'
They unloosened the knotted cords that sAvathed his
limbs to the column; Avlieu they Avere Avholly unfastened
he swayed forAvard, his head fell on his breast, his body
bent like a reed, there was foam upou his beard, and his
eyea were closed.
A great stillness came then upon the soldiery about the
place ; through them, under their breath, they Avhispered
that their Avork Avas done—that he Avas dead.
She alone thought not as they thought, that his sacrifice
for her Avas croAA'ued by the last sacrifice of all.
' H e is not dead,' she said simply.
There Avas a strange calmness and certainty In the worda
that thrilled through those Avho heard them ; they looked
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at her, neither tonclilng nor opposing her ; she had terror
for them—terror for them aa of some great, fallen, half,
shameful, and half-glorious thing. Every intense passion
carries its reaction of fear upon those who Avitnesa i t ; hers
had ;-!'aeh on them UOAV. They dimly felt that if they, in
their Avanton cruelty, had been the actual murderers of
this man, she kncAV herself far more utterly his destroyer
than they could be, who had but harmed his mortal form.
' H e Is not dead,' she said, with that vibration of an exquisite joy crossing the icy desolation of despair which
smote the most callous there to some vague sense of unswerving p a i n ; — a s though her voice reached him, he
raised himself slightly, AA'here tAVO soldiers held up his
sinking frame, his lips gasped for breath, his eyes unclosed to the dazzling gleam of the day, he stood erect,
Avhilc a loud cry broke tVom him
' 0 God 1—1 cannot die I'
The English Avords missed the listening southern ears ;
she alone knoAv the agony In them of the great imperishable strength that Avould uot let life leave him, that Avould
survive all AA'hich strove to slay it—survive to keep sensation, memory, knoAvledge in him, and to refuse the only
mercy he could ever know, the mercy of oblivion and annihilation.
The Calabrian, who had ordered him this torture, looked
softened, and Avent and laid his hand upon his prisoner's
shoulder.
' You are a fine brute. I am sorry you provoked us. See
here—this Avoman Is the guiltier: she says so ; she Is come
to'sufler in your stead.'
H e heard, though all his senses still Avere dim—though
earth, and sea, and sky, and the ring of the armed men, and
hti* face in the AY bite furnace-heat of the sunlight were all
one misty blaze of colour to him. H e heard, and his lips
moved faintly.
' She shall not suffer—for me.'
So far as thought could be clear to him, he thought that,
haviui,' sinned so deeply against him, remorse at the last
had struck her, and draAvn her to bear Avitness for him ; he
thought that there yet dwelt in her too much still of native
courage, of inborn nobility, to let her rest in safety and
necurityf while th 'ougli I'.'r sin, and io give her IVeedow,
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he endured the doom to which she had cast him o u t ; ho
thought that, so far, she was t r u e to herself, though false
Avith worse than a Delilah's treachery to him. To take
vengeance upon her Avas a poor, vain, Avretched quittance
that never glanced by him ; a grossness, a baaenesa that
could have no place with him ; his great tortured passion
could no more have slaked Itself in such a payment than It
could have wreaked its Avrong by the bruising and the marring of that mere loveliness of form which had been the
lure and instrument of his destruction.
The Italian sAVore a heaA'y oath.
' Are you mad ? AVhy, of her own testimony she haa
been your r u i n !
H e saw bis captive's breast heaA-e with a mute, tearless,
convulsed sob, that no corporeal torment had ever Avrung
from him.
' Of a Avoman's compassion she says it—out of her own
mouth you would not condemn her ? '
I t Avas the sole denial, the sole evasion of the truth that
ever his voice had spoken. To save himself, he Avould not
have borroAved the faintest likeness of a lie ; but Iu the
dizzy mists of his reeling senses, in the exhaustion of Intense pain, this one instinct remained Avitli him—to save
her even from herself, to screen her even from the justice
that would avenge him.
As she heard, Avhere she stood bound, held back 'oy the
guards Avho had seized her, her eyea met his aerosa the
breadth that Avas betAveen them, of hard, hot, Avhite, cruel
l i " h t ; — guilty or guiltless, faithful or faithless, by that
look he knew that she loved him aa no Avoman Avill love
tAvice.
His head sank, hia eyelids closed, he shivered iu the
scorching day. She loved him, or she had not cOme
thither—she loved him, or never that language had burned
for him In lier glanee.
B u t this love—love of the traitress, of the voluptuous betrayer, of the temptress of sin, of
tl;e ' queen of evil, lady of lust '—what Avas this to him ?
H e could have better borne to see her lie dead at Ins
feet.
Some touch of veneration for the courage they had wit
nessed, for the self-sacrifice they vaguely understood, had
come upon the brigands round him—brigands in their
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coa'-seness, their training, and their brutality, though they
wore till! livery of a monarchy. They had seen that thia
mau could hold his OAVU in contest with the strength, and
the rage, and the prolonged resistance of lions; they saw
noAV that be could suffer and submit with the mute enduring jiatient self-surrender and self-command of those saints
of A\hom the jjrlests had told them in their boyhood, dim,
pathetic, ancient legends, half forgot and lialf remembered.
They yielded him a certain, reluctant, Avondering homage,
aud they brought him, with more gentle usage, Avhere the
thickly-woven oliv« and acanthus made a shadoAV from the
sun, and gave him water to slake his burning throat, and
drew the linen folds of his dress over his Avounded chest
Avith Avhat Avas, for them, almost tenderness. To her they
had no such pity ; they knew her a revolutionist, a rebel,
an infidel—aa they were told, a woman of evil, murderous,
and fearful sorcery, who could revenge with the jettatura
all those who incensed her by resisting her seductions;
they hated her with a great sullen hate, the stronger because It was the barbarous hatred that Is born of fear; but
for their commander they Avould have shot her doAvn Avith
a volley from their carbines, that those fatal eyes might
gaze on them no more with the glance that they believed could Avither them like a sorceress's incantation.
They bound her arms behind her with ruthless severity,
till her fair skin was lacerated and bruised; then they
forced her doAvn on to the yelloAV grasses that grew lank
and long among the fallen temple-stones, and passed the
ropes that bound her round a block of travestlne : from
the moment that she had asked for his deliverance, she
had never spoken.
H e was so near her that, stretching her hand out had she
been free, she could have touched him where they had laid
him doAvn ; his pain-racked limbs were stifl' aud motionless ;
he could not have stirred one step to save his life ; his frame
was racked AvIth cramp, and the virus from the insects' teetfi
seemed to eat like vitriol into his flesh; his face Avaa buried
in the grasses as his forehead rested on his arm ; he could
not bear to look upou h e r ; he could not bear to feel her
gaze was ou him. To the watching eyes of the soldiers
about them, to the certainty of captivity, or worse, that
waited them they were both unconscious; all that either
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knew was that presence of the other, which surpassed any
martyrdom to which military and priestly poAver coulU ever
bring them.
There was silence for some time around; the chief of tho
scanty troop had sent the fleetest runner among them
northward for orders from the one who, AvIth the Avarrant
of his Grace of Villaflor, had the direction of his search
and the disposition of his prisoners. H e was uncertain
what to do, and whither to take t h e m ; In a thing of so
much moment he feared to move rashly or Avrongly: the
people were inflamed moreover, the times were rife Avith
unrest and sedition, the mouths of the populace were
whispering tales that made the national blood burn hot
against the Bourbon; he feared a riot—even it might be a
rescue—if he bore this woman, to Avhom his superstition
gave such spells, and to Avhom the revolutionists gave such
homage. In the full noonday captive toward Naples.
An hour heavily passed b y ; round them the soldiera
were couched, panting iu the heat, but Avith their look
AA'atchful as a dog's, and their cocked carbines slanted
toAvard those they guarded. Where they had fastened her
she sat AvIth her head boAved doAvu, and her eyes, that
burned like fire under their SAVoUen aching lids, fastened
on him where he lay; he never stirred, but every UOAV and
then a great shudder shook his Avhole frame, though he
never lifted his face from where it rested on bis arms,
though his limbs felt dead as Avith the numbness of Arctic
frost. Fettered, she sat and looked on him—this man,
who had thought no evil thing could ever come to him,
once having gained the treasure of her love. H e had lost
all actual knowledge that she was near. In the exhaustion
that bad succeeded to the long strain on every nerve and
fibre. Delirious teeming fancies swam before his brain
even in that lethargy of worn-out powers ; iu them he had
no sense of the reality of her presence beside him, but m>
visions he believed he beheld her, the priestess of passion
and pain, the goddess of darkness and of the spells of the
senses, whom no man shall worship and live.
The messenger returned. The ansAverIng command waa
whispered by him to his officer. There was noise and move-,
meut and haste and deiVy around them under the shadoAV o^
the aged silver olive-trees. Neither knew nor ^ e d e d ife
Fftte had wrought its worut on them-
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The soldiers brought a long low waggon, taken from a
homestead some Avay in the interior, oxeu draAvn, and commonly used to bear the load of millet-sheaves at harvest, or
the piles of purple fruit at vintage time. They half dragged,
half lifted him upon the straw Avithiu It—with a kindly
gentleness still, for tlioy pitied him Insomuch as he had
fallen bmieath her power, they honoured him insomuch aa
their uttermost iugenuity of torture had failed to wring from
him one moan or oath; and they roughly motioned her to
a place beside him, a superstitious terror of her keeping
their hands from touching, and their tongues from offeriug
her insult. She stooped over him Avhere he lay, half senaeleaa, on the streAvn cornstalks.
" 0 Heaven! how you sufler ! "
The darkness of his eyes, humid and lustreless, gleamed
on her a moment under his half-closed lids ; he turned with
restless fever on the straw.
' You think this pains ? '

CHAPTEE XXXV.
' I AVOULD HAVE GIVEN MT SOUL FOB THIS

T H E oxeu toiled laboriously on their Avearlsome way; the
Avagon jolted cm Its large unpainted Avhcels; the soldiera
marched on either side, and In the van and rear: the tawny
leathern covering flapped Idly to and fro, while about it
clung a faint sweet fragrance from grass-crops and vineloads carried through mauy changing seasons of the earth-.
AVhere they went she had no knowledge; they had bound
her eyes ; that the noon in time passed aud the cooler day
followed she could tell by some diminution in the intensity
of heat, and by the tender music of birds' throats that every
noAv and theu broke out from myi tie-thickets and lemongardens that they Avended their Avay through as the hours
advanced. The measured march of the men, and of the
heavy tread of the cattle, at intervals paused; then she
heard the muttering of voices, and some change in their
guards' position round the wagon, as though uneasinesa or
jrjecnnrjty waa preyaient fs.mo.ng the seautj troop, 'i'm\^
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seemed endless; but she knew that she might easily err in
its reckoning, for the oxen moved Avitli great tardiness, and
neither man nor beast could press on Avith any sAvIftness
till the sun had sunk lower. At her feet Erceldoune lay
motionless ; she could not see or touch him, she Avould listen
for each sigh and catch of the painful breath he drew
through his aching chest. The exhaustion which had succeeded to the torment he had undergone still lasted; a
feverish lethargy held bim almost insensible ; he Avas conscious of some m r e s t , of some added pang Avheu the uneven rugged roadway shook the labouring wagon, and then
he turned Avearily on the straw beneath him, but to greater
sensibility he never roused. They bad screened him from
the heat Avith some broken boughs, and bad laid some
w-etted linen ou the excoriated skin that their bloAvs had
bruised, and the gnats had stung—the soldiers compassionated him as the ])rey of the ' evil eye.' At times, from
the Aveakness that had folIoAvcd on the ordeal he had endured, his breathing and the pulsations of his heart Avere so
IOAV that neither could be detected by her eager ear; she
could not tell Avhether life had ceased or not, and her OAVU
heart stood still Avith a fear that no jeopardy of her own
life had ever roused In her. Aud yet—Avhat would existence. If it lingered in him, be to him ! Ouly existence—
dragged out at the galley-oar amid the comjianionshlp of
felons. Or—even if his country and his friends gained
freedom for him—only one unending misery through hia
memory, through his loss, of her.
In her despair she strained at the cords that bound her,
and bent toward him, though her hand could not reach nor
her lips touch his.
' Speak to me !—for pity's speak to me !'
There Avaa uo reply ; her voice had ceased to have power
to rouse him.
' Can you not hear me ? ' she murmured to him, as that
horrible stillness froze her blood. ' O, by the love you have
borne me, hear one word, oue word only—I have never betrayed y o u ! '
There was no answer still; suuk In that lifeless languor
even these Avords—that camo too late—had not the spell
to wake him. His bodily suffering had conquered his bodily
strength at Ir.st; he was stretched like a felled tree at her
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feet, and had nor sight, nor hearing, nor any knowledge of
ber presence near.
The escort moved on, on Its weary route.
Through the darkness and the stillness round her the
sounds of the declining day, that waa still bright upon the
Avorld, came AvIth strange distinctness. The song of a child's
voice on the air; the noise of a water-Avheel in a stream ;
the slow droning notes of monastic bells ; tho laughter of
vinedressers among the budding vines ; the mournful chant
of a requiem as a village funeral passed with the crucifix
borne aloft; a thousand murmurs of SAveet sunlit Idyllic
life, came on the stillness Avith a jarring cruelty through the
ceaseless tread of the soldiera' feet, and the SIOAV creaking
of the reluctant Avheela.
At length they paused finally. The sun by thia waa
sinking IOAV westAvard. The Calabrian In command touched,
and bade her descend. She drew back. ' W h e r e he goes,
I go-'
iShe spoke, not with the supplication of a woman who
loved to rest near what she loved, but rather Avith the entreaty of remorse to share the victim's fate, with the demaud of a leader to endure Avhatever fell to the lot of one
who too loyally obeyed such leadership. The soldier laughed
noisily.
' O yes ! you shall have your loA-er, 'llustrisslma. Come—•
or it will be worse for him ! '
She obeyed, obliged to be content with such a promise,
lest the threat against him should be borne out. Her eyea
Avere still bound from the light. She heard them lift him
down from hia bed of straAV. She thought they bore him
after her, aa heavy steps followed In her rear.- and a heavy
hand thnist her forAvard down long stone passage-ways.
Where they had brought her waa a large granary, or group
of store-houses, very lonely, and built strongly In early daya
when the ungathered grain had to be not seldom defended
with a fierce struggle from the raids of foreign bands that
fought their quarrels out upon Italian soil. The building
Avas tAvo-storled, aud the vast barn-like chambers were of
stone, with slender AvIndoAva barred with ruaty iron, and with
a faint dreamy odour In them from sheaves of millet stored
there, and from a quantity of the boughs of the SAveet
myrtle, Avliich had been cut away to lay clear the stems of
olives to the air.
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They cut the cord that bound her hands, and left her
just AvIthin the door as they closed it, and drcAV the bolta
Avithout.
She tore down the bandage that covered her eyes, and
saw that they had played her false. In the darkened room
she stood alone.
For many hours afterward time was a blank to her.
Whether sleep succeeded to the exhaustion, the endurance, and the sleepless toil of the past days and nights, or
whether she again lostconsciousuess, and lay aa in a trance,
she never knew. The irresistible reaction that folloAvs on
overwrought excitation came ou her. The worn-out limbs
and the strained nerves succumbed to it, and It stole upward
at length to the brain, and deadened It to ail sentient life,
to all remembrance, to all thought.
When she awakened, she Avas lying, throAvn forA\'ard on
the heap of dying myrtle. All waa Intensely still; through
the slit of the casement the midnight stars Avere sliiiiiug,
and the hooting of an owl came Availingly ou the stillnesa.
H e r first memory Avas of him. H e r first action AA'as to
arise and look out on the night. A beautiful country lay In
the pallor of the young moon's rays ; she kncAv the landscape
well; It was but few leagues from Naples. BeloAv, under
some great trees of olives and of lemon, two sentinels were
pacing with their carbines slanted; except for their measured
tread there Avas no sound. The ])lace Avas lonely and deserted ; the outbuilding among maize-fields and oli\'e-slopes
belonging to the Crown. She looked; then Avent back to
the couch of Avithering myrtle, and sought to make her
thoughts groAV clear ; and the manifold hazards aud remembrances of ber past became of use Iu her extremity. But
the task Avaa beyond her strength. She Avas fasting—she
Avas devoured with thirst—she was conquered by physical
fatigue—«he could see, hear, remember, nothing but the
face of the man who had been willing to perish for her
sake,—the gallant beauty bound to the stone-shaft, mutilated, bruised, agonised,-—the voice Avhich yet amid all that
torture gave her uo reproach more bitter than that one rebuke ' W h y have you so much mercy on my body ? ' She
loved him Avith the voluptuous Avarmth of southern passion; but she loved hliii also Avitli that ])OAvcr of self-negation Avhicb would have made her aceept any doom tor
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ticrself, could she thereby have released him to freedom and
to ]ieace. Her pride of nature, her Imperial ambitions,
her habit of dominion, and her desire of homage, had given
her long a superb egotism, even while sho had been ever
Avilling to give all she owned for the furtherance of lofty
aims. But now all heed of herself was killed In h e r ; on
hor own fate she never cast a thought of pity. She had
played a great game, Avon many casts in it, and lost the last.
That was but the see-saw of life. B u t he—for his loyalty
he perished ; for his nobility he suffered aa felona suffer;
by the very greatness of his faith he was betrayed ; by the
very purity of his sacrifice be was lost for ever.
Time crept darkly on. The odour of the myrtles was
like the mournful fragrance from flowers strewn upou a
coffin.
From below, the monotonous tread of the slow
regular steps sounded faintly; in the gloom bats flew to and
fro, and au OAVI, Avho had her nest among the rafters, flittered in and out through the bars of the unglazed casement, seeking and briuging food for her callow brood. The
silence Avas unbroken ; the darkness very heavy, and fllled
with a stealiug, sickening sense of unseen life, as rat and
/izard darted over the stoues, aud the downy wings of the
night-birds brushed the air; she felt as though she should
Jose reason itself in that horrible stillness, that fettered
misery, that impotent inaction.
Amid all, there came on her a strange dreamy woude.f
lioAv the life of the world was passing. For twelve days she
had been aa dead as though she had lain In her tomb. W h e n
they had seized her at Antina, the time had been pregnant
of great things ; whether they had been brought forth or
strangled In their birth she could not tell. All that had
been done among men was a blank to her.
Theu all such memories drifted far from her again. Ono
remembrance alone remained—that of the man who suffered
his martyrdom for her rather than render up to justice ono
by Avhom he believed himself betrayed more foully than tho
sleeping Sisera slain under the sanctity of the roof-tree. Sho
knew It might Avell be that never again Avould they look upon
each other's face ; that they might drag their lives on asunder, chained apart at the labour of felons, AvIth eternal sileuce
betwixt them, aud kuoAving uot even when each other's life
Bhould cease.
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It is a horrible knowledge—that one, living, yet AVIII be
for ever aa the dead.
Fear had never touched h e r ; yet noAV a supernatural
terror seemed to glide into her veins. The black shades ot
the stealing lizards, and the cold touch of the bat'a Aviug as
it passed, grcAv unhearable ; the darkneaa seemed dravviug
in on her closer and closer; the eyes of the night-birds
gloAved like flame through the glooui ; she uttered a bitter
cry, and thrcAV herself against the bars, and shook them
with all the force of destiny. ' Let me see him once, that
he may know !' she cried out to the peace of the night. ' O
God, that he may know ! '
The cry, though not the worda, Avaa heard.
The door Avas unbolted, and opened. The light of a lamp
fell on the floor. The Calabrian entered.
' S o ! Avhat Is It, Miladi ? ' H e came, careless aud ready
for a braggart's insolence. She turned her eyes on him, aud
the look smote him speechless.
' You played me false,' she said to him. ' Where Is he ? '
H e stammered, then Avas silent. She dazzled and affrighted him, aa her sudden apparition had done iu the blaze
of the noonday. H e thought course and evil things against
h e r ; he had heard them said, and deemed them true ; but
in ber presence, even to think them seemed a sacrilege
' AVhere la he ? ' she repeated. ' Auswer me.'
• H e Is near you.' H e spoke at random ; AvIth the flicker
of the lamp on the scarlet of her dress, and the gleam of
her loose-hanging hair, her beauty looked to him unearthly.
' In this building ? '
Yes. You are both—kept here because—until—' H e
stopped confusedly, and bent above tha wick of the lamp,
aa though It needed trimming.
' Until what ? '
' Until the king's pleasure,' he replied sullenly.
She came closer to him.
' You are a soldier ? ' she asked.
'Yea.'
'AVell, then, brave men are commonly pitiful. Let me
see him for one hour to-nlglit.'
H e Avould have laughed out a coarse j e s t ; but as he met
her look he dared not.
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' Impossible ! ' he ansAvered curtly. ' No prisoners must
commune AvIth each other.'
' I kiioAv, I k n o w ! ' she Interrupted bins. ' But gold keys
unlock all barriers! I am rich. Namo your price. You
shall have it if you can give me one hour with him.'
' Impoasible!' he muttered once more.
' N o ; possible—if you will do it. What can It harm
you ? You have both under lock aud Avard. All I ask is a
little speech AvIth him. Sec, I told you I had wronged him
deeply. Can you not think I Avant his pardon ? '
The humility of the worda coming from lipa so proud,
ftiul bending a spirit so indomitable, touched the soldier,
Avho under a rough rind, had a certain latent kindliness.
' N a y ; 1 AA'ould do It for you If I could out of charity,'
he made ansAver. ' B u t It Is not in my poAver I toll you.'
' It is in your poAver, if It be In your Avill. An hour—
a half hour—but a fcAv moinents—aud you shall have a
thousand—flve thousand ducats !'
H e looked at her stupefied ; he was avaricious, like moat
Italians.
' HOAV cau you get them ? They will have confiscated all
you have!
' I n Italy yes. But that Avas little. My wealth lies elsewhere. I Avill Avrlte you an order on Paris, that will give
you the sum clown in gold.'
' You speak truth ? '
' Did you ever hear that I spoke any other thing ?
H e laughed. ' Basta, never. They all say that you lash
king and priest Avitli your tongue! AVell, I AVIU see Avliat I
can do.'
H e left her ; barring her In. She waited in an anguish
of dread. She had spoken calmly and briefly to him ; but
alone, the great veina stood out on her forehead, and her
limbs shook with the passiou of hope and fear. Sho Avould
have laid her head doAvn on a scaflbld Avith the breaking of
daAvu, if to-night she could thereby have purchased the
poAver to say but a single Avord to the man Avho believed her
his traitress.
Before long the Calabrian returned ; he had nothing of
the soft grace common to his countrymen ; but ho had a
rough good faith, which, blent Avith his liking of gold, served
her better. H e held her an Inkhorn aud a slip of paper.
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' I t Avaa a miracle to get these ; I sent tc the ostiary for
them. AVrite, and you shall see this stricken lion of yours ;
sure you ha\e wounded him some Avay Avorse than ever we
did.'
She laid the paper on the stone Avindow-alll, and Avrote
an order for the payment, In Paris, of ten thousand francs
in her name to his. He read it Avith the hesitation of a bad
scholar by the feeble oil light; then a laugh spread itself
over all hia features.
' So ! I have a brother, a singer. In Paris, who will serve
for this work. I t Avere as much as my hfe, Miladi, Avere
worth for your name and mine to be seen together. Come!
you shall go to your comrade ; but, of a surety, rich lips like
yours might add one another payment ? '
The indignant blood flushed her face ; bat she restrained
the haughty Impulse that moved her.
"Brave meu do not insult captives Avho cannot resent,'
she said briefly. ' I have fulfilled my bond. Fulfil yours.'
H e hung his head ashamed, and motioned her to pass out
iefore him. There Avas a short broad stone passage, Avith a
door at the farther end—the great barn-door of anotherstonechamber. H e dreAv the bars aside, and pushed it open, setting his lamp doAvn AvithIn the entrance. ' You shall be
alone an hour,' he said, as he closed the door afresh, and the
bolts rolled back Into their places.
The oil-fed Avick shed but a narrow circle of light beneath
I t ; it did nothing to Illumine the impenetrable darkness
that lay beyond in the central and distant parts of the cornroom ; there was no more sound here than In her own prisonplace, the same flitting of grey doAviiy Avings, the same gliding murmur of hidden night-aAvakened Insect life.
She
thought that again the Italian had betrayed h e r ; that she
Avas still In solitude.
B u t though her eyes could not pierce that dense wall of
unllghtened shadoAv that fronted her, such light as came
from the lamp—for here the moon did not shine—Avas cast
full about her, and ou the dusky scarlet cloud of her draperies. And ou the silence a cry rang that startled all the
night-birds In their restless fiight, circling beneath the rafters. Unseen himself, he saAv her, and deemed it a vision
of the bitter dreams that sAvam, as shadoAvs seem to SAvim
on waters, through his aching brain.
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H e rose slOAvly from the straw In which he lay, reeling to
and fro In his Aveakness, and came out from the gloom and
faced her—silent.
She looked at him a moment, then fell at his feet as she
bad fallen when he had been bound beneath his scourgers.
He did not move, nor touch her; bis eyes were fastened
senselessly upon her; he shivered as though hot Iron seared
him.
' Cau you not leave me in peace to sufler ? ' he cried
wildly. "'Off—off—off! AVhat 7 loved is dead ! Ay—you
teiii|)t me—you bring me her beauty—you would give iiu»
lur kisses, her passion, her sweetness, her shame. I Avill
not—I AvIU not ! What I loved is dead ! I am faithful!'
All through the hours of the night, dreams of her had
mocked, and pursued, and tortured, and assailed him; he
was drunk as Avith the fumes of wine Avith the burning of
the love that still lived ; his mind, weakened aud delirious,
had only been conscious of phantoms that seemed to throng
on him, tempting him in a thousand shapes, binding him
doAvn the slave of his senses, forcing on him joys torn out
from the hell of guilt. ' W h a t matter what you be—what
matter what death come by you, so you are mine !' The
old, old subtlety that has tempted all men from the flrst hour
that they fell by AAomen, had besieged him through all the
lonely watches of the night. Now he knoAV not her living
]n-esence from the visions of his temptress.
In horror she knelt before him.
' Hush ! hush! Ah ! for heaven's sake, believe my loA'e
at least, though it has cursed you !'
He thrust her from him, with the senseless blaze still In
his eyes.
' Love! Ay, shared wlt'n a score. Love that is poison
and infamy; love In my arms to-night, iu another's to-morrow ! O, I kuow, I knoAV—it la sweet, and cruel, and rich,
nnd men fall by it and perish through it. But to me it were
Averse than naught. Cau you not tell how I loved h e r ? '
The Avords AvhIch had been at first raving and violent,
sank at last into an infinite weariness and pathos. Teara
rained down her face as she heard t h e m ; never had she
honoured him aa she honoured him now, when he refused
subjection to a vile passion, and held her dead to him because
he held her base AvIth the baseness of deliberate and selfchosen vice.

540

IDALIA.

' I can tell!' she murmured. ' You love as she nienls
not, nor any woman. Yet—love farther still, and, if you
can, forgive!'
H e started as the voice thrilled through him, aud roused
his consciousness of some actual life near him.
* Forgive ? forgive ?' he ansAvered her. ' Do you not know
tliat Avhat men have to pray for, before Avomen like you. Is to
have the power to 7m^<;.'' Forgive? That Avere SAveet as tho
touch of your kisses I I t is to shun, to abhor, to resist you,
that strength ia needed!'
H e Avas not wholly conscious of ber presence ; the sense
that AvhIle she had betrayed she yet had borne him a cruel,
worthlesa, sensual passion had been forced on him even Avhile
he had found her sheltering his foe, had beeu borne out by
her OAVU Avords, even by her outbreak of remorse, as she had
pleaded for his life on the sea-shore: that sense remained
with him, and against the weakness In him that made such a
love even as this look priceless, strove that nobler Instinct
which had governed him when he had said to her, ' love that
Is faithless and guilty—Avhat is that to m e ? '
H e had thought that, for her sake, he should shrink from
no crime ; that for the guerdon of her beauty there would
be no guilt before which he would pause ; but even now, Iu
the semi-Insanity brought on him hy the torment through
Avhich he had passed, he was truer to himself than this ; and
the caress of a wanton could never have replaced to him the
loss of the ' one loyalty, one faith' of his life. H e would have
defended her and cleaved to her in her extremity, and
endured in her stead forsake of the imperishable fidelity he
had sworn to h e r ; but it Avould have been only, when the
last thing was done and the last sacrifice rendered, to have
put her from him for evermore, and never to have looked
upon her face again.
She lay at bis feet, and heard him thus abjure her power ;
thus entreat for force to be bllndand dead to the allurement
of Avhat he deemed the voluptuoua visions of hia cheated
passion ; aud she honoured him as never she had honoured
any living man ; honoured the slave who, because his slavery
was shame, broke from It, and became her king by virtue of
the very majesty of that rebellion. Snakes had crawled and
beasts had-crouched In human likeness many a time before
her ; this man alone stood before her undebased, haAdmr rent
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the Avithes of base desire, having cleaved to the liberty of an
unstained honour.
Aud her heart weut out to him in supplication, remembering alone the Avretchedness that through her had fallen on
him.
' My God, yes ! I have brought you only evil. But hear
me ouce before we part for ever. Hear me but once : you
perish by me, but I have no guilt to gou.'
He breathed loud and hard ; his eyes stared on her in the
dusky light; he took but one seuse from her Avords : that the
infidelity of her life had been against others; that thouo-li
she had lied to him and beguiled him and forsaken him,
iigainst his rival she had done deeper sin than against
himself.
' You love me ?' he muttered, as he strove to thrust her
back. ' Be silent, then. Go, go, go! I have no strength.
If ouce I pardon, never shall I resist you.'
Pardon ! Its softened mercy tools the shape of deadliest
temptation ; It looked sweet as life to forgive; to forgive, and
steep all wrong, all pam, all hate In one divine oblivion; to
forgive, and heed rjofc the pollution of the soul, so only the
^race and graciousuess of mortal form were his; to forgive,
iud call ain grace, shame honour, and treachery truth, if so
alone the heaven he had lost Avere his.
She rose up and faced him, silently aAvhile; the great
slow tears SAvam before her sight; her tongue Avas stricken of
its fluency; she knew that for her, through her, by her, this
man was condemned to a living death; yet that it was not
his lost life, but her lost purity, Avhich Avas his despair UOAV.
Then she Aveut to him ere he could repulse her, and laid
her hands upou his breast, and looked full upward to hia
eyes ; and her voice was IOAV, and had a strange sweetness
in it.
'AVhen to-nlght is over we shall never meet again. The
truth may be told IIOAV. I have never betrayed you.'
A marvellous change passed over hia face; the sufferim'
and the darkness aud the haggard desolation on It were
suddenly crossed as Avith a golden flash of light. He
ansAA'ered her nothing ; but his gaze strained doAvn into hera
as though it read her soul.
Her hands still leant upon his breast; her eyes still Avere
lifted up to his ; her voice had still that sweetness, Avhich was

542

lU^l^lJt.

