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CHAPTER I.
NEAE the old village of Ingatstone, in Essex, at the
end of a lane that separates it from the high road, there
is still standing a many-gabled mansion of dark red
brich;, built in a courtyard, the entrance to which is
through a grey stone archway, surmounted by a clock
and bell. The gates have long- since been removed, moss
and grass grow ont of the joints of the weather-stained
stones, and the clock is incapable of telling the hours,
having lost both its hands.
This old house stands in a lonely place, and was
formerly surrounded by a moat. I t is still of some
extent, and was originally built in the shape of a cross,
but a good deal of it has been pulled down, and the
materials employed to build the large stables, barns,
cart-sheds, and shippens, which have converted the
courtyard into a farmyard. The moat has been filled
up, except one portion of it, which serves for a horsepond.
1
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'The house fronts the gateway, and is only separated
from the farmyard by a small grass plot, surrounded by
a wooden paling.
The hall door stands in a deep
recessed porch, with a heavy stone bench on each hand.
The door, studded all over with large iron nails, and
with its massive handle, looks as if it had belonged to a
church. An air of gloom and desolateness hangs over
the place, seen from this view, even on the brightest
summer day ; it looks to the north, and, consequently,
catches little sun. There is a strange, ghost-like look
about it, as if it were standing in a dream, and ought to
have been a ruin long ago.
The CHAUNTKY, as the place is called, was formerly an
old church manor, and, as long ago as the reign of King
Stephen, was the conntr3'-house of the Nuns of Barking.
In the large garden, that lies on the south side of the
house, there is a broad sunny walk, sheltered by an
esplanade of fruit-trees, which is still called " The Nun's
Walk."
The Chauntry lauds were bestowed by Henry the
Eighth upon a family named Herbert, de Herbert it was
then, for they owned estates in other parts of England,
and were a powerful family; but the broad lands were
diminished in the troublesome times of the Parliamentary
wars, and more recently in the cause of the Stuarts ; and
early in the reign of George the Third the de Herberts
had settled down on the remnant that remained—a
peaceful race of country squires, without the chivalrous
de,—cultivating their own land, the private carriage and
coach-and-fonr in which they formerly used to travel to
the pari.sh church being given up, and their ordinaiy
style of living differing but little from that of the bettci'
class of farmers, although they still retained their
standing amongst the gentry of the country, and Squire
Herbert, as he was called, was noted for keeping the
fiuest breed of horses in that part of the country. Also,
the Chauntry lands contained a small borough, one of the
anomalies since swallowed up in "Schedule A " ; and
this borough, of which tlic owner of the "Chauntry"
disposed at his pleasure, gave the estate an importance
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which it could scarcely have derived from its extent,
though it was a handsome, compact estate, and lay all
within a ring fence. The Squire Herbert when our tale
begins, which was somewhere about the year 1793, was
a square, thick-set man, of past fifty, with iron-grey hair,
a hard, weather-beaten face, and a pair of light, gleaming,
grey eyes, which gave a somewhat malicious expression
to his face.
H e was not upon habits of intimacy with any of the
neighbouring g e n t r y ; the lower class of farmers and
labourers always spoke IOAV when they named him—he
was regarded by them as being under an evil destiny.
I t is an intensely Catholic district about the Chauntry,
and it was believed by the country people that the family
of the Herberts had begun to decline ever since they
accepted the spoils of the church, and that for several
generations one of the family had cither gone insane, or
had been afflicted with some incurable disease, or had
died a violent death. They looked upon the family asi
cursed for sacrilege, and a dai'k tradition of some outrage
committed by Hugh de Herbert ag-ainst the helpless
nuns at their dispersion, one of v/hom, who had been
bedridden for ten years, was found dead in a ditch by
the roadside, was considered as the great sin which had
brought the vengeance of Heaven upon them, which
would pursue them until they were rooted up from the
face of the earth.
So far as Ralph Herbert, the present squire, was
concerned, the evil destiny lay heavily upon him. His
wife, a lovely young woman, had died of consumption
within five years of their marriage, and of their three
children, the eldest was an IDIOT.
This was certainly some reason for the reserve upon
which lie stood with his neighbours, and why ho did not
feel disposed to extend to them the somewhat riotous
hospitality which was the fashion of the day.
The second son, for all three of his children were boys,
was a rollicking, jovial young fellow, addicted to hard
drinking, a keen sportsman, and a vulgar Don Juan so
far as opportunity allowed.
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The youngest, Charles, was of a different nature—a
student, fuU of a refined and passionate sensibility, with
a large, rich, but somewhat inert nature, which craved
strong emotions and excitement, falling between-whiles
into intense fits of melancholy, which came upon him
even in boyhood, holding him for days together as under
a black pall.
At Cambridge he distinguished himself, and returned
home in the hope of being allowed to study for the Bar,
but owing to some pecuniary difficult}'', a debt of his
brother's, he had to remain at home idle for twelve
months after leaving college.
Love, m idleness, is almost inevitable. A respectable
yeoman, living on a farm next to the Chauntry lands,
had a daughter, a refined, superior young woman. The
young- student fell in love with her; she was captivated,
in her turn, by one so handsome and superior to everyone
else she saw. At first her father had hospitably invited
him, and evinced a rough hearty liking for him ; but the
moment he suspected the state of matters with his
daughter, he drew back, sent the girl from home, and
strove, like many another man, to undo the past.
The young man, desperately in love, was not to be
thus baified. Believing that it was from pride alone that
the father of his beloved strove to be beforehand with
the objections that might be raised to receiving the
daughter of a small farmer into a family so much above
her, he resolved to appeal to his father. E.vcept for the
diversion to his thoughts caused by this his first and
passionate attachment, his position at home would lonosince have become intolerable.
It was a bright summer evening : Ralph Herbert had
been all day in the hay fields after his men, and had
come home hot and tired. He entered the little flagged
parlour, which was the family sitting-room, and throwinohimself into his easy chair, he called for a j u g of ale,
and commenced slowly to fill his pipe.
Out of doors the evening was bright and warm, but in
the parlour it was chill and dusk, and needed the wood
fire which was burning on the hearth. The ceiling was
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low and rafted, a moderately tall man might have touched
it with ease : the walls were panelled and painted white,
and sundry hats, coats, and whips hung round; a low
wide casement took up one side of the room, but the
small lozenges of dim discoloured glass admitted little
light at the best of times, whilst that little was made less
by the thick wall and heavy stone framework in which
they were set. A large dining-table and some heavy
high-backed chairs formed all the furniture. A handsome pointer lay at its master's feet, whilst in a corner of
the window-seat sat the poor idiot, busily cutting pegs of
wood, or rather making shavings of a heap of firewood
which lay beside him.
Ralph Herbert's face had a bitter, gloomy expression
as he watched his eldest son through the curling clouds
of smoke. I t is only mothers who love their afflicted
children the best. His meditations, which did not appear
pleasant ones, were broken by the entrance of Charles,
who, hot with his walk, and irritated with his thoughts
of all the grievances which he had, as he conceived,
against his father and the world in general, was evidently
in no pleasant mood. The old man glanced at him, but
took no notice, and continued to smoke ; the young man
kicked down his brother's pile of wood, and seated himself
opposite his father.
" What is the matter with thee, lad ? thou seemest put
out about something."
" I want to speak to you, father ; I have something to
say."
" Out with it, then ; but help thyself first to a glass of
ale, and then let us hear what it is."
The old man refilled his pipe, and seemed prepared to
await his son's leisure.
The young man had a great deal to say, but in these
kind of conversations the beginning is not so easy when
there is nothing to lead the way ; at last, after a few
moments' silence, he said, abruptly,—
" Father, is it your pleasure that I am to live here all
my life idle ? Did you send me to college only that I
might hang about here till I am ready to drown myself

6

CONSTANCE HERBERT.

for shame and weariness ? Because Hugh is a spendthrift,
and Ned, there, an idiot, is that a reason why I am not to
have a fair start in life to make my own way ? First it
is a heavy gambling de'it for Hugh, and I must wait till
the next half year's rents fall due; then it is some drain
in the fallow field, which must be done at once. Are my
prospects in life, my chance of making something of
myself, of less worth than a fool's folly, or the improveluent of a field ? What have I brains for ? ^^'hat have I
learning for, if I am to stay here till I grow as senseless
as the beasts you fatten, or the ground that feeds them ?
I will enlist for a soldier if it is to endure a week longer."
" A n d j-et for such an impatient hero as you state
yourself, you have hitherto seemed well content," said the
old man, calmly.
" I t is to-night that my degradation has been brought
home to me," replied the young man, bitterly.
" Aye, indeed ; and how may that have been ? "
" I love Kate Hatherton; her father has sent her
away ; he told me just now he would have no idle young
men coming about his house. He thinks of me as ho
does of Hugh, or may be worse ; for Hugh has the
estate to hope for : but I have nothing—I am nothing."
" And what is Kate Hatherton to you, young man ? or
what can she ever be ? An honest man's daughter, and
leave her so."
" I wish Kate Hatherton to be my wife; but how can
I ask her, when one of her father's ploughmen would bo
a better match than I, a poor gentleman and a scholar ? "
" T h i s is all young men's talk," said his father, sternly;
" I wish to have no more of it. Kate Hatherton is no
wife for you : her father knows it, and will refuse his
consent as I do. What are you? a boy of not yet
twent}'; and you come to me—to me, your father, and
rate me for your bringing up, and pi'ate of a wife of your
own choosing. You forget yourself strangely, young
man, in using this tone with mo."
Luckily, at this juncture, the old domestic. Cicely,
came in to lay the cloth for supper, and no more conversation was possible that evening.
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The next day Squire Herbert rode over Stcplicn
Hatherton's farm, ostensibly about some clover. The
ftirmor was down in the fields, and the squire rode after
him. When their business was done, the squire endeavoured to get the farmer into talk ; but he was cold and
distant—almost surly.
" What is this my son tells me about your daughter ? "
said the squire at last, dashing into the midst of things.
" How should I know ? i l y daughter is a good girl,
and I have sent her away to keep her so."
"Quite right—quite right," rejoined the other, with
vexation ; "because it is.as well to be plain with you. I
could never give my consent to that match, and the lad
has nothing."
" H a r k ye, squire," said the farmer, laying his hand on
the mane of the other's horse, " plain speaking is, as you
say, the best; and I tell you, that if my daughter were
to marry your son, she would do so under my curse; and
may God deal with her as an undutiful child if she goes
against me in this matter. No child of mine shall marry
into a house that has brought the anger of Heaven down
upon it—for what ? that is best known to yourself But
1 ask j'ou, has there ever been a generation since j-ou
came to the Chauntry lands, that there has not been
cither a cripple, or a natural, pr one afflicted with a sore
disease, amongst the children ? Has there ever been an
old man amongst you ? or has the eldest son ever
succeeded to his father ? I am not a learned man, and
don't pretend to know the reason of these things ; but I
read it as a warning not to give my daughter to your
son. I don't want to hurt you, I have no ill-will against
the lad : he did not make himself. But now you know
my mind, and good day to yon."
The farmer strode away, perhaps not liking to seem to
watch the effect of what he had said.
The squire sat for some minutes like one who has been
stunned by a heavy blow. What the farmer had said
echoed only his own black thoughts, when his fits of
depression were upon him.
He did not say anything to his son about his visit;
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but a few weeks after the conversation in the stoneparlour, he sought for him, and, handing him a letter,
said, " Sir Simon Letheby writes to say, that a good
appointment at Bombay is in his gift, if any of my sons
can avail themselves of it. There is an election coming
on ;—but that is nothing to the purpose. Does it please
you ? "
Of course the young man could only express the great
satisfaction he felt at such a prospect.
" Well then, my lad, start to-night—you will catch the
mail at Epping ; Sam shall ride with you.and bring back
the mare. God bless thee, lad, and make a good man of
thee !—And, Charles," continued he, after a pause, and
with something that choked him in his voice, " if I never
see your face again in the w^orld—and most likely I
never shall—marry anybody you please, so that she be a
good woman ; and make much of her, and I give you my
blessing."
The old man grasped his son's hand, and, turning
hastily away, began to give directions to the farm
servants in a blustering manner, which, however, did
not prevent one of the labourers saying to his companion,
that " the old master looked as if he were sorry above a
bit, and like to cry."
The bustle and unexpectedness of his departure prevented anything like the indulgence of sentiment on the
part of Charles ; ho would have been more sorry if there
had been more time for it.
He left liis father's house that night, and a fortnight
afterwards ho sailed for India.
His career there has nothing to do with the present
history. He was clever, and had every prospect of rising
in the service.
The vci'y first letter he received from his father contained the intelligence that Kate Hatherton returned
home shortly after his departure, and that she was
engaged to be married! I t was supposed to be a very
fine match for her in a worldly point of view, the
intended husband being a rich lawyer retired from
business; but he was older than her father, with a
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grown-up son; he had, too, the reputation of having
made his money by practices which had once nearly
caused him to be struck off the rolls; he had a violent
temper, and the son was many degrees worse than the
father, and having succeeded to the business, was keeping
up the family reputation for unscrupulous practices,
and for getting rich at all hazards. The next letter
announced that the marriage had actually taken place,
and that Kate Hatherton and her husband had gone to
live in London; her father had left the farm and gone
away, some said to America, but no one knew for a
certainty what had become of him.
From the bitter comments made by old Ralph Herbert
upon Kate's heartlessness and mercenary marriage, anyone would have thought that his whole heart had been
set upon obtaining her for his own daughter-in-law.
Charles Herbert suffered keenly at this destruction of
his hopes ; but he knew Kate better than his father did,
and his faith in her was not shaken even by the fact of
her marriage with another man, and his affection for her
continued as strong as ever. It lay deep in the very
foundations of his heai-t; he knew as well as if he had
been told, or had been present to witness all the desperation to which she had been previously driven, and since
she had done i t ; he felt assured that there had been no
other course left, humanly speaking, possible to h e r ; his
instinctive trust in her was stronger than any action that
could be brought in evidence, and he did not for an
instant thinli a hard thought of her.
It must, however, be confessed, that he found great
satisfaction in the thought that she had married an
infirm, tyrannical, and disagreeable old man. True, this
would render her lot the more intolerable ; but although
he believed he was capable of laying down his life for
her, he would not have raised his finger to make her life
happier with the husband she had been induced to take !
Indeed, if she had chosen a better sort of man he would
have resented it as a deadly injury.
He believed sincerely enough that his own heart was
henceforth closed to all sentiment of love,—and as to
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marriage, he meditated with a feeling of proud revenge
that his whole life should prove his constancy and leave
an ineffaceable remorse in the soul of her who had been
Kate Hatherton ! Besides, as he was at a remote station
in the Bombay Presidency, where no European female
w.as to be found within some hundreds of miles, his
constancy was not severely tested.
His official career in India was brought to a very
unexpected close.
Within three years he received
intelligence of the death of his father and of his idiot
brother. A few months later there came a letter from
the family solicitor informing him that the gambling
spendthrift, his second brother, had broken his neck in a
steeplechase before he had had time to do more than
make a fair start upon the road to ruin. Charles was
now the possessor of the Chauntry lands, and giving up
all idea of becoming a Nabob, he prepared at once to
return to England, and to take up his position as a
country gentleman.
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THE vessel in which Charles Heibeit sailed from
India touched at ^Madeira. Amongst tlie passengers
who came on board there, was a lady in deep mourning
—she appeared to be about three-and-twenty—a tail and
elegant figure, and a complexion too dazzling for perfect
health; her features were not regular, but a profusion of
light golden hair, and a pair of lovely blue eyes, made
her look like an angel to all the idle gentlemen passengers, who had assembled on deck to watch the new
arrivals come on board. The lady, who was accompanied by a female attendant, went immediately to her
berth, where she remained for several days.
During this time the general curiosity to know who
she was, had succeeded in discovering that her name was
Wilmot, that she v.'as the dauglitcr of a retired merchant
who had been ordered to "Nladeira for his health; he
v,-as recently dead, and his daughter was now on her
return to England, where she was to reside with an
uncle. She was an only child, and by her father's will
inherited a large fortune free from all control.
This was a highly pleasing report, and such of the
gentlemen as were unmarried prepared to profit by the
chance which had thrown so desirable a prize within
their reach.
Charles Herbert heard the intelligence and the speculations concerning the fair Miss Wilmot with profound

12

CONSTANCE HERBERT.