BO calm-AF.•^/iJh the calmness of thcso fro?.n A?hom all hope
has passed, s.nd yet had a yearning piteous paf^sic •! in it that
no words could give.
' W e may speak now as the dying do—you and I ; AVO die
to-night. To-morroAv the living world will have no place for
us save a prison and a grave. You perish through me; I
have killed you. Your murderess—yes; but never your
traitress.'
H e trembled through all his limbs under her touch and
her words; the breath of her lips seemed to toss his life to
and fro as the winds play with reeds. His brain reeled.
They had said that her voice could steal reason itself from
those whom It tempted; they had said that her lie brought
a thousand times subtler charm of conviction than the truth
of other women ever bare in It. A t dawn she had abased
herself In guilt before him ; now, at midnight, she swore to
him that no treachery to him Avas on her.
' N o t mine !' he echoed, ' Avhen my foe is your paramour,
my assassin your care! Silence ! silence ! They say that
you tempt men till they lose all likeness of themselves—all
power to see you as you are | bat you liied to me for ever
AA'heu you owned yourself dishonoured.'
' W a i t ! At dawn you gave me your pity.'
' Pity ! pity ! God ! you knoAv Avhat a man's passion Is!'
he cried to her. ' Can it yield that cold, merciful, sinless
thing when it consumes itself in hell fire? Pity ! AVhui
pity h.ad you ? '
I t was the sole reproach he had cast at her.
' Ah, hear me—only hear me. To you I had no sin.'
H e gave but one meaning to her answer; a bitter moan
broke from him ; for au instant his arms toucned her to draw
her once more to his embrace; then they fell aa though
nerveless aud useless.
' Then you had sin to another. I have not the strength T
thought; I cannot pardon to tho uttermost. 1 would nob
forsake you; I would nob harm you. But the Avoman I
loA'ed is dead, I say Do not bring me in mockery of her a
courtesan.'
The words were incoherent and falut; but they had a4
exceeding pathos; the longing aching melancholy of a life
henceforth without one hope. H e r very heart seemed to
break ns she heard them, as they strove ftfter justlee and
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tenderness to her even amid the havoc of his shattered faith,
his unutterable desolation.
' Listen !' she answered him. ' I bring you a woman Avho
sinned If ambition were sin, if too little mercy were sin, if
Imperious pride and cruel victory were sin. If evil fellowship
and enforced suft"erance of alien crime were sin; but of all
other I am innocent.'
His hands fell heavily on her shoulders, in the dim light
that flickered on the paleness of her face ; hia own Avaa
wholly In darkness; but through the gloom his eyea burned
doAvn upon hera with the glare of wildly-wakening hope
straining through the belief, by her own lips, of her guilt.
' luuoceiit I AVhen you are hia mistress!'
' I am not his, nor auy man's.'
' Ah, God! Take care how you betray me afresh. I am
mad, I think, to-night.'
' I do uot betray you. I have never betrayed. I left
you to believe me dishonoured lest worse should come unto
you.'
' W h a t ! when you loved him ?'
' I loved him In childhood—yes. Then only.
' In childhood ! AVhat are you to him ?'
' Wait! wait! I t sickens me to tell. Out of the greatness of your own heart you judged my life; you judged It
rightly.'
' W h a t are you to him ? '
' To my eternal shame—-his daughter.'
H e r head Avas sunk doAvn on the stone floor of the prisonchamber as the words left her, slowly, unwillingly, as thouo-h
her existence itself Avere toru and dragged out with them.
To the woman Avho had the pride of au Imperial blood, Avith
all the superb Insolence of beauty, genius, and poAver, Avithout their peer, it was humiliation as deep as to lay bare a
felon's brand to own her kinship with crime and AvIth cowardice, to yield up the secret disgrace of her mighty race.
He, dead to all else, heard but the answer that gave her
back to him ; doubted not, questioned not, paused not for
proof or for dread, but Avith a great cry—the cry of a heart
that Avas breaking with rapture—stretched out his lacerated
arms, and drew her up to his embrace, and crushed her
close against his bruised aud aching breast.
' God forgive me that ever I believed even your otra voic§
Against you ! God forgive nifl t h s t I wronged y o u ! '
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I l i s words rang clear aud loud and sweet as clarion's
ring in his unutterabie joy. Then hia head sank, his
Avouuded limbs failed him, ecstasy vanquished his strength
as never wretchedness had d o n e ; for the first time in all
his years of manhood he boAved himself doivn and wept as
Avomen weep, Avith the agony of passion, with the abandonment of childbcod.
*

*

*

*

«

•

*

Not until lor:g after Avere o'bher words uttered between
them. The fi.-ot that were spoken Avere hers, while the
pulse of her heart beat ou his, and the IOAV flame of the
lamp suuk out sloAvly.
' What use! Avhat use that you know the t r u t h ! ' she
moaued. ' You have been martyred for me. Through me
you Avill perisli!'
H e smUed, as men smile in some sAveet fancy of dreaming
sleep.
' Though I may die with the dawn, I can thank God now
I have lived.'
' Lived to be cursed by m e ! '
' Lived to be loA-ed by you ;—it Is enough.'
' Loved by a love that destroys you ! Can you ever for' Forgive ? AA hat is left to forgive, since you are mine ? '
'Yours—for your ruin, your torture, your slaughter!
These are the love gifts I bring y o u ! '
' Think not of them ! Lift your lips to mine and they
are forgotten ! '
His thoughts held no other thing, his consciousness
grasped no other reality, than this one living priceless surety
of hrr, tbat came home to his heart, beyond doubt, beyond
suspicion, with all the divine force of a resistless truth.
Jlemorles of evil and of crime floated, shapeless, amid the
sudden glory that seemed to flll the gloom of his midnight
prison with the gloAV of a southern daAvn: he let them pass
—he could not hold them. She unloosed herself from his
arms, and knelt once more beaide him, so that in the dim
shadoAvy rays of the lamp he could only see the paleness of
her upturned brow. She longed to be sheltered even from Lis
sight in that hour. She had no fear but that the greatnegs
of hia natui e would reach to mercy and to pardon. She
kneAV that justice to the uttermost, and an infinite tender-
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ness, would ever be hers at his handa. But none the less
she kncAv that through her he Avould perish ; and none the
less were the shame that she must reveal against her race,
the taint of cowardly crime that must rest ou her by implication, the degradation of her name that she must lay bare
before him, bitter beyond all bitterness to the pride that
waa born at once of royalty aud freedom, to the courage
that Avould have faced a thousand deaths rather than have
bent doAvn to one act of baseness.
' Forgotten ? ' she echoed, where she boAved herself at hia
feet. ' You are Avronged so deeply, that no love but yours
could ever outlive such wrong. Listen ! I have spoken
but truth to you. I have striven to save you with all the
night that was In me. I have never beeu false to you by
deed, or word, or thought. But, all the same, your life ia
lost through m e ; and in me you see the daughter of your
vilest foe, of the man who shot you down Avith a brigand's
murder and a coAvard's secrecy. Y e s ; I ! — I ! — I ! — w h o
believed no empress never had wider reign; who have treated
men as dogs beneath my feet; who have told you the legends
that gave me heroes' and sovereigns' blood in my veins,—I
have greater shame upon me than the poorest serf that ever
craAvled to take bread at my gates. I am the associate and
the accomplice of an assassin ; I am the daughter of Conrad
Phaulcon.'
He heard ; and the words carried their Avay to his mind,
that had been delirious with the Ave-ght, and now Avas giddy
with the release, of pain. H e heard ; and the violence of
the hatred he had borne this man shook him afresh, as
tempests shake strong trees. H e breathed sloAvly and
heavily. AVIth the rich liberty of his arisen joy came a
deadly and heart-sick oppression; with the SAveet daylight
of his renewed faith came the poison-mists of a dead crime.
' jNIy God ! hoAV you must have suffered!'
The suflering that such a tie as this had cost her was lia
first thought, before all other.
' You think of me and for me still—still!'
' When I shall have ceased to think of you I shall have
ceased to live.'
Burning teara fell from her eyes upon his handa. She
wouJd not let him raise her nearer him, but knelt there
Avhere the faint and golden-hued light of the dying latujj
2 N
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strayed softly to her, and fell upon her head like a halo of
martyrdom in the pictures of old masters. H e stooped to
her.
' Tell me all.'
'All my shame? '
' Not yours ; you had no share in it, or you would not
kneel there to-night.'
' Y e s , mine; for the shame of one man ia the shame of
his race, and the evil that ia shielded Is shared.'
She felt him shudder for one moment from ber.
' Stay ! You were never leagued with that Infamy ? '
' Against your life ? No. I suspected—I feared ; but
they dreaded me, and hid it from me. Once I brought it
against h i m ; and he swore by the memory of my mother
that he was innocent. This one oath he had used to hold
Bacred. By it he duped me—that once.'
A hate, unforgiving and deadly, ran through the thrill of
the Avords. I n the sight of her fearless eyes the one unpardonable guilt was the dastardly guilt of a He.
' Tell you all ? ' she pursued, while her voice rose swifter,
and gathered the fluent eloquence which was natural to
her as its warmth to the sun. ' I n years I could not tell
the torture of that companionship I have endured so long.
Ah, you must paint it to youraelf; no worda of mine could
give it. Look ! I am brave, I am born linked with a
coward; I am proud, I have been bound to a man who
never knew what it was to wince under the lash of dishonour ; I am ambitious, and I have been leashed with an
adventurer whom the whole continent brands as a knave;
I have loved truth and the peoples' rights—it is all that has
redeemed me—and I have been fastened hand and foot tc
the baseness of Intrigue, the venality of mock patriotism,
the criminal craft of secret societies. Look! That man
could hear what you called me and deemed me a few hours
ago ; and he could hold his peace aud laugh, and never
breathe one word or strike one bloAV to defend my honour,
to redeem my name. That will tell you what his life has
been.'
A bitter curse moved his lips as he heard.
' W h y did you stay me Avheu my hand was on his
throat ? '
' Could his guilt annid his tie to me ? By that one bond
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he has claimed hia immunity, and enforced my forbca-.ince,
through all the evil of hia years.'
' Yet, Avhy not have told me ? '
' Because I Avaa bound to ailence by my oath. Look! I
told you hoAV my early life Avas spent; but I could not tell
vou the Influence Conrad Phaulcon had on It. My mother
died Avhile I Avas In infancy. She waa the love of his youth,
and she had passed away from him ere she had worn that
love out. There are green places which never wither In
the hearts that are searest; such waa her memory to him,
but her race he hated with a reckless hatred. H e had
looked to share their dominion when he wedded h e r ; but
there Avaa feud between him and Julian. And Julian read
him aright, and held him in distrust, and none of their
wealth came to him, and he hated their greatness with a
bitter envy. I have had him curse my face because it Avas
like the Byzantine line; yet, on the whole, he loved, and
was gentle, to me. And I — I thought him a god, a hero, a
patriot. H e was a communist, an agitator, an adventurer;
but I kncAV none of those names. I thought mankind Avaa
divided into the oppressors and the oppressed. Into the haters
and the lovers of liberty ; and I reA'ered him as a Gracchus,
a Drusus, an Aristogiton, stoned by the nation's ingratitude.
Once he was proscribed, and I knew Avliere he lay hid,
though I was but a few summers old, and they took and
starA'ed me to make me speak. Because the food would
not tempt me, they tried blows ; and when I still kept silent
they wondered, and at last let me go, because one of their
patriarchs reproved them, saying I was more faithful to
man than they were to God.'
And he knoAv that you, his young child, suffered that
for him ? '
' Surely he kncAV it later in Athens.'
' And it failed to make you sacred In his sight.'
' N a y ; it only showed him that I Avas perhaps of the
steel that Avould furnish him forth a choice Aveapon. I was
proud to suffer for him ; I adored him t h e u ; and chiefly of
all because I believed him sworn to the peoples' good, and
a martyr for the sake of freedom.
AVhile I Avas still so
young those things were still so close at my heart! And
he loved me in auswer then, though I saAV him seldom, aud
might have lived on charity but for Julian Vassalis ; theu
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and until tho time came Avheu, there being uo m2-3 of th?,
great Byzantine race left, I succeeded to the Avhole ofi'ia
sjdeudour, and, by the AVIII of the dead chief, bore its name.
From that moment the hate his foiled ambition and hia
cheated avarice bore against the A^assalis line blent against
me with the old teuderness that he bore me, and from that
moment he saAv In me only his prey.'
She felt his hands clench; she heard his breath catch on
passionate Avords of imprecation.
' A h , peace, p e a c e ! ' she murmured to him. ' A i d me
rather to forgive, if I can. My own wronga I m i g h t ; but
yours—'
' N a y , mine are but of the h o u r ; yours are lifelong.
Tell me all—all."
' I could not if I spoke for years. A brnve nature bound
to a coAvard; a proud one leashed with dishonour—that is
an agony that lies beyond words. AVhen he saAV me thus,
so young, given this Avealth and this poAver he had so vainly
desired, a desire of vengeance entered him against me ; and
also, Avith the craft of his school, he saw In me a fltting Instrument for his many schemes. AVell he knoAV his sway
over me ; Julian dead, there remained none to counteract
it. A revolutionist ere I could reason, aud ambitious with
an ambition far outleaping all the goals of the modern
world ; a child still in my Ignorance of actual things and
my belief in the omnipotence of truth, yet already mistress
of what seemed to me the magnificence and the dominion
of a Cleopatra, I came to his snare as a bird to the foAvler's.
I would have gone to martyrdom to have liberated the
nations; I would have sold my soul to have reached the
sovereignty of a Semiramis. By these Iwain—my strength
and my weakness—he ruled me. And through them, in all
that glorious faith of my youth, he bound me by oath, to
himself and his cause. That oath I have never broken.'
There was silence for many moments. Then she spoke
again, while the dying lamp sunk lower and loAver, and the
halo ceased to fall upon her brow.
' Mauy besides me, unseen of men, wear those secret fetters of political oaths sworn In the rashness of their youth
and faith to what they believed the cause of freedom—to
what too late they knoAV an Inexorable aud extortionate
tyranny that through all their after-lives will never spare.
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\YhilG I thc;:glit myself an empress they were fastened
round me, and made me a slave. A h ! I cannot travel back
over that waste of years ! It la enough that I swore fealty
to hia cause and obedience to his order—that I sAvore,
moreoA'cr, adhesion with him In all things, and secrecy upon
the tie he bore me. This last thing I voAved because he
Avilled it—it Avas easy to maintain. His marriage had long
been concealed from fear of the Vassalis' Avrath ; and Avheii
the world knew me, I bore another title than his. Too
late I learned Avhat this fatal exaction cost me Had I
been knoAvn as his daughter, the evil notoriety he had
gained would have sufficed to blemish my OAVU repute. Aa
it was, I might as Avell have come forth from a lazar-house
or a felon's cell. None knoAv his tie to me, except, of late
years, the traitor Avho taught you to see iu hlin my loA'er,
my accomplice. True, my riches, my youth, my ancient
name, my brilliancy and extravagance of life—other gifts
that men saw in me—all brought me celebrity, notoriety,
triumphs, such as they were. But from the first to the
last—companioned by him—they were darkened by falsehood.
And he—ah, you may well ask if a man's heart ever beat,
if a man's blood ever glowed in him !—kncAvit; knev; it
long ere ever I dreamt It, and let the shadoAV of his own
evil fame be upon me, because through it his schemes were
best served; because by it he could best secure Avhat no
other should ever share with him—the Avealth that I held
and he coveted. H e feared that 1 might one day break from
him, that I might one day give the love I give you. So he
desired men to think me Avorthless as they Avould, and hia
presence beside me sufficed to fulfil hia deaire. No, no ! do
not pour on me those noble words; 1 am not worthy of
them! Though sinned against, I am not sinless. When
too late, I saw Avhat my fatal promise had Avrought for me.
I Avas In love with the dangers, the victories, the SAvay, the
intolcratiou I had plunged Into; I had drunk so deep and
BO freshly of the draught of PoAver, I could not have laid
down the cup though I had knoAvn there Avas death Iu it.
And—under scorn and hate, and all the unutterable misery
that came to me Avhen I saAv myself betrayed by him—my
very nature changed. I grew hardened, reckless, pitiless.
My loyalty to liberty, to truth, to the peoples, never altered;
but that Avas all the better thing left in me. I remained
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faithful, even to a traitor. But the world and i wore fo?
ever at war. I cared not how I struck, so that I only
struck home Evil had been spoken against me falsely, au(5
I lived in such fashion that they should kuow one Avoman
at least breathed whose neck could not be bent, nor VA-hose
spirit bowed by calumny. Men came about me, mad foi
the smile of my lips, but not true enough in themselves, as
you were true, to pierce to the truth In me, and I gave
them a bitter chastisement for their blindness: I slew them
with their owu steel. But—O God! Avhat avail to tell you
this ? I can tell you how that which was spoken against me
has. In part, been truth deserved, and, in part, the malignant
coinage of euA'y. I can tell you that at daAvn to-day 1 had
no choice but to leave myself a traitress in your sight, or
see you slaughtered by him as the issue of my love. I can
tell you this—but what avail ? You perish through me,
for me, by me! W h a t use that you should hold me faithful
to you ? I am none the less your murderesa because I
Avould give my life for yours, my love, my love, my love ! '
H e r voice, that had been sustained and eloquent AvIth
the vital strength of remembered wrongs, failed her over
the last Avords. The memory of the martyrdom AvhIch he
had borne for her ; the memory of the destruction of all
his future, which through her befell him ; the memory of
the only existence that could ever now be his dragged out
beneath the galley-chains and companioned by the worst of
criminals, alone remained Avith her. Guilty or guiltless,
faithless or faithful, having cleaved to him or having forsaken him,—Avhat mattered It ? AVherein could it serve
him ? H e was lost through her.
But this thought never came to him. His eyea looked
down on her through the heavy shadow Avith a light iu
them that had the sweetness of release, the glory of victory
through all the Infinite pain and hopelessness of their fated
love.
' W h a t avail ?' he answered her. *Do you know me yet
so little ? Do you not knoAV that I could lie doAvn and die
content, since I have heard that you are sinless ?'
' I knoAv, I knoAV! You Avould have died for me when
you thought me vile with the vice that I cherished, branded
Avith tho kisses of shame, And yet—is tlierp no doiiht
with you no AV? '
^-
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' D o u b t ? Did ever I harbour It save at your OAvri bidding ?'
' Yet—Avhat have you but my AVord, the Avord which tliat
Iscariot told you Avas only a dulcet lie, soft and falsa on
every e a r ? '
She felt the tremor of hia passion run through all his
limbs.
' AVere I free but for one hour—'
' Be at peace. I have given him to vengeance.'
H e r voice had in it that strong Immutable merciless vengeance that came to her with her eastern blood : that smote
rarely, but Avlien It smote, never wavered aud never failed.
Then her voice fell, hot tears dropped from her aching
eyes, and she refused to be lifted to his heart, she shrank
from his hand as though unworthy of its touch.
' A''engeance !' she moaned, ' AA'hat use is it to me ? You
are lost through me—lost for ever! You pity, honour,
love me still! I could better bear your curse! '
I n the darkness that was about them, she rather felt
clian saAV the infinite tendernesa of his eyes as they gazed
doAvn on her.
' H u s h ! Would you wrong me still ? Can you not
think one hour that lays your heart bare to me thus,
aud brings me thua the surety of your slnlessnesa, is worth
to me a lifetime of common joy aud soulless pleasure?
Let Its cost be what It will—It Is well bought.'
She kneAV he held It so; and for this, that he loved her
Avith this exceeding holiness of love; for this, that the restoration of her nobility and honour in his sight Avas priceless to him, aa no paradise purchased by her crime could
ever have been ; for this, the woe that she had wrought
him, eat like iron Into her soul.
' AVell bought! I t will be bought by a living agony of
endless years! Manhood, pride, peace, joy, all killed In
you ; your very name lost, your very fats forgotten, till
your hair is white with sorrow aud your eyes are blind AvIth
a g e ! Ah, God! Avhat matter AA'hat I b e ! It is I who
have condemned you to this ! I t is I who have been youi
ruiu!'
His arms drew her upward, close against the heart tliat
only beat for h e r ; his hot lips quivered on her OAA'U ; in
the uight-slience and the darkness that Avas on thenr his
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voice thrilled through her ' SAveet as remembered kisses
after death.'
' Do you think they shall ever part us now ? Death
ohall unite us, if Life cannot.'
The hours passed, and they were left in solitude. As
they had forgot all other life save their own, so by it they
seemed forgotten. Through the heavy masonry of the
Iron-bound AAalls, no echo of the wori<l AvIthout came to
t h e m ; on the hush and the gloom of the chamber there
Avas no sound, save ouly the soft gliding of a night-bird's
restless wing. Whatever fate rose for them Avitli the
dawn, this night at least Avas theirs : there is no love lika
that which lives victorious even beneath the shadoAV of
death; there is no joy like that Avhich finds its paradise
even amid the cruelty of pain, the fierce long struggle of
despair.
Never is the voluptuous glory of the sun so deep, so
rich, as when its last excess of light burns above tha
purple edge of the tempest-cloud that soars upward to
cover and devour it.
The hours passed, and the rayft of the morning slowly
stole inward through the narroAAi casement, bedded high
above In the granite blocks, AvhIle Avith the coming of the day
the birds of the night returned from their outward flight,
and nestled in their dark haunts AvIth their eyes hid beneath their AvIngs. As the first light touched her broAV
—and the daAvn came not there till the day was full-risen
for the earth Avithout—she smiled m his eyes, and loosened
from her bosom the slender steel blade, scarce broader than
a needle's Avidth, that had rested there so long.
' Take It. You have said—they shall not j^iart us noAV.'
His hand closed on it while his smile ansAvered hers.
' I will find strength enough for that;—it shall give us
eternal liberty, eternal union.'
Once before he had pledged this promise to her. And
as she had known then, so she knew now, that he would
find strength to deliver her from dishonour and himself
from captivity; strength to be true to her, even to the
last thing of all.
HaA'ing reached the supreme ecstasy and the supreme
anguish of life, death was to them, as to the races ^f tho
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young Avorld, the god of deep benignant eyes, Avhose touch
Avas release, and whose kingdom Avas freedom, on whose face
was light, and In Avhose hands Avas balm.
Even as the Avords left his lips, on the quiet of the air a
single shot rang.
The first sunbeam had slanted through the slender chink
above ; the stillness Avas Intense ; far beloAV the measured
step of the sentinel fell muffled on the turf, and the liquid
stealing music of water, that fell down through thick acanthus foliage without, alone Avas dimly heard. At that moment, as tho brightness of the day reached high enough to
enter the vaulted chamber of the upper story of the granary, the stillness Avas thus broken. There Avas a stifled
cry ; then silence reigned again ; aud ou that silence there
Avas heard uo more the monotonous tread to and fro of the
soldier on guard.
H e started to his feet, his hand on the Venetian steel he
had just grasped.
' The man is shot!'
His voice was low and rapid, hia eyes turned on hera
v\dth the same thought AvhIch came to both alike. There
were those in that world they had lost Avho Avould have
done all that courage and true friendship could iu their
service had they known of their extremity ; there Avere
men by the score Avho Avould have let there lives be moAvcd
doAvn like the millet sheaves around them in her cause,
had they had poAver to reach her from the grip of priest
aud king.
Hope had been dead In them.
I n the loAvest depths of Avoe the oblivion of pjassion had
made them senseless to all else—senseless even to the f.'ite
that must aAvait them AvIth the uAvakenlng of the daAvii.
But no thought of deliverance had ever come to them. I t
had seemed meet that their lives should end, once having
reached the deepest joy that life could hold; joy taken
from the very jaAvs of tho grave; joy burning through the
frozen chillness of despair.
Yet UOAV, when hope, vague as remembered dreams, once
touched them, they felt drunk with it as Avith the fumes of
Avine.
They listened, as none ever listened save those on -.vhose
striiiuing ear the flrst sound that falls AVIU bring the message of death or life.
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F o r a moment that hushed stillness lasted, unbroken no-w
by even the treading of the soldier's feet. Then there
broke forth the loud rejoicing bay of a hound loosed on
to his quarry ; shot answered shot, steel clashed on steel:
the din of tumult filled the soft peace of the early day ;
the old-remembered rallying words that had so often
floated to her ear above the din of confilct, vibrated on It
noAV—' I t a l i a ! ' ' Idalia !'—the two names blent in one.
As she heard, she rose e r e c t ; her whole frame seemed to
strain upward to the sun that glanced through the high
bars of their prison-room; there were fire in her eyes,
light on her lips, the glow of liberty on all her face and
form. She Avas the living symbol of Italy unchained.
' Do you hear ? Do you hear ?' she cried to him. ' She
is free!'
Before her own freedom—even before his—the liberation of the nation, so long enslaved, came to her heart first;
then, Avhile the great tears coursed doAvn her cheeks, she
clung to him, trembling with a terror that had never
touched her fearless life—the terror lest for him, as for
the land for AvhIch she had so long endured and suffered,
this hope only daAvned again to die out In endless night.
'Ah, God! give them strength-—courage—victory ?' she
prayed, as she lifted her face to the sun. ' My love, my
loA'e! listen for me, listen! I cannot hear. H o p e kills
me—hope for you!'
They stood there, barred in, in the shadoAvs Avhich that
ray of Avandering sunlight on high alone parted, Avhile beneath them unseen raged the struggle on AvhIch their lives
hung. Confused, broken, indistinct, the echoes of the contest came strangely through the hushed prison-chamber.
The bitter riot of Avar tossed to and fro the fate of their
coming years ; the balance of chance SAA'ung, holding their
destiny, and they could not tell to AvliIch side the scale
Avas SAvaying; the measure of blood Avould be the purchase
coin of their ransom, or the price of their bondage, and
they could not knoAV Avhether foe or friend IIOAV claimed it.
They stood, locked In, in solitude, with but a hand'sbreadth of the morning sky through the grating above
their heads, the only thing visible of all the living Avorld
•without, and heard the tumult striving far beneath upon
whose issue all their future hung.
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'Th'3 ticiio was very brief; a little bird upon an ivy-coil
outKide the window-bars had lifted its voice Iu dayllghtBong as the first shots Avere fired, and still Avas singing
softly and joyously, untired ; but to them the moments
seemed as years. At last, loud and rejoicing on the summer air, Aviid vivas broke the bitter noise of conflict, and
crossed the moans of fallen men; the dropping shots
grcAv fcAver and fCAver. Upon the stone stalrAvay the rapid
upAvard rush of feet came near ; the bolts Avere draAvn back,
the door Avas flung aside ; with hia flanks AvhIte Avith foam,
and his mighty jaAvs crimson Avith gore, the great dog
sprang on her with a single bound; behind him, upon the
threshold, stood Conrad Phaulcon.
His eyes met theirs one instant; then headlong at her
feet he fell, a deep SIOAV .«;tream of blood staining the gray
stone of the floor.
Thus at last he met his foe. Thus at last his foe looked
on him after the Aveary search of baffled vengeance, long
and hot as tiger's thirst.
As he fell his hands caught the hem of her dress.
' I d a l i a ! Idalia!—'
The AVord died as his head smote the granite, and the
broken SAVord he had pressed into his side to lend him
strength for a moment pierced farther, driven In by tho
AV eight of the fall.
Erceldoune staggered forAvard and raised him.
' H e is dying !' he said, as he looked at her. There came
upon him a strange aAve as he saAV the death that at daAvn
he had so nearly dealt, smite thus, as another day broke on
the Avorld, the man from Avhom he had fled, aa David from
the sight of Saul, lest murder should be upon his head if
longer he lingered Avhere his enemy lay.
She never spoke, but sank on her knees beside her father
where he had fallen, held up in the arms that a score of
houra before had flung him upAvard like some Avorthless
driftwood to be cast into the fiames. H e r eyes Avere fastened on his flushed and haggard face, that still had so much
left of the old bright classic beauty,
' You have saved us ! Y o u — ! '
She doubted her OAvn senses ! she thought she dreamt as
madly £S though she Avere dreaming that tho heaA'eus
opened and the angela aud archangels of mediaeval story
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descended with the sword ol Michael, with the spear of
Ithurlel, to their rescue.
H e drew his breath with a great sigh, and his voice came
in broken whispers.
' You said right—there are things gods would not pardon,—your Avrougs are of them. You stuug me at last!"
She did not ansAver; she gazed at him AvIth blind tearless eyes that saAV his face, but only saw it as in the mista
of dreams.
H e pressed ihe sword that had broken off in his loins
floser aud harder to staunch the blood, Avhile his voice rose
ringing and resonant.
' Our day haa come ! They haA'e Palermo ; Naples must
folloAv. The king has enough to do to think of his capital.
They fear the news should get to the populace. AVe have
done a bold stroke to-day ; they have been hunting us doAvn
like Avolvea, but Ave have turned and torn them. The sentinel killed, the rest was easy. Ah ! look you,—there is
vengeance for you too. That white-faced Northerner betrayed you to Giulio A^iUaflor.
AVell, the boy Berto
caught him in his own toils. They hold him safe; they
will kill him like a cur at your word. Ah, Christ! hoAV the
steel pierces I I Avould uot die If I could help it. Not
just uow—uot till I have seen that traitor's face. I t ia
bard—hard—hard. H e has cut and galled me so often ; to
die just when I could pay him a l l ! '
The ferocious words gave Avay as his breath caught them ;
he moved restlessly, driving the blade in still, so that by
this means he might yet gain a moment's force. As hia
Avandering glazing eyes glanced upAvard he saAv Avhose arms
supported him ; aud the old relentless hate gloAved iu them
•—dark and deathless.
' S o ! he has his vengeance, and l a m balked of mine!
Lay me doAvn, signore. I would sooner die a minute earlier
thau gain the minute by your help.'
The old savage tiger lust Avas in the words. Erceldouno
never heeded them, he rested the Greek's head on his own
breast, and held him upAvard Avith gentleness aud in silence.
Idalia hung over him AvIth one prayer only on her lips,
one command only In her voice.
_^' Tell him—tell him ! If you would atone for your sin—
if you Avould redeem your infamy—if you have ever known
remorse—bear me witness what you are to me !'
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The evil faded ofl' his face ; a softer look came back
there
' L a t e — l a t e — l a t e ! ' ho sighed: yet he lifted his head
and made the sign of the cross Avith that latent snperstition
Avhich lingered in him even while he made reckless jest of
Deity, and denied Avith flippant hraghter m a n s dreai:iinj
ho|)e of God.
' By her mother's memory I SAvear,—Idalia Vassalis ia
my daughter. To her most bitter calamity. Those who
liaA-e spoken evil against her have lied. 1 have been a
coAvard, a traitor, a shame, and a darkness for ever on her
path ; but—she has ever been loyal to me. She never
feared, and she Avas never faithlesa ; I loved her for t h a t ;
but—for that too—I hated her.'
As the words, more vivid In the southern tongue he
used, left his lips firmly and distinctly, her eyea filled
sloAvly Avith teara, and across the stricken form of the
Avounded man, met those which had seen her aright through
all the mists of calumny, Avhicli had looked down through
the shadoAvs of doubt, and read, despite them, the veiled
truth of her life. The faith In him had been sore tried;
but at length, after many days, bis reward came.
Neither spoke. That one look uttered all between thom.
Conrad Phaulcon pressed his hand closer yet upon the
jagged steel that for a few brief moments still could thus
hold life in him. Something of his old laugh hovered ou
his lips.
' L o o k ! I make a fair ending. Pity there Is no priest
to croAv above me. Death-bed repentance!—there Is uo
coin like i t ; you sell the game you have lost already, and
you buy such a fine aroma for nothing—•'
She shivered at the aAvful mirth as she stooped to him,
and passed her hand over his forehead.
' Silence ! Live rather to repent. H e will forgive ;
and I—you have tried my mercy long ; you need not fear
it now.'
' No,' he muttered more huskily, more faintly. ' If you
had been Avilling to take your vengeance you could—long
ago; you knew Avhat Avould have sent me to the galleys.
But you were true to your Avord. Str.ange, strange enough!
You were so bold, so careless, so proud, so reckless; but
Dne could hold you in a bridle of iron if once you had given
70ur word.'
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Ills sight, that wn.r, beginning to fail him, sought her face
with a wondering baffled glance ; through whole life this
loyalty to her pledged honour had bewihlcred him, even Avhile
by it he had found so merciless a poAver to bind and to drive
one whom fear could never have SAvayed, nor force have
moved. As she heard, she lost remembrance of the deadly
wrongs done against her by the man Avho should have beeu
her foremost guard, her surest friend ; all the long years
through which hehad persecuted aud poisoned her freedom
and her fame fell from her. Lying in his last hour at her
feet, having thus at last, hoAvever late, hoAvever slightly,
redeemed the cruelty of bis past against her, he brought
to her but one memory: that of a long-perished time,
Avhen on her childish ear bis voice had come like music,
breathing the poetry and the heroism of the world's dead
youth.
' Be more just to us both,' she murmured, while the salt
drops fell from her eyes upon his brow. ' W h a t I remembered
ahvays was what you at last remember t o o : the loA'e you
bore my mother, the love she gave to you. Let It bring
peace at last betAveen us.'
H e shuddered as she spoke.
' God! If priests' and women's tales be true, and she
lives Iu another life ! I would go to hell. If a hell there Avere,
sooner thau see her face ; sooner than hear her ask of you
at mg hands.'
' Hush ! Have I not said / forgive ? '
The soft and solemn cadence of the mournful worda
seemed to fall upon his ear with a deep calm he dared not,
or cared not to break; he lay silent some momenta,
breathing heavily, AvhIle his drooped lids hung as though
in sleep; then Avith a sudden upleaping of the vivid life
within him he raised himself once more, AvhIle the careless
melody of his sweet laugh echoed Avith its old chime
through the air.
' I have beeu a coward all my life. AVell, I AVIII die like
a hero. They will make me a martyr when I am gone.
AA'^hy n o t ? Let my epitaph lie as it AVIII, it cannot lie like
a priest's or a king's. So this is the end of It all; the drama
is not worth the playing. They have taken Palermo, I tell
you. Well, they revile us ; but, after all, AVO have truth in
u s ; the people will see that one day. The capital is all iu
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confusion. Tliey could only leave you a half-dozen guards.
Lousada and Veni, and a few others, thought Ave could do
something If Ave struck well; they have got a brigantine
too. If you fly at once you will be safe.'
The incoherent fragments of speech were panted rapidly
out. Scarce pausing for breath, he looked once more upward
at Erceldoune, Avith the old unquenched hatred still burning'
dark in his glance.
' A'ou will have the Vaasalis' fief. Ah, that cuts harder
than the sabre ! I Avould give you twenty lives now to keep
you asunder from her. But she stung my memory ; conscience fools call It. I could not free her Avithout freeing
you, or I Avould have done. You hate me ? '
' I pity you beyond all AA'orda.'
' Because I lie here like a shot cur ? '
' N o . Because you wronged her.'
There Avas a meaning iu the grave and weary answer
that checked the fretting aud galled passions of the dying
man.
' Yes ; I wronged her. I t was for Julian's wealth that I
hated her. Sir, you swore to deal me my mortal stroke.
Keep your oath. Pluck that broken steel out of my loins ;
I shall uot live a minute. You AVIU not ? Why, you
break your VOAV ' God ! how the pain burns ! Look hero,
then ! '
With a sudden movement he drew the blade out from the
wound In Avhich it Avas bedded ; the pent-up blood, let
loose, poured from It. He smiled. I t seemed as though In
that hour the courage of his .Achajan fathers floAved into the
veina that Avere fast changing to Ice beneath the throes of
dissolution.
' My life haa disgraced you; my death will not,' he said,
as his heavy eyea Avere lifted to hers. ' Can vou forgive
ull ? '
' God is my witness—all.'
' Ah, vou Avere ever generous ! Idali.a—'
And Avith her name thus latest upon his ntter.anco, as it
Lad been the latest utterance of so many, his head fell back
upon her bosom, and through his parted lips the lingering
breath came in one long deep-drawn sigh.
AVhen that sigh ceased to quiver in the sileuce he lay
dead in the morning light.
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The IOAV aark entrance had filled in that moment AVith
armed men. Their weapons dropped blood; their faces
Avcre hot AvIth the heat of war and of victory ; their passions
Avere at Avhite heat with the madness of joy ; they Avere of
that nature Avhich long before showed Its southern grandeur
iu the midnight charge of the Aurelian trench, and made
the five hundred of the Lesion pierce their Avay through the
dense and hostile host at Mazzareue. At their head waa
the young boy Berto, all his slender limba quivering with
the glory of triumph, and his fair face, AvIth the yelloAV
hair flung back, transfigured like the face of some angel of
vengeance. H e came eagerly through the gloom of the
porcliAvay, followed by the Italians, Avho obeyed him as
though he Avere a god. H e had received the baptism of
blood when his mother had been shot down by the Papal
troops ; he waa the son of a great patriot, who had fallen at
the gates of Eome ; and Avhile yet In the first years of hi3
infancy he had stood at the knee of the Liberator, and
laughed to see the balls pour down upon the Savarelli roof
around them ; the handa of Ugo Baasi had beeu laid in
benediction upon the golden curls of the young child of
liberty. His word was the law, his sword Avas the sceptre,
of the men Avho came with him UOAV.
Breathless, covered with dust, bruised, wounded, but
with a marvellous luminance beaming through the calm unchanged repose of his colourless face, he came to her in tho
flush of his triumph.
'Eccellenza, we bring you the best gifts of life!—we
bring you liberty ; we bring you vengeance.'
Then, as he saAv the dead man lying there, his proud and
glad voice dropped, he made a soft, backward movement of
bis hand, signing his followers to pause upon the threshold,
he bent his delicate head In reverence.
' H e has won higher guerdon than we,' he said gravely;
' he has died for you.'
For he had no knoAvledge that this one hour of remorse
bad been the single, narroAV thread of gold unravelled from
the long, twisted, tangled, poisoned Aveb of a lifetime of
wrong.
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CHAPTEE XXXVL
r o S T IN THE NIOnT, AND THE LIGHT OP TUE SEA.'
AROUND the high-leaping flames of a fresh pile of pine«
Joughs, that flashed their lustre on the hanging crystals
and the hollow depths of the cavern by the sea, the Italians
who had freed her Avere gathered when the night had fallen.
They stood in a half circle about the great pyramid of fire.,
whose heavy aromatic scent rolled out down the vaulted
space; the light aud shadow played upon their bronzed
fac.s, on the metal of the rifles, on whose muzzles they
leaned their hands, and In the darkness of their eyes that
were lustrous with longing rage and Impatient joy. Joy
for the SAveetness of the surpassing hope that the past day
had brought; Palermo won, Naples would follow ; their
sail once looaened to the touch, they would be with the
Thousand of Marsala, with the deliverers of Sicily. Eage
against a prisoner set in their midst, a prisoner Avho had
been false to Italy, and false to the woman Avhom they
loved as soldier and servant, noble and minstrel, alike loveo
Mary Stuart.
The silence was unbroken even by a loud drawn breath ;
the sound of the flame consuming the lithe limbs of the wood
AA'as the only thing that stirred it. They Avalted for her
judgment, and they had known that judgment Inexorable as
those given from the stone justice seat In the early ages of
her own city of the Violet CroAvn. With his arms bound
behind him, Avhile they stood around him, ready to spring at
a word upon him and sheathe their steel In his body with
the fierce,SAvift justice of the south, ;hey held captive the
man who had sold her to Giulio Villaflor.
To thia end had his high ambitions come.
H e bad knOAvn that, soon or late, his sin ot treachery
would almost surely find him o u t ; would reach him though
he Avere housed within kings' palaces ; would strike him doAvn
even amid those gods of gold and silver for AvhIch he had
bartered his brethren. Yet the vengeance he had looked
for had been the concrete vengeance for his outraged oath,
of his forsaken order ; of that body politic to which he had
sworn the secret vows of his Implicit obedience; and even
2 o
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this A'ongeance, in the oversight of that intelhgence Avhich
deemed itself safe enough and sure enough to play with all,
and remain true to none, A-^ictor A'ane had held lightly.
Eulers Avho wore the purple of power had been scarcely less
false to such oaths than he, and he had thought that for him
as for them the blow might be temporised with, warded oft',
bought off, until he like them should have risen too high for
even that unerring and invisible hand to reach. But IIOAA';
by the men whom he had scorned, AvIth all the scorn of his
astute abilities, as the mere raw material that may be turned
to the statesman's successes, the fools of patriotic visions
and rude honesties, of childish faith, and of barbarian
Avarfare ; by these he had been baffled, checked, vanquished,
meshed in the Intricate web of bis OAVU treacheries; by
these he had been conquered and dragged doAvn, to stand in
his dishonour before the one glance which had power to
make that dishonour Avorse to him than a thousand pangs
of death. To this end had his life come!
Au end more bitter to him It could never have reached. If
his limbs had SAVung in the hot air of Naples from the
hangman's chains. The hooting lips and ravenous eyes of
the million of upturned faces of a railing populace would
have been powerleaa to bring home to him hia shame, as one
regard bent on him brought it now.
For beyond the undulating wave of flame, and Avith that
gulf of flre and of shadow parting them, the gaze of Idalia
rested on him.
At her side Erceldoune stood. His head Avas bent, hia
eyes AA-ere on the ground, and his arms were folded on hia
breast; he knCAv that If he looked up or unloosed hia
hand, he should break the Avord that he had passed to leave
their vengeance AvIth her, he should forestall the deathstroke that the soldiers of the revolution Avalted there to
strike.
She faced them in the ueep .msh of the silence ; so de-Jp
that through the cavern the far-off chiming of the Avaters on
the shore could be faintly heard. The Avarm glow of the
pine-flames, like the red sun that burns on the Nile, fell
about her iu a splendour of hot tiiAviiy gold. H e r eyes were
dark and dreaming, as with the memories and secrets of Innumerable ages, like the unfathomable lustre of the eyes that
poets give to Cleopatra; her mouth Avas grave and weary as
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with the languor of past and deadly pain ; her broAV Avas iu
shadow, as though the shade of the thorn-croAvn of thoso
who sufter for the people still Avas there ; yet on her faco
there Avas a light beyond that Avhich the burning sea-pines
shed. I t Avas the light of the dawn of freedom.
She never spoke; but her gaze rested on the man who
had betrayed her into captivity—who had spoken falselv
against her honour—Avho had given her beauty to the scourge,
her freedom to the chains of her enemies. And he AVIIO Avaa
no coward, but bold and sure, and of self-control passing
those of moat men, closed his OAVU eyes Involuntarily, as
though the lightning smote tbem, and cowered dowuAvard
like a shrinking dog.
For what that long and silent gaze had quoted against
him was wrong—far heavier than that against her OAVU life :
wrong against all manhood, as in him stained; against all
humau nature, as by bim shared ; against all bonds that bind
man to man, as by his treachery dissevered; against all
liberty sought for by the nations, as by bis false adoption of
its fair name, prostituted.
I t was such reproach as this which that one unvarying
gaze spoke to him ; and there was soul enough left iu him
to make him knoAV its deeoest meaning, and taste its deepest
agony.
' A traitor!'
Her lips had never spoken the word ; but Its shame ate
into his heart as It ate Iuto the heart of Iscariot. In that
one momeut the austere, the divine, the supreme majesty
that lies In truth waa revealed to him, and blinded him as
the blaze of the heavens blinded Saul of Tarsus. In that one
moment be kiicAv Avhat he had denied all his years through ;
that men Avho, for It, render their Uvea desolate and barren,
and, for it, die unloved and forsaken of the Avorld, may know
in life and in death a beauty that never comes to the multitudes who grasp at gold, at power, at the sweetness of laacivioua ease, and at the wide foola' paradise of Ilea.
The Itallana who stood around him, leaning on their
loaded rifles, while ever and again upon him tui-ned the
waiting savage brilliance of their glances, gave an Impatient
movement that shook the clangour from their arms out i n a
eh rill echo.
' His sentence, Eccellenaa '
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They were thirsty to deal him a traitor's due ; to lead him
out yonder on to the starlit sand, and Avith one volley fired
on the still night air give him the death that all deserters
meet, and see this justice doue ere their boat should be
thrust through the foam, and their oars should cleave the
Abaters apart, and their vessel should be reached, that would
I>ear them southward to where the Sicilies lay.
She made them no reply. Still with her eyea fixed on
bim she stood with the light that Avas like the after-gloAV of
Egypt full upon her. To him she ceased to be the womau
he had loved and coveted ; she seemed to him transfigured;
with that mystery of thought, with that infinitude of rel)roach, with that passionless scorn, and AvIth that passionless pity on her face, she looked to him like the avenging
shape of the honour he had sold, of the land he had betrayed, of the freedom he had surrendered, of the cause he
had forsaken. The rebuke of her gaze Avas not hers, but
the rebuke of the peoples, weary and abandoned by the
leader AVIIO bartered them for gold; the scorn of ber gaze
waa the scorn of the martyrs of liberty, who through all
ages perish willingly, if AvIth their bodies they can purchase
one ray of higher light for the world which knows them
not until too late.
By her he saw how vile he had become.
By her he saw how high he might have reached.
she had her vengeance.
The Impatient fire of the same demand ran afresh through
the revolutionists around him.
' His sentence, Eccellenza !'
H e never heard. H e had passed through all the bitterness of death ; it Avas her look that killed him.
The cry rose louder : ' His sentence!'
Then at last she ansAvered them :
' Loose him, and let him go.'
A sullen furious yell of dissent, that not e-on their
loyalty to her could siill, rolled through the vault.
' F traditore I e traditore ! '
By his crime they claimed their justice.
A heavy sigh parted her lipa; theu the full SAveet molodv
cf her voice came on the clamour like music that moves
men to tears.
' A traitor; y e s ! And for that you would dea,l hiffl
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death ? Nay, think me not gentler than you. I meant to
deliver him up to your hands. I bade him be brought to
my judgment, that your vengeance might strike him, and
lay him dead at my feet. I am no holier thau you.
There Avas an hour iu Avhich I longed for his life Avith that
thirst you know now ; there Avas an hour iu which I Avould
have taken it, and not spared, though his mother had
prayed to me. Ah, friends I such hours come to all. But
now, the darkness has passed. I see clearer. Death ia
not ours to deal. And were It ours, should we give him
the nameless mystic mercy which all men live to crave;
give it as the chastisement of crime ? Death ! I t is rest
to the Jiged, it is oblivion to the atheist, it is immortality
to the poet. I t is a vast, dim, exhausfless pity to all the
world. And would you summon it as your hardest cruelty
to sin ? '
They were silent; she stirred their souls—she bad not
bound their passions.
' A traitor merits death,' they muttered.
' Merits I t ! Not so. The martyr, the liberator, the
seeker of truth, may deserve its peace; how has the traitor
won them ? You deem yourselves j u s t ; your justice errs.
If you would give him justice, make him live : live to know
fear lest every wind among the leaves may whisper of his
secret; live to feel the look of a young child's eyes a
shame to him ; live to envy every peasant whose bread haa
not been bought with tainted coin ; live to hear ever in his
path the stealing step of haunting retribution; live to see
his brethren pass by him as a thing accurst; live to listen
In his age to Avhite-halred men, who once had been hia
comrades, tell to the youth about them the unforgotten
story of his shame. Make him live thus If you would have
justice.'
They ansAvered nothing! a shudder ran through them
as thev heard.
' And If you h a v e ^ a s I—a deliverance that forbids you
even so much harshness, still let him live, aud bury hia
transgression in your hearts.
Say to him as I say :^" Your sin Avas great, go forth and sin no more." *
Then, as the Avords left her lips, she moved to him fro;n
out the light, aud stooped and severed the bonds that