indifference. Kate Hatherton was still mistress of his
heart, and as he had succeeded to the family estate he
felt a certain contempt for a fortune made by trade.
When Miss Wilmot appeared again amongst the
passengers, the young men vied with each other to
obtain her good graces. Charles Herbert kept aloof,
and with the natural instinct of female perverseness, he
was the only man she took pains to attract.
Vanity affords a practicable breach in the heart of all
men; they have such an intense pleasure in being, as
they conceive, appreciated by women, that the most
egregious flattery from a woman seems nothing more
than a tribute of common justice, and they accept it
with a certain candid affability that is wonderful,
Charles Herbert was not (for a man) remarkably vain ;
he imagined that his heart was steeled against all fresh
impressions, but he was not insensible to the discernment shown by Miss Wilmot in his favour.
He thought her a very superior, agreeable young
woman. He certainly did not make love to her, but he
professed a great friendship for her. In the course of
the voyage, which was much prolonged by calms and
contrary winds, he confided to her the history of his
attachment to Kate Hatherton, of his disappointment,
and of her marriage. Perhaps unconsciously, he told it
in a manner which, far from extinguishing Miss Wilmot's
interest in him, only inspired her with an ardent desire
to console him, and to compensate him in some measure
for his past sufferings. Partly deceiving herself, partly
misled by his manner, she was far from surmising that
this first attachment was still deeply rooted in his heart
as ever.
The voyage at last came to an end ; the passengers
separated to their various destinations, but not before
Miss Wilmot had refused to make the happiness of no
less than four individuals, who all declared, in language
the most ardent, that all their hopes of earthly felicity
depended upon marrying her.
Charles Herbert and Miss Wilmot parted at Southampton. She proceeded to the residence of her uncle in
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London, in the firm belief that he would follow up the
acquaintance. H e went down to the Chauntry with his
thoughts full of the property to which he had succeeded,
and thinking very little of Miss Wilmot after he had
made his last bow to her.
For some time after his arrival at the Chauntry he
was fully occupied ; for his brother, before breaking his
neck, had contrived to complicate his affair's, and leave
as much business in arrears as could be contrived during
the brief period he was the head of the family.
After a while Charles Herbert began to find the
Chauntry dreadfully dull. He missed the cheerful companionship of Miss Wilmot more than he would have
believed possible. Of Kate he could learn no tidings,
beyond the fact that she was married, and living somewhere near London, in great affluence. In spite of the
dulness of the Chauntry, however, Charles Herbert found
it very pleasant to be a landed proprietor. He certainly
grumbled sufflciently at the harassing affairs to which
he was a victim. They did bore him a little, no doubt;
and the farming- interest in which he was now mixed up,
and the Marh Lane E:iprcis, seemed very complicated, and
altogether foreign to his previous habits, but still there
was a certain amount of very genuine satisfaction in
being in the position to have these things to grumble at.
When, however, he went up to town to consult his
lawyer upon a mortgage which his brother had raised
upon one part of the estate, his annoyance was more
genuine. In possessing the estate at all he had more
than he could have expected, as the youngest brother ;
but he resented the mortgage quite as bitterly as if he
had been the born heir, and began to lay schemes for
raising the value of the property.
Whilst in town he felt himself obliged to go out to
Blackheath, to pay Iris respects to Miss Wilmot. He
had no serious intentions in the visit. As he drew near
the house, a staring ostentatious mansion, he began to
think himself a fool for coming, and to entertain some
modest misgivings whether Miss Wilmot might be as
glad to see him as he had taken for granted.
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A footman in a stylish livery opened the door, said
that Miss Wilmot was at home, and conducted him
through much splendid upholstery to a handsome newly
fitted-up library, where he left him standing-, surrounded
by shelves loaded with books in the full glory of all that
roan, and russia, and calf, and gilding could do for them,
with tables and chairs of the newest inventions for convenient reading and writing.
Miss Wilmot did not keep him waiting. She was
evidently glad to see him again. She had begun to fear
he would never come. She introduced him to her uncle,
a retired London merchant, who prided himself on
having everything about him the very best of its kind;
who would not have had a nail out of its place, or a door
or a wandow that was not fuiished with the g-reatest
exactness. Although he never read, he would not have
had a book in his house unless it were bound a-nd gilt in
the solidest manner, no matter what the contents.
The uncle, albeit a formal elderly gentleman, who considered that unmarried young- men were not to be let
into a house where there were " young females," as he
called them, could not avoid im'iting Charles to dinner.
Chai-lcs Herbert repeated his visit again and again.
He did not fall in love with Miss Wilmot; but ho liked
her very well. He saw that she was attached to him.
He thought her a most eligible match, and, finally, lie
did what almost any other young man would have done
in his place; he made her an offer of marriage in due
form, which she accepted.
Heaven help the world, if a great sufficiency of
domestic comfort did not result from unions far le.;s
auspicious than this !
Miss Wilmot herself was intensely happy. She was
engaged to the only man she had ever cared for, and her
strong aft'ectiou for him occupied her too much to allow
her to perceive any deficiency on his part.
To be allowed to love with all the heart, unchecked
and unrepelled, suffices a woman for a long time.
As to Charles Herbert himself, ever since this marriage
had been decided upon, ho had felt strangely indifferent.
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He had set the ball rolling, and he could not rouse himself to consider where it would stop. He was not unhappy ; he did not even in his thoughts revert to the
past, he was simply indifferent to all that was going on,
as though it concerned some other person. Sometimes
this strange tranquillity surprised him, but that was only
a passing reflection, like a dream within a dream.
At length the preparations for the marriage were
almost complete; the settlements were nearly finished.
The Chauntry house had been let to a farmer, as it would
have cost more ready money than was desirable to make
it a cheerful residence for a young bride. A small
jDleasant house had been taken at Fulham, with a garden
sloping to the water's edge. In all these arrangements,
Miss Wilmot's uncle had followed his own ideas of what
was right and fitting; Miss Wilmot did not interfere,
Charles acquiesced in all that was proposed, and did all
he was advised—which, as it chanced, was the wisest
thing he could have done.
I t needed only three weeks to the ceremony. Miss
Wilmot and an aunt • who was to take her place
in her uncle's establishment, were going up to town
for a morning's shopping, Charles, whose gallantry
had not been remarkable, volunteered to accompany
them ; his proposal was gladly accepted by Miss Wilmot.
Their chief errand was to the establishment of Madame
Rosine, in Old Bond Street. Charles was appealed to on
many points of tasto as regarded feathers and ribbons,
and other dainty devices of feminine extravagance, until
his passive indifference became genuine weariness. At
length the ladies retired to another part of the establishment to have some dresses fitted on, and Charles was left
in the lower shop to wait their return. He was glad of
the respite, and sat awaiting- their reappearance in
patient abstraction.
Two ladies, who had entered the shop unperceived by
him, approached to inspect some article near h i m ; one
of them spoke—he turned hastily at the sound of her
voice—their eyes met—it was Kate Hatherton! She
sprang forwai-d, " Oh, Charles, have 1 found you again !"
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All the years that had passed since they had been
separated, the events that had occurred, all seemed to
fall like a slough from the recollection of Charles ; she
stood there before him who was the life of his life!
There was no thought of treachery, there was no time
for consciousness; it was the instinct by which a
man gasps for breath when he has been well nigh
stifled.
" K a t e ! my Kate ! "—they grasped each other's hand,
and it was as though they had never parted.
The shop of a fashionable milliner is not the most
appropriate place for the first meeting of restored lovers.
The lady who was Kate's companion had a nervous
dread of being in any way remarkable; she saw at a
glance the meaning of what was passing, and her
anxiety was to extricate herself handsomely before any
other eyes were upon them. She addressed Charles in a
tone of measured politeness, and said :—
" Mrs. Mai-yland is on a visit with m e ; any friend of
hers will be welcome. You have not introduced us,
Kate, so I must announce m^^self." She presented her
card, and added, " come and dine with us this evening ;
my husband will be charmed to make your acquaintance;
we are going to the theatre, and we shall be glad of your
company."
Kate did not speak a word, but she looked up into his
face with her lips apart, as though life depended on his
answer.
" Yes, I will come," said Charles.
" Come then, Kate, dear; I must hurry you away, we
shall be late for our appointment."
As Charles accompanied them to their carriage, the
lady said several polite things to him, and he Avent
through the form of replying to them, but he did not
hear a word; he was thinking of the name by which
her companion had spoken of Kate. As he handed her
in, he said abruptly :
" W i l l he whose name you bear be there to-night ? "
A deep blush mounted up to Kate's forehead ; but she
looked up and said :—
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" H e has been long dead. 1 am free, or I would not
have spoken to you."
The footman closed the door, Charles raised his hat,
and the carriag-e drove off.
Charles was sitting in the same place where he had
been left when he was rejoined by Miss Wilmot and her
aunt, at the end of about half-an-hour, and apparently in
the same dreamy abstraction.
" Oh, you good, patient Charles ! " cried Miss W i l m o t ;
" what unconscionable loitering mortals we must have
seemed to you; but we really had a great deal of
business to transact, and as Madame was not at liberty,
we had to wait. I wish so much that we had arranged
to call for you at the library, instead of detaining you
here amongst fine fashions."
Charles uttered a few quiet words, in reply; but he
was startled to think what a trifling accident would have
changed the face of his destiny and hers for ever.
Miss Wilmot detected no change in her affianced
husband. She was in excellent spirits, and talked and
laughed more than usual.
They went to several other places ; Charles obediently
accompanied them. W h a t he thought and what he felt,
he scarcely knew himself, nor could he have told what
course he intended to take in consequence of the event of
the moiming. He had indeed no intention at all, except
to go and see Kate that evening ; this was the only clear
idea in his mind—everything centred in that.
At last. Miss Wilmot declared that she had concluded
her business, and having secured from the library a
novel she wished to read, proposed to return honre.
Charles handed both ladies into their carriage, and
prepared to leave them.
" But you are returning with us, are you n o t ? " said
Miss Wilmot. " My uncle has friends to dinner, and
expects you."
Charles, in his dreamy quiet way, declared that he had
an engag-ement, and could not return to Blackheath.
Miss Wilmot looked tei'ribly disappointed; but all
that Chai-les did was right in her eyes, and she did not
2
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complain ; although it was in fact an understood engagement, and some of the guests had been invited to meet
him.
Before the carriage was out of sight, Chai-les had
instinctively turned his steps towards Russell Square.
I t still wanted two hours of the time appointed, but
that sig-nified nothing- to him.
He knocked at the door, and was told that the ladies
were within. He gave his card, and was shown across
the hall into a parlour on the ground floor.
It was a substantial, respectable mansion, solemnly
furnished, after the fashion of forty years before : heavy
mahogany tables and chairs, a dim. Turkey carpet, the
walls painted a dull red ; the window curtains ample,
but faded from their original colour into a tawny orange ;
a largo Japan screen filled up one end of the room, and
sheltered a Avell-worn morocco easy chair.
Charles had not asked to see K a t e ; it had not
occurred to him as possible that anyone else could come.
In a few moments the door opened, and Kate stood
beside him.
A few hours previously neither of them had thought
of meeting—it was too far removed from all likelihood
to be the subject of a desire; and yet, now that they
were together, they were conscious of no surprise, it
seemed as natural as light—the only unreal thing- was
their separation. There was no tumultuous joy at their
reunion—only the renewal of the deep gladness they
had heretofore felt in each other's presence.
Kate
Hatherton, who had exercised so much influence upon
Charles Herbert's life, did not look in the least like a
woman to inspire one of those mysterious, lasting, deep
attachments, which seem the working of enchantment,
or insanity; but causes generally look less than the
effects they j^roduee. Kate Hatherton was a gentlelooking- creature, with a well-formed figure, under the
middle size. She could not be called beautiful, still less
v/as she pretty; but she had a pair of large soft grey
eyes, with a touching, gentle look in them, Avliich gave
an indescribable charm to her face. Her smile wixa
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lovely, and there was an expression of kindness and
goodness in her whole appearance. She had not the air
of one who had mixed in society, but the calm gentleness
of her nature effectually prevented any tinge of vulgarity
or awkwardness.
Her love for Charles Herbert was deep, entire, quiet,
like her nature. He had appeared to her like a superior
being when she first saw him at her father's house, and
that she should love him was not wonderful ; but his
deep, tender affection for her was more remarkable. H e
was her superior in station, education, talents, fortune,—
in every material advantage of this world. I t was the
singleness of her nature that drew him, and he loved
her in return with a singleness and reality not often
possible in the complications of this ever shifting life.
For some time they neither of them spoke ; at length,
Kate seated herself on a low seat beside Charles, and
leaning her head upon his hand, she said,—'* Now we are
seated as we used to be, long ago ; and now tell me
when you came back from India, and where you have
been."
Charles did not reply by telling her of his engagement to Miss Wilmot; in fact, it seemed to him to have
been contracted under a mistake. He had told her of
his attachment to Kate ; and, now that he had found her
free, he believed that Miss Wilmot would, as a matter of
course, set him free. This idea was so fixed in his mind
since the moment he had met Kate, that it was liico an
intuitive conviction; he never questioned it. Kate and
he belonged to each other so supremely, that all idea of
treachery or dishonourableness towards another was
swallowed up.
" But, Kate, you have been marz-ied; tell me about
that first."
" Oh !" said Kate, " sometimes I felt nearly mad to
think the light in which I must seem to you, and that
perhaps you might never know how things really were,
nor why I took the course I did. I. wrote once to you ;
but after a long time the letter came back to me. It
had been sent to your father, so then I lost all hope, and
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could only try to do right without thinking whether you
would ever know."
" Know what, dear child ? I never blamed you; I
knew you were driven to that match by your father."
" Listen : when my father sent me away from you, he
said many dreadful things about your family, which I
was too miserable to understand, except that all the evil
came from your being a Protestant, whilst we belonged
to the Catholic Church. I was sent away to my cousin's
house, and there I saw old Mr. Maryland : he often
came. He was very ailing and low spirited, and I
suppose thought he would like me to keep him company,
for he proposed to my father to marry me. My father
said he should, and then he told me that you. had been
sent to India by your father for thinking of me, 'and
that your father had insulted him, but that if he were to
consent fifty times o\cr I .should never marry you.
W h a t worked upon me the most was, his telling me that
I had been the cause of a quarrel between your father
and yourself, and that he would never speak to you or
forgive you so long as I was in the way; so 1 thought at
last that the best thing I could do was to put mj'self out
of everybody's way, and do as my father wished, and I
wrote you a letter to tell you everything, but it came
back to me. I felt glad that Mr, ]\faryland was so disagreeable, for I thought if you heard of it, you would
know I had not done it with any notion of being hajijiy "
" A n d did you think, dear love, that I should be glad
to fancy you were miserable r "
" N o t exactly that," replied Kate, "but you would
have preferred my being- miserable to my caring for anybody else, and it would have hurt me to the heart if you
had not. Well, we were married. Mr. l\tarylajid was a
great sufferer, and required constant attention. I felt
very sorry for him, and it was occupation to attend upon
him. I had been aceu.stomed to sick people, havinonursed my mother through her long illness before she
died. Mr. Maryland was very hard to please at first,
but he softened towards the last. I used to road to him
a great deal when he could bear it, and he took pains to
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teach me things, for he was very clever. His son was
jealous of me, and tried to set his father against me, by
telling him constantly that I was only waiting for his
death to marry you, expecting to have all his money.
H e worked upon his father, who was very suspicious,
until he made a will, by which my allowance was to go
to the son if I married again. My father went to
America, where Mr, Maryland had some property ; he
died the same month with my husband, two years ago
last May, and then I went to live at Hampstead, with an
old Catholic lady, a distant relation of Mr, Maryland's,
I only came here upon a visit, 1 should have returned
home to-morrow, so that if we had not met to-day, we
might never have seen each other again,"
Charles had listened to this long story for the pleasure
of hearing- her voice. The only point of any interest to
him, connected with Mr, Maryland, being the fact that
he was dead,
Kate had a singularly rich sweet voice, and anyone,
even though not a lover, would have wished her to talk
on, if not exactly for ever, at least for a long time,
without being weary of listening-. As she ceased speaking-, the servant entered to lay the cloth for dinner,
'• You have done right, as you always do, Kate," said
Charles, rising. " I must go away, now; I will come
again ; make any excuses you can to your friend for
me."
Kate would have remonstrated, but almost before she
was aware, she heard the house door close behind him.
On leaving tlio house, Chaides Herbert went to his
lodgings ; he had eaten nothing since early morning, but
the strong tension of all his faculties had rendered him
insensible to fatigue or hunger. He believed himself to
bo quite calm and composed, because his excitement was
too intense to be exuberant. He began to Avrite to Miss
Wilmot the account of what had occurred, but the
process was too tedious, he was unable to frame a
sentence. He resolved to go and seek a personal interview, and tell her everything. He desired that a coach
might be sent for, and in the interval of its coming, he
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hastily swallowed some coffee, which his landlady brought
of her own accord.
All the way to Blackheath he was still in the same
strange waking sleep; he had one fixed idea, that he
was going to break off his match with Miss Wilmot, but
he pursued it like a sleep-walker, unobstructed and
unperplexed by any of the difficulties that stood between
himself and his object.
On arriving at the residence of !Miss Wilmot's nncle,
he was told that the gentlemen had not yet been called
to coffee, and that Miss Wilmot was with the ladies in
the drawing-room. He desired that she might be sent
for; and he awaited her coming in the charming little
room which was her own retreat, and was filled with her
books and music, and furnished with the elegant luxury
in which she delighted.
I t was June, and the summer daylight still lingered ;
the window looked to the west, and commanded an
unbroken view of a splendid sunset.
Miss Wilmot did not long keep him waiting. She
wore a transparent white dress, with a light blue scarf,
M'hich she had the art of managing very gracefully.
She entered with a light joyful motion, and looked very
lovfclj'. I t is certain that in grace and beauty she far
exceeded Kate.
" Oh, Charles, I am so glad you are come ! How
very good you have been ! But what is the matter ? "
said she, suddenly stopping. "Are you ill ? Have you
heard any bad news ? You do not look like yourself."
" I am well, quite well," replied h e ; " but I have
something to tell you, and thought it best to come tonight."
" What is it ? " said she, anxiously, " Anything that
affects y o u ? "
" Yes, Sarah, and it concerns you also. Can you stay
and listen ? or shall you be called to your guests r "
"Oh, n o ; my aunt will supply my place. Tell me,
what is it ? "
" I am come to ask you to dissolve our eiagagement.
Since this morning I have seen Kate Hatherton, whom I
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never thought to see in this world again, I give you
my honour I did not seek her ; I did not know even that
I still loved her, till she stood before me in that place
you left me this morning. 1 cannot see what good it
would do you to marry me, knowing what you do ; for
I told you all that Kate Hatherton had been to me, and
I tell you now all that she is. There would be no
honour if I kept to my engagement when the first sight
of her made me forget you—and myself, too, K I had
been conscious of the hold she had over me, I w^ould
never have spoken a word to you, or to any other
woman ; but it is too late to go into all that now,"
" Then were you quite indifferent about me ? Did
you never care for me ? " gasped Miss Wilmot,
" I tell you, Sarah, that I did not know my own heart.
I was not indifferent to you; I cared for you more than
for any other woman I ever saw—except one, I loved
her before I knew you, and I shall love her till I die. I t
is because you are a good woman, and because yo-a were
my friend before I ever thought of you as my wife, that
I come to you in this way, and Ijecause I thought you
would see and feel how all this has befallen,"
]\Iiss Wilmot sat completely stupified with the weight
and suddenness of the blow that had come upon her.
But in all wounds the great suffering does not follow
immediately; and she was astonished to find how little
pain she felt.
After a dull pause, during which she pulled off the
ring he had given to her when they became engaged, she
said,—
" You are free, Charles—quite free. Here is your
ring again, AVill you tell my uncle, or shall I r "
" Let me tell him," said Charles ; " and then, if he
thinks it needful to blow out my brains, he can,"
" H e will scarcely feel called upon to do that," replied
Miss Wilmot, with a slight bitterness.
Charles Herbert looked at her for the first time since
the interview had begun. His eyes had certainly rested
upon her, bat v«'itliout any personal consciousness that
he suw her.
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" Sarah, I hope, with all my soul, that I have been a
coxcomb, and that you do not really care for me so
much as I allowed myself to fancy. You will get over
i t ; and no one who knows you can believe you to have
been slighted,"
A spasm of painful indignation passed across Miss
Wilmot's face.
" Charles Herbert," said she, rising, " it is because I
love you ; it is because I was your fi-ierid before I was
your affianced wife; it is because I understand your
nature better than anyone else in the world is ever likely
to do, that I do not blame you for what you have done
this day. Now leave me ; there is nothing more to say
between us."
There was a noble tenderness in the tone of her voice,
which, pre-occupied as he was, touched Charles Herbert's
conscience : he would have said something in exculpation
or explanation; but before he had recovered sufficiently
to speak, she had left the room.
At the threshold Miss Wilmot was met by a servant,
sent by her aunt to seek her. The guests desired music,
and she was called to perform. No one who saw the
fixed composure of her face would have surmised what
had passed during- her brief absence.
She sat down at once to the piano, and played one of
those brilliant impossibilities which, whilst they are
miracles of execution, endanger no tender sensibilities.
" I never heai-d you play that kind of music before,"
said her aunt.
" It is an old school piece, for which I once gained the
prize," replied her niece, carelessly.
At last the guests departed, and Miss Wilmot was free
to seek her own room,
She was still too stunned and confused by the blow, to
feel all the misery that had come upon her. But as her
maid unfastened her long- hair, a sudden flash of consciousness darted through her, and she spr.ing up, crying
with a piercing voice—"iJy God, it is all true, then ! "
and fell down in a rigid couvalsion.
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CHAPTER I I I ,
ALL that night Miss Wilmot remained alarmingly ill,
and the medical man, who was sent for in all haste,
declared that it arose from some severe mental shock,
and that there was dang-er of cong-estion of the brain.
This illness was a relief rather than otherwise to the
deep sorrow that had fallen upon h e r ; the bodily pain
was a diversion from the real grief that was gnawing
her heart. But it takes a great deal of grief to kill
people; Miss Wilmot, at the end of a fortnight, was
declared convalescent : neither the doctor nor his
medicines could do anything more for her.
The first day she came down stairs she requested to
see her uncle alone in her own apartment; it was the
room where she had had her interview with Charles.
Everything stood in its accustomed place, and the afternoon midsummer sun was pouring a glare of light upon
the walks and lawn before the window, which could be
perceived, although the room itself was shaded with
Venetian shutters. The glare of an afternoon sun is not
cheering, but rather oppressive, to those who are in
sorrow ; she desired the inner blinds to be let down, and
lay, with her eyes closed, awaiting- her uncle's coming.
He came quite delighted to see her down stairs again,
and asked her whether she expected Charles Herbert to
come.
Mi33 Wilmot replied quite quietly and steadily, as if
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she had been making an ordinary communication, that
she had broken off her engagement on hearing from
himself that a lady to whom he had been long attached,
and whom he believed to be dead, was alive and
free.
The old gentleman was first incredulous, and then
indignant, and extremely curious to know all the details ;
after his niece had rej^eated the facts in a calm, consecutive manner, he reiterated testily,—" I do not understand
it at all, I cannot tell what you mean by what you say ;
do you mean to tell me that he has forsaken you for
another ? If he has, he is a scoundrel and a jackanapes,
and I shall tell him my mind pretty freely,"
With a calmness that did not for a moment betray any
sense of the intolerable irksomeness of his questions,
Miss Wilmot again repeated the grounds on which she
had dissolved her engagement, and intimated that she
wished matters to be left as they were,
" Oh, well! if you are contented I am sure I am, I
do not suppose you could care much about such a dreamy
half-and-half fellow.
You may do much better,
I
always wondered what you saw in'him. You will live
to bo glad of this, for it is my opinion that he will never
do any good. Somebody was telling me the other day
they had always been a crazy family."
He might not have been so easily appeased, only it so
happened that if Miss Wilmot died unmarried, her uncle
would be her natural heir; so afte» a few well-meant
exhortations to keep up her spirits, and not to give him
another thought, he kissed her, recommended her to
drink plenty of his old Madeira, and left her to herself.
She drew a sigh of relief as one released from the
rack, and lay motionless; but after a few moments, her
hands clenched convulsively, as quick thoughts darted
through her like sharp knives. This return to life was
the beginning of her martyrdom.
She rang the small silver handbell beside her, and her
aunt entered, with a face full of sympathy and surprise,
for she had just heard of what had hajipcncd from her
brother-in-law. She would fain have talked the matter
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over, and heard all the details of what had come to pass,
but Miss Wilmot was not one easy to question.
" Aunt, I must write a letter that should go directly.
Give me my desk ; and will you fetch here all the things
we ordered from Madame Rosine ? I want to choose
something from them,"
" But, my dear, will it not be too much for you ? don't
distress yourself just now, I beg,"
" No, no ; do what I ask,"
Miss Wilmot waited till the door closed upon her
aunt, and then took from a secret drawer in her desk a
few letters, not more than half-a-dozen, and detached
from her neck a fine hair chain, which had been concealed
by her dress; she held them for a moment, as though
irresolute whether to read the letters, but seemed to
shrink from the attempt, and made them up into a
packet.
She had scarcely done this, when her aunt
returned, bringing a large flat pasteboard-box, the
contents of which were spread out before her. There
is scarcely anything so sickening as finery to those who
are heavy at heart. There lay all the beautiful things
which she had been so happy to buy, and every article of
which had been chosen to please his taste.
She laid on one side a splendid wreath, that looked as
though carved in alabaster, leaves and flowers all of a
transparent white, and a beautiful veil that had been
intended to Avcar with it.
" I think these will be all, thank you, aunt. Now,
take the rest away, and put them where I shall not be
likely to find them,"
She placed the wreath and the veil, and her packet of
letters, carefully in a box. And then (she had saved this
till the last) she began to write a letter; it was breaking
the last link of communication with the man so passionately loved, but there was a strange pleasure in speaking
to him once more,
" I have not been well since you were here, or I should
have written this letter before, I send you back all the
letters I have of yours, not because I am angry or proud,
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but I have no right to them any longer, I have kept a
little drawing you gave me on board ship, in the days
when we were friends. Never think of me except as a
friend. Do not let any bitter feeling, or remorse, or regret,
prevent your recollecting me as a friend, which you know
I was of old. You are quite free from all engagement
to me. You would never have entered into it had you
known earlier what you only learned since,
" I send your intended wife a veil and a wreath, which
was bought the day you met her again. Tell her I beg
of her to wear it. She will, perhaps, never see me, but
teach her to think of me as one who wishes her well,
which I do from my heart.
" SARAH WILJIOT."