bound himj and left him free ; and none dared touch that
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which she had made sacred, but stood mute, and afraid, as
those Avho stand In the presence of a soul that is greater
thau their OAVU.
And the man who had sinned against her, fell at her
feet;
' O God ! If I had known you as 'i knoAv you now! '
' Y o u never had betrayed me. No!—Live, then, to be
'true to greater things than I . '
While the night Avas still young, a ship glided southward
through the AvIde white radiance of the moon. The Avatera
stretched one calm and gleaming sheet of violet light;
from the fast-retreating shore a fair wind came, bearing
the fragrance of a thousand hills and plains, of golden
fruits, and floAvers of SUOAV, and passiou-blossoms of purple,
and the scarlet heart of ripe pomegranates ; through the
silence sounded the cool fresh ripple of the waves aa the
vessel left her track upon the phosphor-silver, and above,
from a million stars, a purer day seemed to dawn on all
the aromatic perfumes of the air, and all the dim unmeasured freedom of the seas. And she, Avho went to freedom,
looked, and looked, and looked, as though ncA'cr could hei
sight rest long enough upon the limitless radiance, nor he
lips drink enough in of the sweet fresh delicious treasure
that the watera gave and the wluds brought;—the treasure
of her liberty.
' You come to my kingdom !' she aaid softly, while her
dreaming eyes met her lover's.
And he Avho had cleaved to her Avith that surpassing love
which calumny but strengthens and fire but purifies, Avhicli
fear cannot enter aud death cannot appal, drew her beauty
closer to hia breast.
' My kingdom is here!
And the ship swept on through the stillness of the
hushed hours, through the glory of the light, to glide out
through the eternal sea-gates of the old Eoman worid, and
pass iuto the cloudless ghnv of easteru skies, Avhere already
through the voluptuous night the star of morning rose.

The Dawn of Light between her l a s t
Moments and Eternity.
" A s clouds of adversity gathered around, Afarie Antoinette displayed a Patience and Courage
in Unparalleled Svjfirnm.-i such'as few Saints and Martyrs have equalled
The I'ure Ore of
her nature ^¥a3 but hidden under the cross ot ivorldliness, and the scorching flre of suflering
revealed one of the tenderest hearts, and one ot the Bravest Natures that history records,

(Wticti •win haunt all who have studied that tremendous drama,
TWE PRP.NnW RFVOT.TITTQN.)"
" AVheu one reflects that
a century which considered itself
enlightened, of the most refined
civilization, ends with public acts
of such barbarity, one begins to
doubt of Human Nature •itt:df,
and fear tliat the brute which in
always in Human Nature, ha»
the ascendancy J"—GOWER.
"Power itself hath not onehalf the Might of Gentleness."
" She who Koclis the Cradle
Rules the World."
"Extinguish all emotions of
heart and what difl-erences will
remain? I do not say between
man and brute, but between Man
and mere inanimate Clod 1"
—CiCEKO.

The 'Unspeakable
Grandeur of the Human
Heart.
The Drying up of a slngl e
tearhasmore HonestFame
thau Shedding SEAS OF
GCBEII!
All Hope of Succour but from Thee is Past I

What is Ten Thousand Times more Horrible than Eevolution or War 7

(^OUT'I^ii.OEr>

NTiLTXJJRE!

" O World I O men ! what are we, and our best designs, that we must work by crime to
punisli crime, and sl:iy, as if death had but this one gate?"—BTROK.
"What is Ten Thousand Times more Ten-ible than Bevolution or War? Outraged Nature !
She kills and kills, and is never tired of killing, till she has taught man the terrible lesson he
is so slow to learn—that Nature is only conquered by obeying her
. . . Man lias his courtesies
in Eevolution and War; he spares the woman and child. But Nature is fierce when she is
offended; she spares neither woman nor child. She has no i ity, for some awful but most good
reason. She is not allowed to have any pity. Silently she strikes the sleeping child with as little
remorse as she would strike the strong man with musket or the pickaxe m his hand. Oh ! would
to God that some man had the pictorial eloquence to put before the mothers of England the moss
off/revaitibU suffering, the mass of pieventible agony of mind which exists in England year after
year."—KlNGSLKY.

^

MORAL.-Life is a Battle, not a Victory. Disobey ye who will, but
ye who disobey must suffer,
^^^^ ^^^^

LIGHT y^rsus DARKNESS.
" I t is very characteristic of t h e late Prince Consort—a man Jiim.'^e^f of the purest
mind, who powerfully impressed and influenced others hy sheer force of his own benevolent
nature—when d r a w i n g u p t h e conditions of t h e annual prize to be given b y H e r Majesty
a t 'Wellington College, t o determine t h a t i t should be awarded N o t t o t h e C l e v e r e s t
Boy, n o r t h e m o s t Bookish Boy, nor to t h e m o s t Precise, Diligent, and
P r u d e n t Boy, b u t t o t h e Noblest Boy, to t h e Boy w h o should s h e w t h e
most promise ofbecoming a Large-Hearted, High-Motived
Man."—Smiles.
" Mow noble in reason ! how infinite in faculty!
in action how like an Angel!
in
apprehension
how like a God."
" S H A K E S P E A R E , t h e Greatest Genius who has ever yet lived," t a u g h t t h e

Dl'vlneness of Forgiveness, of Perpetual Mercy, of Constant Patience, of
E n d l e s s P e a c e , of P e r p e t u a l Gentleness. I t you can show m e one who knew t h i n g s
better t h a n t h i s m a n , show h i m ! 1 I kno'W h i m n o t ! ! If he had appeared as a D i v i n e ,

they would have Burned Him; as a Politician, tney would liave Beheaded Him.
" He Taught that Kindness is Nobler than Revenge >!
The

E E V . G F O R G E DAWSON,

M.A

" E a r t h l y power doth t h e n show likest
And t h a t same p r a y e r doth teach u.s all to
God's
render
W h e u m e r c y seasons justice,
T h e D e e d s of M e r c y . " — S H A K E S P E A R E .
'* A n d such is H u m a n Life ; so gliding on,
Ic g l i m m e r s like a meteor, a n d is gone I "
W h a t h i g h e r a i m can m a n a t t a i n t h a n conquest over h u m a n p a i n p

JEOPARDY OF LIFE, THE GREAT DANGER OF DELAY.
Tou can change the tri<Ming stream, but not the Raging

Torrent.

W

H A T E V E R Y B O D Y S H O U L D READ.—How important it is to every individual to
have at hand some simple, effective, and palatable remedy, such as E N O ' S " F R U I T
S A L T , " to check disease at the onset! 11 For this is the time. With very little trouble
you can change the course of the trickling mountain stream, but not the rolling river. I t will
defy all your tiny efforts. I feel I cannot sufficiently impress this important information upon
all householders, ship captains, or Europeans generally, who are visiting or residing in any hot or
foreign climate. Whenever a change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let
E N O ' S ** F R U I T S A L T " be your companion, forunderany circumstances its use is beneficial,
and never can do harm. When you feel out of sorts, restless, sleepless, yet unable to say why,
frequently without any warning you are suddenly seized with lassitude, disinclination for bodily
or mental exertion, loss of appetite, sickness, pain in the forehead, dull aching of back and limbs,
coldness of the surface, and often shivering, &c., &c., than your whole body is out of order, the
spirit of danger has been kindled, but you do not know where it may end; it is a real necessity to
have a simple remedy at hand. The pilot can so steer and direct as to bring the ship into safety,
but he cannot quell the raging storm. The common idea when not feeling well i s : " I will wait and
see, perhaps I shall be better to-morrow," whereas had a supply of E N O ' S " F R U I T S A L T "
been .at hand, and use made of it at the onset, all calamitous results might have been avoided.
What dashes to the earth so many hopes, breaks so many sweet alliances, blasts so many auspicious
enterprises, as untimely Death?

"I used my 'FRUIT SALT' in my last severe attack of fever, and I
have every reason to say I believe it saved my life."-J. C ENO.

E

NO'S " F R U I T SALT " prevents any over-acid state of the blood. I t shontd be kept in every
bedroom, in readiness for any emergency. Be careful to avoid rash aciiUilated salines, nnd
use E N O ' S " F R U I T S A L T " to prevent the bile becoming too thick and (impure) producing a
gummy, viscous, clammy stickiness or adhesiveness in the mucous membrane of the intestinal
canal, frequently the pivot of diarrhcea and disease. ENO'S " F E U I T S A L T " prevents .md
removes diarrhoea in the early stages.
GMniON.—Examine
each Bottle nnd see the CAPSULE
,' marktd
" FRUIT
SALT."
Without it you have been imposed on by a worthless imitation.
only at

KNO'S
Prepared

ENO'S " F R U I T S A L T " W O R K S , LONDON, S.E., b y J . C. ENO'S P a t e n t .

[March,

1894.
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214, Piccadilly, London, WA B O U T . — T H E F E L L A H : A n Egyptian Novel.
By EDMOND
Translated by S i r RANDAL R O B E R T S . Post 8vo, illustrated 'Doards, 3 s .

ABOUT.

ADAMMW. DAVENPORT), W O R K S ^ T .

'""

A DICTIONARY OF T H E D R A M A : T h e Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses
of the United Kingdom and America. Cr. 8vo, half-bound, 1 3 8 . (iA.
[Preparing
Q U I P S AND Q U I D D I T I E S . Selected by W . D . ADAMS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8 a . 6 « l .

AGONY COLUMN (THE) OF " T H E TIMES," from 1800 to 1870T
Edited, with an Introduction, by A L I C E CLAV. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3 « . <»d.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3 8 . each.
CARR OF CAERLYON.
I CONFIDENCES.

AIDE (HAMILTON), WORKS BY.

ALBERT.—BROOKE FINCHLEY'S DAUGHTER.

By

MARY

ALBERT.

Post 8vo, picture boards, 8 M . ; cloth limp, 3 » . <;<l.
A L D E N . — A L O S T S O U L . B y W . L . A L D E N . F c a p . 8vo, cl. b d s . , J s . 6.1.
A L E X A N D E R ( M R S . ) , N O V E L S B Y , Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
MAID, W I F E , OR WIDO'iaf?
| VALERIE'S FATE.

ALLEN (F. M.).—GREEN AS GRASS.

By F.M .

ALLEN,

Author

of

F r o n t i s p i e c e by J. S M Y T H . Cr. 8vo, clolli ex., 3 s . C d .
ALLEN (GRANT), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, O s . each.
THE EVOLUTIONIST AT LARGE. I COLIN CLOUT'S CALENDAR.
POST-PRANDIAL P H I L O S O P H Y . C r o w n Svo, linen, S s . 6 d .
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 s . Wil. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each,
DUMARESQ'S D A U G H T E R .
PHILISTIA.
IN ALL S H A D E S .
T H E D U C H E S S OF
BABYLON.
THE DEVIL'S DIE.
POWYSLAND.
STRANGE S T O R I E S .
T H I S MORTAL COIL,
BECKONING HAND.
T H E T E N T S O F SHEM. BLOOD ROYAL.
FOR M A I U I E ' S S A K E . T H E GREAT TABOO.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . 6 d . each.
IVAN G R E E T ' S M A S T E R P I E C E , &c. •With a Frontispiece by S T A N L E Y L . •WOOD.
THE SCALLYWAG. •With a Frontispiece.
DR. P A L L I S E R ' S P A T I E N T . F c a p . Svo, cloth extra. I s . B d .
" T h r o u g h G r e e n Glasses."

ARCHITECTURAL STYLES, A HANDBOOK OF, By A.

ROSENGAR-

_ TEN. Translated b y ' W . CoLLETT-BANDARS. Wilh 639 lllnsts. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., S's. « d .
A R T ( T H E ) O F A M U S I N G : A C o l l e c t i o n of G r a c e f u l A r t s , G A M E S ,
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By FRANK B E L L E W . soolllusts. Cr. Svo. cl. ex.. 4 s . « d .

ARNOLD (EDWIN LESTER), WORKS BY.
T H E W O N D E R F U L A D V E N T U R E S OP P H R A T H E PH(ENICIAN. With 12 Illusts
by H . M. P A G E T . Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . t i d . ; post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s .
THE CONSTABLE OF ST. NICHOLAS. "With a Frontispiece by STANLEY W O O D .
Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . fid.
BIRD L I F E IN ENGLAND. CrowriJivo,j;loth_exn;a^6.s.
ATlTEMUS" W A R D ' S ^ W O R K S . W i t h Portrait and Facsimile.
Crown
Svo, cloth extra. 7 s . (id.—Also a POPULAR E D I T I O N , post Svo, picture boards, 3 » .
T H E GENIAL SHOWMAN : Life a n d Adventures of A R T E M U S W A R D , l^y EDWARD
Svo,
extra,
P. HiNGbTON. W i t h a Frontispiece. Crown
"^
°"' cloth
-'-•'-'—
••- S
' »s- . 6
'• d" .

BOOKS

P U B L I S H E D BY

ASHTON (JOHN), WORKS BY.
Crown Svo. d o t h extra, y s . O d . each.
HISTORY OF THE CHAP-BOOKS OF THE 18th CENTURY. With 334 lllusts.
SOCIAL LIFE IN THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. With 85 illustrations.
HUMOUR, WIT, AND SATIRE OF SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 82 Illusts.
ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRST. 115 Illusts.
MODERN STREET BA.LLADS. With 57 Illustrations.

RACTERIA, YEAST FUNGL AND ALLIED SPECIES, A SYNOPSIS
OF.

By W. B. GROVE, B . A

With 87 Illustrations, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 g . B d .

BARDSLEY (REV. C. W.), WORKS BY.
ENGLISH SURNAMES: Their Sources and Significations. Cr. Svo. cloth, 7*. 6 ( 1 .
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE. Crown Svo. r.loth extra. 6 g .

BARING GOULD (S., Author of "John Herring," &c.), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . <id. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
RED SPIDER.
I EVE.

BARR (ROBERT: LUKE SHARP), STORIES BY. Cr. 8vo,ci.,39.6d.e^.
IN A STEAMER CHAIR. With Frontispiece and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND,
FROM WHOSE BOURNE, &c. Wiih 47 Illustrations.
BARRETT

_

( F R A N K , A u t h o r of •• L a d y B i d d y F a n e , " ) N O V E L S B Y .
Post 8vo, illuslrated boards, 3 s . eacli; cloth, 3 s . ($d. each.
FETTERED FOR LIFE.
I A PRODIGAL'S PROGRESS.
THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH.
JOHN FORD; and HIS HELPMATE.
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH.
A RECOILING VENGEANCE.
FOLLY MORRISON. | HONEST DAVIE. LIEUT.BARNABAS. | FOUND GUILTY.
LITTLE LADY LINTON.
FOR LOVE AND HONOUR.
THE WOMAN OF THE IROM uKACELETS. Crown Svo, cloth, S s . 6 d .
jShorfy.

EEACONSFIELD, LORD. By T. P. O'CONNOR. M . P Cr. Svo, cloth, 5s.
BEAUCHAMP.—GRANTLEY GRANGE: A Novel. By SHELSLEV
BEAUCHAMP.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

BEAUTIFUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS : A Gathering from
the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel.

Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3 1 g .

BECHSTEIN.—AS PRETTY AS SEVEN, and other German Stories.
Collected by LUDWIG ISKCHSTEIN. With Additional Tales by Ihe Brothers GRIMM.
andqS Illustrations by RICHTER. Square SVO. cloth extra, <»». <»<!.; gilt edges, 7 8 . 6 d ,

BEERBOHM'.-W'ANDERINGS'TFPATAGONlATor, Life among the
Ostrich Hunters. By (ULIUS HKKREOHM. With Illusts. Cr. Svo. cl. extra, S s . fid.
B E N l J E T T M W . C , LL. D.), W O R K S T l Y .
POS. 8vo, doth limp. 3 » . eachT
A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILORS.

BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS B Y :
Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 3 s . « d . each ; post Svo. illust. bds., 3 s . each ; cl. limp, 8 s . « d . each
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. Wilh Illustrations by pkED. BARNARD.
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E I W H E E L E R
CAKMARD.
ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by HARRY FURNISS "
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by CHARLFS GREEN
y.'J'^H?. 'JACK, and other Stories.
|
CHILDREN OP GIBEOH.
l^l^S?^?,,'^^
VERY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. FORESTIEF.
riERR P A U L U S : His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall
FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and F. WADDV.
TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER.
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S.
THE HOLY ROSE.&c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD
ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of To-day. With"i2lIIus(s bv F BARNARO
ST. KATHERINE'S BY THE TOWER. With 12 page II ustrat"o is by C GREEN
VERBENA CAMELLIA S T E P H A N O T I S ^ .
| THE IVORY GATE: A Novell:
„„„ „„
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . C d . each.
THE REBEL QUEEN.
I
IN DEACON'S ORDERS.
[Shortly.
THP F H ^ n r v nS°.;„.^i,'U«,EL'4??„\"i»Woodcuts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5 s .
? S ^ I ^ T ' ° o ' ' / F ? g T ? i ^ N ' ? * ^ ? m f 8 ^ 1 T . ^ ' - ^ " ^ P " ' - " ' Cr. Svo. cl. extra, Os.
^'?.?S?.?.V.}^''"' '^'* I'lu'^lrations. Demy Svo, cloth extra. I S s .
G A S P A KDE
E ^2IGSV"'^^;Sfh
- " ' - . P / ^ - ^Crown
- Crown
CTASPAKD
COLIGNY. With aFPortrait.
Svo, Svo'lrish
Irish linenLinen,
S s «Sds . 6 d .
WALTER BESANT: A Stud>.

By JOHN U N P B K H I H , .

Cr, 8VO, linen,'QS.

[Shortly.
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BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY.
C l . Svo. cl. ex., :{s. « d . each : post Svo, illust. bds., 3 s . f a c h ; ci. limp •»< (S.l pnrl,
READY-MONEY MORTIBOY.
BY CELIA'S ARBOUR
MY LITTLE GIRL.
T H E CHAPLAIN OP T H E F L E E T
W I T H HARP AND CROWN.
T H B SEAMY S I D E .
T H I S SON OF VULCAN.
T H E CASE OP MR. L n c R A P T . &c
T H E GOLDEN B U T T E R F L Y .
' T W A S IN TRAPALGAK'S BAv', «,c
T H E H O N K S OF THELEMA,
T H E TEN YEARS' TENANT, &r "
•«* T h e r e la also a LIBRARY EDITION of t h e above Twelve Volumes hanrtsomo'i
t e t in n e w t y p e , on a l a r g e c r o w n Svo p a g e , a n d h o u n d In c l o t h e x t r a . «is. e a c h .

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. By AOST7N
95 Illustrations.

DI^SON.

' Wul

S q u a r e Svo, clolli extra, <is.

B I E R C E . — I N T H E M I D S T O F L I F E : T a l e s of S o l d i e r s a n d a ^ i U ^ n ^
By AMBROSE B I E R C E . Crown Svo, cloth extra, <>s.; post Svo, illustrated b i a n l s 3 <

BLACKBURN'S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS".

"^

ACADEMY NOTES, separate years, from 1875-1887,1889-1832, each I s .
ACADEMY NOTES, 1893. With Illustrations. I s .
ACADEMY NOTES, 1873-79. Complete in One Vol., with 6oo Illusts Clolh li'nn <>a
ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete in One Vol. withTooIllusts Cloth Imio « ,
GROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. « d .
^'
GROSVENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1878 to 1890, each J s .
GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82, With 300 Illusts. Demy Svo cloth limp « s
GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. II.,1883-87. W i t h 300 Illusts. Demy Svo cloth limp « .
GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I I I . , 1888-90. W i t h 230 Illusts. Dt-niy Svo, cloth S s 6<l
T H E N E W GALLERY, 1888-1892. With n u m e r o u s Illustrations, each I s .
T H E N E W GALLERY, 1893. With Illustrations. I s .
T H E N E W GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892. W i t h 250 Illusts. Demy Svo, cloth 6 s .
E N G L I S H P I C T U R E S AT T H E NATIONAL GALLERY. 114 Illustrations
Is.
OLD MASTERS AT T H E NATIONAL GALLERY. 128 Illustrations
I s . Wil."
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO T H E NATIONAL GALLERY. 242 Illusts. cl., S s
T H E P A R I S SALON, 1893. With Facsimile Sketches. S s .
T H E P A R I S SOCIETY OF F I N E ARTS, 1893. W i t h Sl;etches. S s . C d .
B L A K E ( W I L L I A M ) : India-proof E t c h i n g s from his W o r k s by W I L L I A A
B E L L S C O T T . With descriptive T e x t . Folio, halt-bound boards, 3 I s .
BLIND ( M A T H I L D E ) . P o e m s by.
C r o w n Svo, c l o t h e x t r a , 5 s . e a c h
T H E ASCENT OF MAN.
DRAMAS IN MINIATURE. W i t h a Frontispiece by F O R D MADOX BROWN.
SONGS AND SONNETS. F c a p . Svo, vellum and gold.

BOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY.
E N G L I S H M E R C H A N T S : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress nf British Com
merce. With n u m e r o u s Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth evtra, T s . <iil.
ENGLISH N E W S P A P E R S : T h e History of Journalism. Twn Vols., demy Svo cl., 3 . 5 s
T H E OTHER SIDE OF T H E EMIN PASHA R E L I E F EXPEDITION. Cr. Svo <>s
BOWERS.—LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL.
By GEORGE
B O W E R S . Oblong folio, half-bound. 3 1 s .
B O Y L E ( F R E D E R I C K ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, illustrated Doards, 3 » . e.ach,
CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN'S L A N D ^ | CAMP NOTES. | SAVAGE L I F E .

BRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES ;chie(ry
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With
the Additions cf Sir H E N R Y E L L I S , and Illustrations. Cr. Svo. clolli extra, y s . <»«i.

BREWER (REV. DR.), WORKS BY.
T H E R E A D E R ' S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, R E F E R E N C E S , PLOTS, AND
S T O R I E S . Fifteenth I'honsand. Ci own "vo, r.loth extra, y s . O d .
AUTHORS AND T H E I R W O R K S , W I T H T H E D A T E S : Being Ihe Appendices to
" T h e Reader's H a n d b o o k . " separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 3 s .
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, T s . <»d.
B R E W S T E R (SIR DAVID), W O R K S BY.
Post Svo, cl. ex., 4 s . O d . each.
MORE WORLDS THAN O N E : Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates.
T H E MARTYRS OP S C I E N C E : G A L I L E O . T V C H O BRAIIE. and K E P L E R . With Portraits,
L E T T E R S ON NATURAL MAGIC. With numerous Illustrations.

BRILLTTSAVARINT^GASTRONOMY

AS A~FINE

SAVARIH. T r a n s l a t e d by R. E. ANDERSON, M.A.

ARTTW^RTLIAT:

Post Svo, half-bound, 3 » .

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

BRET HARTE, WORKS BY.
LIBRARY E D I T I O N . In Seven Volnmes, crown Svo, cloth extra, « s . each.
BRET HARTE'S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author.
Vol.
I.
Vol. II.
Vol. III.
Vol. IV.
Vol. VI.
Voi.VII.

COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC W O R K S . With Steel Portrait.
LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN L E G E N D S .
T A L E S OF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES.
G A B R I E L CONROY. | Vol. V. S T O R I E S — C O N D E N S E D N O V E L S , 4 C .
T A L E S OF T H E PACIFIC S L O P E .
T A L E S OF T H E PACIFIC S L O P E — I I . With Portrait by JOHN P E T T I E , R . A .

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introductory
Essay by J. M. UELLEW, Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr.Svo, cl. ex.. ? s . <»d.
BBET HARTE'S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper &bucl<ram. Cr.Svo, 4 s . < i d .
THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by ICATK
GREENAWAV, reproduced in Colours by EDMUND EVANS. Small 4to, cloth, 5 s .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . 0«1. each.
A WAIF OP THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L . WOOD.
A WARD OP THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L WOOD.
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by H U M E NISBET.
COLONEL S T A R B O T T L E ' S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE.
With a
Frontispiece by F R E D . BARNARD.

S U S Y : A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE.
SALLY DOWS, &c. With 47 Illustrations by .W. D . ALMOND, &C.
A PEOTEGlBE OF JACK HAMLIN'S. Wilh 26 Illustrations by W. SMALL, &C.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
GABRIEL CONROY.
I THE LUCK OP ROARING CAMP, &c.
AN HEIRESS OF RED DOG, &e.
| CALIFORNIAN STORIES.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each; cloth limp, 3 s . 6 d . each.
FLIP.
1
MARUJA.
I A PHYLLIS OF THB SIERRAS.
Fcap. Svo, picture cover, J s . each.
THE TWINS OP TABLE MOUNTAIN. I JEFF BRIGGS'S LOVE STORY.
SNOW-BOUND AT EAGLE'S.
I

BRYDGES.-UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By HAROLD

BRYDGES.

Post

Svo, illuslrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . tfd.
BUCHANAN'S (ROBERT) WORKS,
c r o w n Svo, cloth extra, « s . each.
SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. DALZIEL.
THE EARTHQUAKE; or, Six Days and a Sabbath.
THE CITY OF DREAM : An Epic Poem. With T w o Illustrations by P. MACNAB.
THE WANDERING J E W ; A Christmas Carol. Second Edhion.
THE OUir.AST : A Rhyme for the Time. Wilh 15 Illustrations by RUDOLF BLIND,
PETER MACNAB, and H U M E N I S B E T . Small demy Svo, cloth extra, S s .
ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y s . Gtl.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . 6 d . each; post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . each
LOVE ME FOR EVER. Frontispiece.
THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD.
ANNAN WATER. | FOXGLOVE MANOR.
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece.
THE N E W ABELARD.
GOD AND THE MAN. With 11 IllusMATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front.
trations by FRED. BARNARD.
THE MASTER OP THE MINE. Front.
THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE.
THE HEIR OF LINNE.
With Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER.
WOMAN AND THE MAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S,s. 6 d .
[Shortly.
RACHEL DENE. 2 vols., crown Svo.
[Shortly.

BURTON (CAPTAIN).- T H E BOOK OF THE SWORD. By
F. BURTON.

With over 400 Illustrations.

RICHARD

Demy 4to, cloth extra, S 3 s .

BURTON (ROBERT):
THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY: A N e w Edition, with translations of the
Classical Extracts. Dpmy Svo, cloth extra, Vs. O d .
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for popular use, of BURTON'S
ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Post Svo.cloth limp, 3 s . tid.
P A I N E ( T . H A L L ) , N O V E L S B Y . Crown Svo, c t o h l ^ t r a , S s . tid. each;
^^
post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s . each; cloth limp, 3 s . tid. each.
SHADOW OF A CRIME. | A SON OF HAGAR.
| THE DEEMSTER.

CAMERON (COMMANDER).—THE CRUISE OF THE 'NBLACK
FRINGE" PRIVATEER.

By V. LOVETT CAMERON, R.N. Post Svo, boards, 3 s .

rlMlRON (MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELS BY. Post8vo,iiiust.bds.,3s.ea^.
JULIET'S GUARDIAN.

I DECEIVERS EVER.

""
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS.

With Life

by R. H . S H E P H E R D , and T h r e e Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth extra, J s . tid.
CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARLYLE AND R. W. EMERSON, 1834 t o 1E72.
Edited by C. E . N O R T O N . With Portraits. T w o Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 3 4 s .

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By Mrs. ALEXANDER

IRELANDT

With Portrait a n a Facsimile Letter. Small d e m y Svo, cloth e?itra, 7 s . tid.
C H A P M A N ' S ( G E O R G E ) W O R K S . V o l I. c o n t a i n s t h e P l a y s c o m p l e t e ,
including t h e doubtful ones. Vol. II., the Poems and Minor Translations, with an
Introductory Essay by ALGERNON C H A R L E S S W I N B U R N E . Vol. I I I . , the Translations
of the Iliad and Odyssey. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, tis. each.

CHATTO AND JACKSON.-A TREATISE ON WOOlT^NGRAVING.
By W. A. C H A T T O and J. JACKSON.

W i t h 450 tine Illusts.

Large 4to, hf.-bd., 3 S s .

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R.

HAWEI^.

With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 W o o d c u t s . Small 410, cloth extra, S s . tid.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H. R. H A W E I S . DemySvo, clotli limp, 3 s . tid.

CLARE.—FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS: A Tali"5rT)rn^di[le:~By
AUSTIN CLARE.

Post Svo, picture boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . tid.

CLIVE (M~RS. ARCHER), NOVELS"B"Y7"p^svo~,nru"Srbo"a"rd"73^^;;;h;
PAUL FERROLL.

j

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED H I S W I F E .

CLODD.-MYTKS AND DREAMS.
Second Edition, Revised.

By

EDWARD

CLODD, F . R . A . S .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.

COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY.

THE CURE OF SOULS. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s .
THB RED SULTAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid.
THE BURDEN OF ISABEL. T h r e e Vols, crown Svo.

COLEMAN (JOHN), WORKS BY.

"""

PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. T w o V o l s , Svo, cloth, 3 4 s .
CURLY: An Actor's Story. W i t h 21 Illusts. by J. C. DOLLMAN. Cr. Svo, cl., I s . tid.

COLERIDGE.—THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS.
COLERIDGE.

By M. E.

F c a p . 8vo, cloth. I s . tid.

COLLINS (C. ALLSTON).-THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8V^2s.
COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY.

"

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3 s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each,
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR.
TRANSMIGRATION. 1 YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | A VILLAGE COMEDY.
Post Svo. illustrated boards. 3 s . each.
SWEET ANNE PAGE. | FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES.

COLLINS "(WILKIE), NOVELS BY.
Cr. Svo, cl. ex., S s . tifl. each ; post Svo, 111 ust. b d s . , 2 s , e a c h ; c!. limp, 2 s . tid. each.
ANTONINA. W i t h a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A.
BASIL.

I l l u s t r a t e d by S i r J O H N G I L B E R T , R.A., a n d J. M A H O N E Y .

HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A., and J. MAHONEY.
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B . H O U G H T O N . | THE TWO DESTINIES.
THE DEAD SECRET. W i t h a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A.
QUEEN OF HEARTS. W i t h a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A.
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. G I L B E R T , R . A . , a n d F . A. F R A S E R .
NO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E . M I L L A I S , R.A., and A. W . C O O P E R .
MV MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of W I L K I E C O L L I N S .
ARMADALE. W i t h Illustrations by G. H. T H O M A S .
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. D u MAURiERand F . A. FRASER,
MAN AND W I F E . W i t h Illustrations by W I L L I A M SMALL.
!
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. D u MAURIER and EDWARD H U G H E S .
MISS OR MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L . F I L D E S , R.A., and HENRY W O O D S , A.R.A. '
THE N E W MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. D u MAURIER and C. S. REINHARDT.
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G . D u MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.
THE LAW AND THE LADY.

Illusts. by S. L. F I L D E S , R.A., and SYDNEY H A L L .

THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustrated
by ARTHUR
HOPKINS.
HEART AND
SCIENCE
THE EVIL GENIUS.
THE FALLEN LEAVES.
" I SAY NO."
LITTLE NOVELS.
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER.
A ROGUE'S LIFE,
THE LEGACY OF CAIN.
THE BLACK ROBE.
B O N D LOVE. With Preface by W A L T E R B E S A N T , and Illusts. by A. F O R E S T I E R

COLLINS (JOHN CHURTON, M,A.)7"B00KS BY.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.
JONATHAN SWIFT : A Biographical and Critical Study. Crov^nSvo, cloth extra S e .

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

COLMAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS: "Broad Grins," "My
Nightgown and Slippers," &c.

With Life and Frontis.

Cr. Svo. cl. extra, 7 s . tid.

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel.
COLQUHOUN.

By M. J.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By
KYAN.

CATHERINE

Crown Svo, I s . ; cloth limp, I s . ti«l.

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY.
DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations. T w o Vols., Svo, cloth 2 S s .
A NECKLACE OP STORIES. 25 Illusts. by W . J. H E N N E S S Y . Sq. Svo, cloth, tis.
GEORGE WASHINGTON'S RULES OF CIVILITY. Fcap. Svo, Jap, vellum, 3 s . tid.

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY.
PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 3 s . tid.; post Svo,illust.boards,39.
LEO. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 8 .

COOPER (EDWARD H.)-GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 8vo, 3 s . ^ .
CORNWALL.—POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENGLAND ; or, T h e Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall.

Collected

by ROBERT H U N T , F . R . S . T w o Steel-plates byGEO.CRUiKSHANK. Cr. Svo, cl., 7 s . tid.

COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V.
44 Illustrations by F. H. T O W N S E N D .

CECIL COTES,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 * .

With

titl.

CRADDOCK.—THE PROPHET OF THE GrREAT SMOKY MOUNTAINS. By CHARLES EGBERT CRADDOCK. Post Svo, illust. bds., 3 s . ; cl. limp, 3 s . t i t l .

CRELLIN (H. N.)—THE NAZARENES; A Drama. Crown 8vo, Is.
CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By MATT CRIM. With
a Frontispiece.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

C R O K E R ( B . M . ) , N O V E L S B Y . Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3 s . C d . each: post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2 s . each ; cloth limp, S s . tid. each.
PRETTV MISS NEVILLE.
I DIANA BARRINGTON.
A BIRD OF PASSAGE.
PROPER PRIDE.
A FAMILY LIKENESS.
| "TO LET."

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two
The F I R S T from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND from 1844 to 1833.

SERIES

:

A Gathering ot

the B E S T HUMOUR of THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A'BKCKi,fTT

ROBERT BROUGH, &C. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by CRI IKSHANK, HiNE, LANDELLS, Stc. T w o Vols., crown Svo, cloth eilt. 7 s . tid. earh
THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.
By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With S I
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . tifl.
C U M M I N G ( C . ~ F 7 G 0 R D 0 N ) , W O R K S B Y . Demy Svo, cl. ex , S^TtidTeacT
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. Wilh 42llluslrations
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With 2S Illustrations.
VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8vo, cl., 7 s . tid.

CUS"SANS.'-A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with InstructitnTlor
Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By JOHN E . CUSSANS. With
408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown Svo, cloth, tis.

CYPLES7w.)-HEARTSofG0LD. Cr.Svo,cL,3s.6d.: po.st8vo.bds 2s~
DANIEL.-MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OL^EN TIME. By GEORGE
15ANIEL. With Illustrations by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown SVO cloth extra S s tid

DAUDET.-THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation.' By
DAUDHT.

ALPHONSE

Crown Svo, cloth extra. S s . tid.; post Svo. illustrated boards 2 s

DAVIDSON.-MR.

SADLER'S DAUGHTERS.

DAVIDSON._With^a Fiontisp'ece.

By HUGH'COLEMAN

Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s .

tid.

[Shortly

DAVIES (DR. N. E. Y0RKE-), WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo,7s:;;::^nr~6d ea
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS.
'
" " " • ^^
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE F A T : A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Piirf,
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown Svo, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . tid.

CHATTO & WINDUS,

214, PICCADILLY.

D A V E N A N T . - H I N T S FOR P A R E N T S ON T H E CHOICE OF A PROFESSION FOR THEIR SONS. By F. DAVENANT, M.A. Post Svo. i s . ; cl.. I s . tid.

DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS,lor tire fii^t
time C o l k c l e d and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B.
GROSART, D . D . T W O Vols., crown Svo. cloth boards. 1 3 s .

DAWSON—THE FOUNTAIN^F YOUTHT
M-B.

By ERASMUS DAWSON,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

DE GUERIN.-THE' JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited
by G. S. T R E B U T I E N . W i t h a Memoir by S A I N T E - B E U V E . T r a n s l a t e d from the
20lh French Edition by J E S S I E P . F R O T H I N G H A M . F c a p . Svo, half-bound, 3 s . tiil.

DE M A I S T R E . - A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM!
MAISTRE.

T r a n s l a t e d by H E N R Y ATTWiit.L.

By"x^7il^7^.

Post Svo. cloth limp. 3 s . tid.

DE MILLE.—A CASTLE fN"" SPAIN. By JAMES D E MILLET^VitlTa
Frnntispiece.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo. illustrated board.=:. 3 » .

DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF I'A Chronicle
of the R A C E FOR T H E D E R B Y , from Diomed to Donovan. With Brief Accounts ot
T H E OAKS. By L o u i s H E N R Y C U R Z O S . Crown Svo, cloth limp, 'i-. ( i d .
D E R W E N T ( L t l T H ) , N O V E L S ^ B Y . Cr.Svo.d., S s . t i d . ea.; post 8 v o , b d s . , 3 . : e r .
OUR LADY OF TEARS.
| CIRCE'S LOVERS.
D I C K E N S ( C H A R L E S ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
SKETCHES BY BOZ.
| NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS.
| OLIVER TWIST.
THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography.
Edited by RICHARD H E R N E S H E P H E R D . Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.—Also a
SMALLER E D I T I O N , in t h e A/avAiiV Liftman', post Svo, cloth limp 3 s . tid.
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By ALFRED RIMMER. With 57 Illustrations
by C. A. VANDERHOOF, A L F R E D RIMMER, a n d others. Sq. Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . tid.

DICTIONARIES.

"^

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, a n d Dogmatic. By the R e v .
E. C. B R E W E R , L L . D . Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7 s . tid.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND
STORIES.

By the R e v . E . C. B R E W E R , L L . D .

W i t h an E N G L I S H B I B L I O G R A P H Y .

Fifteenth T h o u s a n d . Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7 s . tid.
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. Svo, cloth limp, 3 « .
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical a n d Explanatory Notes, Bv SAMUEL A, B E N T , A.M. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . tid.
SLANG DICTIONARY: Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. C r . Svo, cl., tis. tid.
V70MEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. H A Y S . Cr.SVO, cl., ."is.
WORDS, FACTS, AND P H R A S E S : A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oithe-Way Matters. By E I . I E Z E R EDWARDS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 8 . tid.
DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING.
Translated, with Annota:
tions, from Diderot's " L e P a r a d o x e s u r l e C o i n e d i e n , " b y W A L T E R H E R R I E S POLLOCK.
With a Preface by H E N R Y IRVING. Crown Svo, parchment, 4 s . tid.

DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY:
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. S q u a r e Svo, cloth, tis.
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN. W i l h 4 Portraits. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, tis.
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, tis—A
S E C O N D S E R I E S , uniform in size and price, is now in p r e p a r a t i o n .

DOBSON (W. T.)-POETICAL INGENUITIES ANiTECCENTRiCLTIES.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid.

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.
Post Svo. illustrated boards. 3 s . each; cloth limp, 3 s . tid. each.
A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS,
THE MAN-HUNTER. | WANTED I
IN THE GRIP OF T H E LAW.
CAUGHT AT LAST!
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED.
TRACKED AND TAKEN,
LINK BY LINK,
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?
SUSPICION AROUSED.
Crown Svo. cloth, S s . tid. eacli ; pust Svo, boards, 3 H . each ; cloth, 3 « . tid. each.
I H E MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations.
TRACKED TO DOOM. Wjih 6 full-page Illustrations by GORDON BRO'.VNE.

D 0 Y L E T C 0 N A N ) , - Y K E FIRM OF GIRdESTONET
P O Y L R , Author of " MiG?b Cl^lHe."

Crovi-n 8yo, cloth e i t i a , ;i».

I'^y A. CONAW
ihl-

8

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

D R A M A T I S T S , T H E O L D . Wilh v i g n e t t e Portraits. C r . S v o . d . ex., tis. per V O L
BEN JONSON'S W O R K S . W i t h Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a ^ l o eraphical Memoir by W M . G I F F O R D . E d i t e d by Col. CUNNINGHAM. T h r e e Vols.
CHAPMAN'S W O R K S . Complete in T h r e e Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay
by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
MARLOWE'S W O R K S . Edited, with Notes, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.
MASSINGER'S PLAYS. F r o m G I F F O R D ' S T e x t . Edit by Col.CUNNINGHAM. OneVol.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . tid. each.
A SOCIAL D E P A R T U R E : How Orthodocia and I W e n t r o u n d t h e W o r l d by Ourselves. W i t h I I I Illustrations by F . H . T O W N S E N D .
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. W i t h So Illustrations by F . H . T O W N S E N D ,
T H E SIMPLE A D V E N T U R E S OF A MEMSAHIB. Illustrated by F . H . T O W N S E N D .
A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY. T w o Vols., crown Svo.
[Shortly.

DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T. F,
DYER, M.A.

THISELTON

Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

KARLY ENGLISH POETS.
Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, bv Rev. A. B. G R O S A R T , D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, tis. per Volume.
F L E T C H E R ' S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol.
D A V I E S ' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL W O R K S . T w o Vols.
H E R R I C K ' S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. T h r e e Vols.
SIDNEY'S (SIR P H I L I P ) COMPLETE POETICAL W O R K S . T h r e e Vols.
E D G C U M B E . — Z E P H Y R U S : A H o l i d a y in Brazil a n d on t h e River Plate.
By E . R. P E A R C E EDGCUMBE. Vv'ith 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s .

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY:
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo, illust. boards, S s .

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).-WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ot-the-Way Matters.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 * . 0<l.

By E L I E Z E R EDWARDS.

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY.
KITTY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s .
FELICIA. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

tid.

EGERTON.—SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. By Rev.J. C. EGERTON.
With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. W A C E , and 4 Illustrations. Cr.Svo, cloth ex., 3 s .

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—ROXY : A Novel. Post Svo, illust. bds!,2s.
ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE : A Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a H o u s e ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. I.
RICHARDSON. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth 7 8 . tidl

EWALD

(ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.), WORKS BY.

T H E L I F E AND T I M E S OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany
( T H E YOUNG P R E T E N D E R ) . W i t h a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra 7 s . tid.
STORIES FROM T H E STATE P A P E R S . W i t h an Autotype. Crown Svo, c l o t h , t i s .

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By
JOHN BROWNING, F.R.A.S.

With 70 Illusts.

Eighteenth T h o u s a n d . Crown Svo I s .

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By SAMUEL

ARTHUR

R E N T , A . M . Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . tid.
F A R A D A Y ( M I C H A E L ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, cloth extra, 4 s . tid. each,
T H E CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A C A N D L E : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience. Edited by W I L L I A M CROOKES. F . C . S . W i t h n u m e r o u s Illustrations
ON T H E VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND T H E I R RELATIONS TO
EACH OTHER. Edited by W I L L I A M CROOKES, F . C . S . With Illustrations

F~ARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.

''

MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.
W A R ! T h - e e Essays, reprinted from " Military M a n n e r s . " Cr. Svo, I s . • cl 1 s

"FFNN

(G. MANVILLE), NOVELS BY.

tid

""^"—^—-

T H E N E W MISTRESS. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo, illust bcarHo •>.,
W I T N E S S TO T H S D E E D . Crown Svo, cloth extra S s .
tid.
^ ' •**'
T H E TIGER LILY : A T a l e of T w o Passions. T w o Vols.

CHATTO

& WINDUS,

2 1 4 , PICCADILLY.

F I N ^ B E C — T H E CUPBOARD P A P E R S : Observations
Living a n d Dining. By F I N - B E C . Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid.

g

o n t h e A r t of

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING; or, The Pyrotechnist's Treasury.

By THOMAS K E N T I S H . With 267 Illustration?. Cr. Svo, cl., Sn.

FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., F.S.A.), W 0 R K S ~ B Y .
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.
LITTLE E S S A Y S : Passages from Letters of CHARLES L A M B . Post Svo, cl., 3 s . tid.
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through F r a n c e and Belgium. W i l h Sketches. Cr. 410, I s .
FATAL ZERO. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
Post Svo, illustrpted boards, 3 s . each.
BELLA DONNA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON.
POLLY.
I NEVER FORGOTTEN. I SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET.
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). W i t h an Account of his Sayings,
Doings, a n d W r i t i n g s ; a n d F o u r Portraits. T w o Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 3 4 s .
THE SAVOY OPERA. Illustrations and Portraits. Crown Svo, cloth, tis. [Shortly.

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), WORKS BY.
POPULAR ASTRONOMY : A G e n e r a l Description of t h e H e a v e n s . By C A M I L L E
FLAMMARION. T r a n s l a t e d by J . B L L A R D G O R E , F.R.A.S. W i t h nearly 300 Illustrations. Medium Svo, cloth e i t r a , 1 6 s .
[Preparing.
URANIA : A R o m a n c e .
T r a n s l a t e d by A. R . S T E T S O N ,
W i t h 87 Illustrations
by D E B I E L E R , MYRBACH, &O.

C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, 5 s .

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) C0MPLETE~P0EMS7 Christ's Victorii
in H e a v e n , Christ's Victorie on E a r t h , Christ's T r i u m p h over Death, a n d Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth b o a r d s , tis.

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY LUCRE. PostSvo, illust. bds.,^2s:
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, 2 s . each.
ONE BY ONE. | QUEEN COPHETUA. | A REAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAVE ?
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. each.
ROPES OP SAND. Illustrated.
| A DOG AND HIS SHADOW.
OLYMPIA. Post Svo, illust. bds., 3 s . | ESTHER'S GLOVE. F c a p . Svo, pict. cover. I s .
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s .
JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. T h r e e Vols., c r o w n Svo.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY.
SETH'8 BROTHER'S W I F E .

|

Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
THE LAWTON GIRL.

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By HENRY VAN LAUN.
T h r e e Vols., demy Svo, cloth boards, 7 s . tid. each.
F R E R E . — P A N D U R A N G H A R I ; o r , M e m o i r s of a H i n d o o .
With Preface by Sir B A R T L E F R E R E . Crown Svo, cloth, S s . tid.; post Svo, illust. bds., 3 i .

FRISWELL (HAIN).—ONE OF TWO: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
F R O S T ( T H O M A S ) , W O R K S B Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. each.
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. I LIVES OP THE CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Showing their N a m e , D a t e of F o u n d a t i o n , Objects, Income, Officials, &c.
by JOHN L A N E . Published Annually. Crown Svo, cloth. I s . tid.

Edited

HARDENING BOOKS.
Post Svo, i s . e a c h ; cloth limp, i s . tid. each.
"
A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE. By G E O R G E G L E N N Y ,
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE.

By T O M a n d J A N E J E R R O L D .

Illustrated.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By T O M JERROLD.
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN. By T O M J E R R O L D .
Crown Svo, cloth, I s . tid.
MY GARDEN WILD. '!y F R A N C I S G . H E A T H . Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

(JXRRETT.—THE C A P E L GIRLS: A Novel.

By EDWARD GARRETT.

Crown Svo, cloth extra. S « . tid.; post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s .

^

G A U L O T . — T H E R E D S H l R T S : A S t o r y of t h e K e v o l u t i o n .
By P A L L
G A U L O T . Translated by J. A. J. DE V I L L I E R S . Crown SVO, cloth, S S . C d . [Shortly.
GENTLEMAN'S
MAGAZINE, T H E
Is. Monthly.
I n addition to
Articles upon subjects in Literature, Science, a n d Art, "TABLE TALK" by S Y L VAN u s U R B A N , a n d " PAGES ON P L A Y S " by J U S T I N H . M C C A R T H Y , a p p e a r monthly.

* * Bound Volumes

for recent years kept in stock, S s . titl. each. Cases for binding, , 3 s .

GENTLEMAN'S ANNUAL THE. Published Annually in Novemberr~Ij^

10

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.
and Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR.
Plates after G E O R G E CRUIKSHANK.

Collected by the Brothers GRIMM

With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 Steel
Square Svo. cloth, tis. tid.; gilt edges. ?i-. tid.

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.

^

Crown Svo cloth extra, S s . tid. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 8 , each.
ROBIN GRAY. I LOVING A DREAM. I T H E GOLDEN SHAFT.
T H E F L O W E R OF T H E FOREST.
| OF H I G H D E G R E E .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
IN LOVE AND WAR.
T H E DEAD HEART.
A HEART'S'PROBLEM.
FOR LACK OF GOLD.
BY MEAD AND STREAM.
W H A T W I L L T H E WORLD SAY?
T H E BRAES OF YARROW.
FOR T H E KING. 1 A HARD KNOT.
FANCY F R E E . | IN HONOUR BOUND.
QUEEN OF T H E MEADOW.
H E A R T ' S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY.
IN P A S T U R E S G R E E N .

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).-SENTENCED!

Cr. 8vo. Is. ; cl.. Is. 6d.

G I L B E R T ( W I L L r A M ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo, illustrated boards. 3 s . each.
DR. A U S T I N ' S G U E S T S .
I J A M E S D U K E , COSTERMONGER.
T H E WIZARD O F T H E MOUNTAIN. |
G I L B E R T ( W . S . ) , O R I G I N A L P L A Y S B Y . T w o Series, 2 s . 6 d . each.
T h e F I R S T S E R I E S c o n t a i n s : T h e VM^ked World—Pygmalion a n d Galatea—
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
T h e SECOND S E R I E S : Broken H e a r t s — E n g a g e d — S w e e t h e a r t s ^ G r e t c h e n — D a n ' l
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S. " Pinafore"—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance.
E I G H T ORIGINAL COMIc"OPERAS w r i t t e n " b y " w . S. G I L B E R T . Containing:
T h e Sorcerer—H.M.S. " P i n a f o r e " — P i r a t e s of P e n z a n c e — l o l a n t h e — P a t i e n c e Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Tnrv. Demy Svo. cloth limp, 3 s . tidl.
T H E " G I L B E R T AND S U L L I V A N " BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every
Day in t h e Year, Selected Irom Plays by W . S. G I L B E R T set to Music by ,'^ir A.
SULLIVAN. Compiled by A L E X . W A T S O N . Royal i6mo, J a p . leather, 3 s . tid.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, S s . tid. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
T H E LOST H E I R E S S : A T a l e of Love, Battle, a n d Adventure. With 2 Illusts.
T H E F O S S I C K E R : A Romance of Mashonaland. VVith 3 Illusts. by H U M E N I S B E T .
A FAIR COLONIST. W i t h a Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, S s . tid.

GTENNY.—A

YEAR'S W O R I T T N GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE:

Practical Advice to Amateur G a r d e n e r s a s to t h e Management of t h e Flower, Fruit,
and F r a m e G a r d e n . By G E O R G E G L E N N Y . Post Svo. I s . ; cloth limp, t s . tid.

GODWIN.-LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By WiTi:T^"G^WIN.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s .

TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An EncyclS^aedTa^of

GOTDEN

QUOTATIONS. Edited by T H E O D O R E TAYLOR.

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, 7».

tid.

GOODMAN.—THE FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. By E. J. GOODMAN, Author of " T o o Curious."

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s . O i l .

GOWrNG.~FlVE THOUSAND MILESTN^^SLEDGE : A Midwinter
lourney Across Siberia. By L I O N E L F . G O W I N G . With 30 Illustrations by C. J.
U K E N , and a Map by E . W E L L K R . L a r s e crown Svo, cloth eNtra. Ms.

GRAHAM. —THE PROFESSOR'S" WIFE : A Story
GRAHAM.

F c a p , Svo, picture cover, I s .

By LEONARD

GREEKS^AND IROMANS, THE LIFE OF T H E T described 7rom
Antique M o n u m e n t s .

By E R N S T G U H L and W . K O N E R .

E d i t e d by D r . F . H U E F F E R .

With 545 Illustrations. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, y s . tid.
G R E E N W O O D T I A M T S V W O R K S B Y . Cr. Svo. cloth extra. S s . tid. each.
T H E W I L D S OF LONDON.
|
LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVILLE

(HENRY), NOVELS BY:

NIKANOR. T r a n s l a t e d by E L I Z A E . C H A S E . W i t h 8 Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, tis.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown Svo, clo'h extra, 5 s . ; post Svo. illustrated boards 3 s .

GRIFFITH.—CORINTHIA MARAZION: A Novel.
FITH.

B^Tc^^nnJ^iF-

Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

CJR'UNDY.—THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY: A Passage inlhe Lile oi
a Young Man.

By SVDNEV GI?UNDY.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, S S , tid.

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214. PICCADILLY

J|ABBERTON (JOHN, Author of " Helen's Babies''), NOVELS BY.
« „ . . _ f ° ^ ' S^°' illustrated boards 3 s . each ; cloth limp, 3 s . tid. e.ich.
BRUETON'S BAYOU.
j
COUNTRY LUCK.

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weaknes's,~andiyi'sease. iVans"lated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS.

Crown Svo. I S . ; cloth. I s .

tid.

HAKE (DR. THOMAS G O R D O N X ^ O E M S BY. Cr. 8v~o,~ch ex., tisT^clT
N E W SYMBOLS.
j LEGENDS^ OP T H E MORROW. |
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to. clotji exTra. S s r "

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARA^ER.

T H E S E R P E N T PLAY.

By Mrs. s. C. lUli.:

With n u m e r o u s Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, G I L B E R T , HARVEY, and
G E O R G E CRUIKSHANK. Medium Svo. cloth extra, 7 s . tid.

HALLIDAY (ANDR.).—EVEITY-DAYTAPERS. Po5t"8^o, bds., 2s.
HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over loo Facsimiles
and Explanatory Text. By D O N F E L I X DE SALAMANCA. Post Svo. cloth limp, 3 s .

tid.

H A N K Y - P A N K Y : Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c:
Edited by W. H. C R E M E R .

With 2oo Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 4 « . ti«l.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). - PAUT WYNTER'S SACRIFICET'YST
HARDY (THOMAS). —UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE.
By
T H O M A S HARDV, Author of " T e s s . " W i t h Portrait and 15 Illustrations. Crown Svo.
cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo,illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . tid.
H A R P E R ( C H A R L E S G.), W O R K S BY.
Demy Svo, cloth extra, I t i s . e l c h .
T H E BRIGHTON ROAD. W i t h Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations.
FROMPADDINGTON T O ^ E N Z A N C E : T h e Record of a S u m m e r T r a m p . 105 Illus£s.

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL.

By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. Post

Svo, illuslrated boards, 3 s .
H A W E I S (MRS. H. R.), W O R K S BY.
S q u a r e Svo, d o t h extra, tis. ^ h .
T H E ART OP BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and ()i Illusttations.
T H E ART OF DECORATION. W i t h Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations.
T H E ART OF D R E S S . With"32 filustrationsT Post Svo, I s . ; cloth, I s . tid.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demv Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tirt.
CHAUCER FOR C H I L D R E N . 38 Illusts. (8 Coloured). Sm. 410, cl. extra, S s . tid.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M. A.).-AMERICAN HUMORISTS: WASHINGTON
IRVING,

OLIVER W E N D E L L

HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL

MARK T W A I N , and B R E T H A R T E .

T h i r d Edition.

LOWELL, ARTEMUS

Crown Svo. cloth extra,

WARD,

tis.

HAWLEY SMA^T.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel.
HAWLEV SMART.

By

Crown Svo. cloth extra, S s . tid.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

HAWTHORNE.—OUR

OLD HOME.

By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE.

Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31
Photogravures. T w o Vols., crown Svo. buckram, gilt top, I j i s ,

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, .'Js. fid. e a c h ;
GARTH.
1 E L L I C E QUENTIN.
SEBASTIAN STROME.
FORTUNE'S FOOL.
Post 8vo, illustrated
MISS CADOGNA.
|
MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS.

post Svo,illustrated boards, 3 s . each
BEATRIX RANDOLPH.
j
DUST.
DAYID POINDEXTER.
T H E SPECTRE OF T H E CAMERA.
boards, S s . e.ich.
LOVE—OR A NAME.
F c a p . S v o . illustrated cover. I s .

HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GRjEW THERE.
By FKANCIS G E O R G E H E A T H . Crown Svo, cloth e ' t r a , gilt edges, tis.
HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), W O R K S BY.
Post Svo. d o t h Ump, 3 s . « d . each.
ANIMALS AND T H E I R MASTERS. | SOCIAL P R E S S U R E .
IVAN DE B I R O N ; A Novel. Cr. Svo, cl. extra. S s . ti<l.; post Rvo, ilhist. bds., 3 a .

HENl)ERSON.—AGATHA PAGE : A Novel.

By ISAA^ HENDERSON.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, I t s . 4><1.

HENTY (G. A.), NOVELSHBYT^
K U J U B T H E J U G O L E R . S IlUists. by STANLEY L. W O O D . Cr. SVO, cloth gilt, 5 s .
DOROTHY'S DOUBLE^ T h r e e Vols., crown Hvp.
HERMAN.^Ar"LE^DING~LADY.
By H E N R Y HERMAN, joint-Author
ot " T h e Bishops' Bible.'' Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 3 s . i eloth esira, 3 s . tid.

HERRICK'S

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
(ROBERT) H E S P E R I D E S , NOBLE NUMBERS, AND

COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMa. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the
Rev. A. B. GROSART, D . D . ; Steel Portrait, &c. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo, cl. bds.. I S a .

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation.
HERTZKA.

Translated by A R T H U R RANSOM.

By Dr. THEODOR

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6 a .

H E S S E - W A R T E G G . — T U N I S : The Land and the People. By Chevalier
E R N S T VON H E S S E - W A R T E G G .

With 22 Illustrations.

Cr. Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.

HILL ( H E A D O N ) . — Z A M B R A THE DETECTIVE.

By HEADON HILL.

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth, 3 s . tid.

HILL (JOHN, M.A.), WORKS BY.
TREASON-FELONY. Post Svo, 3 8 .

HINDLEY (CHARLES),

|

T H E COMMON ANCESTOR. T h r e e Vols.

WORKS BY.

TAVERN ANECDOTES AND S A Y I N G S : Including Reminiscences connected with
Coffee H o u s e s , Clubs. &c. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, S s . tid.
T H E L I F E AND A D V E N T U R E S OF A C H E A P JACK. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., S s . tid.

HOEY.—THE LOVER'S CREED. By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. Post Svo, 2 s .
HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, i s .
HOLMES.-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
PRESERVATION.

By GORDON H O L M E S , M . D . Crown Svo, J s . ; cloth, I s . tid.

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY.
T H E AUTOCRAT OF T H E BREAKFAST-TABLE.
Illustrated by J. GoRnoJi
T H O M S O N . Post Svo, cloth limp 3 s . tid.—Another Edition, post Svo, cloth, 3 s .
T H E AUTOCRAT OF T H E BREAKFAST-TABLE and T H E PROFESSOR AT THB
BREAKFAST-TABLE. I n O n e Vol. Post Svo, half-bound, 3 8 .

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse.

With Life

of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s, tid.
HOOD'S W H I M S AND O D D I T I E S . W i t h 85 Illusts. Post Svo, half-bound, 3 s .

HOOD (TOM).-FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A
Noah's Arkasological Narrative, By T O M H O O D . With 25 Illustrations by W . BRUNTON
and E . C. BARNES. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, tis.

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS; including his
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, P u n s , and H o a x e s . W i t h Life of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7». tid.

HOOPER.—THE HOUSE
HOOPER.

OF RABY : A Novel.

By Mrs. GEORGE

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3 s .

HOPKINS.—"'TWIXT LOVE A N D ^ U T Y : " A Novel.
HOPKINS.

By TIGHE

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 M .

HORNE. — ORION : An Epic Poem.
With Photographic Portrait by S U M M E R S .

HUNGERFORD

By RICHARD H E N G I S T HORNE.
T e n t h Edition. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, T s .

(MRS.), Author of " M o l l y

Bawn," N"6?ELS BY.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 8 . each ; cloth limp, 3 s , tid. each.
A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. | IN DURANCE V I L E . | A MENTAL STRUGGLE.
MARVEL.
I
A MODERN CIRCE.
LADY V E E N E R ' S P L I G H T . Crown Svo, cloth extra, S a . tid.
T H E RED-HOUSE MYSTERY. T w o Vols., c r o w n Svo.

HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A T A L E FOR A CHIMNEY CORNER,
&c.

Edited by E D M U N D O L L I E R .

Post Svo, printed on laid p a p e r and half-bd., 3 » .

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 8 . each.
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED.
| THAT OTHER PERSON.
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 8 .
MRS. J U L I E T . Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.

HUTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W. M. HUTCHISON.
W i t h 25 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid.
H Y D " R O P H O B I A : A n A c c o u n t o f M . P A S T E U R ' S S y s t e m ; T e c h n i q u e of
his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD S U Z O R , M . B . Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

IDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine.

Edited by JEROME K. JEROME

and R O B E R T E . BARR. Profusely Il'ustrated. Sixpence Monthly. T h e first F O U R
V O L U M E S are now readyi clptb extra, 5 s . each ; Cases for Binding, J s , C d .

CHATTO

Sc W I N D U S , 2 1 4 , P I C C A D I L L Y .
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INGELOW (JEAN).-FATED TO BE FREE. Post Svo, illustrated bds., 3«.
INDOOR PAUPERS. By ONE OF THEM. Crown SVO, I S . ; cloth, Is. 6d.
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLER'S
^ jtANUAL. By I. TREVOR-DAVIRS. Crown Svo, I s . ; cloth. I s . tid.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by
A. PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post Svo. cloth limp. 3 s . tid.
R'OTHANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. By CHARLES
JAMES. Post Svo, picture cover, I s . ; cloth limp, I s . tid.
JAMESON.—MY DEAD SELF. By W I L L I A M jAMEsoN7~Post Svo,"
illustrated boards, 3 8 . ; cloth, 3 8 . tid.
JANTIER.—PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By CATHERINE
A JANVIER. Crown SVO, cloth extra, O S .

JAMES.-A

JAPP.—DRAMATIC PICTURES, S^¥NEl'S,^&e. B y A . H . j I p M X T D :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 58.
JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
THE DARK COLLEEN.
| THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT.
J E F F E R I E S ( R I C H A R D ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid. each.
NATURE NEAR LONDON. 1 THE LIFE OP THE FIELDS. | THE OPEN AIR.
"t* Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION, crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, tis. each.
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By WALTER BESANT. Second Edition With a Photograph Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
CURIOSITIES OP CRITICISM. Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid.
LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph. Cr. Svo, cl., tis,
JEROME.—STAGELAND. By JEROME K . JEROME. VVith 64 lUustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Square Svo, picture cover. I s . ; cloth limp, 8 8 .

JERROLD.—THE BARBER'S CHAIR; & THEllEDGEHOG LETTERS.
By DOUGLAS JERROLD. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and halt-bound, ^H,
J E R R O L D ( T O M ) , W O R K S B Y . Post 8vo. i s . each; cloth limp, 18. tid. each.
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THB RENT.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE; A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated,
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN; The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,cl.,ls.tid.

JESSE.-SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By
EDWARD |ESSE. Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s .
J O N E S ( W I L L I A M , F . S . A . ) , W O R K S B Y . Cr.Svo, cl. extra, 7 s . tid, each.
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300
Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged.
CBEDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece,
CROWNS AND CORONATIONS; A History of Regalia. With 100 Illustrations.
JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS.
W i t h Notes Critical and Explanatory,
and a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols., crown Svo. cloth extra, tis. each.
J O S E P H U S , T H E C O M P L E T E W O R K S O F . Translated by W H I S T O N .
Containing " T h e Antiquities of the Jews" and " T h e Wars 01 the Jews." With 52
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy Svo, half-bound. 1 3 s . tid.
KEMPT.-PENCIL AND PALETTE :C h a p t e r s on A r t a n d A r t i s t s . B y
ROBERT KEMPT. Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . «d^

KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous
Sketches. By MARK KERSHAW. Post Svo, illustrated boards. 3 s . ; cloth, 3 s . tid.
KEYSER. — CUT BY THE MESS: A NoveL
By ARTHUR KBVSEK.
Crown Svo, picture^cover. I s . ; cloth limp, I s .
tid.
^
PASSION'S SLAVE.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
1
BELL BARRY.
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BOOKS P U B L I S H E D BY

KNIGHT. —THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most
Benefit from Medical Advice. By
K N I G H T . L . R . C . P . Crown Svo, I s . ;
K N I G H T S l T H E ) OF THE LION
Edited, with an Introduction, by the

W I L L I A M K N I G H T , M.R.C.S., a n d EDWARD
cloth limp, I s . tid.
: A R o m a n c e of t h e T h i r t e e n t h C e n t u r y .
M A R Q U E S S of L O R N E , K . T . Cr Svo. rl. ex. tis.

JAMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse,
including " Poetry for Children " and " Prince D o r u s . " E d i t e d , with Notes and
Introduction, by R. H. S H E P H E R D . With T w o Portraits and Facsimile of a page
of the " Essay on Roast Pig.'' Crown Svo, half-bound, 7 8 . tid.
T H E ESSAYS OF E L I A . Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3 s .
L I I T L E E S S A Y S : Sketches and Characters by C H A R L E S LAMB, selected from his
Letters by PERCY F I T Z G E R A L D . Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tifl.
T H E DRAMATIC E S S A Y S OF C H A R L E S LAMB. With I n t r o d u c t i o n and Notes
bv BRANDER M A T T H E W S , and Steel-plate Portrait. F c a p . Svo, hf.-bd., 3 s . C d .

L.iNUuK.-ClTATiON AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKSPE-iiRE, &c., belore Sir T H O M A S LUCY, touching Ueer-stealing, igth September, 1582.
1 o which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND S P E N S E R with tho
Harl oi Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By W A L T E R SAVAGE LANDOR.
F c a p Svo, half-Roxburghe, 3 s . tid.

LANE.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
England T H E ARABIAN N I G H T S ' ENTERTAINMENTS. T r a n s l a t e d from tho
Arabic, with Notes, by EDWARD W I L L I A M L A N E . Illustrated by m a n y hundred
Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD STANLEY P O O L E . With a
Preface by STANLEY L A N E - P O O L E . T h r e e Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, Ts. tid. each,

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.

"

T H E STORY OF T H E LONDON P A R K S . With Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, » a . 6 d .
ANECDOTES OF T H E CLERGY. Post Svo, laid paper, half-bound, 3 s .
Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid. each.
FORENSIC ANECDOTES.
j
THEATRICAL ANECDOTES.

LliHIVIANN.—HARRY FLUDYER AT CAMBRIDGE. By K. C. LEHMANN.

Post Svo, I s . ; cloth. I s .

tid.

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on h a n d - m a d e paper, bound in buckram, S s .
JE^UX D ' E S P R I T . Edited by H E N R Y S. L E I G H . Post SVO, cloth limp, 3 . S . till.
L E Y S ( J O H N ) . — T H E L I N D S A Y S : A R o m a n c e . P o s t Svo,illust. bds.,"2S^
LINTON (E. L Y N N ) , W O R K S BY.
Post Svo, d o t h limp, 3 8 . tid. each.
W I T C H STORIES.
|
O U R S E L V E S : ESSAYS ON W O M E N .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid. e a c h : post Svo, illustrated b o a r d s , 3 s . each.
PATRICIA KEMBALL. | l O N E .
UNDER W H I C H L O R D ?
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS.
" M Y L O V E ! " I SOWING T H E W I N D .
T H E WORLD W E L L LOST.
PASTON C A R E W , M i l l i o n a i r e ft M i s e r .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
T H E R E B E L OF T H B FAMILY.
I
W I T H A SILKEN THREAD.
T H E ONE TOO MANY. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo.
FREESHOOTING ; E x t r a c t s from W o r k s of Mrs. L. L I N T O N . Post Svo, cl., g s . fid.

LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illusi7^itk7nl
on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s .

tid.