The letter was written ; the last one, as she said, that
she should ever address to him. She put it inside the
box, and directed it herself. She insisted that a footman
should be sent with it immediately. She watched the
man from her window, till he disappeared doAvn the
avenue, and then leaned back on her sofa, looking Avith a
strange stifling despair into the future that lay before
her, and from Avhich all hope and joy and desire had
departed.
Her misery seemed greater than she could understand.
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CHAPTER IV.
I F Miss Wilmot had indulged any secret hope that the
heart of Charles Herbert would be touched Avith kindness
toAvards her, she Avas deceived, A prosperous loA^e in its
earlier stages is the most selfish and engrossing- of human
things. Charles Herbert only thought that Miss Wilmot
Avas behaving A^ery sensibly ; it Avas a great conA-euience
to him to be set free from everything disagreeable, so ho
reverted to his old idea that she could never have cared
much for him. He returned her letters, and wrote her
an unexceptionable, gentlemanlike letter, Avhich occasioned
her such keen suffering by its tone of unconscious and
cordial indifference, that it brought on a return of her
illness, and on the day that Charles Herbert Avas married
to Kate, she Avas lying betAveen life and death.
Kate understood her better. When Charles shoAved
her Miss Wilmot's letter, and g-ave the Avrcath and veil
that had been sent to her, she said, in a troubled voice,
" Charles, if Miss Wilmot should die, you Avill hate me
because you haA^e left her."
" Miss Wilmot will not die for the love of me," said
h e ; " d o not make yourself miserable about her, or I
shall be sorry I told you of our engagement."
No more Avas said, and he thought no more of her
remark. They Avere married ; and to both of them it
seemed Avonderfal how they had ever existed apart.
Miss Wilmot Avas far cleverer than K a t e ; superior to
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her both in mental powers and in attainments. She Avas
much handsomer, and, as Ave have seen, a generous, selfcontrolled, noble-spirited woman.
But Kate's \'ery
deficiencies were her charms. They called out the best
qualities in Charles ; and we love those who call our
good points into activity fiar more than those who may
be better in themselves, but exercise no such influence
over us, Kate needed to be loved, protected, guided.
Her intelligent passivity Avas to Charles an intense
attraction; her AA'hole nature seemed to fertilize under
his culture. He loved her, and she seemed to think with
his thoughts, and to live Avith his life.
They lii-ed in great seclusion,
Charles had few
acquaintances, and sought no others, Kate cared for
nothing in the Avorld except Charles, and scarcely even
kept up her intercourse with her friends in Russell
Square,
Charles was thus removed from hearing any comments
upon his behaviour to Miss Wilmot, and he seldom thought
of it himself
Their pretty house at Fulham, Avith its garden doAvn
to the Avatcr's edge, had been taken and furnished more
Avith a A'icAv to Avhat Miss Wilmot Avould have had a
right to expect, rather than to Avhat Charles with his
OAvn resources could afford.
HoAvever, their expenses
Avcre small, and no immediate embarrassment Avas likely
to ensue; but at Christmas an unpleasant report came
to Charles respecting his tenant in Essex, Avhich obliged
liim to take a sudden jouxmey there, to see in person how
matters Avere going- on.
A severe snow-storm had rendered the roads almost
impassable ; and as Kate had the prospect of becoming
a mother, Charles AA^oukl not for a moment hear of her
going- with liim. He went, and found things Avere rather
Averse than he expected,—it was a month before he could
I'otnrn home.
He Avas at once struck Avitli a change that had come
over his Avife ; he could scarcely have told in Avhat it
consisled. She loved him as devotedly as ever ; it was
not coldness, but a certain sadness and abstraction hung
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over her like a mist, which he could not dissipate, neither
could he divine the cause. She appeared to he quite well
in health, and he could hear of nothing- that had distressed
or annoyed her; to all his entreaties and inquiries she
replied, that nothing Avas the matter.
I t might be about a Aveek after his return, Avhen one
night she awoke him. She was sitting up in bed; her
dark hair had fallen over her shoulders, and the bright
frosty moon shining full upon her face, made it look pale
and glittering. He started up in affright,—"What is
the matter, dearest ? Are you ill ? "
" N o , " said she, in a dry hard tone, " I am not ill, but
I want to know the truth ; are you really married to me,
or to that other ? You have been AAath her all this last
m o n t h ; it will not do to go on living in this Avay;
sometimes I used to fancy it is me you married, but now
I am quite sure that I am not your wife. 1 am not
angry, I do not care Avhat the world may say of m e ;
but my poor baby—-it Avill ha\'e to bear the sins of the
father upon the children, and I have been trying- to make
up my mind to go away, and to leave you free for that
other. I t was very wicked in me to take you from her,
but I will make restitution."
She spoke the last sentences in a mysterious, confidential manner,
Charles was inexpressibly alarmed.
He said everything he could imagine to calm her, and to
persuade her that she was under the influence of a
dream ; but it was not until he had darkened the room
and shut out the flood of moonlight that he at all
succeeded. She still spoke wildly about leaving him,
but burst into tears, and cried herself to sleep like a
child, in his arms. In the morning she was apparently
quite Avell, and seemed to have forgotten all that had
jjassed, and the cloud that had hung- over her was
dissipated for the time.
Bat the improvement was only temporary; her
temjDer, which had been gentle and equable, was noAv
abrupt and irritable ; she became restless, and found
fault Avitli everything. The change Avas inexpressibly
painful to Charles, though her affection for him continued
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unabated, or r a t h e r increased, but it Avas w i t h a vehemence