LUCY.—(JIDEON FLEYCE : ' A Novel. Bj^HENRY wrLucY. Crown
8vo. cloth extra, ',i». tid.: post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s ,

MACALPINE
*

(AVERY)rNOVELS~BY.

~~~

~

TERESA ITASCA. Crown Svo, cloth extra, I s .
BROKEN W I N G S . With 6 Illusts. by W . J. H E N N E S S Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS B Y :
MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s .
EONOR^ WIIITLOCK. Crown Svo, cloth e x t r a , t i s .

MACDONELL.—QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By AGNES MA^ONELL.
Ciowii 8vo. cloth extra, .'{s. tid. ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 3 s .

MACGKEGOR. — PASTIMES AND PLAYERS: Notes"^iTp^uiar
Games.

By ROBERT MACGREGOR.

Post 8vn. cloth limp, 3 s .

tid.

MACKAY.—INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES; or, M u i i E l n v i n i h t '
Bv C'URl-ES MACKAY, L L . D .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, (ia,

*

•
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MCCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY.
A HISTORY OF OUR OWN T I M E S , from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the
General Election of 18S0. Four Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 1 3 s . each—Also
a POPULAR E D I T I O N , in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra,'<>s. eacli,—And a
lUBiLEK E D I T I O N , with an Appendix of E v e n t s to the end oi i8S6, in T w o Vols
laree crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 N . <>d. (Mch
A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN T I M E S . One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra tis.
—Also a C H E A P POPULAR E D I T I O N , post Svo, cloth limp 3 s . till.
A HISTORY OF T H E FOUR GEORGES. F o u r Vo's. demy Svo, cloth extra,
I 3 s . each.
(Vols. I. & 11, ready.
Cr. Svo, cl. extra, .'Is. tid. e a c h : post «vo, illust. b.ls.. 3 s . each ; cl. limp, 3 s .
tid.carh.
T H E WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS
MISS MISANTHROPE.
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER
DONNA QUIXOTE.
A FAIR SAXON.
T H E COMET OF A SEASON.
LINLEY ROCHFORD.
MAID OF A T H E N S .
DEAR LADY DISDAIN.
CAMIOLA: A Girl with a F o r t u n e .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, J s . tid. each.
T H E DICTATOR.
J
R E D DIAMONDS.
" T H E RIGHT HONOURABLE.'' By J U S T I N M C C A R T H Y , M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELLP R A E D . F o u r t h Edition. Crown Svo. cloth extra, tis.

MCCARTHY (JUSTIN H.), WORKS BY.
T H E FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., Svo, 1 3 s . each. [Vols. I. & I I . rea.lv.
AN OUTLINE OF T H E HISTORY OF I R E L A N D . Crown Svo, I s . : cloth, I s . o d .
IRELAND SINCE T H E UNION : Irish History. 1798-1886. Crown Svo, cloth, tis.
HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems.
Small Svo, gold cloth, 3 s . tid.
H A R L E Q U I N A D E : Poems. Small 4to, J a p a n e s e vellum, S s .
OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s . ; cloth l i m p , ' S s . O d .
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s .
DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s . ; cloth limp, I s . tid.
LILY L A S S : A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s . ; cloth li.np, l « . iiit.
T H E THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: P e r s i i n Tales. Wiih 2 Plrotogravures by
STANLEY L . W O O D .

T w o Vols., crown Svo. half-bound.
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MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY.
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. T e n Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, m cloth
case, 3 1 s . Or t h e Vols, m a y be had separately, i n g r o l i e r cl., at '.i^. tid. each.
Vol. I. W I T H I N AND W I T H O U T . — T H E H I D D E N L I F E .
,,
I I . T H E D I S C I P L E . — T H E G O S P E L W O M E N . — B O O K O F S O N N E T S . — O R G A N .SONGS,
„ H I . V I O L I N S O N G S . — S O N G S O F T H E D A Y S AND N I G H T S . — A BOOK OF D R E A M S . —
R O A D S I D E P O E M S . — P O E M S FOR C H I L D R E N .
„
IV. P A R A B L E S . — B A L L A D S . — S C O T C H S O N G S .

„ V . & V I . P H A N T A S T E S : A Faerie Romance.

|

Voi.VII. T H E PORTENT.

„VIII. T H E LIGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS.
„
I X . C R O S S PuRPOSE.s.—THE G O L D E N K E Y . — T H E C A R A S O Y N . — L I T T L E D A Y L I G H T
„
X. T H E C R U E L P A I N T E R . — T H E W O W O' R I V V E N . — T H E C A S T L E . — T H E BROKE.S
S W O R D S . — T H E GRAY W O L F . — U N C L E C O R N E L I U S .

POETICAL W O R K S OF G E O R G E T I A C D O N A L D . Collected a n d arranged by the
Author. 2 vols., crown Svo, buckram, 1 3 s .
A T H R E E F O L D CORD. E d i t e d by G E O R G E MACDON.ALD. Post Svo, cloth, 3 s .
H E A T H E R AND S N O W : A~Nbvel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, :{s. tid.

MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITERS
A R Y CHARACTERS: 83 P O R T R A I T S ; with Memoirs — Biograpliical, Critical,
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the L i t e r a t u r e of the former half oi
the Present Century, by W I L L I A M B A T E S . B.A. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7 s . ti.l.
M A C Q U O I D ( M R S . ) , W O R K S B Y . Square Svo, cloth extra, 7 - . tid. each. "
I N T H E A R D E N N E S . W i t h •;o Illustrations by THOMAS R . MACQUOID.
P I C T U R E S AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. 34 Illustrations.
THROUGH NORMANDY. W i t h 92 Illustrations by T . R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
THROUGH BRITTANY. W i t h 35 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, a n d a .Map.
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 Illustrations by T . R. MACQUOID.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
T H E E V I L E Y E , and other Stories. |
LOST ROSE.
M A G I C L A N T E R N , T H E , a n d i t s M a n a g e m e n t : i n c l u d i n g full Pr;ictic.-il
Directions. By T. C H E P W O R T H . 10 lllustratioii3. Cr. 8\'o._l'«.; cloth. IH. titl.
M A G I C I A N ' S O W N B 0 0 K 7 T H E T ^ l T : r l o T m a i i c e s wJtli C u p s a n d B a l l s
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All trom actual Experience. Edited by W. H.
C B E M E R . With 200 I l l u M u t i o n s . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4 s . tid.
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

M A G N A C H A R T A : A n Exact Facsimile of t h e Original i n t h e British
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold a n d ^ o l o u r s , t»s.

MALLOCKlwrnorWORKS BY.
THE N E W REPUBLIC. Post Svo, picture cover, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . tid.
THE N E W PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth, 3 s . tid.
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, S s .
IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown Svo, cloth, tis.; post gvo,
illustrated boards, 3 s .

MALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D'ARTHUR : The Stories of
King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table.
MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s .

(A Selection.)

Edited by B.

M A R K T W A I N , W O R K S B Y . Crown Svo, d o t h extra, y s . 6 d . each.
THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout
by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.
ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. ERASER.
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7 s . tid. each; post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s . each.
THE INNOCENTS ABROAD: or. N e w Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations.
(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.)
THE GILDED AGE.

By MARK TWAIN and C. D . WARNER.

With 212 Illustrations.

THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With i i i Illustrations.
A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations.
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations.
LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations.
ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E . W. KEMBLE.
A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR. With 220 Illusts. by BEARD.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s , each.
THE STOLEN W H I T E ELEPHANT.
|
MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. each.
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT.
With 81 Illustrations by H A L H U R S T , &C.
THE £1,000,000 BANK-NOTE, and other N e w Stories,
TOM SAWYER ABROAD. Illustrated by D A N BEARD.
^Shortly.
PUDD'NHEAD WILSON. Illustrated by L o u t s LOEB.
[Shortly.

MARKS (H. S., R.A.), THE RECOLLECTIONS OF. With numerous
Photogravure and other Illustrations.

T w o Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 3 3 s .

[Shortly,

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. CUNNINGHAM.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS
A HARVEST OF WILD OATS.
I
OPENl SESAME!
|

BY;
Post Svo, illust. boards,Ss.each.
FIGHTING THE AIR.
WRITTEN IN FIRE.

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of WILLIAM
by Col. CUNNINGHAM.

GIFFORD.

MASTERMAN.-HAIJ^^A^DOZEN"DAUGHTERS : A Novel.
MASTERMAN.

Edited

Crown Svo. cloth extra, tis.

By J,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, t i s .

MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BRANDER MATTHEWS;
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . ; cloth limp, 3 s . ti«l.

MAYHEW.-LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE
OF LONDON LIFE.

Bv HENRY MAYHEW.

Wilh Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . tid

MEADE (L. T.).—A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. Three Vols.
MENKEN,—INFELICIA :

Poems

by

ADAH

Illustrations by F. E. LUMMIS and F. O. C. PARLEY.

ISAACS

MENKEN.

With

Small 4to, cloth extra, 7 8 . tid

MERRICK.—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By

LEONARD MERRICK.

Author of " Violet Moses," &o. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 B .
M E X I C A N M U S T A N G ( O N A ) , through Texas to the R i o Grande. By
A. E. S W E E T and J. ARMOY KNOX. With 265 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, T s . tid.
M I D D L E M A S S ( J E A N ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo, illust, b o a T S T s ^ e a c h T
TOUCH AND GO.
| MR. DORILLION.

MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or,~ThilK^ii^of Life.
By Mrs, F. FENWICK MILLER.

With Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth limp, S s . 6 d .

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
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P - ' « - • ^ - « - h T c l ^ t ^ l s . tid. each."^ ^

? S i ^ A \ T r # D ° i y A " s l s ' S ^ ' ' T H T ' ^ . [ i ' N ^ " ' ° " = '"' " ' " ' " ° ^ " ^ ' ^ ^ ' " ^ ' '^'=^ 5 ^ b^^^
°^ " ' ^ ^ ' ^ ' ' ^ THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
THE SUCCESSFUL T R E A T 1 I E N T - 0 F - L E P " R 0 S Y . D e m y S v o . 1 s.

MINTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. Svo,Is.; cloth. Is. 6d.
^ ^ I S 9 ^ S J ^ ^ J ? A ' * ^ > ' N O V E L S ^ Y . Crown 8vo,clcth extra. 3 s . »id. each.
„ „ S 9Hs:?"^"^^'
'^ Romance of Zululand. W i t h Frontispiece by S. L . W o o i i .
H S y ^ . 9 ? °K, GERARD RIDGELEY. W i t h a Frontispiece by STANLEY L . W o o n .
THE KING'S ASSEGAI. W i t h Six full-page Illustrations.

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 * .
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown Svo, cloth, J s . tid.

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.

^

~

THE EPICUREAN; a n d ALCIPHRON. Post Svo, half-bound, 3 s .
PROSE AND VERSE. W i t h Suppressed Passages from the 'MEMOIRS O F L O R D
BYRON. Edited by R. H . S H E P H E R D . W i t h Portrait. Cr Svo. cl. f^x„ 7ti. SaJ,

MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY.
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s . ; cloth, 2 s . tid.
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET; or. T h e Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by
F. BARNARD. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 5 s . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A R o m a n c e of Old Sherwood Forest. W i t h
12 Illustrations by STANLEY L . W O O D . Crown Svo, cloth extra, / i s .

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, S s . tid. e a c h : post Svo. illustrated b o a r d s . S s . each.
A LIFE'S ATONEMENT.
WAY OF THE WORLD BY THE GATE OF THE SEA,.
JOSEPH'S COAT.
A MODEL FATHER.
A BIT OP HUMAN NATURE.
COALS OP FIRE.
OLD BLAZER'S HERO. FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
VAL STRANGE. I HEARTS. CYNIC FORTUNE.
BOB
MARTIN'S
LITTLE
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 * . tid. each.
[GIRL.
TIME'S REVENGES.
|
A WASTED CRIME.
[Shortly.
IN DIREST PERIL. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo. _
THE MAKING OF A N O V E L I S T : A n ^ E x p e r i m e n t in Autobiography. W i t h a
Collotype Portrait and Vignette. C r o w n Svo, Irish linen, 6 s .

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra 3 s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. | PAUL JONES'S ALIAS. | THE B I S H O P S ' B I B L E .
M U R R A Y ( H E N R Y ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo, iUust. bds., S s . ea.; cl., 3 s . tid. ea
A GAME OF BLUFF. |
A SONG OF SIXPENCE.

JJEWBOLT.—TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By HENRY NEWBOLT.
Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, I s . tid.

NISBET (HUME), B 0 0 K S " B Y ;
"BAIL U P ! " C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, S s . t i d . ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 < .
DR. BERNARD ST. VINCENT. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s .
LESSONS IN ART. W i t h 21 Illustrations. C r o w n Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . tid.
WHERE ART BEGINS. W i t h 27 Illusts. S q u a r e Svo, cloth extra, 7 8 . tid.
N O R R I S . - S T . A N F S ; A Novel. B y W . E . N O R R I S . T w o Vols.
h'HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY.
Post Svo. illustrated boards. S s . each.
^
THE UNFORESEEN.
| CHANCE? OR FATE?
O H N E T ( G E O R G E S ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each"

DOCTOR RAMEAU.

|

A LAST LOVE.

A WEIRD GIFT. Crown Svo. cloth, 3 s . tid., post Svo, picture boards. 3 s .
O L I P H A N T (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . each.
THE PRIMROSE PATH.
|
WHITELADIES.
THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND.

O ' R E I L L Y T H A R R I N G T O N ) . — L I F E AMONG THE AMERICAN INDIANS: Fifty Years on the_Trail._ 100 Illusts. by P. FRENZENY. Crown Svo, 3 s . tid.

0'REILLYn(MRS.')'^^^H(EBE'~S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illustTVds:; 2s.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

i8

OUIDA, NOVELS BY.

Cr. Svo, cl., 3 s . tid. each; post Svo. illust. bds., S s . each
MOTHS. I PIPISTRELLO,
FOLLE-FARINE.
HELD IN BONDAGE.
A DOG OF FLANDERS.
A VILLAGE COMMUNE.
TRICOTRIN.
PASCAREL. I SIGNA.
IN MAREMMA.
BTRATHMORE.
TWO LITTLE WOODEN BIMBL
I SYRLIN.
CHANDOS.
WANDA.
SHOES.
CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S
IN A WINTER CITY.
FRESCOES. I OTHMAR.
GAGE.
ARIADNE.
PRINCESS NAPRAXINE.
UNDER TWO FLAGS.
FRIENDSHIP.
GUILDEROY. I RUFFIKO.
PUCK,
I IDALIA.
Square Svo, cloth extra, S s . each.
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by EDMUND H . GARRETT.
A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Six Illustrations by EDMUND H . GARRETT.
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square Svo, cloth, tis.; crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . tid.; post
Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s .
TWO OFFENDERS. Square Svo, cloth extra, tis.
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY
MORRIS. Post Svo, cloth extra. 5 s . CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, 3.«.

PAGE (H. A.),
*

WORKSTY:

THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post Svo, cloth limp, S s , tid.
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5 s .

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HISTORY OF, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. By JOSEPH GREGG. A New Edition,
with Q^ Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . o<l.
PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS.
A N e w Translation, with Historical Introduction and Notes by T. M'CRIR, D.D. Post Svo. cloth limn. 3 « .
P A U L . — G E N T L E A N D SIMPLE. By MARGARETA. PAUL. WithFrontispiece by H E L E N PATERSON Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s . tid.; post Svo, illu'^t. boards. 3 " .

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 3 s . tid. each; post Svo. illustrated boards. 3 « . each.
A GRAPE FROM A THORN.
LOST SIR MASSINGBERD.
FROM EXILE.
WALTER'S WORD.
THE CANON'S WARD.
L E S S BLACK THAN
WE'RE
THE TALK OP THE TOWN.
PAINTED.
HOLIDAY TASKS.
BY PROXY. I FOR CASH ONLY.
GLOW-WORM TALES.
HIGH SPIRITS.
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE.
UNDER ONE ROOF.
THE WORD AND THE WILL.
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT.
Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
FOUND DEAD.
HUMOROUS STORIES.
GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS.
A MARINE RESIDENCE.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE.
MARRIED BENEATH HIM.
MIRK ABBEY.I SOME PRIVATE VIEWS.
NOT WOOED, BUT WON.
BENTINCK'S TUTOR.
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD.
A PERFECT TREASURE.
THE BEST OF HUSBANDS.
A COUNTY FAMILY.
HALVES. I THE BUKin' MILLION.
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON.
FALLEN FORTUNES.
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE.
CARLYON'S YEAR. 1 CECIL'S TRYST. WHAT HE COST HER.
KIT: A MEMORY.
MURPHY'S MASTER.
A PRINCE OP THE BLOOD.
AT HER MERCY.
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE.
SUNNY STORIES.
Crown bvo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid. each.
A TRYING PATIENT, &c. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L . W O O » .
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Stories of MARINE ADVENTURE. With 17 Illusts.
NOTES FROM THE " N E W S . " Crown Svo, portrait cover. I s . ; cloth. I s . tid.

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post8vo,ci.,3s.tid.^c^
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations.
PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Socie'te. Selected by H. C. PENNELL.
P H E L P S ( E . S T U A R T ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo i s . each; cloth I s . ti.l.each.
BEYOND THE GATES. | OLD MAID'S PARADISE. | BURGLARS IN PARADISE.
JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. REED. Cr. Svo. t s . ; cloth, 1 , . ti.;.

PIRKIS (C. L.). NOVELS BY.
TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. Svo. picture cover, I s .
LADY LOVELACE, Post Svo. illustrated boards, S s .

CHATTO Sc WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY
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^H»SM,S^- K-)' WORKS BY.
IS^/J'^^^^"*'^
O*" ARMS. With Six Plates, and 409 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. 7 e . tid.
BUMGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction b y Mrs. MACKARNESS. Cr. Svo, c l . , « s .

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes and Life
ol Plutarch by J. and W « . LANGHORNE. Portraits. T w o Vols., demy Svo. l O s . tid.

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro:
^ . ? " . £ * ' ^ ^ y C H A S . BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. Svo, cloth, T s . tid.
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 » .

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Postsvo. iiiust. bds. Ss.ea.
T H E ROMANCE OP A STATION, j THE SOUL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN.
O U T H W AND LAWMAKER. C r o w n 8vo, cloth, S s .
tid.
IShorlly.
CHRISTINA CH-ARD. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo.

PRICE (E. C ) , NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3 " . tid. each ; post Svo, illnstrated boards. 3 » . each.
YALENTIHA.
| THE FOREIGNERS.
| MBS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD. Post 8YO, illnstrated boards. S s .
P R I N C E S S O L G A . — R A D N A . B y Princess O L G A . Crown Svo. cloth extra, tis.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A„ B.A.), WORKS BY"
FLOWERS OF THB SKY. With 55 lllnsts. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid.
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for E v e r y Night in t h e Year. Cr. Bvo, 6 9 .
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. W i t h 13 Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth ex., l O s . tid.
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. W i t h Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, tis.
THB UNIVERSE OP S U N S . With n u m e r o u s Illustrations. Cr. Svo. cloth ex., tis.
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown Bvo, I s . tid.

PRYCE.-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS.
Frontispiece by H A L L U D L O W .

By RICHARD PRYCE.

Cr. Svo, cl., 3 s . tid.; post Svo, illust. boards., S « .

PAMBOSSON.—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. RAMBOSSON, Laureate
of the Institute of F r a n c e . W i t h n u m e r o u s lllnsts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. C i l .

RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By LL-Colonel
G E O R G E RANDOLPH. U.S.A.

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 7s. tid.

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, illustrated, 3 B . tid. e a c h ; p o s t Svo. illust. bds., S s . each.
PEG WOFPIHGTOH. Illustrated b y S . L . F I L D E S . R.A.—Also a POCKET E D I T I O N ,
set in N e w T y p e , in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, 3 s . tid.—And a C h e a p
P O P U L A R E D I T I O N of P E G W O F F I N G T O N a n d

C H R I S T I E J O H N S T O N E , t h e two

Stories in One Volume, m e d i u m Svo. tid.; cloth. I s .
CHBIS'TIE JOHNSTONE. lUnstrated by W I L L I A M SMALL.—Also a P O C K E T E D I T I O N ,
set in New T y p e , in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, S s . tid.
IT I S NEVER TOO LATB TO MEND. Illnstrated by G. J. P I N W E L L . — A l s o a C h e a p
POPULAR E D I T I O N , m e d i u m Svo. portrait c o v e r , i S d . ; cloth. I s .
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID EUN SMOOTH. Illast. H E L E N PATERSON.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by M A T T S T R E T C H .
LOVE H E LITTLE, LOVE MB LONG. Illnstrated b y M. E L L E N EDWARDS.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir JOHN G I L B E R T , R.A., a n d C. K E E N E .
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated b y C H A R L E S K E E N E . - A l s o a
C H E A P P O P U L A R E D I T I O N , m e d i u m Svo,

tid.;

cloth, I s .

HARD CASH. Illnstrated b j F . W . LAWSON.
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illnstrated b y S . L . F I L D E S , R.A., a n d W I L L I A M SMALL.
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by G E O R G E D O M A U R I E R .
PUT YOURSELF IN H I S PLACE. Illustrated by R O B E R T BARNES.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illnstrated by EDWARD H U G H E S and A. W . C O O P E R .
A SIMPLETON. Illnstrated b y K A T E CRAUFURD.
THE WANDERING HEIR. lUnst. by H . P A T E R S O N . S . L . F I L D E S , C . G R E E N , &e.
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by THOMAS COULDERY.
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P . MACNAB.
GOOD STORIES OF HEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. b y E . A , ABBEY, &a.
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by J O S E P H NASH.
A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by F R E D . BARNARD.
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of CHARLES R E A D S .
BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David. Paul, &c. Fcap. Svo. leatherette, I s ,
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by W A L T E R B E S A N T .
Elzevir Edition. 4 vols., post Svo, each with Front,, cl. ex., gilt top, 1 4 s . the set.
SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Cr. Svo, buckram « a .
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BOOKS P U B L I S H E D

BY

RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3 s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo^ ' " " ? ' r a ' « < U j a " o n ' STORIES
T H E PRINCE OF W A L E S ' S GARDEN PARTY.
|
W E I R D STORIES.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
„._,,„«
T H E UNINHABITED H O U S E .
I
H E R MOTHER'o DARLING.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS.
THB NUN'S CURSE.
FAIRY W A T E R .
I
IDLE TALES.
RIMMER (ALFRED), W O R K S BY.
S q u a r e Svo, cloth gilt, » s . tid. each.
OUR OLD COUNTRY T O W N S . With « Illustrations.
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND H A R R O W . W i t h 50 Illustrations.
ABOUT ENGLAND W I T H D I C K E N S . With 58 Illusts. b y C . A. VANDERHOOF, &C.

RIVES.—BARBARA DERING. By
Quick or the Dead ? "

AMELIE RIVES,

Author of " Th«

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3 s . tid,; post Svo, illust. bds., 3 s . _

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By

DANIEL DEFOE.

37 Illustrations by G E O R G E CRUIKSHANK.

(MAJOR'S EDITION.)

Will

Post SVO, half-bound, 3 S .

_

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY.
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post Svo, illustratsd boards, S s .
T H E HANDS OF J U S T I C E . Cr. Svo, cloth ex., 3 s . tid.; post Svo, illust. bds., S s .
ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis. each.
THE POETS' BIRDS.
I THE POETS' BEASTS.
T H E POETS AND N A T U R E : R E P T I L E S , F I S H E S , AND I N S E C T S .

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. Witl
Notes, and an Introductory Essay by S A I N T E - B E U V E .

Post Svo, cloth limp, S s .

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warrion
who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror. Handsomely printed, 5 s .
ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), W O R K S BY.
Post Svo, cloth, S s . 6 d . each.
P U N I A N A : R I D D L E S AND J O K E S . W i t h n u m e r o u s Illustrations.
MORE PUNIAHA. Profusely Illustrated.
R U N C I M A N ( J A M E S ) , S T O R I E S B Y . P O ^ ' SVO, bds., S s . ea.; cl., S s . tid. ea
S K I P P E R S AND S H E L L B A C K S .
1 GRACE BALMAIGN'S S W E E T H E A R T .
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS.
|

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Cr. Svo,
cloth Textra,
h ;- Fpost
boards,
. eachT;Hcloth
limp, S s , tid. ea
BOOKS sFOR
B HAMMOCK.
ROUND
H E Gtis.
A LeLaEcY
I R E .Svo, illust. A
MYSTERY OF T H E " O C E A N STAR."
IN THB MIDDLE W A T C H ,
T H E ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE
A VOYAGE TO T H E C A P E .
Cr. Svo, cl. extra, .'Is. tid. e a . ; post Svo, illust. boards. 3 s . e a . ; cloth limp, 3 s . tid. ea.
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY.
|
MY S H I P M A T E L O U I S E .
ALONE ON A W I D E W I D E SEA.
ON T H E FO'K'SLE H E A D . Post Svo, illust. boards. 3 s . ; cloth limp, S s . tid.

CAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.
^

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo, illust. boards, 3 s . each.
A F E L L O W OF TRINITY. Note by O L I V E R W E N D E L L H O L M E S and Prontispipre.
T H E JUNIOR DEAN.
|
T H E MASTER OP ST. BENEDICT'S.
F r a p . Svo, cloth boards, I s . tid. each.
T H E OLD MAID'S S W E E T H E A R T .
|
MODEST LITTLE SARA.
TO H I S OWN MASTER. Crown Svo, cloth e x t r a , 3 s .
tid.
ZShortl}
IN T H E FACE OF T H E W O R L D . T h r e e Vols.
[Shortlj

SALA (G. A.).-GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards. 2s
SANSON.-SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS: Memoir
of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847).

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . tid.

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid. e a c h ; post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . each.
GUY WATERMAN. | T H E LION IN T H E PATH. | T H E TWO DREAMERS
BOUND TO T H E W H E E L . Crown Svo, cloth extra, .'{s. tid.

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . tid. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, S s . each.
MARGARET AND E L I Z A B E T H .
I HEART SALVAGE.
T H E H I G H MILLS.
| SEBASTIAN.
JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 a .
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s , tid.

^^

CHATTO

& W I N D U S , 2 1 4 , PICCADILLY.
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SCOTLA.ND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By

Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post Svo. illustrated boards, S S . ; cloth, 3M. tid.
S E C R E T O U T , T H E : O n e T h o u s a n d T r i c k s w i t h C a r d s ; with E n t e r ,
tainmg Experiments in Drawing-room or "White Magic." By W. H. CREMER.
With 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4 s , tid.

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY^

~

THE COUNTRY OP THE PASSION PLAY (OBEEAMMERGAU) and the Highlands
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3.s. ««1.
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6dL
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. With Illusts., coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH.

SHARP.-CHILDREN OF TO-IvlORROW: A Novd!

Cr. 410, 3 s . tid.
By WILLIAM

SHARP. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

SHELLEY.-THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE

AN'DTROSE'^
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by K. HEUNE
SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, 3 s . tid. each,
POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.:
VoL

I . lutroduction by the E d i t o r ; Posthumous Fragments of Marjjaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre*
spondence with,Stockdale; T h e Wandering ] e w ; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor,
and other Poems ; Rosahnd and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.
Vol. I I . Laon and Cythna ; T h e Cenci; Juliaa and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the T y r a n c ; T h e Witch of
Atlas; Epipsychidion; Hellas.
Vol. I I I . Posthumous Poems; T h e Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces.

PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.:
Vol.

VoL

I. T h e Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. I r v y n e ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refutation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments.
II. T h e E s s a y s ; Letters from A b r o a d ; Translations and Fragments, Hdited by Mrs. SHELLEY.
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works.

S H E R A R D (R. H . ) . — R O G U E S ; A Novel.

Crown Svo, i s . ; cloth, I s . Cd.

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS O F GENERAL
P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, a 4 s .
S H E R I D A N ' S ( R I C H A R D B R I N S L E Y ) C O M P L E T E W O R K S . Wit'h
Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writinss, his Works in Prose and
Poetry. Translations, Speeches and lokes. 10 Illusts. Cr.Svo. hf.-bound, Ts. ti«i.
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOE SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post Svo, printed
on laid paper and half-bound. 2 s .
SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES! THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduciion and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by
BRANDER MATTHEWS. With Illustrations. Demy Svo, half-parchment, l i i s . ti€l.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, including all those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards. 1 8 s .
SIGNBOARDS : Their History.
W i t h Anecdotes of F a m o u s T a v e r n s
and Remarkable Characters.

By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN,

With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ts. till.

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, tia. each: cloth limp, 2 s . tid. eaca.
ROGUES AND VAGABONDS.
MARY JANE MARRIED,
THE RING 0 ' BELLS.
TALES OF TO-DAY.
MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS.
DRAMAS OF LIFE. With Co Illustratiors.
TINKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by MAURICE GREIFFENHAGEN,
ZEPH: i Circus Story, &c.
I MY TWO WIVES.
Crown 8vo, picture cover. I s . each ; cloth, I s . tid. each.
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations ia
Pro'sp and Verse, selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS.
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. |
DAGONET DITTIES.
SISTER DORA : A Biography. By MARGARET LONSDALE. With Four
Illustrations. Demy Svo, picturr. rover, ' i d . ; cloth, tid.
SKET^HLEY^^^^MATCH IN THE DARK. By ARTHUR SKETGIILEY.
Foil Svo, illustrated boards, !is.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal.

Crown Svo, cloth extra,

tis.

ti»l.

.

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY.
T H E P R I N C E OF ARGOLIS. With n o Illusts. Post Svo, cloth extra, a s . tid.
T H E WOOING OF T H E W A T E R W I T C H . IUustrated. Post Svo, cloth, tis.

SOCIETY IN LONDON.

By A

FOREIGN RESIDENT.

Crown Svo,

I s . ; cloth, ! s . tid.
S U C T E T Y IN P A R I S : T h e Upper T e n Thousand.
A Series of L e t t e r s
from Count P A U L VASILI to a Young F r e n c h Diplo^mat. Crown Svo. cloth, tis.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU.

By Lord

Small 4to, Japanese vellum, iin,

„

HENRY

SOMERSET:

^

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belie!
in t h e Existence of Devils.

B y T . A. SPALDING, L L . B .

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 5 s .

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, S s . each.
T H E MYSTERIES OP HERON DYKE. I T H E GOLDEN HOOP.
BY D E V I O U S W A Y S , &c.
| BACK TO L I F E .
H O O D W I N K E D ; a n d T H E SANDY-I
T H E LOUDWATER TRAGEDY.
CROFT MYSTERY.
| BURGO'S ROMANCE.
Post Svo, cloth limp, I s . tifl. each.
A BARREN T I T L E .
|
W I F E OR HO W I F E ?
T H E SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown Svo, picture cover. I s .

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN.
by W A L T E R J. MORGAN.

By M. H. TOWRY.

Withlllustrations

Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3,s. ti«I.

STARRY~HEAVENS~(THEyrA

Royal

POE^CAL^IRTHDAFBOOK::

ifimo, cloth extra. 2 s . tid.

S T A U N T 0 N . ^ T H E ^ L A W S ~ A N D ~ P R A C 1 ' I C E OF CTIESS.
Analysis of the O p e n i n g s . By H O W A R D S T A U N T O N .

With all

E d i t e d by R O B E R T B . W O R M A L D .

Ciown Svo, cloth extra, ."is.

STEDMAN (E. C ) , WORKS BY.
_

VICTORIAN P O E T S . T h i r t e e n t h E d i t i o n . Crown Svo. cloth extra, 9 s .
T H E P O E T S O F AMERICA. Crown Svo. cloth extra. «»s.

STERNDALE, — THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel.

By ROBERT

ARMITAGE S T E R N D A L E . Cr. SVO, cloth extra. S S . tid.; post Svo, illust. boards. 2 s .
S T E V E N S O N ( R . L O U I S ) , W O R K S B Y . Post Svo.cl. limp, 2 s . tid. each.
TRAVELS W I T H A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. W i t h a Frontis. by W A L T E R CRANE.
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by W A L T E R CRANE.
Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top. tis. e a c h .
FAMILIAR S T U D I E S OK MEN AND BOOKS. Sivth Edition.
T H E MERRY MEN. T h i r d Edition.
| U N D E R W O O D S : Poems. Fifth Edition.
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. T h i r d Edition.
V I R G I N I B U S P U E R I S Q U E , and other P a p e r s . Seventh E d i t i o n . | BALLADS.
ACROSS T H E P L A I N S , with other Memories and E s s a y s .
N E W ARABIAN N I G H T S . Eleventh Edition. Crown Svo. buckram, gilt top, tis.;
post Svo, illustralcd boards, 2 s .
T H E SUICIDE C L U B ; a n d T H E R A J A H ' S DIAMOND. (From N E W ARABIAN
N I G H T S . ) W i t h Six Illustrations by J. BERNARD P A R T R I D G E . Crown Svo, cloth
r x t i a , .'is.
[Shortly,
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2 s .
FATHER D A M I E N : An Open Letter to t h e Rev. D r . H y d e .
Second Edition.
Crown Svn, hand-m.ide and brown paper. I s .

STODDARD. — SUlTMER^RUrsrNG^NTllE^OUTH
('-. W A R R E N STODDARD.

STORIESFROM
AI.ICEZIMMERN.

SEAS;

I l l u s t r a t e d by W A L L I S MACKAV. C r . Svo, cl. e x t r a

FORETGN

B^
'ts.

tid.

NOVELISTS. With Notices by^E:^r7^,id

Crown Svo. cloth extra. I t s . tid.; post Svo. illustrated board" 2 « ,

STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.
W i t h 19 Illustrations by G I L B E R T G A U L .
illuslrated boards. 2 s .

STRANGE^ECRETS.
ENCE MAERVAT, &c.

Told by CON AN

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss,;

post Svo
*

DOYLE. PERCY FITZGERALD, FLOK

Post SvOj illustrated boards, 3 s ,

CHArro Sc WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
STRUTT'S SPORTS
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AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF

l i n U L A N D ; including t h e Rural a n d Douiesiic Kiicreaiions. May (kiuies, Muuiiiieries. bliows, &c., irom the Earliest Period to the Present T u n e .
Edilc.l by
WH.J^XAM_HONE. W i t h 140 l l l u s t r ^ i o n s . Crown Svo. cloth extra, ^ s . tid.

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and^Tr7eT~With Me7noir,
«..,t°/.'r''S',l',J"™''^'^^'""''=* °f *^<^ ^''M's in " Gulliver's T r a v e l s . " Cr. Svo, cl.. 7n. ( i d .
?3^J['J*l,y.?5 5 , . ^ ^ * - ^ ^ ^ S ' ^"'^ * 'i'ALE OF A T U B . Post Svo, half-bound, -i;.
JONATHAN S W I F T : A Study. B V J . C H U R T O N C O L L I N S . Crown SVO. clotli e x t r . i . ' - .

SWINBURNE
(ALGERNON C), WORKS BY.
SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS OF A 0
SWINLURNE. Fcap. Svo, 6s.
' '
ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown Svo, Gs.
CHASTELARD : A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 7s.
rOEMS AND BALLADS. FIRST SERIES. Crown
E.VO or fcap. Svo, 93.
POEMS AND BALLADS.
SECOND S E R I E S .
Crown Svo or fcap. Svo, 98.
POEMS & BALLADS. TrilRD SERIES. Cr. Svo, 7a.
BONSa BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown Svo, 10a. ed.
BOTHWELL ; A Tragedy. C r o w " Svo, I2s. 6d.
SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown 8vo, 63.
OCOEOE CHAPMAN. (.See \'ol. II. of O. CHAP.MAN'S Works.) Crown Svo. Os.
ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown Svo, 123.

ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6?.
A NOTE ON CHARLOTTE BP.0NT2 Cr. ::vo, 65.
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crowu Svo, 6a.
STUDIES IN SONG. Crown Svo, 7a.
MARY STUART: A Tr.ig:edy. Crown Svo, 83.
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Crown Bvo, 9s.
A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Small 410. 83.
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Crown Svo, 7s.
MARINO FALIEKO : A Tragedy. Crown Bvo, 6a.
A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Crown Svo, 68
MISCELLANIES. Crown Svo. 12a.
LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 6a.
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown Svo, 7a.
THE SISTERS : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s
ASTROPHEL. &c. Crown Bvo, 73.
i_S/wr/ly.

S Y N T A X ' S ( D R . ) T H R E E T O U R S : I n S e a r c h of t h e P i c t u r e s q u e , ui
S e a r c h o f Consolation, a n d in Search of a Wife. W i t h ROWLANDSON'S Coloured lllnst r a t i o n s . a n d Lile of t h e Author by J. C. H O T T E N . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. tid.

TAINE'S HISTORY 0F~1ENGLISH LITERATURE.
H E N R Y VAN L A U N .

Transkt^bv

F o u r Vols., s m a l l d e m y Svo, cl. bds., 3 ( > s . — P O P U L A R EDITIU.N,

T w o Vols., large crown Svo, cloth extra,

15s.

TAYLOR'S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Burlesques of Modern W r i t e r s . Post Svo, cloth limp, 2 s .
T A Y L O R ( D R . J . E . , F . L . S . ) , W O R K S B Y . Crown Svo, d o t h .
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OP PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life
of t h e Vegetable Kingdom. W i t h a Coloured Frontispiece a n d too
OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, a n d W h e r e t o F i n d T h e m . 331
THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 360 Illustrations.

5 s . each.
and Conduct
Illustrations.
Illustrations.

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing " Clancarty,"
" J e a n n e D a r e , " " ' T w i x t Axe a n d Crown." " T h e Fool's Revenge.'' " Arkwright's
Wife," " A n n e Boleyn,'' " Plot a n d Passion.'' Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. tid.
*t* T h e Plays m a y also be had separately, at I s . e a c h .

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
portrait cover. I s . ; cloth. I s . tiiL
T H A C K E R A Y A N A : Notes a n d Anecdotes.
Sketches by W I L L I A M MAKEPEACE T H A C K E R A Y .

By H. J. JENNINGS.

tis.—Cheap

Edition, post Svo,

I l l u s t r a t e d b y H u n d r e d s of
C r o w n Svo. cloth extra, y s .

tid.

THAMES.—A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMEsT
By A. S. KRAUSSE.

W i t h 340 Ilhistrations

Post Svo, I s . ; cloth. I s . tid.

THIERS.—HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE
UNDER NAPOLEON.

By A. T H I E R S .

T r a n s l a t e d by D. F O R B E S C A M P B E L L and

JOHN S T E B B I N G . N e w Edition, reset in a specially-cast type, with 36 Steel Platea.
12 vols., d e m y Svo, cl. ex., 12s. each. (Monthly Volumes, beginning September. iHq^.)
T H O M A S ( B E R T H A ) , N O V E L S B Y . Cr. Svo, cl., . t s . tid. e a . ; post Svo. a s . ea.
THE VIOLIN-PLAYER.
|
PROUD MAISIE.
CRESSIDA. Post Svo, illustrated hoards, a s .

THOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro"duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations.

Pest Svo, half-bound, a s .

THORNBURY ( W ^ T E R ) r w 6 R K S BY.
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OP J. M. W . TURNER.
With Illustrations in Colours. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7 s . ti<l.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, a a . each.
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD.
| TALES FOR THE MARINES.
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

T I M E S ( J O H N ) , W O R K S B Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, y s . tid. each.
~
T H E HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB L I F E IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its
F a m o u s Coifee-houses, Hostelries, and T a v e r n s . With 42 Illustrations.
E N G L I S H ECCENTRICS AND E C C E N T R I C I T I E S : Stories of Delusions, Impos
tures. Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists. Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY.

^

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 'is. tid. e a c h ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2 s . each,
T H E WAY W E L I V E N O W .
I MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.
FRAU FROHMANN. | MARION FAY. | T H E LAND-LEAGUERS.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, a s . each.
K E P T I N T H E DARK
I AMERICAN SENATOR.
GOLDEN LIOH OF (i:;:Ji^PERE.
| JOHN CALDIGATE.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES- E.), NOVELS BY.

~

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^ s . tid. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 3 s . ea'-h
L I K E S H I P S UPON T H S S E A . | MABEL'S P R O G R E S S , | ANNE FURNESS

TROLLOPE (T. A.).-DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post svo, must. bds.:a^
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL'S FOLLY: A Novel. By J. T. TROWBRIDGE, Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2 s .

TYTLER (C. C. ERASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel.

B^

C. C. F R A S E R - T Y T L E R . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid.; post Svo, illust. boards, 2 s i

TYTLER (SARAH)~NOVELS^BY^
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 s . O d . e a c h ;
THE BRIDE'S PASS.
I
LADY B E L L .
I
Post Svo. illustrated
W H A T S H E CAME THROUGH.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE
SAINT MUNG O'S CITY.

^
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2 s . each,
B U R I E D DIAMONDS.
T H E BLACKHALL GHOSTS.
boards, a s . each.
BEAUTY AND T H E BEAST,
D I S A P P E A R E D . | NOBLESSE OBLIGE,
T H E HUGUENOT FAMILY.

TJNDERHILL.-WALTER BESANT: A Study. By JOHN UNDERHILL.
y

With Portraits.

C r o w n Svo, Irish linen,

tis.

UPWARD.—THE QUEEN AGAINST OWEN.
W i t h Frontispiece by J. S. CROMPTON.

VASHTI AND ESTHER.
_

World.

By

IShortly,

ALLEN UPWARD.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . tid.

By the Writer of "Belle's" Letters in The

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3 s .

tid.

[Shortly.

ViLLARL—A D0UBL"E^0ND7~By LINDA VILLARI. Fcap. Svo, l s . ~
WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.). WORKS BY.
• '

W A L F O R D S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1894). Cont.iining the Descent.
Birth, Marriasre, Education. &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families, tlieir Heirs, Offices, Addresses,
Clubs, &c. Royal Svo, cloth pilt, 60s.
WALFORD S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1894). Crown Svo, cloth
extra. 12s. 6d.
W.ALFORDS S H l l L I N Q PEERAGE (1334). Containing a List of t h e House of Lords, Scotch and
Irish Peers, &c. 321110, cloth, Is.
WALFORD'S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1804). Containing- a List of the Baronets of the United
Kingdom. Biographical Notices. Addresses, &c. 321110, cloth. 3s.
WALFOKD'S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1894). Containing a List of t h e Knights of the United
Kingdom, Biographical Notices. Addresses, &c. ^cmo. cioth, I3.
WALFORDS SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1894). Containing a List of all t h e Members of tha
New Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs. A:c. 32mo, cloth. Is.
WALFORD S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND HOUSE OF COMMONS
(1894). Royal 32mo, cloth, gilt edges. 5s.
TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS
BY:
Edited, with Introduction, by
W I L L I A M M . R O S S E T T I . W i t h Portrait. Cr. Svo, hand-made paper and buckram tis.
WALTON A N D COTTON'S C O M P L E T E ^ A N G L E R T ^ r , The C ^ teraplative M a n ' s Recreation, by IZAAK W A L T O N ; and Instructions how to Angle for a
T r o u t or Grayling in a clear Stream, by CHARLES C O T T O N . With Memoirs and Notes
_ by Sir H A R R I S NICOLAS, and 6i Illustralions. Crown Svo. cloth antique S's tid
WARD (HERBERT)riVORKS"BY^
— ^ — ' — ^
F I V E YEARS W I T H T H E CONGO CANNIBALS. W i t h 93 Illustrations by the
Author, V I C T O R P E R A R D , and W . B. D A V I S . T h i r d ed.

Roy. 8vo rlnth c-.-

tA..

MY L I F E W I T H STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. With a Map bv F S
wi,,vl'
F.R.G.S. Post Svo, I s . ; cloth, 1 s .
tid.
y r. a. W E L L E R ,

WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY.
WARNER.

Crown Svo cloth extra tis.

BT^ciE^l^Iis

DUDLEY

CHATTO &. WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY.
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WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59
WaRR^KN'ni"'",?^^^.'' S''^'^- Primed on paper 22in. hy 1+in. tis.
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OP SCOTS. A Facsimile, including!
Uueen Elizabeth's SiKnalure and the Great Seal, tis.

"""^Ml^^A^Ai^W^P' .NOVELS BY.
IHti DAFFODILS. Crown Svo, I s . ; cloth I s . tid.
' ' ^ ^ Z ^ T L ' ^ J ^ l ^ f t
a^^^^"'^"-" WATSONandLlLLIASWASSERMANN.

^^^TIOS^O?^

^?fJP.

FO^fEUTTHErWITirPOCKET SPEC-

TROSCOPE. By F. W. CoRY._Wijhjoj[ilustrations.

Cr. Svo, I s . ; cloth, I s . tid.

WESTALL (William).—TRUS"T-M0NEY. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 287
WHIST.-HOW TO PLAY^^OLOl^^HISf: By ABRAHAM S. W I Z ^ ^
and CHARLES F . PARDON. New Edition. Post Svo. cloth limp, 2 s .

WHITE.-THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By GILBERT
WHITE, M.A. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, a s .

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS~BY~

S C I E N C E IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown Svo, cloth extra S's. tid.
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid.
THB CHEMISTRY OP COOKERY. Crown Svo, cloth extra tis.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING, Crown Svo, cloth extra 9 s .
A VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With over 40 Illustrations. Demy' Svo
cloth extra, l i j s .
tid.
[Shoftly'.

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.),—A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds , 2s.
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With aw Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra y s . tid
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp tis. tid
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra tis
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Illusts. Cr.Svo cl e'x tis
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr. Svo. i s . : cl I s . t i d .
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, S s . t i d .
W I N T E R ( J . S . ) , S T O R I E S B Y . Post Svo, illustrated boards,'Ss. each:
cloih limp, 2 s . tid. each,
CAVALRY LIFE.
| REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.
A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With34 Illustrations byE. G.THOMSON and E. STUART
HARDY. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3 s . tid.

V/ISSMANN.-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL
AFRICA. By HERMANN VON WISSMANN. With 92 Illusts. Demy Svo, I t i s .
WOOD. Post 8vo, boards, 28^
W O O D ( H . F . ) , D E T E C T I V E S T O R I E S B Y . Post Svo, boards, S s . each;
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN.

WOOD.—SABINA ; A Novel. By Lady

WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology. By
CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, tis. ; cloth, 3 s . tid.
W R I G H T ( T H O M A S ) , W O R K S B Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. ticL each.
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c.
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THB GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERATURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A.
WYNMAN.—MY F L I R T A T I O N S . By MARGARET WYNMAN. W i t h T ^
Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Crown Svo, cloth extra, St. tid.
V A T E S ( E D M U N D ) , N O V E L S B Y . Post Svo. illustrated boards, S s . each.
^ LAND AT LAST.
I
THE FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY.
7 O L A ( E M I L E ) , N O V E L S B Y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8 s . 6 d . e a c h .
THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. Fourth Edition, Revised.
THE DREAM. Translated by ELIZA CHASE. With 8 Illustrations by JEANNIOT.
DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated b y E . A . VIZETELLY. With Portrait of the Author.
MONEY. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
[Shortly
EMILE ZOLA : A PjioKraphy. By R. H. SHLRARD. With Porlrai'js, Illustrations
and Facsimile Letter. Demy Svo, cloth extra, I S s .

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
*^* For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25.

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 3 s . tid. per Volume.
F o r e n s i c A n e c d o t e s . By JACOB LARWOOD.
T h e a t r i c a l A n e c d o t e s . JACOB LARWOOD.
J e u x d ' E s p r i t . Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH.
W i t c h S t o r i e s . By E. L Y N N L I N T O N ,
O u r s e l v e s . By E. L Y N N LINTON.

A J o u r n e y Round My Room. By XAVIER
DE M A I S T R E .

^Juips a n d Quiddities. By W. D. ADAMS.
The Agony Column of " T h e Times."
Melancholy A n a t o m i s e d : Abridgment ol
" Burton's Anatomy ot Melancholy."
The Speeches of Charles D i c k e n s .
Poetical I n g e n u i t i e s . By W. T. DOBSON.
The Cupboard P a p e r s . By F I N - B E C .
W . S. Gilbert's P l a y s .
W . S. Gilbert's P l a y s .

P a s t i m e s & P l a y e r s . By R. MACGREGOR.
New P a u l a n d V i r g i n i a . W . H . M A L L O C K .
N e w Republic.

FIRST S E R I E S .
SECOND S E R I E S .

Songs of Irish W i t a n d Humour.
A n i m a l s a n d Masters. By Sir A. H E L P S .
Hocial Pressure. By Sir A. H E L P S .
Curiosities of Criticism. H. T.JENNINGS.
Holmes's Autocrat of B r e a k f a s t - T a b l e .
Pencil a n d P a l a t t e . By R. KEMPT.
Little E s s a y s : irom L.<.ME'S Letleis.

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
B a y a r d Taylor's D i v e r s i o n s of t h e E c h o
Club.
Bennett's B a l l a d H i s t o r y of E n g l a n d .
Bennett's Songs for S a i l o r s .
Godwin's L i v e s of t h e N e c r o m a n c e r s .
Pope's P o e t i c a l W o r k s .
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast Table.

P u n i a n a . By Hon. H U G H ROWLEY.
More P u n l a n a . By Hon. H U G H ROWLEY

The P h i l o s o p h y of H a n d w r i t i n g .
By S t r e a m a n d S e a .

BKKRBOHM,
Camp Notes.
S a v a g e Life.

Byjunus

Illustrated.
By FREDERICK BOYLE.
By FREDERICK BOVLE,

Merrio E n g l a n d i n t h e Olden Time. By
<j. I>ANiKL. Illustrated by CKI.'IKSHANK.
Circus Life. By THOMAS FROST.
L i v e s of t h e Conjurers. THOMAS FROST.

The Old S h o w m e n a n d t h e Old London
F a i r s . By THOMAS F R O S T .
L o w - L i f e D e e p s . By JAMRS GREENWOOD.

By W M . SENIOR.

L e a v e s from a N a t u r a l i s t ' s Note-Booh.
By Dr. ANDREW W I L S O N .

Post Svo, cloth limp. S s . per Volume.
J e s s e ' s S c e n e s of Country Life.
Leigh Hunt's Tale for a Chimney
Corner.
Mallory's Mort d'Arthur: Selections.
P a s c a l ' s P r o v i n c i a l Letters.
Rochefoucauld's M a x i m s & Reflections..

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY.
W a n d e r i n g s In P a t a g o n i a .

By W. H. MALLOCK.

Puck o n P e g a s u s . By H. C. PENNELL.
P e g a s u s R e - S a d d l e d . By H . C . PENNELL.
Muses of Mayfalr. Ed. H. C. PENNELL.
T h o r e a u : His Life & Aims. By II. A. PAGE.

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3 » . tid. each.
W i l d s of L o n d o n .

JAMES GREENWOOD.

'Tunis, Chev. HESSE-WARTEGG. 22 Illusts.
Life a n d A d v e n t u r e s of a Cheap Jack.
World B e h i n d the S c e n e s . P.FITZGERALD.
Tavern Anecdotes a n d S a y i n g s .
The Genial S h o w m a n . By E.P. HINGSTON
Story of London P a r k s . JACOB LARWOOD.
London C h a r a c t e r s . By HENRY MAYHEW.

S e v e n G e n e r a t i o n s of E x e c u t i o n e r s .
S u m m e r Cruising In t h e South S e a s .
By C. WARREN STODDARD.

Illustrated.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Harry F l u d y e r a t Cambridge.
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. B R E T H A R T E .
T w i n s of Table M o u n t a i n . B R E T HARTE.
S n o w - b o u n d a t E a g l e ' s . By B R E T H A R T E .
A D a y ' s Tour. By PERCY FITZGERALD.

Esther's Glove.
Sentenced!

B y R . E . FRANCILLON,

By SOMERVILLE C I B N E Y .

The Professor's Wife. l!y L. GRAHAM.
Mrs. Gainsborough's D i a m o n d s .
By
luLiAN H A W T H O R N E .

N i a g a r a S p r a y . By J. HOLMNGSHEAD.
A R o m a n c e of t h e Queen's H o u n d s . By
CHARLES JAMES.

Garden t h a t P a i d Rent.
Cut by t h e Mess.

TOM JERROLD.

By ARTHUR KEYSER.

Lily Lass.

J U S T I N H . MCCARTHY.

W a s She Good or B a d ? By W. MINTO.
Notes from t h e " N e w s . " By J AS. PAYN.
B e y o n d t h e Gates. By E. S. PHELPS.
Old Maid's P a r a d i s e . By E. S. PHELPS,
B u r g l a r s In P a r a d i s e . By E. S. PHELPS.
Jack t h e F i s h e r m a n . By E. S. PHELPS.
Trooping w i t h Crows. By C. L. PIRKIS.
Bible C h a r a c t e r s . By CHARLES READE.
R o g u e s . By R. H. SHERARD,

The D a g o n e t Reciter. By G, R. SIMS.
H o w t h e Poor Live. By G. R. SIMS.
Case of George C a n d l e m a s . G. R. SIMS
S a n d y c r o f t Mystery. T . W. SPEIGHT.
Hoodwinked.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.

Teresa I t a s c a . By A. MACALPINE.
Our S e n s a t i o n Novel. 1. H. MCCARTHY,

Father Damien.

By R. L. STEVENSON.

A Double B o n d ,

By LINDA VILLARI.

D o o m ! By JUSTIN H . MCCARTHY.
D o l l y , By JUSTIN H . MCCARTHY.

My Life w i t h S t a n l e y ' s Rear Guard. By
HERBERT

WARD.

HANDY NOVELS.
Fcap. 8vo,oloth boards, i s . C d . each.
The CId Maid's S w e e t h e a r t . A . S T , AuBYN I Taken from t h e E n e m y . H. NEWBOLT
Modest Littlo Sftra, ALAN S T . AUBVN. | A Lost Soul, By W. L. ALDEN
Esveo Sleepers cf Ephesus. M. E. COLERIQQE. j Dr. Pallissr's Patient. GRANT ALLEN

CHATTO

LIBRARY.
—MY —
-"iiiin i .
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Printed on laid paper post Svo, half-Roxburglie, 3 s . till. each.

JP"^frenchwomen. By AUSTIN DOBSON. I Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE.

Citation and Examination of William
anakspeare.

By w . S. LANDOR.

With a Photogravure Frontispif;ce.

Peg WofBngton.

By CHARLES READE.

The Journal^fMajirije^e Guerin.
| The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb.
THE POCKET LIBRARY. PostSv^ printed on laid paper and hf.-bd.. 'Js. each.
The Essays of Ella. By CHARLES LAMB. ' White's Natural History of Selborne.
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean Swii T.
Robinson Crusoe. Illust. G. CRUIKSHANK.
Whims and Oddities. By THOMAS HOOD.

With S-i Illustrations.
The Barber's Chair, &c. By D. JERROLD.
Gastronomy.

BVBRILLAT-SAVARIN.

The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORE.

Leigh Hunt's Essays. Ed. E. OLLIER.

THE

Plays. By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN,

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. LARWOOD.
Thomson's Seasons. Ulustraled.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Tabla