and jealousy quite contrary to all her previous habits.
He hoped it arose only from the nervous susceptibility
incident to her situation, and as she never alluded to Avhat
she had said that night, he did not suppose it had any
real hold upon her mind.
One evening, however, they were sitting after tea,
Charles had been reading- to her Avhilst she worked ; he
laid aside the book and asked her to play for him. She
complied, but seemed unable to finish any piece she began.
At length she rose and came back, and seated herself at
his feet before the fire—they Avere both silent—at length
she said, abruptly,—
" Charles, Avhy do you try to deceive me ? I am not
your Avife, and never was. I loved you too much to care
for anything- but being along Avith you. 1 liked to think
I Avas Avicked for your sake, but noAV my baby is coming
I am beginning to think differently ; it Avill have to bear
my sins if I do not take them up myself; you know
Avhat is Avritten about the sins of the fathers upon the
children; and Charles, do you know I cannot read a
chapter in the Bible but I find some Averse that applies
to m e ; thci-e is one I cannot get out of my head, it is,
' Whoso SAveareth to his neighbour, and disappointeth
him not, even though it be to his own hurt.' NOAV that
is neither you nor I ; you SAVorc to Miss Wilmot, and
married her, and I took you from her. Well, I Avill bear
for us both ; my poor baby Avill be blameless. I am so
wicked I am friglitcncd to tliiuk of i t ; but I study all
day long IIOAV I may save you and my baby. I must
make restitution—I mean I Avill leave you, and you must
go to Jiliss Wilmot, as you promised; you cannot bo my
husband Avhilc she lives."
A burst of hysterical weeping as she said the last
Avords left her calmer, but it Avas evident to Charles that
nothing he said had any effect upon the fixed idea she
had taken about her marriage; every day the delusion
gained strength, and becamo more detailed. He called
in the first medical man of the day, Avho had a great
reputation for his skill in all female complaints, but ho
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could do nothing except encourage him to hope that she
would be better after her confinement.
If Miss Wilmot had desired revenge, she could not
have had it more completely,
Charles watched the
cloud that was settling upon his wife become darker and
thicker every day. She took an aversion to him, and
the sight of him was so distressing to her, that the
physician entreated him to keep away from her, and she
remained for days together plunged in gloomy abstraction, which was folioAved by extravagant spirits.
At length, the event to which he had looked forward
with such desperate hope, took place. Charles became
the father of a daughter, but the mother's malady seemed
to have been rather aggravated.
She recovered her
strength rapidly, but her mind Avas quite alienated, and
the two medical men gave it as their decided opinion that
the only chance for her recovery lay in her removal from
home, and being placed at once under regular treatment.
Terrible as it Avas to hear this, Charles felt there Avas
no alternative, and it Avas on the anniversary of his
wedding-day that he took his Avife to a lunatic asylum.
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CHAPTER V.
CHARLES HEEBEET returned to his desolate home after
taking his Avife to the asylum. He was entirely stunned
by the misery that had overtaken him.
It Avas a burning August afternoon, the sun was
shining Avith an intolerable g l a r e ; the river, which
twinkled through the trees, was alive with boats and
small craft, darting about hither and thither; the grass,
Avhich had groAvn long upon the laAvn before the house,
Avas quivering in the intense h e a t ; and the dark, dull
foliage of the trees hung motionless, Avithout a rustle;
everything about the house was silent and lonely ; no
living thing Avas to be seen or heard.
That intense
silent sunshine is oppressively sad.
The door bell
sounded as though it rang through a deserted house,
and the servant AA'ho answered the summons Avas
evidently unprepared for her master's appearance.
She, however, hastily assumed a sympathising cast of
countenance, and inquired how the mistress had borne
the journey. In reply to his inquiry, she told him that
the baby Avas out Avith the nurse, that no letters had
come for him, that no one had called, and then, after
pulling an arm-chair from the Avail and giving the
table a final sweep with her apron, she retreated to the
kitchen.

I t was a pleasant ground-floor parlour Avhere Charles
was, with a long French Avindow at cither end, both
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opening- into the garden, doAvn a short flight of stone
steps. He and Kate had formerly made it their usual
sitting-room; it had noAV the blank, stiff look which a
room always acquires in the absence of its mistress.
Kate's Avorkbox stood, locked, upon a stand in the
corner; a basket of coloured wools, with an unfinished'
mat, stood beside i t ; nothing was out of place, and not a
sign of occupancy broke the blank, rigid formality of the
arrangement; the afternoon sun poured in with a sickly,
unsheltered glare, making the furniture and carpet look
shabby and comfortless. He could not endure to remain,
and went hastily up stairs.
The first room he entered was the nurseiy. The nurse
was still absent Avith the child; he wandered restlessly
into every other room ; last of all, he entered her room
—which had been his also, until that attack of madness
separated t h e m ; her dresses Avere still hanging in the
wardrobe ; her dressing-case (a gift from himself) stood
upon the toilet, but the carpets bad been all taken up,
the Avindow curtains and bed draperies had all been
carefully pinned up and coA'ered,—there Avas not the
sound of a living- thing to break the silence and loneliness
of that desolate house, and y^et to his overAvrought nerves,
it seemed as if the A^ery silence AA'cre laden Avith strange
weird sounds. He dared remain no longer, and returned
with hurried steps to the pai-lour beloAV. During his
absence the servant had laid the cloth for dinner.
When that had been removed, the nurse came curtseying in Avith the poor little tiny baby asleep in her
arms,
" D o you think it Avill live, n u r s e ? " said he, draAving
aside the flannel shaAvl in Avhich it was shrouded, " I t
does not seem to thriA^e, poor darling,"
" Bless you. Sir ! and Avhat can you expect from such a
young baby ? Gentlemen seem to think that babies
ought to be all at once as fat and large as if they were
six months old; you must give it time. Bless its little
h e a r t ! it is as likely for life as either you or I."
Charles sighed. He thought that if it should please
God to take it aAvay^, it Avould be far better than to live
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cradle.
"Nurse," said he, abruptly, after a pause, "y^ou have
had experience, and can tell me,—does it follow of
necessity that because there is—I mean, because some
of the relatiA'cs have been afflicted with insanity, that—
that—all the children in the family must be like them ? "
" Indeed, Sir, that is a mystery I could never understand, I don't make much account of a fever after a
confinement; the lady may recover, and it leaves nothingbehind ; but with regard to Avhat they call ' ins.inity in a
family,' I cannot speak so surely, A great deal ma}- be
done by good training and bringing up, especially if
other people don't go and talk nonsense, and put ideas
into the person's head ; for if anyone Avere to get a
notion they ai-e to go insane, and to let themselves go,
Avithout striving against it, it is my opinion they Avould
go mad Avith the conceit of it. But a great deal may be
done by striving. I liaA'o knoAvn more persons than you
Avould think, Avho luivo kept themselves sane through
just making- up their minds to do so, though they have
had enr.u-h to drive them that Avay if they had yielded.
I t is my^ ojiinion that God helps those Avho help themselves, in this as in other things; and I beg. Sir, if it
were the last word I am ever to .speak- to you, that you
will not let anyone breathe a Avord about its mother's
condition (o this dear little lamb."
Gliarlcs looked at the poor little pinched face of the
baby that was now beginning to aAvaken ; it was draAvn
into an expression of sadness and distress that gave it
([Uito an old look. Tiie nurse declared it AA-as hungry,
and " t h a t the Avind Avas troubling it," and hastened away
Avith it to the nursery to console it there. But to Charles
it seemed as if the shadow of the dread presence had
already fallen upon the child.
All the strain and o.-^citcment of the last few terrible
months Avere over, and ho was noAv left alone in the
collapse. He leaned his head upon the table, and Avept
bitterly, as men weep Avhen the very foundations of their
life are bi'oken up.
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B u t help, to a certain extent, Avas a t h a n d for him,
althoug-h h e did n o t k n o w t h e r e Avas a c r e a t u r e in t h e
w o r l d w h o could assist h i m in h i s sore need a n d
desolation.

When the servant, long after it had become dark, took
the lamp into the parlour, she took also a letter Avliich
had ai-rived by the latest delivery^, Charles took it with
a nervous tremor, expecting that some fresh calamity
had occurred. I t was written in a firm, clear hand
—every letter distinct and bold. I t ran as folloAvs :—
" DEAR NEPHEW CHARLES,

" I t is possible y^ou may not knoAV that there is
such a person as myself in the world, you were too
young Avhen I visited the Chauntry to recollect your
father's sister, Margaret; but I remember you well, I
knoAV the sorrow that has fallen lately upon you, and
Avill not here enter into any attempt at consolation,
which, however Avell intended, seldom or never ansAvers
the pui-pose, 1 have knoAvn sorroAv myself, and can feel
for you,
" M y reason for Avriting to you is to ask Avhat you
intend to do with your child ? You Avill need someone,
stmio Avoman, to watch over her, and to bring her up.
If you wish it, I will take charge of her, so long as I
live. She may either come to me in my own home, or I
Avill come and live with her wdierever you please. And
it may be that God in His mercy will keep the child from
all evil.
" I am,
" Your aunt,
" MAEGAEET HEEBEET."

The letter was dated from Tatworth, in Staffordshire.
Chaides read it over tAvice before he could believe it real;
Ijut gradually and dimly the recollection of a noble and
beautiful young lady, in a grey riding-habit, and a Spanish
hat Avith a plume of feathers, came upon him. I t was
his Aunt Margaret, Avho came and remained a Aveek at
the Chauntry after his motker's death, Avhen he Avas some
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.scA'on years old. She had made a profound impression
upon his imagination, she Avas so beautiful and different
to everything- that surrounded him. He recollected her
black hair, her soft, Avhite skin, and the delicate rosecolour in her cheeks. Her ey^es had seemed to him like
stars ; he could recollect her carrying him up stairs to
bed one night Avhen he had fallen asleep in the parlour
tired of play, and aAvakening as she laid his head upon
the pilloAV and kissed him—it all stood out clear and
distinct amid the dimness of those early days.
He
recollected the bitter tears lie shed when she AA'ent aAvay,
he knoAV not hoAV. The little book of birds and beasts
and the knife she had given him Averc carefully cherished,
and had a long lease of their existence. He recollected,
too, that once AA"hen teasing his father to know Avhen
Aunt Margaret Avould come back, his father sternly bid
him " never ask again," and muttered, " worse than dead."
H e had never seen his beautiful Aunt IMargaret again ;
but he had divined that some mystery hung oA'er her.
His old nurse had told him " she Avould bo a great lady
some day, and perhaps send for him to L o n d o n ; " but
bid him ncAer let his father hear him speak of her.
Gradually the impression she had made faded aAvay, and
he had not recollected her or thought of her for years ;
but noAV her letter, coming so strangely, aAA'oke all these
slumbering memories as distinctly as though they had
occurred but yesterday. He Avrote that very evening,
earnestly inviting her to come and stay AvIth him, and
expressing his determination to fetch her himself on any
day she Avould appoint,
AYe must noAV transport the reader to an old country
toAvn in iStaflbrdshirc, I t consisted of one lono- strao'idinnstreet of houses, of various degrees of prctensioy, juost
of them built of dark-red brick, some standing shrouded
in gardens thick Avith trees and flowery shrubs, others
contenting themselves Avitli imposing flights of stone
steps to guard the access to the front door, Avliilst the
remainder Avcre either shops or houses standing on a
IcA'cl with the street. At the head of the street Avas the
market-place, and a brick toAva-liall, Avith an arched space
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beneath used as a covered m a r k e t ; a pair of ancient
stocks, more for symbolism than use, stood at the northern
side. An old castle crowned a steep, round hill, covered
Avith trees, noAv transformed into an ornamental plantation,
and the moat into a floAA^er-garden. Beyond the castle,
over a zigzag bridge (said to have been built by the Danes
when they occupied the castle), there was a straggling
suburb, more modern than the rest of the toAvn; rich
meadoAvs and pasture lands lay around, Avatered by the
narroAV crystal river which gradually gathered depth and
force as it reached a small island^ upon which a paper
mill had been built, the only trade or manufacture of
which the place could boast.
Not far from the mill, and under the shadoAV of the
alders and AVIUOAVS which grcAV thickly thereabouts, stood
a pretty romantic-looking cottage, A^ery small, although
it was dignified by the title of the JMILL HOUSE. It was
a Aveather-stained, unpretending tenement, Avitli a red-tiled
roof, picturesque enough in virtue of its situation and the
beautiful American creeper Avhich Avas trained over the
porch, and the beautifully-kept garden in which it stood ;
but neither in style nor design had it any title to be " a
cottage of gentility."
For many years the Mill House had been inhabited by
a lady and a single servant: nothing positive was known
about them, except that they came from "foreign parts,"
although they Avere both English. A certain traditionary
respect had, in the course of time, gathered round them,
and OA^erlaid all the idle gossip and curiosity that might
have been excited at their first appearance.
The lord of the manor, AVIIO spent part of every year
at the old manor in TatvA'orth Park, ahvay-s paid her the
_rcatest respect. H e Avas a grave, middle-aged man,
tj
and, people said, had been disappointed in his youth, and
Avonld never marry, or else he might liaA^c been suspected
of intentions toAvards the stately lady of the Mill House;
but nothing of the sort Avas ever said, or, if it had been,
it had become an accepted fact that they Avere not to be
married. The general belief settled doAvn into the idea,
that she was a lady of quality distantly related to him.
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who lived in retirement on account of family losses.
Indeed, there Avas a vague tradition that she had been
engaged to be married to a nobleman of high rank,
who had been taken ill and died three days before the
marriage,
Madame Herbert, as she was called, Avas a gentle,
dignified woman, of middle age, still possessing the
remains of a sterling beauty^, Avhich must have been
something dazzling in eai-lier life.
She Avas a most
noble-looking woman : at the first glance she seemed
cold and stern ; but the gentleness of her voice and the
inexpressible sweetness of her smile banished the idea,
and rencAved all the fascination of her earlier beauty.
Her magnificent hair Avas touched with grey; but her
teeth were still as white and brilliant as those of a young
girl.
Her dress Avas invariably black, ahvays in the same
fashion, and without the slightest ornament. Her goAvn
had a felicitous simplicity of shape, Avhich made it look
like a royal robe. No mortal seamstress or mantuamaker of Tatworth had the fashioning- of her garments :
her old servant made them at home. They Avere of the
plainest material : the only luxuries of apparel in which
she indulged were lace and fine linen, of which she had a
great store ; and let her be seen whenever she might,
she always looked as if she Avere dressed to go to court.
Her charities were large for her means, and judiciously
applied—the curate and the parish doctors being her
counsellors. Of course she dabbled in medicine, and an
old Avash-house had been set apart as a dispensary, Avhere
three days a week all the ailing people in the neighbourhood were free to come for medicine and kitchen physic.
If she had a weakness it Avas this; but the parish doctor
smiled benevolently upon her efforts, Avhich relieved him
of his most unprofitable patients. Those Avere not the
days when " sanitary reform," and the " improvement of
the dwellings of the labouring- classes," had been proposed
as social problems. But Madame Herbert Avas before her
age, for she unconsciously solved them for those Avho came
within her influence.
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B u t it Avas not on t h e poor alone t h a t h e r best influence
Avas exercised, it was felt by those in h e r OAVU condition
of life,
T a t w o r t h w a s a small toAvn, divided b y all

manner of party feuds and political jealousies.
It
retm-ned two members to Parliament: one seat Avas
liable to be contested, and parties ran to a height
impos.sible in a place of more business ; for two y^ears
the supporters of one candidate refused to eat or drink
or speak, or even go to the same church, Avith the
supporters of the other ; and of course there Avas more
than the average amount of gossip, scandal, and evilspeaking at all the card-tables in the place, and all
manner of small vendettas amongst the ladies, Madame
Herbert was a neutral person—everybody seemed the
better for knowing- her—in her presence scandal died
aAvay ; her keen, clear good sense inspired a certain awe,
and she had an instinct of human nature that enabled
her to soothe many heartburnings, and to reduce much
misrepresentation to the laws of perspective. She Avas
not Avitty, and she Avas not remarkably clever, but she
had the genius of common sense. Heaven's best and
rarest gift to Avoraankind. She AA'as true and genuine in
word and deed; her influence came from what she Avas
in herself, and not from any elocpience of speech or
persuasion. She had a singular faculty for calling forth
the best qualities of everyone AA'IIO came near her—the
seci-et of all noble inflaenoo. For young persons she Avas
es;)ccially excellent, they all confided in her and treated
her as a chosen companion, the most touching flattery
the young can shoAV toAvards the old. Buried as she
appeared to be in that obscure stupid country' town, she
Avas a leaA'cn of good influence that AA'orked stronger and
further than could have been defined.
Such Avas JMargaret Herbert at the time Ave have
introduced her to the reader. She Avas now, as Ave have
said, near fifty years old. For some years after coming
to reside at the Mill House, although she had kept up no
intercourse Avitli her brother or his family, she had been
in communication Avith an old servant, and through her
had been kept informed of all that took place at the
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information shortly after Charles Herbert's departure
to India; but one evening, at a whist party at Councillor
Jones', of Castle Mount, there was amongst the company
an old gentleman, just come doAvn from London on some
election business. He Avas Madam Herbert's partner at
Avhist, and looked at her Avith a frequency and intentness
that much interfered with his play; at last, betAA'een one
of the deals, he inquired abruptly, Avhether she Avere any
relation to Charles Herbert, of the Chauntry, near
Ingatstone ?
" H e is my nephew. Sir," replied the old lady, with
some stateliness.
" Bless my soul! how extraordinary that I should
meet j^ou hero ! it only shoAvs there is but one set of
people in the Avorld. Troubles have come heavy upon
him, poor fellow. Have you heard IIOAV he is, l a t e l y ? "
This was the first tangible reference to Madam
Herbert's family or connections that anyone present
had heard, and it produced a flutter of curiosity, but
no one ventured to ask any questions, and Mai-garct
Herbert having briefly replied in a Avay that conveyed
no atom of information, the whist proceeded. Before
she went home, hoAvever, she requested the old gentleman
to call upon her the next morning, which he did, and it
Avas through him she obtained the information that
induced her to Avrite the letter already laid before the
reader.
A fortnight afterwards, the chief doctor of the town
electrified all his patients by the astounding noAvs that
Madam Herbert Avas about to break up her house, and
go to reside with her nephcAv.
Everybody Avas at first incredulous, but everybody had
in the end to become believing, for the intelligence Avas
confirmed by Madam Herbert herself. She announced
that she had arranged Avith her nephew to take charge
of his infant daughter ; and ere the wonder and regret
and surmise Avhich naturally followed had done more
than break the dumb silence into which the news had
first throAvn the society of TatAvorth, Charles Herbert

CONSTANCE HERBERT.