and The Professor at the BreakfastTable.

PICCADILLY

By OLIVER WENDELL HOLSIKS.

NOVELS.

LIBRARY EDITIONS OF NOVELS, many Illustrated, crown Svo. cloth extra, rSs. tid. each
B y KIA1.I,
A 1I IIVVR.'
E.
B
A
• Xyv F
E* . m,
It!
A VL. rL
. V. E
? 1N
V ..
flSv
B V f t l . R . d« ':.«
The Shadow of a Crime.
Green as Grass.
A Son of Hagar. I The Deemster.
B y OKAIVTTheTentsof
AI.I.EIV, Shem.
B y l M A t ; i . \ B E I V tOfiJB.^lV.
PhlUstla.
The Red Sultan.
For Maimie's Sake.
Babylon
H I O R T . & F R A N C E S COI.T.BNM.
The Devil's Die.
Strange Stories.
Transmigration. | BlacksmithaScholar.
Beckoning Hand. This Mortal Coil.
From Midnight to Midnight.
In all Shades.
The Great Taboo.
Village Comedy. | You Play Me Fals3.
Dumaresq's Daughter. | Blood Royal.
B y W I J i l C I E t;01.l.,IINS.
The Duchess of Powysland.
Armadale,
The Frozen Deep.
Ivan Greet's Masterpiece. I Scallywag.
After Dark.
The Two Destinies.
B y E D W I I V L.. A R N O L i B .
No Name.
Law and the Lady.
Phra the Phoenician.
Antonina, | Basil. Haunted Hotel.
The Constable of St. Nicholas.
Hide and Seek.
The Fallen Leaves.
B y AI.AIV S T . AUBVIV.
The Dead Secret.
Jezebel'sDaughtcr.
A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean.
Queen of Hearts.
The Black Robe.
The Master of St. Benedict's.
My Miscellanies.
Heart and Science.
To his Own Master.
Woman
In
White,
"I Say No."
B r R e v . Sil. B A R I N O G O C E . D .
The Moonstone.
Little Navels.
Red Spider.
I Eve.
Man and Wife.
Tha Evil Genius.
By R O B E R T BARR.
Poor Miss Finch.
The Legacy of Cain
In Steamer Chair | From Whose Bourne
Miss
or
Mrs?
A Rogue's Life.
By FRAIVK B A K B E T T .
New Magdalen.
Blind Love.
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets.
B y B U T T i l N C'OUSi.
" B E I . l i E . " - Y a s h t l and Esther.
Paul
Foster's
Daughter.
By W. B E S A N T & J . R I C E .
E . H . C O O P E R . - G e o f f . Hamilton
My Little Girl.
By Cella's Arbour.
B y V. CEC'iffi C'OTE."*.
Case of Mr.Lucraft. Monks of Thelema,
Two Girls on a Barge.
This Son of Vulcan. The Seamy Side.
B y » I A T T CRS.TI.
Golden Butterfly.
Ten Years' Tenant.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
Ready-Honey Mortiboy.
B y B . Iff. C R i » U E R .
With Harp and Crown.
Diana Barrington. PrettyMiss Neville.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
Proper Pride.
A Bird of Passage.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
A FamilyLlkeness
To Let.'"
By W A L T E R BESANT.
B
y
%V«I.».BAH1
€i:i*J.ES.
AU Sorts and Conditions of Men.
Hearts
of
Gold.
The Captains' Room. I Herr Paulus.
B y A I . P I I O N S E BAUOBi/i'.
AU In a Garden Fair | The Ivory Gate.
The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation.
The World Went Very Well Then.
Ky
H . C O J . E M A N DAVIM.'SO.N.
For Faith and Freedom. | Rebel Queen.
Mr. Sadler's Daughters.
The Holy Rose.
Dorothy Forster,
B v E K A S M i ; ^ WAWSOiV.
Armorel of LjonUncle Jack,
The Fountain of Youth.
esse.
Children ot Gibeon,
B y JAITIES 1>E ITIir.r.E.
St.
Katherine's
by
Bell of St. Paul's.
A Castle In Spain.
the Tower.
To Call Her Mine,
By
.r. I . E I T I I » E K W E i \ I'.
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis^
Our Lady of Tears. I Circe's Lovers.
B y R O B E R T BUCRAIVAIV.
By D I C K BONOVAN.
The Shadow of the Sword.
| Linne,
Matt.
Tracked tc Doom.
Heir of
A Child of Nature^
Man from Manchester.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
B y A . CONAN K O V l . E .
God and the Man. The New Abelard.
The Firm of GIrdlestone.
Foxglove
Manor.
Love Me for Ever.
B y ifli's. A N N I E E U W A R B E S .
Hasterof the Mine.
tnnan Water,
Archie Lovell.
Woman and the Man.
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B y G. l l I A N V l l , t , E F E N N .
The New Mistress. | Witness to the Deed.
By P E R C V FITZGERAi,B,
Fatal Zero.
By

R. E .

FRANCIIIIJON.

Oneen Cophetua,
A Real Queen.
One by One.
King or Knave.
Dog & his Shadow. Ropes of Sand.
P i e r . b y Sir B A R T 1 . E : F R E R F .
Pandurang Harl.
Ji!;a>. G A R R E T T . — T h e Capel Girls.
B y HASJXi G A U I i O T .
The Eed Shirts.
By C H A R I J E S

GIBBON.

Robin Gray,
I The Golden Shaft.
Loving a Dream. | Of High Degree.
The Flower of the Forest.
B y E . GIi.4.WVIl,I.E.
The Lost Heiress. I The Fossicker.
A Fair Colonist. I
B y E . J. G O O B M A N .
The Fate of Herbert Wayne.
B y CECIT- G R I F F I T H .
Corinthla Marazion.
By S Y D N E Y GBITNDY.
The Days of his Vanity.
By T H O M A S H A R D V
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By B R E T H A R T E .
A Waif of the Plains. | Sally Dows.
A Ward of the Golden Gate.
A Sappho of Green Springs.
Colonel Starbottle's Client. |
Susy.
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's.
By JUI.IAN HA^VTHORNE.
Garth.
Dust.
Elllce Quentin.
Fortune's Fool.
Sebastian Strome. Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter's Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
BySir A.HEI.PS
Ivan de Blron.
I , H E N D E R S O N . — A g a t h a Page.
By mrs. H U N G E R F O R D .
Lady Verner's Flight.
B y Mrs. A l ^ E R E D H U N T .
The Leaden Casket, I Self-Condemned.
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet.
By R. A S H E K I N G .
A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."
By E. iiYNN I.INTON.
Patricia Kemball. lone.
Under which Lord? Paston Carew.
"My Love!"
Sowing the Wind^
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
B y I I . W . liUCv.—Gideon Fleyce.
Bv J U S T I N McCARTBIY,
A Fair Saxon.
Donna Quixote.
Linley Rochford.
Maid of Athens.
Miss Misanthrope. Camiola.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter. | Eed Diamonds
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator.
The Comet of a Season.
By G E O R G E M A C D O N A I . D .
Heather and Snow.
By AGNES

MACDONEI.IJ.

Quaker Cousins.
By B E R T R A M M I T F O R D .
The Gun-Runner. | The King's Assegai.
The Luck of Gerard Rldgeley.
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By D. CBRBSTSE MURRAY.
Life's Atonement. Yal Strange.
Joseph's Coat.
Hearts.
Coals of Fire.
A Model Father.
Old Blazer's Hero. Time's Revenges.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular. I Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World. I A Wasted
Bob Martin's Little Girl. |
Crime.
By M U R R A Y & HERMAN.
The Bishops' Bible. | Paul Jones's Alias.
One Traveller Returns.
B r H U M E N I S B E T — " B a i l Up!"
B y G. O H N E T . — A Weird Gift.
By OUIDA.
Held in Bondage,
Tv/o Little Wooden
Strathmore.
Shoes.
Chandos.
In a Winter City.
Under Two Flags, Ariadne.
Idalia,
Friendship,
Cecil Dastlemaine's Moths. I Rufflno.
Pipistrello.
Gage.
Tricotrin, | Puck. A Village Commune
Bimbi. | Wanda,
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders, Frescoes. I Othmar.
In Maremma.
PascareL \ Signa,
" '
Princess MHaprax- Syrlln.l Guilderoy.
Santa Barbara.
ine.
R y M A R G A R E T A PAUI.I.
Gentle and Simple.
By JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Masslngberd.
Less Black than We're Painted.
A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn,
In Peril and Privation.
The Mystery of Mlrbridge
The Canon's Ward.
Walter's Word.
Holiday Tasks.
By Proxy.
For Cash Only.
High Spirits.
The Burnt MiUion.
The Word and the
Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Will.
Glow-worm Tales, Sunny Stories.
Talk of the Town. A Trying Patient.
B y Mrs. C A M P B E I . i i P R A E D .
Outlaw and Lawmaker
B y E . C. P R I C E .
Valentina.
] The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
By R I C H A R D P R Y C E .
Miss Maxwell's Affections.
By C H A R I . E S

READE.

It is Never Too Late to Mend.
The Doubis Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself in his Place.
A Terrible Temptation. | The Jilt.
Singleheart and Doubletace.
Good Stories of Men and other Anima.Is,
Hard Cash.
Wandering Heir.
Peg Woffington.
A Woman-Hater.
Christie Johnstone, A Simpleton.
Griffith Gaunt.
Readiana.
Foul Play.
A Perilous Secret.
B y Mrs. .T. I I R I D D E I . S . .
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party,
Weird Stories,
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By \ n E l f . I E B I V E S .
Barbara Dering.
„^ „ ' - y F . \Y. R O B I N S O N .
The Hands of Justice.
B r W. C I . A U K R U S S E I . ! . .
Ocean Tragedy. | My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea.
B y .lOli.V S . l l N D E R S .
Guy Waterman. I Two Dreamers.
Bound to Wheel, | Lion In the Path.
Ky K . V T H V R I . \ E S . V U N D E R S .
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock.
I Heart Salvage.
Ihe High Mills.
| Sebastian.
B y H A « L E Y S:VJART.
Without Love or Licence.
By R. A. S T E R N D A L E .
The Afghan Knife.
By B E R T H A T H O M A S .
Proud Maisle.
I The Violin-player,
By F R A N C E S E . T R O L L O P E .
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
[ Mabel's Progress.
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Ity I V A N T U R G E X a E F F , &v.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.
By A N T H O N Y T K O I , L O P E .
Frau Frohmann, I Land-Leaguers.
Marlon Fay. | The Way We Live Now.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
B y C. C. F R A S E R - T Y T L K K .
Mistress Judith.
By S A B . I H T Y T L E R .
The Bride's Pass. I Lady Bell.
Buried Diamonds. | Blackball Ghosts.
By M A R K TW.AIN.
The American Claimant.
The £1,000,000 Bank-note.
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Pudd'nhead Wilson.
By ALLEN U P « ' A R D .
The Queen against Owen.
R y J . S. A V I N T E R .
A Soldier's Children.
B y M A R G A B E T WYNMAN.
My Flirtations.
By E. ZOLA.
The DownfaU.
I Dr. Pascal.
The Dream.
| Money.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3 s . each.
By A R T E M U S W.4RD.
By ^VALTER BESANT.
Artemus Ward Complete.
Dorothy Forster. I Uncle Jack.
By EDMOND ABOUT.
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus.
The Fellah.
AU Sorts and Conditions of Men.
By H A M I L T O N A I D E .
The Captains' Room.
All In a Garden Fair.
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences.
The World Went Very Well Then.
By MARY A L B E R T .
For Faith and Freedom.
Brooke Flnchley's Daughter.
To CaU Her Mine.
B v Mrs. A L E X A N D E R .
The Bell of St. Paul's. I The Holv Rose.
Maid,Wife,orWldow7 1 Valerie' Fate
Armorel of Lyonesse. | The Ivory Gate.
Bv GRANT ALLEN,
St. Katherine's by the Tower.
Strange Stories.
The Devil's Die.
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis.
This Mortal Coil.
Philistia.
BySHELSLE Y BEAUCHAMP.
In all Shades.
Babylon.
The'Beckoning Hand. | Blood Royal. Grantley Grange.
For Maimie's Sake. { Tents of Shem.
B y AMBIiSOSE B I E R C E .
Great Taboo. | Dumaresq's Daughter.
In the Midst of Life.
The Duchess of Powysland.
By F R E D E R I C K BOYLE.
By E . L E S T E R A R N O L D .
Camp Notes.
| Savage Life.
Phra the Phoenician,
Chronicles
of No-man's Land.
By .AL.AN S T . A U B Y N .
By B R E T H A R T E .
A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean.
Californian Stories. | Gabriel Conroy.
The Master of St. Benedict's.
An Heiress of Red Dog,
I Flip.
B y B e r . S. B A R I N G G O U L D .
The Luck of Roaring Camp, | Maruja.
Red Spider.
{ Eve.
A
Phyllis
of
the
Sierras.
By F R . \ N K B A R R E T T .
By H A R O L D BRYDGES.
Fettered for Life. | Little Lady Linton.
Uncle Sam at Home.
Between Life and Death.
B
y R O B E R T BUCHANAN.
The Sin of Olga Zassouiich.
The Shadow of the The Martyrdom ot
Folly Morrison. | Honest Davie.
Sword.
Madeline.
Lieut. Barnabas. A Prodigal's Progress.
A Child of Nature. Annan Water.
Found Guilty. ! A Recoiling Vengeance.
God and the Man. The New Abelard.
For Love and Honour.
Love Me for Ever. Matt.
John Ford; and His Helpmate.
Foxglove Manor.
The Heir of Linne.
By W. B E S A N T & J . B I C E .
The
Master of the Mine.
By
Celia's
Arbour.
This Son of Vulcan
B y H A L L t^AINE.
Monks of Thelema.
Hy Little Girl.
The Shadow of a Crime,
Case of Mr.Lucraft. The Seamy Side.
Golden Butterfiy. Ten Years' Tenant. A Son of Hagar. j The Deemster.
ICy t'oiiiiiinnder C A M E R O N .
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
The Cruise of the "Black Prince."
With Harp and Crown.
B y Mrs. L O V E T T C A M E R O N .
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
Deceivara Ever.
j Juliet's Guardian.
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TWO-SHILLING NOVELS—coiitir^ued.

By AUSTIN CLARE.
For the Love of a Lass.
B y lUi-8. A B C I I E R C L I V E .
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Care of Souls.
B y C. A L L S T O N C O L L I N S .
The Bar Sinisiter.
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.
Fight with Fortune. I ViUage Comedy.
Sweet and Twenty. I You Play me False.
Blacksmith and Scholar. 1 Frances.
By W I L K I E COLLINS
My Miscellanies.
Armadale.
Woman In White.
After Dark.
The Moonstone.
No Name.
Antonina, | Basil. Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Hide and Seek.
The Fallen Leaves.
The Dead Secret.
Jezebel's Daughter
Queen of Hearts.
The Slack Robe.
Hiss OF Mrs 7
Heart and Science.
New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep. "I Say No."
Law and the Lady. The Evil Genius.
The Two Destinies. Little Novels.
Legacy of Cain.
Haunted Hotel.
Blind Love.
A Rogue's Life.
B y at. J . C O L Q U H O U N .
Every Inch a Soldier.
By D U T T O N COOK.
Leo.
I Paul Foster's Daughter.
B y C. E G B E R T C R A D D O < ; K ,
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.
BylHA'l'T C R I M .
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
B y B . St. C R O K E R .
Pretty Miss Neville. I Bird of Passage.
Diana Barrington. I Proper Pride.
"To Let."
I
A Family Likeness.
B y VV. C Y P L E S . — H e a r t s of Gold.
By A L P H O N S E DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.
By ERASlflUS DAWSON.
The Fountain of Youth.
By JAMES D E MILLE.
A Castle In Spain.
By J. l i E I T H DER^VENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
By C H A R L E S DICKENS.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby.
By D I C K DONOVAN.
The Han-Hunter. | Caught at Last!
Tracked and Taken. | Wanted !
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
The Han from Manchester.
A Detective's Triumphs,
In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Received.
Tracked to Doom. | Link by Link.
Suspicion Aroused.
B y Mrs. A N N I E E D W A B D E S .
A Point of Honour. | Archie LovcU.
B y M. B E T H A f l - E D W A B D S .
Felicia.
I Kitty.
B y E D W . E«1G L E S T O N . - R o x y .
B y G. M A N V I L L E F E N N .
Sb« Hew Mistress.

BY

Two-SHILLING NOVELS—cp«/i""f<'.

B y P E R C Y FI'rZ<3 ER.A L D .
Bella Donna.
1 Polly.
Never Forgotten. I Fatal Zero.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantome.
B y P . F I T Z G E R A L D and others
Strange Secrets.
ALBANY D E FONBLANQJ F
Filthy Lucre.
By R. E. FRANCILLON.
Queen Cophetua.
Olympia,
King or Knave?
One by One,
Romances of Law
A Real Queen
By H A R O L D F R E D E R K U .
Seth's Brother's Wife. | Lawton Girl
P r e t . by S i r B A R T L E F R E R E
Pandurang Harl.
H A I N F R I S W E L L . - O n e o f Two
By E D W A R D G A R R E I T .
The Capel Girls.
By G I L B E R T GAUL.
A Strange Manuscript.
By C H A R L E S G I B B O N .
Robin Gray.
In Honour Bound
Fancy Free.
Flower of Forest.
For Lack of Gold. Braes of Yarrow.
What will the The Golden Shall
World Say?
Of High Degree.
In Love and War. Mead and Stream
For the King.
Loving a Dream.
In Pastures Green. A Hard Knot.
Queen of Meadow. Heart's Delight.
A Heart's Problem. Blood-Money.
The Dead Heart.
B y AVILLIAIfl G I L B E R T .
Dr. Austin's Guests. I James Duke.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
By E R N E S T G L A N V I L L E .
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker.
By H E N R Y G R E V I L L E .
A Noble Woman.
I Nikanor.
By CECIL G R I F F I T H .
Corinthla Marazion.
By J O H N HABBER'rON.
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck.
By A N D B E W H A L L I U A V .
Every-Day Papers.
By Lndy D U F F U S I I A B D V .
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.
Br TIIOlflAS H A R D Y .
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By J . B E R W I C K IIARW4»Oil
The Tenth Earl.
Ity J U L I A N I I A M T I I O K N F
Sebastian Stromi
Garth.
Dust.
Ellice Quentin.
Beatrix Randolpl
Fortune's Fool.
Love—or a Name.
Miss Cadogna.
David Poindexter's Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
B y Sir A B T I I U R H E L P S .
Ivan de Biron.
Kr l i E N B Y H E I i M A N .
A Leading Lady.
By H E A D O N H I L L .
Zambra the Detective.
B J J O H N HILL.-Treason-Feloni
B y Mrs. C A S H E L H O E Y .
The Lover's Creed.
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ttr n r » . G E O R G B H O O P E R .
The House of Raby.
By T I G H E H O P K I N S .
Twixt Love and Duty.
B y Mrs. H U N G K B F O R D .
A Maiden aU Forlorn.
In Durance Vile. | A Mental Stroggle.
HarveL
| A Modem Circe.
B y M r s . A L F R E D UU.-VT.
Thomicroft's ModeL | Self-Condemned.
That Other Person. I Leaden Casket.
By J E A N l N « E L O W .
Fated to be Free.
W3t. J AMKSO.N My Dead Self.
By H A R R I E T T JAY.
Dark Colleen. | Queen of Connanght.
By M A R K K E K S H A W .
Colonial Facts and Fictions.
B y R. A S H E K I N G .
A Drawn Game. | Passion's SlaTe.
"The Wearing of the Green."
Bell Barry.
B y J O H N L E Y S . - n i e Lindsays.
B y E . LY.N.N L I . N T O N .
Patricia KembaU. I Paston Carew.
World WeU Lost. "Hy LoYel"
UnderwhichLord? I lone.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
Sowing the Wind.
By HE.NRY «'. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.
By JUSTIN

MCCARTHY.

A Fair Saxon.
Donna Quixote.
Linley Rochford.
Maid of Athens.
Hiss Misanthrope. Csunioia.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Heighbonrs.
My Enemy's Daughter.
The Comet of a Season.
By H U G H MACCOLL.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.
By AGNES MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.
r i . A T H A R I N E 8. ?LVCQUOID.
The E T U Eye.
I Lost Rose.
B y W. H . M A L L O C K .
Ths Hew Republic.
A Romance of the Hineteentb Century.
By F L O R E N C E M.ARBYAT.
Opan! Sesame!
| Fighting the Air.
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
Vritten in Fire.
B y J . JIIASTERMAN.
Haifa-dozen Daughters.
By B R A N D E R i^LATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.
By 1.KWNARD M E R R I C K .
The Man who was Good.
By J E A N

M1»DLE:»IASS.

Touch and Go.
I Mr. Dorillion.
B y Jin.
MOLESWORTH.
Hatheroonrt Rectory.
By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Stories Weird and WonderfuL
The Dead Man's Secret.
From the Bosom of the Deep.
Ky M U B R . A Y a n d H E R M A N .
One Traveller Return*.

Paul jones'i AJift«> ^be Blsho|>s' Bible.
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B r n. C H R I M T I E . M U R R A Y .
Old Blazer's Hero.
A Model Father.
Hearts.
Joseph's Coat.
Way of the World.
Coals of Fire.
Cynic Fortune.
Val Strange.
A Life's Atonement.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Mature.
First Person Singular.
Bob Martin's Little Girl.
By HE.NRY .MURRAY.'
A Gams of Bluff, j A Song of Sixpence.
Ry H U M E M S U E T .
"BaU Up !" , VT. Bernard iit. Vincent.
By.tLICK

O'H.ANIJON.

The Unforeseen. | Chance? or Fate?
By G E O R G E S O H N E T .
Dr. Rameau.! Last Love. | Weird Gift.
B r .Mrs. O L I P H A . N T .
Whiteladles.
j The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.
B y Mrs. R O B E R T O ' R E I L L Y .
Phcabe's Fortunes.
By OUniA.
Held In Bondage. , Two Little Wooden
Shoes.
Strathmore.
Chandos. \ Idalia. ' Friendship.
Under Two Flags. ; Moths. I Blmbi.
CeclICastlemaine's PipistreUo. [mune.
I A ViUage ComGage.
Tricotrin. | Puck. ! Wanda. I Othmar.
\ Frescoes.
FoUe Farine.
A Dog of Flanders. In Maremma.
PascareL
\ Guilderoy.
Signa.
[ine. Ruffino. j Syrlin.
Pnncess Hapraz-1 Santa Barbara.
In a Winter City, i Ouida's Wisdom,
Ariadne.
' Wit, and Pathos.
M A R G A R E T A G N E S FAUAu
Gentle and Simple.
B y J A M E S P A Y.N.
Bentlnck's Tutor. ; By Proxy.|
Murphy's Master. < Under One RooL
A County Family, High Spirits.
Carlyon's Year.
At Her Mercy.
From EzUe.
Cecil's Tryst.
Clyffards of Clyffe. For Cash Only.
Kit.
Foster Brothers.
The Canon's Ward
Found Dead.
Talk
of the Town.
Best of Husbands.
HoUday Tasks.
Walter's Word.
A Perfect Treasure.
Halves.
What He Cost Her,
FaUen Fortunes.
Humorous Stories. Confidential Agent.
Glow-worm Tales.
£200 Reward.
Marine Residence. The Burnt MilUon,
Sunny Stories.
Mirk Abliey.
Lost Sir Hassingberd.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The FamUy Scapegrace.
GwendoUne's Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him.
Hot Wooed, but Won.
Less Black than We're Painted.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
The Mystery of Mlrbridge.
The Word and the WiU.

fk Frlnce of the Blood.

tSUUr^S) I^UtiL.!C>MtlU tSY U H A I \ U 6C V V V U U b .
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B y C. L . P I R K I S .
Lady Lovelace.
Ry E D G A R A. P O E .
The Mystery of Marie Roget.
55 y Mrs. C A M P B E L L P R A E D .
The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.
B y E . C. P R I C E .
Valentina.
I The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. | Gerald.
By R I C H A R D P R Y C E .
Miss MaxweU's Affections.
By CHARLES R E A D E .
It is Never Too Late to Mend.
Christie Johnstone. 1 Double Marriage.
Put Yourself in His Place.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love. ] The Jilt.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation. | Foul Play.
The Wandering Heir. | Hard Cash.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Men and other Animals.
Peg Woffington.
A Simpleton.
Griffith Gaunt.
Readiana.
A Perilous Secret. A Woman-Hater.
B y l f i r s . J . Ifl. R I E ^ D E L L .
Weird Stories.
| Fairy Water.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
The Uninhabited House.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
The Nun's Curse. | Idle Tales.
By A M E L I E RIVES.
Barbara Derins.
B y F . ^V. R O R I N S O N .
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice,
By J A M E S RUNCIMAN.
Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
Schools and Scholars.
B y W. CLARIC R U S S E L L .
Round the Galley Fire.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the "Ocean Star."
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
A.lone on a Wide Wide Sea.
G E O R G E AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.
By J O H N S A U N D E R S .
Guy Waterman, | Two Dreamers.
The Lion in the Path.
St K A T H A R I N E S A U N D E R S .
Joan Merryweather. I Heart Salvage.
The High Mills.
| Sebastian.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
By G E O W G E R . S I M S .
Rogues and Vagabonds.
The Ring o' Bells.
Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Life.
Tinkletop's Crime.
Zeph.
I
My Two Wives.
OGDEN, SMAI!

By A R T H U R SKETCHLEY.
A Match in the Dark.
By HA^VLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.
By T. W. S P E I G H T .
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
The Golden Hoop. I By Devious VJays.
Hoodwinked, &c. { Back to Life.
The Londwater Tragedy.
Burgo's Romance,
B y R. A. S T E R N D A L E .
The Afghan Knife.
Ry R. L O U I S S T E V E N S O N .
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto.
RY R E R T H A THOMAS.
Cressida. | Proud Maisle. | Violin-player.
By W A L T E R T H O R N B U R V .
Tales for Marines. | Old Stories Re-told.
T. A D O L P H U S T R O L t c O P E .
Diamond Cut Diamond.
Ry F. E L E A N O R T R O L L O P E .
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
| Mabel's Progress,
By ANTHONY T R O L L O P E .
Frau Frohmann. I Kept In the Dark.
Marion Fay.
| John Caldigate.
Way We Live Now, | Land-Leaguers.
The American Senator.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
By J . T. T R O ^ V R R I D G E .
Farneil's Folly.
B y I V A N T U B G E N S E F F , &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.
By M A R K T W A I N .
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent,
The Gilded Age. | Huckleberry Finn.
Mark Twain's Sketches.
Tom Sawyer.
| A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the Pauper.
A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur.
B y C. e . F R A S E R - T Y T L E R .
Mistress Judith.
By S A R A H TYTLER.
The Bride's Pass. I Noblesse Oblige.
Burled Diamonds. | Disappeared.
SaintMungo'sCity. I Huguenot Family.
Lady Bell.
| Blackball Ghosts.
What She Came Through.
Beauty and the Beast.
Citoyenne Jaqueline,
B r AAR«>N W A T S O N nnd
L i L L I A S •WASSERMANN.
The Marquis of Carabas.
By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Trust-Money.
B r Mrs. F . H . W I L L I A M S O N .
A Child Widow,
B y J . S. W ^ I N T E R .
Cavalry Life.
I Regimental Legends.
B y H . F . AVOOD.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.
B y L a d y WOOD—Sablna.
C E L I A P A R K E R W^OOLLEY.
Rachel Armstrong; or. Love & Theology
By E D M U N D Y A T E S .
The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last.
Castaway.

. . • • i T K n . PRINTERS. GREAT SAFFRON HILL. E.C,
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BIRKBECK BANK,
Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London.
TWO-AND-A-HALF per CENT. I N T E R E S T allowed on DEPOSITS,
repayable on demand.
TWO per CENT, on CURRENT ACCOUNTS, on the minimum
monthly balances, when not drawn below £ i o o .
STOCKS SHARES, and A N N U I T I E S purchased and sold.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT.
For the encouragement of Thrift, the Bank receives small sums on
deposit, and allows Interest monthly on each completed £i.

HOW
HOW

BIRKBECK BUILDING SOCIETY.
TO PURCHASE A HOUSE for Two Guineas per Month.
BIRKBECK FREEHOLD LAND SOCIETY.
TO PURCHASE A PLOT OF LAND for Five Shillings
per Month.
The BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with full particulars, post free.
FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT, Manager.

"BABY'S
SOAP."
(The Oriritial
Registered TiOe.)

A Superior, Mild, Pure REMELTED (not " MILLED")
Soap, prepared specially for the INFAHT'S FIRST SKIN.
Delicately Perfumed and imparts the fragrance of VIOLETS.
Generally useful for

CHILDREN OR ADULTS WITH TENDER SKIN
Price 6d.

By Post f o r Stamps.

" BAUER'S HEAD (AND BATHTioAP."
A Pure REMELTED (not " MILLED ") Refined and
Perfumed Soap.
Cleanses. Strengthens and promotes the GROWTH of
HAIR lemoving bourf and producing Healthy Action of
1119

OKMLM .

^ Luxury

for Bath

"HEAD
SOAP."

and ToUet.
An Excellent
Shaving
Soap,
P r i c e « d . B y P o s t for Stamps.
" This Soap will be welcomed and extensively used as a pref^able substitute for the numerous irritating Shampoo
Wasnes. as it not only imparts a most pleasant and refreshing (Registered

Title.}

f"A
2? •" I'^'S^^- *«' <» P'c^'ii' Softness and Bmiianoy
to the i/a»r."—THE COURT CIRCULAR.
Sold by all Chemists, Perfumers and Stores. Prepared only by

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN, Perfumers to the Queen,
Proprietors of^- I n c o m p a r a b l e S m e i U n g Sail*. " (as supplied to the Queen),
"Glycerine and Honey Jelly." " Ruby Lip Balm." " ChllUUne," or
omiblaln Jelly, •• Pure Oatmeal Soap." &c., &c.

19,

GOLDEN SQUARE, REGENT S T R E E T , LONDON, W.
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SPECIALITIES
r/"^a]

Seni Abroad by Parcels Post at Current

Rates,

FROM T H E L A B O R A T O R Y OF ,

Strangeways, M A N C H E S T E R .

[1894.

JACKSON'S BENZINE RECT.
At 6d., Is. and 2s. 6d.; by Parcels Post, 3d. extra.
For taking out Grease, Oil, Paint, &c., from all absorbent fabrics. Dress or
Drapery, Kids, Books, and Manuscript it cleans with equal success.

KXGHESSrr

AlATARD

AT THE

WORLD'S FAIR, CHICAGO, 1893.
H.R.H.
PRINCE
ALBERT'S
CACHOUX

Priee
SIXPENCE.
Inland,
by Post,
SEVENPENCE.

Dainty Morsels in the form of Tiny Silver Bullets, which
dissolve in the mouth and surrender to the breath their
hidden fragrance.
,
•<

•<

TACKSON'S Chinese Diamond CEMENT

•<

A t 6 d . a n d I s . ; b y I n l a n d P o s t for I s . 2 d .
For Mending every article of Ornament or Furniture. Glass, China,
Earthenware and What Not.

•<
•<

•<

TACKSON'S RUSMA.
**

At Is.; by Inland Post for Is. 2d.

For Removal of Hair from the Arms, Neck or Face, without the use of the razor,
as well as Sunburn or Tan from the Skin.

Sold by the Principal Druggists at Home and Abroad.

»

HONEST SOAP^
T h e T e s t i m o n y of

Half-a-Century.

INDISPUTABLE EVIDENCE OF SUPERIORIH.

i
1

FROM

Dr. REDWOOD,Ph.D.,F.C.S.,F.I.C.:
Professor of Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmaceutic:
Society of Great Britain.

" ' T T ^ E I N G authorised by Messrs. PEARS to purchase at
fJl^
any and all tifties and of any dealers samples of
their Soap (thus ensuring such samples being of exactly
the same quality as is supplied to the general public), and
to submit same to the strictest chemical analysis, I aij
enabled to guarantee its invariable purity.
.,My analytical and practical experience of PEARS' SOA
now extends over a lengthened period—NEARLY FIFT'^
YEARS—during which time

/ have never come across another
Toilet Soap which so closely realises
my ideal of perfection
Its purity is such that it may be used with perfect confidence upon the tenderest and most sensitive slpin

J

e v e n that of a N e w Born Babe