43

himself arrived in chaise and pair ; and after being seen
by very feAv of her friends, for he stayed but one day, he
departed with his aunt and her old servant. The Mill
House was shut up, the parish doctor fell heir to her
drugs and recipes, and to her old pensioners, who were
to feel no change from her departure, as far as money
and material comforts were concerned.
All Tatworth mourned her departure, and many hoped
she would come again, but she ncA'cr revisited the place.
Her lot, henceforth, was cast elsewhere.
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CHAPTER VL
IT Avas late in the evening Avhen Charles and Margaret
drove up to the door of his house at Fulham,
" Welcome to your new home, dear aunt," said he,
kissing her hand, as he lc<l her into the parlour, AAdiich
noAV Avore a look of Avelcome ; the lamp AA'as burning
brightly^, and the table set for a joint meal of both tea
and supper, " NOAV that I have found you, and haA'e you
safe here, I hope you Avill ncA'er leaA'C us again."
" I AA'ill stay Avith you as long as you need me, or as it
shall please God to spare me," replied his aunt, speaking
cheerfully, to disguise her emotion. " But is the baljyasleep ? or may Ave see it before we have tea r "
The baby ought to haA-e been asleep, but babies keep
arbitrary hours, and it pleased the one in question to be
aAvake and looking about Avhen they' entered the nursery.
The nurse looked somewhat stiffly on the fine lady come
to be her mistress, and to go shares in the management
of the baby
She held it Avith a half-injured, halfdefiant air, as if it Avere the seals of office no one had
any right to touch but herself
" I think she thrives, nurse," said Charles; " i t looks
better than Avhen I left."
" Of course it thrives. Sir I all the children I ever had
the care of ahvaA'S thrive; nobody ever could say they
did not."
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" The little dear child !" said Margaret, stooping to
kiss i t ; '• it is a lovely baby I What name have you
given it r "
" We would have called it after you if I had known
you then ; but Ave called it Constance."
" A very pretty name, and one that has often been
borne in our family; one of your mother's names Avas
Constance."
After a few kindly words to the nurse, who, hoAvevcr,
did not relax from her stiffness, they departed. When
the housemaid called in for the customary gossip before
going to bed, the nurse condescended to say, that "• as
master's sister seemed to be a real ladA", she did not so
much mind liaA'ing her in the house ; but that, if she
intended to meddle Avith her management of the baby,
she should let her know who was mistress in the
nursery "
The housemaid had nothing to say against her
master's sister, but expressed her intention of ''givingnotice" if that old servant had come to stop and be a
sjDy over her.
Whilst this was passing above, Charles Avas giving h'\:i
aunt in detail the history of all that had befallen him,
and o-oing- back into the earh' times Avhen she A'isited at
the " Chauntry." He was in better spirits than he had
been since his misfortune; the pleasure of seeing a
companion, and the excitement of haA'ing found and
secured his aunt, had a certain romantic interest Avlne'i,
for the time, deadened his sorrow
Men like Charles Herbert, with a constitutional taint
of melancholy^ require to be kept constantly amused
from Avithout, or the chained dcAul that lurks beneath
that lazy, dreamy exterior AA'ill break his bounds, and
drive them to madness or to crime.
The next day came the reaction.
After showing his aunt all there Avas to be seen in the
house and garden, and transacting some- trifling matter
of business that had arisen during his absence, he again
fell flat into the dreary misery of his present life.
I t Avas after dinner; he sat in gloomy abstraction;
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his head sunk upon his breast, and his feet listlessly
stretched upon the fender.
His aunt sat in an easy-chair opposite, knitting
diligently at a large shaAvl. For some time they sat
silently, at last, suddenly rousing himself, Charles said,
"You see, aunt, Avhat it is; you have come to live with a
man Avhose life is blighted, Avho has nothing to hope for
—nothing to do ; you have made a bad exchange from
your pleasant cottage."
"And do you suppose, Charles Herbert, that you are
the only man AVIIO has seen affliction ? " replied Marg-aret,
gravely, laying doAvn her knitting and fixing her eyes
upon him. " G o past an hospital at any hour of the
day, and think of all the pain and misery that is shut up
Avithin its Avails; every miserable individual there is
suffering as much as he can AA'CU endure."
" That is quite true, aunt, but it is no comfort to me
that others are suffering also ; and Ijesidcs, all their
misery lies outside me—Avhilst my own has a certain
stern originality to me, and is Avithin my oAvn skin, and
cannot be argued or sympathized away by another."
" You speak of sorrow as though it Avere the Avorst
thing that could bcfal a man, and Avas to be aA'oided or
put aside by every kind of exertiou. I think that is a
mistaken mode of vicAving, and as cowardly as it is
umvise. No affliction is intolerable when it is accepted;
the poisoned sting- is that of our own miserable and
exaggerated personality. Taken bravely, there is no
calamity that presses so heavily but a man may find
space to stand upright under it, and to Avalk on throuo-h
life."
" Have you, then, suffered so much as to know from
experience all the fine things you say of sorrow ? "
" I have," replied she, gravely, "and I tell you that,
noAV looking back upon the past, I Avould not part Avith
a sing-le experience I have gained through sorrow."
" You are a Stoic," said Charles, impatiently, " and
consider pain no evil. AVhat you say in such fine
phrases reminds me of the old Scotchwoman, Avho, when
the preacher Avas saying beautiful things about rcsigna-
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tlon and suffering, called out, ' It is fine for thee to talk
Avith a haill h e a r t ; what dost tliov, know about it ?' If
you had seen the being you love most in the world
stricken Avith madnes.s, had seen her love for you turned
to hatred,—if you saw that you were a source of evil
and misery to all who loved you,—if you had been the
means of giving life to an innocent child, born under a
doom of terror that may any day overtake her, then you
might talk of understanding sorrow, though I suspect
you Avould not find so many fine things to say about i t ! "
Charles Avas excited, ancl began to stride up and doAvn
the room. Possibly Margaret had only intended to rouse
him from his apathetic gloom, for she looked at him with
the tenderest compassion, and then, after a moment's
silence, said, " Tell me about K a t e ; I do not know her
history, nor any of the particulars of Avhat has happened;
if it be not too painful, I wish you would tell me all from
the beginning."
" It is a Avretchcd story," replied Charles, "and may be
you will think me a scoundrel Avho has only met Avitli his
deserts ; but she was innocent, and Avhy Avas not I alone
punished ?—if, indeed, it has come on me as a punishment."
" W e cannot judge of these things : tell me about
Kate."
Charles began, at first Avith some reluctance, but
gradually the comfort of speaking Avithout reserve to
one who could understand and sympathize Avith what he
said, " slid into his soul." It Avas the first time he had
ever spoken upon the subject. Margaret's tears were
the only comments she made upon his story ; and though,
when he ended, he lifted up his voice and wept with a
passion of grief that seemed to shatter his whole frame,
still he Avent to bed that night Avith a sense of consolation he had never dreamed Avould come. The next
morning he Avas silent, but less gloomy; he joined
Margaret in the garden, and of his OAVU accord renewed
the conversation of the previous evening.
" I cannot bear to look upon the face of that child,"
said h e ; "and I think I feel the lot I have been the
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means of bringing upon her more than anything that
has befallen myself. I could pray that she might die
before she knew good or e\Tl, and be taken away from
the evil to come. If she should gTow up and live to be
married, the same infernal chain of circumstances will
go on, and if she is kept from marrying, she will most
likely pine to death from melancholy; or, perhaps, go
insane herself—such a destiny as lies before her."
" But, my dear Charles, reflect upon the multitude of
women who have to lead their lives without being either
married or beloved; think of the women who marry
unhappily; think of the numbers Avhose affections run to
waste upon those who are not worthy, or who do not
return them. I t strikes me that the lot of Miss Wilmot,
who, for no fault of her own, is suffering under a fatality
that has brought down upon her the bitterest trial that
can fall to a woman's lot, is very hard. Yet, she is
bearing it nobly ; and why should not Constance be like
h e r ? We must pray to God for her that she may be
strong with a wise and understanding patience."
" Make her an angel, poor darling ; but what then am
I ? To know that she is doomed to live under the
shadow of madness, and that it is I, her father, who
have entailed it upon h e r ; — i t is this, this that is the
bitter sting in my grief"
" Constance will not have to meet her lot suddenly or
unprepared. She is a woman, too : and you forget that
' suffering is the badge of aU our tribe,' " said Margaret,
smiling sadly. " She will, too, have a higher training
than fell to your lot; and, with God's blessing, there is
no need that she should be miserable. I t is no ignoble
destiny to be allowed to sacrifice her hopes of a happy
marriage, and of being the mother of children, in order
that in her person the plague laid upon her family may
be stayed. How many women strive for these objects—
family ties and affections—attain them—and are disappointed !"
" K she were a Catholic," pursued Charles, " I wotdd
make her a nun—give her to the Church as a ransom for
the sacrilege they say was committed when the Chauntry
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lands came into our family : they have done us little
good."
"You will bring Constance up well; you will be to
her a friend as well as a father, and she will be a blessing
and a comfort to you, and she will lead her life where it
has pleased God to place her ; and there is no reason at
all why you should consider her as foredoomed to a
wretched existence, or meditate shutting her up in a
convent by way of adding imprisonment to her other
blessings. Yon will find that life is not so black as you
picture it."
Margaret spoke cheerfully; and Cliarles Avas more
comforted than he would confess. After dinner he
began to speak of his own plans. " This house weighs
upon me like a nightmare. I t was taken and furnished
under the idea that I should have a much larger fortune,"
" Then why not let it, furnished as it is ? You would
get a good rent for i t ; and you might send me and little
Constance, and her nurse and my old Nanny, down to
that dear old Chauntry, which I have not seen for so
many years. You may- still retain the farmer for your
tenant; the other part of the house will be quite as
large as Ave shall need. You will go abroad and recruit
your health ; and Ave Avill keep a room ahvays ready for
you when you come doAvn to see us,"
" It will be dreadfully dull for you," replied Charles,
" It may be early associations, but I cannot express the
weight of melancholy that seems to brood over that old
moss-grown house, even on the brightest day. A chill
as from the grave falls upon me Avhen I enter that
cavern-like porch,"
" M y associations Avitli it are pleasanter than yours,
I wonder whether the old floAver-garden and the ' Nun's
W a l k ' are still in existence. That garden used to be a
sunny place : I cannot recollect a gloomy day there !
The bee-hives, and the beds of thyme and sweet herbs,
and the hedges of roses ! I have never seen such a
garden as I recollect it. My dear Charles, 1 am old
enough to have left off Avishing, but a return to that old
place seems like a fairy g i f t ! "
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" You are very good, aunt, to speak so kindly of the
old place; but are you sure you would like it for a
residence ? and Avould it be a good place for little Constance ? If you thought so, I would put the scheme in
action directly,"
" The sooner the better. You ought to travel. You
need change; and I hold that no grief can prevail whilst
you are moving about in new scenes,"
" But it AAdll be dull AA'ork for you to live there alone ;
I ought to stop at home and look after my property,
instead of running aAvay the instant I have enticed you
to give "ap your own plans to keep house for me,"
'" You may do all that when you return, at present you
are the first person to bo considered. Go to SAvitzerland,
to the high Alps; dAvell amongst them for a while, and
you Avill find your ov.-n sorrow hushed before the still,
solemn grandeur of nature. When you are in the
presence of those strong ' everlasting hills,' you AVIU feel
hoAv little it signifies AAdiat becomes of j^ourself. The
tumult of your OAvn small existence becomes an impertinence amid the motionless repose and strength around
you ; no utterance, hoAvever passionate, of human sorrow,
is AA'orthy to break the silence that is kept by those
dumb, aAvful mountains, and the pine Avoods, which seem
to have become penetrated Avith their spirit. The rivers
and cataracts are the only approach to life and movement capable of asserting themselves, and even they
seem A'cry little things. To stand thus face to face Avitli
Nature in her fastnesses, subdues all A'ain thoughts, and
carries one out of one's personal life, as no oilier influence
can. A man Avho has once been entirely penetrated Avith
the sense of this ' AAvful Presence of an unseen Power,'
can never again feel ' cumbered about the many things '
of his OAVU egotism."
" H a d the dwelling- amongst the mountains this
influence upon you ? " asked Charles Herbert, looking
Avith surprise upon the kindling- cye3 of his aunt, Avhich
were not looking- at him, but gazing forwards into space.
She heard his question, however, and replied to it as
though scarcely conscious of speaking :
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" Y e s ; I went there in deep suffering, and after the
shipwreck of all hope for this life."
Charles looked troubled; he knew that there was a
history attached to his aunt—of what nature he Avas
ignorant, and he was fearful of saying a word that
should indicate a desire to touch upon her secret; he
therefore said, in a light tone :—
" You are an enthusiast, a u n t ; the mountains would
not do so much for everyone who visits them."
" I suppose I am tainted Avith the family malady; but
even madness may be mastered—and then it can teach
many things," replied Margaret.
"Well, but I have no companion; and I tell you
frankly, that just now I should dread to encounter those
grim Silences alone. I have an inexpressible dread of
being alone—someone must join me."
" Send us down to the Chauntry at once ; it Avill be an
amusement to me to settle our ncAV home ; arrange your
affairs here, and look about for a companion; you will
have no difficulty in finding one ; only travel, throAv
yourself into adventure, and break up the routine of
your present life and all its miserable associations."
Charles did not dislike the idea, and the rest of the
evening passed is discussing various routes, the cities and
countries he desired to visit. Margaret fetched down old
maps and guide-books ; she had travelled much duringone period of her life, and Avhilst thus following old
memories, and retracing long-past scenes, she seemed
transformed into quite another creature.
Charles looked at her in amazement; a strange
beauty, like a gleam of sunlight, lighted up her face,
and brought back the recollection of the Aunt Margar-et
who had carried him up stairs to bed, years ago, Avlien he
Avas a little tired child.
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CHAPTER VIL
MAEGARET did not alloAv the idea that had been started
in that evening's couA'ersatlon to die aAvay; she treated
it as a matter absolutely agreed upon, that Charles Avas
to look out for some means of getting aAvay from his
present wrecked and dismal home, but in the enthusiasm
of the moment she had overlooked one signal difficulty
in the Avay of a tour to Switzerland, or anywhere else.
The Avar then going on Avitli France obliged English
people to stop at home, or to cultivate their taste for
travelling within their own boundaries. Considering the
instinct of the English " to traA^el, foreign countries for
to see," the enforced obligation to stop at home must
haA'e had a curious and little suspected influence upon the
adventurous " Lord Batemans" of tliat time. We have
no doubt that many sinccrely-repcnted-of trips to Gretna
Green Avould never have taken place if Paris, or Italy,
or the Rhine had offered their agreeable distractions to
the devoted Henrys and Emmas, Avhose affections flintyhearted parents had lacerated and torn asunder, regardless of all the finer feelings of humanity. Bat that is a
speculation beside our purpose.
The conversation had so far done good, that it aAvoke
in Charles a certain desire for occupation, which was at
least a break in the dead, dreary level of misery in which
he had been stranded. By a remarkable stroke of good
fortune, this occupation offered itself to him very unox-
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pectedly, and quite without any effort or seeking after
of his own. He received an offer, through his father's
old friend. Sir Simon Letheby, of an appointment up the
country in the Bombay Presidency, superior to the one
he had formerly held ; the emolument was considerable,
and there would be a retiring pension. I t AA'as altogether such a good thing, that he could scarcely believe
it Avas placed at his disposal. He had certainly shown
great capacity, and acquu-ed a knowledge of the routine
of affairs Avhen he was out before, but that alone would
scarcely have availed to open the career to him again.
As the possessor of the Chauntry lands, he had the
poAver to dispose of the family borough, which of course
gave him an importance and weight Avhich would not
have been commanded by the size or A'alue of his estate
alone, and this made it worth while to serA'e him.
" Well, Margaret," said he, going to her with the open
letter, "read that, and tell me if you do not think you
have brought me good fortune ; it is as good as Avhat
you Avere Avishing for me, Avith the additional advantage of
being- paid well for accepting it. I feel better already
for the prospect of getting aAvay. There is not much
time for preparation, which is so much the better. Can
you take a run Avith me to-morroAv doAvn to the Chauntry,
to see Avhat arrangements must be made for you and
Constance, ancl the nurse ? I will Avrite a line at once,
to bid the people there have beds prepared for us."
Margaret was only too much delighted at the prospect,
Charles moved and spoke with the alertness of a man
with new life infused into him; the bustle and excitement
of preparation was Avliat he always liked.
He wrote a prompt acceptance of the post, and made
the return required by delicately placing all the votes
and interest of the Chauntry at the disposal of Sir
Simon.
The next day Charles and Margaret Avent doAvn to the
Chauntry.
The part of the house fronting the fai-myard had been
let, along Avith the furniture, to a farmer, named Lacy,
Avho also acted as bailiff to the estate.
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I t was a bright warm afternoon Avhen they arrived,
but the rooms still retained the peculiar earthy smell
common to old houses, despite the large wood fires which
were blazing in all the grates,
A large pleasant parlour, looking into the flowergarden, with a glass door that led out upon the " Nun's
Walk," had been set out with preparations for an oldfashioned country tea. In the centre of the table was an
immense bush, rather than bouquet, of common garden
floAvers, The roses and sweet-briars round the casement
Avere in full bloom, and wild, untrained luxuriance ; the
sun came streaming in through the small diamond panes
of the low wide casement-AvindoAV, which had been flung
open.
" Ah ! how Avell I recollect this room ! " said Margaret.
" It used to be the ' tea-room,' a sanctuary seldom thrown
open; there are the dear old-fashioned straight-backed
chairs, Avith their coA'ers of tent stitch ! and that portrait
of your mother, how well I remember i t ; a stately-looking AVoman in a white damask sacque, drinking tea out
of a Japan china tea-cup,—that child standing beside
her would be your elder brother, I suppose ? "
" No ; it Avas a child who died before Ralph was born ;
a bright, beautiful boy, remarkable for his intelligence;
the loss of him nearly broke my poor mother's heart,
and the next baby that came was an idiot! Tie lived, as
miserable creatures to whom death would be a blessing
always do."
" Come, let us have tea," said Margaret, cheerfully;
" I am not going to let you be miserable and misanthropic to-night. W h a t are either you or I that we
should complain ?"
" I was not complaining for myself, though Heaven
knows I have little to be thankful for. I was only remarking on the general Avay in Avhich things fall out in
this world, the best taken aAvay and the Avorthless left."
" In the sight of the unwise they seemed to die, and
their departure is taken for misery, bar. they are in
peace," repeated Margaret, in a low voice, as though
speaking to herself. " My dear Charles," continued she.
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gravely, " do you suppose that you are the first man who
has been assailed with these bitter questionings ? They
are to us, in these days, what those enchanted forests,
Armida gardens, and evil spirits in disguise, are fabled
to have been to the knights and heroes of old, who ' descended to dai'k places to slay monsters for us ; ' Ave must
encoimter our spectres, even as they did,—we must
encounter them with our life. They can only be lived
down by the might of faithful deeds. Whatever work
we find under our hand, day by day, will carry us through
that day; and step by step, even to our lives' end. We
may be no nearer solving the problem of the universe,
but we shall have fought and conquered our own demons,
and saved our own life from insanity; and, as we go on,
we shall learn to stop our ears, and to refrain Avith our
lips, and go steadily upon our OAvn Avay, and the evil
spirits will cease to whisper."
" You are a mystic—I daresay you believe what you
say; but do you mean to tell me, that all the misery
in the world is only the suggestion of my OAvn
mind?"
" Not in the sense you use it. I believe that our life
is in the midst of an invisible world, pressing upon us
on all sides ; the things which are seen are but for a very
little while; they are all passing aAvay, and we are
passing away who use them."
"Well, but they are real enough whilst they last,"
said Charles; and by your own showing, they are as
lasting and substantial as we ourselves, and Avill see us
out; so I don't perceive what you want to prove."
" I t is through all that doubt, and discouragement,
and misery, deep and wide-spreading on all sides ;
misery of our oAvn, so heavy that 'our strength faileth
for t r o u b l e ; ' misery of others, appealing- to all our
fellow-feelings, and we unable to raise a hand to save or
to deliver those whom we love best from the dark hours
through which they pass before our eyes ; it is through
all this that we must keep our faith and our courage, and
lead our life to the end."
"Faith—^in w h a t ? " asked Charles, abstractedly.
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in THEE.' "

" Ah ! I remember hearing something like that sung
once ; is is by Pergolesi, is it not ? it is fine—very. If
one might have music like that to accompany our life, as
soldiers have when they go to battle, it might put
heroism into one sometimes; but you see our life and
errors are all flat, unaccompanied prose. But, come;
if you have finished tea, let us go over the rooms up
stairs before it goes dark."
They went up stairs. Over the parlour they had left
was a large bed-room, that had been the private apartment of the Lady Abbess when the Chauntry was in the
jDossession of the Church ; it was low and raftered ; the
Avindow, Avhich was low and wide, spreading along half
the side of the room, was filled with small, dim, discoloured panes of glass, and the light Avas still more
obscured by the thick stonework in Avhich it was set;
opposite to the wide fireplace, paved with Dutch tiles,
Avas a small closet Avitli a groined roof and arched
AvIndoAV, still retaining sundry panes of stained glass ; it
Avas now festooned with cobAvebs, and the place choked
up Avith old lumber, but it had once been a private
chapel.
" This was your father's room. You see the furniture,
though old, is suitable; there is little wanted to make
it comfortable. I forget this door, Avhere does it lead ? "
continued Margaret, opening a small door beside the
AvindoAV, which disclosed a short flight of stairs through
the thickness of the wall.
" Those Avcre poor Ralph's rooms ; he Avas kept there
as a child—neither my mother nor my father Avould have
him far aAvay from them ; our room was iu another part
of the house."
The stairs led them into a circular turret, built, like a
swalloAv's nest, in the angle of a wall, and overhanging
the garden; it contained two small rooms, one within
the other, lighted by narrow lancet windows, and commanding a vioAV on all sides.
" This would do admirably as a nursery for Constance,"
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said Margaret; " and she would be constantly under my
own eye. How could you ever call this place dull ? I
think it quite fascinating."
Charles did not hear her ; he was leaning against one
of the windows, and looking earnestly out into the distance.
" See, Margaret," said he, placing her before him,
" Kate used to live at that Avhite thatched house, as far
as you can see ; there is the path across the fields where
I went to meet her ; she used sometimes to be Avaiting
for me at that tree, by the Avindmill; a little on this side
of it there is a Avooden bridge, and there I saw her for
the first time. Oh, Dilargaret! Avhen I think of tlien and
noio, my misery is greater than I can bear ! Will all
your religion bring back the past ? AVIU it give back her
precious r e a s o n ? " and he bowed his head against the
window-frame, and wept aloud.
Margaret offered no words of consolation ; she alloAved
his grief to take its course, soothing him as a mother
might soothe her child.
When he became more calm, she drcAV him from the
turret. He insisted, howcA^er, upon going through the
rest of the apartments.
There were four other bed-rooms in the long passage;
and Margaret began to discuss their furniture, and to
talk of bed-hangings, presses, and carpets, as though the
world contained no other object of interest.
" Oh, Charles, how could you call this place dull! it
will be like a country palace, as you will own when you
come back to us again ! Until then, the place Avill be
too large for us. All those rooms up stairs, this parlour,
and the small one for a dining-room, and that charming
old ivy-covered out-house for Nancy's kitchen, she Avill
fancy herself in Paradise ; and the air will be so healthy
for Constance."
" I was never happy here," said Charles. " I believe
the place is under a curse."
" W e will change it to a blessing, then," said Margaret, cheerfully,.
The next day they returned to Fulham. Charles's
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preparations for India, and Margaret's plans for removal,
proceeded Avith celerity. W h a t furniture they needed
Avas sent doAvn to the Chauntry, and, as the house at
Fulham had been taken for a term of years, it Avas advertised to bo let furnished.
At the end of a fortnight, Charles escorted his aunt
and her household doAvn to Essex, and formally installed
them in their new abode. He himself Avas to sail for
Bombay the Aveek following.
His last A'isit before leaA'Ing England was to the
asylum where he had placed his Avife. He Avas only
allowed to see her at a distance in the grounds, where
she was being wheeled for exercise in a garden-chair.
They told him that she bad had several violent attacks
of mania, alternating- -.vith fearful fits of despondency.
The medical superintendent did not conceal from
Charles that he considered it a very bad case; that
disease must haA'e been going on unsuspected for a long
time, and that he feared her mind was permanently
alienated ; the violence of her mania Avould subside, but
only to give place to Idlotcy.
" Can you then give me no hope, Doctor ? none ? "
gasped Charles Herbert, with despair,
" My dear Sir," rejoined the doctor, a sagacious, bcncA'olent-looking old Scotchman, " I might easily tdl you to
hope ; but it is better you should look the probabilities
in the face like a man. Her bodily health is at present
greatly disturbed, when that is restored, I can speak
Avith more certainty; but the mischief has been going
on much longer than we suspect. She has been nourishing some morbid idea until It has become a fixed delusion.
She is naturally tenacious of impressions, and even when
in health you Avould never be able to efface any notion
she had once fairly taken up, and that makes a bad subject to AA'ork upon. Were any other members of her
family ever deranged, do you knoAv ? "
" I have heard that her mother's sister died in an
asylum, and I have been told, since I brought her here,
that her mother was very strange at times."
" A h 1" said the doctor, taking a pinch of snuff, " t h e
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mischief goes further than that, I fear. However, my
dear Sir, rest assured that all, that all means shall be
tried to bring her round ; and you shall have a regular
report sent you of her state to any address you will
leave. We must hope for the best,"
Charles rose Avith a heaAJ^y sigh ; there was no more to
be said; still he lingered. He desired and yet feared
to catch another glimpse of her Avho had been, who still
continued, so dear to him.
He requested to see her apartments ; the doctor Avilllngly assented. H e was one of the first Avho recognised
the wisdom of treating the unfortunate creatures under
his care as much like rational beings as possible, and he
liad introduced many improvements upon the old method
of treatment.
Kate had been provided Avith a female attendant, a
strong, determined, but by no means harsh-looking
Avoman; and the two rooms appropriated to their use,
though very dreary, were quite as good as was then
supposed necessary. The Avindows were high fi'om the
ground, and guarded by tliick iron stanchions, the furniture had all been remoA'cd, Avith the excejotion of a strong
wooden chair and a table, a leathern thong lay on the
floor beside it, and a fire burnt brightly in the grate,
safely fenced by a strong wire-guard.
" She has been violent since she came, and we fasten
her to the chair to prevent her from doing herself a
mischief," said the nurse, seeing the eye of Charles fixed
on the leathern thong. " We use no more force than is
necessary for her good."
Charles shuddered. " B u t is there nothing to amuse
her ? no books or work ? "
" Bless you. Sir, she tears everything- to atoms she can
lay her hands upon. Patients of her kind are very destroying ; but she shall be well done to, never fear. But
you had better go now. Sir, if you please. I hear them
bringing the lady back, and it would not do for her to
find you here,"
Charles huiTiedly placed in her hand a handsome gratuity, and uttered some injunctions which Avere inarticu-
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late through his agitation, and fblloAved the doctor, who
turned hastily down a side-passage, A loud cry, half
shriek, half laughter, rang through the passage they
had just quitted ; changed as it was, Charles recognized
the voice of Kate, and it rang through his brain for many
a day afterwards.
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CHAPTER VIII.
MARGARET soon established herself in her new abode.
Under her hands the place assumed a quaint, sedate
cheerfulness, which it had not knoAvn for more than one
lifetime.
Her apartments, having all a south aspect, were Avarm
and sunny. Her large sitting-room, leading to the
garden, was so much changed in its appearance, that no
one who had seen it in its previous grim, cheerless,
" best parlour" state, could have recognised it,
A
Turkey carpet in the centre of the floor, Avith the black
oak boards bright and shining round its edges ; a large,
old-fashioned sofa, covered with chintz, gave it an aspect
of almost luxurious comfort; whilst Margaret's own belongings, relics, and memorials of her past life, imparted
a warm, homely emphasis to the Avhole, Her own ebony
chair, with its cushion of rich, though somewhat faded
brocade, was placed beside the Avindow ; her footstool
and a small japan table stood before it. There is ahvays
some one spot in a room which recommends itself, and is
instinctively selected; this was Margaret's place,—here
she read and knitted, or sat, as she Avas often prone to
do, in abstracted meditation. Old Nanny had been established in a small kitchen kingdom of her own. What
help she needed Avas to be afforded by a sturdy dairymaid ; she had refused to haA^e a felloAv-servant, as she
did not choose to have " a sister near the throne," The
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upper rooms had undergone a similar transition from
dreariness to comfort; Constance and her nurse had the
turret to themselves ; the lumber-closet had been restored
to its original destination as an oratory, but into this no
one ever entered, save Margaret herself.
With only the help of one of the fiirm-boys, the flowergarden grew into order and beauty, without losing its
bright luxuriance. The fruit trees Avero trimmed and
broug-ht into shape, and made a pleasant shelter to the
two long green alleys Avliich led from the "Nun's Walk "
to a corresponding though someAvhat narroAver gravel
walk on the other side of the garden.
After she had duly made her appearance at the parish
church, all the country families Avithin visiting distance
came to call upon her. Charles, during the period of
his residence, had renewed the family acquaintances,
Avhich had fallen into abeyance during his father's time,
and they came in solemn state to call upon his aunt.
Generally speaking, they Avere frank, kind-hearted, unpretending people, AAdio llA'ed upon their own estates, and
seldom visited London. The gentlemen farmed their
own land, drank hard, hunted three days a-Aveek during
the season, Avere justices of the peace, kneAV every man,
woman, and child on their estate, and lived in a certain
handsome hospitality, but Avithout aspiring to the style
they might easily have supported. As travelling abrbad
had been rendered Impossible by the Avar, of course they
Avere full of Avhat Avere called "Avholesome English prejudices," and all the domestic moss and rust Avhich AA'Ould
naturally gather under the circumstances. They Avere
all Tories—all Church and King men—hating reform
and Jacobinism in CA'ery shape, and devoutly believing
that cotton-spinning was destined to be the ruin of the
country. A certain yeoman simplicity pervaded their
household ; but they AVere abundantly conscious of their
OAVU position, and a silent pride in themselves, and a
contempt for all A^dlo Avere not "landed proprietors" lay"
beneath all their apparent indifference to style and show.
The distinction between town and country Avas then
as broadly marked as night and day. All the country
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gentry kept carriages, of course—it was in those days
a badge of quality. They were seldom used, but Avhen
occasion took them abroad, the majority of them drove
four horses.
Margaret Herbert had a family right to take her place
amongst the gentry, and she made by her OAVU merits a
most faA'ourabie impression upon her neighbours. Her
polished manners and dignified bearing rather abashed
some of the squires, Avho thought her too fine a lady;
but her pleasant conversation procured her pardon.
Some were puzzled hov/ it came to pass that they had
never seen nor heard of her before ; but the supposition
of a " family quarrel " accounted for a great deal. They
would all have died before they Avould have given a sign
of recognition to poor Kate, had she come amongst
them, but they softened at the sight of the worse than
motherless Constance, All that had been unpleasant or
peculiar in the days of old Squire Herbert Avas forgotten;
and all the ordinary forms of country neighbourship
were duly^ offered to ilarg-aret. As she had no vehicle
except a pony chai.=e, and no post-horses were to be had
nearer than Chelmsford, the carriage was always sent to
fetch and take her home from Avliatever house the party
was given at. These gatherings were dull enough:
except the agricultural interests and the price of markets,
no topics excited much conversation. The state of the
Continent (except as the AA^ar affected prices) and all the
great interests that were at stake, Avere only seen and
heard at a great distance, dimly, and chiefly through the
small loopholes of the county paper. Still, those who
could haA'e looked into Margaret's heart, might have
seen that she was pleased Avitk these ponderous hospitalities, quite independently of their OAvn merits.
She, however, nearly made shipwreck of her popularity and respectability together, by her anxiety to establish a school in the neighbourhood of the Chauntry,
There Avas a kind of " Goody Two Shoes " Green, surrounded by cottages of different degrees of comfort. At
the head of it stood a handsome house and windmill.
The girls belonging to the different families had gone to
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a dame-school, kept at present by an old woman who was
quite past her p o s t : she was deaf and neai-ly blind, consequently the girls got much more harm than good by
going there. The boys who were too young to go to
work in the fields, went to learn what Dame Trotter
could teach, or they were able to receive. The Green,
and the conduct of the rude boys and girls who constantly gathered there—professedly to look after the
cows and sheep, or geese, which might be enjoying the
right of common—greatly disturbed Margaret. But her
efforts to have Dame Trotter pensioned off, and a more
efficient school established, brought her under the suspicion of being a Jacobin, who wished to introduce
sedition and revolution. She never could have succeeded
by any amount of reason or argument, had she not found
two stanch allies. One, Squire Ramsden, was a jolly
country gentleman, an inveterate bachelor, who cared
lor nothing- but field sports, and was the hardest rider
and drinker for thirty miles round—he advocated her
plan with a zeal that was remarkable, as he had never
been known to read a book in his life. H e paid visits to
Marg-aret, would listen to her plans as long as she would
talk to him, and declared Avith enthusiasm at meetings
of justices—riding- to cover—in the hunting-field — at
dinner-pai-ties—wherever, in fine, there were people to
listen—"that iladam Herbert Avas the only wise woman
he had ever met with, and that it was their duty to support all she proposed." Her other adherent Avas the
clergyman of the parish, a non-resident except in the
hunting season ; and he said, " that if Madam Herbert
had a fancy for taking- the Green in hand, he would be
much obliged to her ; for they Avere a bad set, and
needed mending, and she might have his blessing, as Avell
as consent, if that Avould help her."
Thus sanctioned, Margaret found full employment, and
organized a A'illage-school on her OAvn plan, both for the
girls and boys. I t was but a small leaA-en of good she
was able to introduce, but she did what she could ; and
whilst Constance was little, she gave up a great deal of
her time to it.
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She might have been promoted from Madam Herbert,
living Avith her nephew, to become Mrs. Ramsden, of
Ramsden Hall, if she had been so minded.
Her stanch ally. Squire Ramsden, laid himself and all
his old family possessions at her feet, soon after the neAV
school had been set going. Margaret refused his offer.
"Ah, AA^ell," said he, looking ruefully in her fixce, " I
Avas afraid I was not good enough for you. You are the
only Avoman I ever did ask : you Avero my first loA^e.
When you Avere doAvn here years ago, and I Avas a young
fellow, I could neither eat nor sleep for thinking of you.
You whisked UAvay on a sudden ; your brother would tell
me nothing. Ho Avas a queer fellow. Squire H e r b e r t ;
he looked as if he Avould eat me when I asked for you ;
and I ncA'er could get to hear Avhat had become of you,
or I would have Avalked to the world's end for the chance
of winning you,"
Although Margaret could not respond to this constancy, she did not convert him into that Avorst enemy,
an offended lover. On the contrary, to the day of his
death he remained, as he j^brased it, her "humble servant," though he never reneAved the subject; attending
upon her, and doing her a hundred neighbourly kindnesses, admiring her beyond all words, and behaving
more like an honest, faithful dog, than a rejected lover.
No woman was ever insensible to the generosity of a
man under these circumstances, Avho will be her friend,
do her kindness, and keep silence on the forbidden subject; if any course will win a woman to change her
mind, it Avould be this. But the friendship must be
shown, " looking for nothing again ! "
Little Constance gradually passed through all the
phases of babyhood, the first steps of walking alone and
attempts at the true " primeval language," She grew a
lovely child, full of intelligence, but manifesting a precocious intelligence and passionate sensibility, which made
her a difficult and trying child to manage wisely. Her
attacks of passion were like outbreaks of insanity when
they occurred, and a mere trifle Avas often quite sufficient
to excite them. Squire Ramsden was her great friend
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and playfelloAv, and could always bring the " black dog
from her b a c k " more successfully than anyone else,
Constance felt instinctively that it astonished and pained
him to see her lie upon the floor kicking and screaming
with passion, and that he wondered and thought seriously
of it Ions: after she had forg-otten it and her aunt had forgiven her ; she did not like it to be taken so seriously, so
that whatever clouds might be gathering, cleared off on
the appearance of the Squire, and even a fuU-groAvn fit
of naughtiness Avas generally startled aAvay at the first
sound of his voice. He gave her a little pony and sidesaddle on her fifth birthday, and taught her to be fearless
of everything. Sometimes when the hounds were to
meet at the woodside, near the Chauntry, he took her
Avith him to cover, Margaret following in her ponychaise, but this was not often. Margaret kept steadily
in view that the life of Constance would have to be an
exceptional one; and she did not choose to have a love
for admiration and excitement stirred up within her.
An extreme susceptibility to praise and notice, Avhich yet
was not vanity, made Constance a difficult subject to
manage. A great deal of what looks like vanity, both
in children and grown people, might be traced to an
intense desire to be in sympathy Avitli those around
t h e m ; it indicates an excitability of nature liable to
become easily disorganized; but it is not vanity, it has
reference to others in the first place, and to self only by
implication. The peculiarity in Constance (although all
children have more of it than is suspected) was her instinct for divining and sympathizing with what those
around her were feeling. She knew, though no one had
told her, ivhy it was that Squire Ramsden came so much
to see her a u n t ; she knew that her aunt did not care for
him as he did for her. She divined that underneath her
aunt's tranquil gentleness there was a something she
never showed or uttered, and that this silent srmiplhing
was what made her aunt different to everybody else she
saw; but she had no curiosity to find out what it was,—
a sentiment of respect and delicacy underlaid all her
childish thoughtlessness and passlonateness; she had
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none of that mischievous indiscretion that possesses
children to utter anything they may have seen or heard
at fearfully inconvenient seasons ; from her most childish
days, she reverenced what she felt by instinct another
would not wish to have made knoAvn,
Margaret adopted the best possible plan of dealing
with such a child ; she left her alone. She did not teach
her anything beyond reading and a little spelling, and
allowed her to be as much in the open air as any gipsy;
above all she cultivated silence, not that she pretended to
be cold or repulsive to a creature she loA'ed with all the
garnered affection and tenderness of her loving heart;
but silence and quietness were necessary elements to
prevent so passionate and impulsive a nature from consuming itself.
The scenery about the Chauntry Avas of a peculiarly
tranquil, pastoral character, not fiat, for there AA'ere not
fifty yards of perfectly level ground for many miles
round; gentle undulations and varieties of surface prevented the rich green fertility from becoming monotonous or wearisome ; the country was richly studded with
noble trees ; the luxuriant hedge-roAvs, flanked upon each
side by a deep ditch, were tiny forests of brambles,
brushwood, and trailing bushes, and showed that not an
idea of economising land had entered into the farming
calculations of those days. Charming little nooks of
English landscape scenery were to be seen at every turn
of the high road, which never extended many yards in
a straight line, and Avound between slips of green common
on each side, where donkeys, horses, sheep, cows, geese,
belonging to the cottagers, were to be seen picking up
such a living as they could find, Avatched by children too
young for other work. Windmills, or old Saxon-looking
churches, Avere visible upon every hill. Hamlets of
bright-looking cottages, some of whitcAvashed lath and
plaster, others built of shingles, weather-stained, mossgrown planks, with their roofs of red tiles, and trim
gardens before them all, scattered round a bi-oad, bright,
unenclosed green, flanked by a pond Avhere their live
stock might live at free quarters. In Essex every object
5—2
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still bears a peculiar old Saxon look. Some of the farmhouses and barns have an air of having stood before a
Norman ever came into the country; the very land has
a quaint old-world look Avith it. Marshes and bleak
tracts of country there certainly are, but nothing could
be more lovely and luxuriantly peaceful than the scenery
amid which Constance passed her days.
In the centre of a large, park-like meadow, about
half-a-mile from the Chauntry, was an avenue of stately
elm trees; the meadoAv had once formed the boundary
of the enclosed grounds of the Nunnery, and the remains
of an old Avail were still standing. There had once been
a large tank of fresh-water fi.sh, but the masonry was
now broken and fallen in, and the ground around it was
trampled into a mire by the heavy hooves of the cattle
when they came to drink. This avenue was Margaret's
favourite Avalk whenever she extended her Avalks beyond
the garden. During- the fine days, Constance nearly
lived under these trees, all her treasures were stored
away in the hollow places at their roots ; she built dollhouses and nunneries with the moss-grown masonry of
the old ruins. The nuns, Avho had lived there so long
ago, took great hold of her imagination, and she never
wearied of making her aunt tell her Avhat the country
looked like, and what the people of England did, in those
days.
So time passed on. Letters from Chaides came at
regular, though distant, intervals ; he had long given up
all hope of his wife's recovery, and, although he spoke
with affection of his " baby Constance," it Avas evident
that he did not much realize her existence. Apparently he
had relapsed into the dreamy indifference which formed
one portion of his character, and to be going on living- because he had begun. Poor Kate's disorder had subsided,
as the medical men foretold, into a gentle, painless,
smiling imbecility ; she Avas removed from the a.sylum
about tAvo years after the departure of Charles, and
placed under the care of a widow lady AviUing to take
charge of her. The only absences of more than a day
that Margaret ever made from the Chauntry, Avere Avhen
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she went to see that the poor invalid's small range of
enjoyments and comforts were duly attended to. She reserved her mother's history to tell Constance when she
should be old enough to understand the obligation it
laid upon her,
Margaret had no desire or intention that Constance
should go into a convent, or take refuge in any species
of religious exaggeration ; but she steadily turned the
current of the child's enthusiasm and imagination into
the channel of admiration and reverence for all who
had greatly denied themseh^es, and voluntarily renounced
all that the world considers worth having or gaining,
for the sake of doing good to others. When they Avere
together under the avenue of elms, she AvUHngly told her
stories of the noble women and saints of long ago, who
gave up all manner of greatness and grandeur for the
sake of leading a noble and holy life. She endeavoured
to invest the idea of renunciation and self-denial with an
heroic attraction beyond any personal gratification.
Constance had a noble nature, and her childish imagination Avas kindled by these stories ; she turned with
wonderful indifference from the golden carriages, handsome princes, and sparkling dresses, with which virtue
Avas rewarded in the fairy tales and nursery stories, which
Avere not by any means withheld from her. Margaret,
too, was wise, in that she never taxed her beyond her
strength, dealing gently even with that "foolishness"
which the wise man declares " is bound up in the heart of
a child,"
But the impression was made, and the bias was given,
towards self-discipline and self-hardness.
From her
youngest days she was taught to look upon it as a
privilege, and not in the light of a hardship, Constance, as a child, was none the less happy for having
the germ of a noble motive instilled into her life, since
Margaret had the wisdom to leave it to grow and mature
naturally and gradually; she Avas not working for herself, but for her precious charge.
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CHAPTER IX.
WHEN Constance was ten years old, a letter arrived
from Cliarles Herbert, announcing that he should come
to England by the next A'essel, He had been away quite
long enough for this to excite no surprise. He had risen
iu the sei-A'Ice, and, according to all ordinary calculation,
must haA'e acquired money; lie had every right to return
in peace ; but to i l a r g a r e t there was something in the
tone of the letter that disquieted her. Not a AVord Avas
said Avhether the return Avas to be permanent, nor any
indication of his future intentions given.
Constance Avas in a fever of delight at the intelligence.
Her papa, and her ideas of all the Avonderful things he
must haA'e seen and done, Avere alwaj's a fruitful theme to
her imagination ; her notions of the East being gathered
and compounded from the Bible, Pilgrim's Progress, and
the Arabian Nights.
When the news came that the ship had actually arrived,
and that he Avould be at the Chauntry on a certain day,
her agitation and impatience made her really ill. At
length, on the day appointed, a post-chaise covered with
dust rolled into the yard, and drew up before the grim
dark porch. Constance folioAved her aunt to the door :
two gentlemen descended ; she recognised her father by
his likeness to her aunt, and stood cold and tremblingAvitli agitation, Charles Herbert had not come prepared
to e.^perience much emotion, but the sight of Constance,
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and her startling resemblance to her mother, quite overcame him; hastily catching her in his arms, he carried
her to the parlour, looking long and painfully into
her face, which he held at a little distance from his
own.
"Papa—^you are my papa—speak to me," said
Constance,
Her childish voice relieved him from the spell; the
voice was like that of Margaret in its tone.
" Bless you, my child ! my dear, dear child !" said he,
kissing her passionately, over and over again, " I had
forgotten you were not a baby still, as I last saAV you : "
and then, with a deep sigh, he turned to Margaret, and
greeted her, " You, at least, are not changed !" said he,
"This is Mr, Marchmont, my friend and adviser; he
must pardon being overlooked."
Charles at the moment heartily regretted that he had
brought his companion doAvn Avith him ; he AA'Ould have
given much to be alone Avitli those Avliora, until UOAV that
they stood before him, he had groAvn to think of with
iudiiTerence. The sudden unsealing of the torpor which
had held bis heart for years Avas like the pang Avitli
Avhlcli men are said to revive from droAvning,
Margaret -was hurt and annoyed that a stranger should
have been brought amongst them the first evening of reunion, besides which, she took an instinctive dislike to
Mr, Marchmont as to a man of evil oinen.
Yet he was a tall por.sonablo man, of gentleman-like
address ; his manner was calm and courteous, his complexion was dark, he had a long and rather AA'ell-formed
face, a massive forehead, Avide upon the temples, a
straight and decidedly handsome nose ; he ought to have
been good-looking, but lie Avas not. The peculiarity that
repelled Margaret, lay in his eyes ; they were large, and
not ill-shaped, but they might li.ave been tAVO thin pieces
of polished slate set in his countenance, so hard, shallow,
and stony Avas their exjaresslon. His teeth, too, had a
remarkable physiognomy ; they were exceedingly white,
the side teeth Avere long and sharp, Avhilst the two front
ones projected slightly over the under lip. He smiled
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upon Marg-aret when Charles presented him, but the
formation of the teeth gave the smile a peculiarly sinister
expression.
His conversation was, however, undeniably agreeable,
and his voice extremely soft and pleasant. He had
sufficient tact to glide into his awkAvard position of third
person in a family re-union, without rendering his
presence irksome. Margaret had no fault to find with
him, except that she did not like him.
Charles had come down for the ostensible purpose of
looking into his affairs, as well as of seeing his family;
and the next day, accompanied by Mr. Marchmont, he
began a tour of inspection, Mr, Marchmont did not
look like a country gentleman, or an agriculturist, but
Charles showed great deference to his opinion, and he
appeared to take much interest in the condition of the
estate.
An extensive plan of improvement was announced;
rents were to be raised, farms re-divided, and some of
them thrown together in one; improved methods of
farming Avere propounded, Avhich, perhaps, were improA'ements, but that did not render their introduction
the less obnoxious,
Charles Avas received Avitli anything but blessings,
whilst his companion, AVIIO Avas in mourning, as he
alleged, for his Avife, was regarded as little better than
the Evil One himself !
The country gentlemen, who all came to welcome
Charles Herbert back to England, looked Avith haughty
reserve upon his companion ; and questions as to who
this Mr, Marchmont Avas, and where he came from, were
broadly asked of Charles. " H e Avas a gentleman;"
" h a d been a barrister, and Avas retired from practice;"
" possessed house property in London," " and his family
was settled in Yorkshire." Yorkshire being a long way
off', and a wide county, none of the inquirers could
possibly ascertain his standing. His soft, pleasant voice,
courteous manners, and sinister face, did not please the
neighbourhood, and he Avas treated Avith a silent hauteur
Avhioh contrasted strongly Avith their boisterous, jovial
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cordiality amongst themselves, Mr, Marchmont rode
remarkably well, Avhich was a point in his favour,
although how he came to do so Avas an anomaly for
which they could not account. He professed an ardent
attachment to field sports, and could talk with the
keenest sportsman amongst them a l l ; though one old
squire remarked, that " it seemed against nature for a
man like him to talk of fox-hunting as if he had been a
Christian!" Also, he understood horses, and displayed
a pedantic acquaintance with the merits and pedigree of
all the horses of note in the country; he kncAV all the
technicalities of the minor amusements of badgerdrawing, rat-hunting, cock-fighting; but it seemed
knowledge only, not genuine love of sport, and made
no impression in his favour.
After a little while, during which he had tried to
conciliate the good graces of 'the gentlemen, finding that
he did not succeed, he treated them, in his turn, with a
certain easy indifference, which baffled and annoyed them,
because they did not know how to resent it, though they
cursed it for "cool impudence."
On one point he came certainly far behind them. In a
society where every gentleman considered two bottles
after dinner as only a reasonable allowance, he could not
be induced to drink anything beyond a little home-brewed
ale or cyder; he alleged a dangerous illness, and the
commands of his physician.
Of course it virtually
excluded him from their dinner-parties, and gave them a
reasonable excuse for hating one Avho was not, and never
could be, an honest fellow or " a good companion,"
Marchmont seemed inclined to bide his time, and in
the meanwhile devoted some pains to ingratiate himself
with Margaret and Constance. His success was by no
means signal. Margaret occasionally taxed herself Avith
injustice toAvards him, but she was not the nearer liking
him; and she Avas, moreover, tormented Avith an anxiety
she could not master, as to the nature of his influence
over Charles. Constance did not admire him in her
heart, but as he devoted a good deal of his time to amuse
her, treating her, moreover, as though she Avere " a
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grown-up young lady," her judgment was not proof
against this delicate flattery, Charles did not take
nearly so much notice of her.
H e had a haggard, anxious look; the lines on each
side of his mouth were deeper than formerly ; and there
was, underneath apparently jovial high spirits, an air of
disquiet and unrest; it was no longer grief for the
condition of Kate and the breaking-up of his home;
but a pressing, corroding vexation which he apparently
endeavoured to stifle and think as little about as possible.
He eagerly accepted all invitations, and was as little at
home as he could contrive to be.
Why Mr, Marchmont should remain a guest at the
Chauntry, Avliere his host was so little his companion,
was a mystery to Margaret; and Constance vaguely felt
that all Avas not right,
A room adjoining his bed-room had been appropriated
to Mr, Marchmont's use, and here he spent much of his
time Avriting, draAving up long documents, and going
th rough certain long and (to judge froiu their look) higlilyeompllcated accounts, Constance had the right of entree
into this room whenever she ])leased ; indeed, he professed
to like to see lier there. One day she abruptly asked
him if he kncAV why her papa did not look happy, and
Avhy he went aAvay so much ?
" I do not knoAv, my princess ; Avhy do you ask me ? "
"Because I thought you Averc sure to know,"
" But Avhy do you think he is unhappy ? "
" I feel that he is. One feels those things without
knoAving them,"
" Indeed !" said Mr, Marchmont, with one of his
smiles,
"And do you know, that, sometimes, when I have
looked at him, I fancied
" she stoiiped suddenly.
" What have you fancied ? You may tell me ? "
" Why, that he had done something Avrong, and was
tormented to think of it,"
" 1 do not know that he has," replied Mr, Marchmont,
gravely. " D o you think that is the only reason Avhy
people are unhappy ? "
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" I t must be the worst. Did not King Solomon say
' a wounded spirit who can bear ?' and it must be dreadful misery to feel anything within you, different to what
you say and do,"
" I hope you may never meet with any worse misery
in life," said Mr, Marchmont, resuming his writing, and
leaving Constance nervous and uncomfortable at having
said what she feared now had been wrong. She sat
twisting her fingers, wishing with all her might that she
could recal her words, and fancying that she might have
done her papa a great deal of mischief. As !Mr, Marchmont took no further notice, but seemed absorbed in his
occupation, Constance crept softly out of the room, and
went to ease her mind by telling her aunt all she had
said,
" You have done no mischief, my child," said Margaret,
kindly, " though your papa might not like to feel that you
watched him. In one thing you are quite r i g h t ; there is
no sorrow or misery equal to that of not being at ease
with yourself; seeming all right outwardly, and liidingwithin the consciousness of some secret action that you
dare not make known,"
" I know Avhat you mean, now that I have told you
what I had said to Mr, Marchmont, 1 am not afraid of
anything ; you know exactly, and do not think me different
to what I am,"
" You must learn to be a judge to yourself, my child.
You Avill not have me always, and no one can relie\'e you
from your own responsibility. If you do wrong, it is not
the less wrong because you go and tell someone of it, nor
because you have done it from a good motive. However
wise or desirable the action may seem at the time, it is
aUvays a mistake, and will Avork as one. A very clever
man once said of a ' LIE,' that ' it seemed strength in the
beginning, but was Aveakness in the end ;' and that holds
true Avith everything done or uttered that is not right.
Will you recollect that ? "
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CHAPTER X.
THAT same evening Charles returned from a dinnerparty after all the inmates of the Chauntry had retired
to rest, with the exception of Mr, Marchmont, who was
apparently sitting up for him, since, after waiting some
little time, and finding that he did not enter, he opened
the door of his room suddenly, and caught Charles in the
act of passing with stealthy steps toAvards his own bedroom. He started a little, and said, AvIth an air of
annoyance, " I thought you Averc in bed and asleep by
this t i m e ! "
"You hoped so, you mean. You must have seen the
light in my windoAV as you crossed the yard. However,
come in now, I expected you hours ago."
Charles yielded Avith a certain dogged reluctance. He
flung down his hat, and threw himself moodily into an
arm-chair before the fire. A round table, with a couple
of Turkish pipes, tobacco, and the materials for brewing
a jug- of hot punch, stood by. Mr. Marchmont took a
chair opposite to him Avitli unmoved eyes, and a smile
that revealed the peculiar expression of his teeth.
" Come, a bowl of punch, and a cool pipe, AVIU do neither
of us any harm, and Ave have some business to settle."
Charles Herbert was not exactly intoxicated, but he
had drunk enough to be quarrelsome. "You are come
to tempt me to sell my soul, I suppose, but I Avill not.
Neither will 1 drink punch Avith you, my sjDOon is not
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long enough, I believe you are the dcAdl, and I will haA'e
no dealings Avith you,"
" Very Avell, then, there is no more to be said ; the
devil never tempts a man to go against his inclination.
We may as Avell go to bed, I shall most probably be
gone before you are down to-morrow : I have ordered
my horse to be at the door by half-past six o'clock, I
have gone thi'ough your accounts; they may pass noAV,
As I have made it out, you are deficient exactly two
thousand five hundred pounds seven shillings and eleven
pence three farthings. Had anyone else been the auditor,
you would have been brought in for another fifteen
hundred; but I have swamped that amongst the miscellaneous items, so you may reckon it as good as given
to you. There Avill be a meeting of the Directors in
three days from this time for the dispatch of business,
and your report must be given in. You knoAV j'our OAvn
resources the best. For my part, I cannot conceive what
you did with all the money at that out-of-the-way place
in India—how you contrived to make aAvay Avith it is a
mystery,"
" That is my concern, and is no more to the purpose
than the source of the Niger to a man droAvning in the
Thames," said Charles, sullenly, rousing himself to an
attitude of more attention, as he saw Mr. Marchmont
gather up sundry documents neatly docketted and tied
together with red tape, " Let us hear your ultimate
proposal,"
" As you please," replied the other, calmly, " I am
not driving a devil's bargain with you, inasmuch as the
penalty will not be exacted from you. As a matter of
business, I am scarcely doing an advantageous thing for
myself; for, in all likelihood, I shall never be the better
for it. Your estate, well managed, might be made worth
eight hundred a-year ; but you have interest to pay upon
that mortgage, which is a drawback. To raise the money
you want immediately, you would have to try another
mortgage, pay heavy interest, and become, as you surely
would, irretrievably embarrassed. I offer to advance you
the money you require, to manage your estate, and to ask
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for neither interest nor principal during your lifetime; at
your death, the Chauntry and all the lands belonging to
it pass, into my hands for ever. Of course, whatever
improvement I make in the value of the land is for my
own benefit; you receive the income you have hitherto
done, which I think you stated was about five hundred
clear, in good years."
" Lands that have been in the hands of my family for
generations to pass into the hands of a
"
"Finish," replied Mr. Marchmont, coldly.
" I mean," said Charles, " t h a t you could never settle
doAvn in this neighbourhood; you see they will not accept
you. I have done all I can to present you to the people;
but caste is as strong here as in India. These country
squires haA'e not the tenth part of your brains ; but they
will no more associate with you, the son of a horse-jockey,
than a Brahmin Avill eat bread with a Soodra. I cannot
help it. I have voAvcd you are a retired barrister, of
good family ; but instinct and nature cannot be deceived.
I nearly got into a quarrel about you to-night : one of
them asked me IIOAV I came to be linked in Avith such a
cold-blooded leech ? "
" Ah, indeed ! Who might it be r "
" Pardon me ; it was after the third bottle, and had it
been otherAvIse, I should not give up anyone to your deadly,
unforgetting, unforgiving malice. I only mentioned it to
show you that the land could do you no good—that you
would never be received amongst these landed squires,
had you the Cha-antry lands and a dozen estates to boot.
Leave me at least the chance of redeeming them ; I AVIII
pay you whatever interest you will exact."
" T h a n k you; but that Avill not suit me. IMy interest
Avill be raised from the improved manag-ement of the
estate, which must be made OA'er to me unconditionally
and absolutely, and I engage not to claim it during
your lifetime. You make an excellent bargain for yourself."
" A n d my child Avill be penniless."
" SaA'e from your income; deny yourself somoAvhat,
and make a provision for her. You know it is Avritten,
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that the sins of the fathers shall be visited upon the
children; which comes, as I take it, in the shape of
natural consequences."
" I am in a cleft stick, anyway," said Charles, bitterly ;
" and you take me at disadvantage."
" N o t in the least. You staved off the evil day in
India by expedients far more ruinous, and you see v/here
they have landed you—three days hence you are a disgraced and broken man. If I had inherited ancestors, I
should consider a good name better than lands. Besides,
your exposure would entail other liabilities, and the total
ruin of this estate you hold so precious. I lay before
you an advantageous offer.
I am your friend and
benefactor,"
" I am born under an cA^il star, and it has pursued me
ever since I was born," muttered Charles,
" The evil will not come to pass in your days, and that
is more than most could bargain for. Well, what do
you say ? You must give me your final answer at
once,"
" Why do you ask me ? as if I could resist! You
know I am at your mercy; be it so, and let us never speak
of it again," said Charles, turning UAvay his head,
" Speak of it again we m u s t ; but it shall pass on into
silence as soon as possible, I will have all the deeds,
transfers, and, aboA'e all, the money, ready for you by
Wednesday—you hear ? "
" Ay, I hear—I hear ; leave me UOAV, at least,"
" I t is late. Good bye, then ; for I shall not see you
again before I depart. Recollect that Wednesday Avill
see you a free man again,"
With an unmoved eye, and a smile which to Charles
looked like a mocking triumph, Mr, Marchmont gathered
together his own papers, and left the room,
Charles sat gazing absently upon the white ashes and
blackened fagots of the decayed fire, his heart filled Avitli
bitter, weak regret for the past course of his life—a past
Avhich, as he looked back upon it IIOAV, seemed as if it
might so easily have been guided into honour and
prosperity.
" W h a t good has my life done m e ? "
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murmured h e ; "would that I had never been b o r n ! "
He sat in a dreamy painful reverie until the house clock
struck five, and he heard sounds of life and occupation in
the farmyard and house below. He roused himself, and
Avent to his OAVU room, where he remained until late in
the following day.
The real reason Avhy so many foolish and wicked acts
are done under the sun, is not from the presence of
strong passionate temptation, but from the softening
produced by habitual want of self-discipline and selfsternness, which leads a man to let himself go—and he
finds himself in miry places, Avliere some one act, with a
name to it, lies like a stepping-stone to escape. I t comes
handy ; immediate convenience is a stronger band to
draAv a man on to iierditlon than all the storms of
passion or g-usts of temptation that ever Avere brought to
bear, and it leaves him, too, AAatli less chance of escape,
Shakspeare talks of " the devil, opportunity;" but
"convenience" is by far the more fatal devil of the
two.
We must tell the reader how it came to pass that
Charles Herbert found himself in the power of Mr.
jNlarchmont, and also who Mr. Marchmont really was—
Avliich, being somewhat of a digression, we shall make
as brief as possible, even at the risk of leaving the
reader to ask questions to Avhich no answer has been
provided!
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CHAPTER XL
GOETHE says, "with renunciation life begins."
The
Book of Wisdom says, " M a k e not haste in time of
trouble." The Gospel says, " H e that loseth his life
shall find it."
If Charles Herbert had been a man of noble nature,
the dim, desolate calm that followed the uprooting of all
his happiness—the misfortune that laid waste his life—
might have been transformed for him into the " Sublime
Despair," out of which the noblest deeds have been
wrought for the world.
I t is only when men can cease to hope or fear about
what may befal themselves, that they are enabled to give
themselves without reserve or stint to some work or
labour they feel to be worthy ; " their reward is with
them, and their work before them,—their life henceforth
belonging not to themselves but to their work, whatever
that work may be. These men are they who succeed in
finding the 'life' that begins in 'renunciation,' who meet
with the healing comfort t h a t ' they make not haste' to
find; who rise to a higher ' life' than the one they are
willing ' to lose.'" A great sorrow is a gift to be
pondered over, to be learned patiently, and its secret
worked out into life and action.
The working of events, in the natural course of cause
and effect, will call a man to as rigid an account of the
6
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use he has made of the sorrow, as of the prosperity that
has fallen to his lot. If it has remained a bitter barren
problem, to be complained of, to be as much as possible
escaped from ; if it has only brought forth coAvardliness
and self-compassion; woe to that man, for the consequences of a sorrow so received AVIU fall heavily
indeed!
Charles Herbert was not a bad m a n ; so long as he
had been happy and comfortable and at ease, many
amiable and attractive qualities appeared to shine in
him; but he had no faith or energy to stimulate the
slug-gish leaden current into which his life had been
paralyzed; ho could see nothing in or beyond the
material details of the event that pressed so heavily
upon him ; he belieA^ed in nothing, he had hope in
nothing beyond himself. With much poAver of indolent
endurance, he was self-indulgent to the core. He hated
suffering—he shrunk from it, and sought only to put the
thought of it as far from him as possible. He had no
notion of self-control or self-government: AA'hat he felt,
that he believed in, and in nothing else.
Many men take to drinking- to distract their sorrows ;
but drinking was Nor a temptation to Avhich Charles
Herbert Avas accessible. He was, from peculiarity of
constitution, incapable of finding any pleasure in drinking. I t did not obscure his reason ; indeed, the more he
drank, the clearer and more perspicuous his faculties
appeared to become; but, in the same proportion, it
developed a Avretehed, miserable depression of spirits;
an utterable disgust and Aveariness of life, and a disposition to quarrel; none of them exactly pleasurable
emotions. Cliarles Herbert Avas safe from ever becoming
a drunkard.
But it is not to be supposed that the Devil, Avho sets
an example of industry, in his vocation, as the author of
evil, should allow all the capabilities in this vacant,
drifting, objectless existence to pass him by, because
he could not take possession of it in the name of
drinking.
The stimulus that drinking did not offer, gamblino-
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produced. Charles Herbert had never been in the least
conscious of any inclination that way, but he Avas now to
discover it. During the tedium of a long- calm, he one
day listlessly accepted the challenge of another passenger
to learn Lansquenet.
A strange, fierce, new sensation glided into his heart
like a stream of fire. For the first time he knew the
energ-etic pleasure that lived in the dice. He had a
gambler's temperament, and the true passion of his
nature was UAvakened; under its touch he started up
into a ncAv and maddening sense of life. When Charles
Herbert landed in India, his whole nature, such as it Avas,
had received its development.
His first station Avas up the country, in a remote place,
where opportunities for high play were not to be had.
Here he gave in to speculations of A'arious kinds Avith
the Government funds that passed through his hands.
Some succeeded, others failed ; but it was too ponderous
and slow, the excitement not worth the risk. With the
exception that he was not using his own money, the
process too much resembled ordinary business to convey
any pleasure; he, however, continued the practice, for
the love of money had been aAvakened in his heart.
He desired to be rich, A pining desire to make a
large fortune at a stroke, a panting hurry to be, as he
phrased it, "independent of fortune," kept at bay the
new thirst for gambling during the years he was at
Omaraboola,
Had he continued there, it is possible
the passion might have ultimately assumed a businesslike shape, and he would have settled doAvn into a
miser.
Whilst he remained at this station he did Avell, his
speculations were successful on the Avhole, and he
acquired what might be considered a moderate fortune.
At the end of seven years he Avas removed to fill a more
responsible post at Calcutta, and from that time his ruin
might ostensibly be dated.
The fatal facilities for high play surrounded him on all
sides; he plunged into a vortex of gambling-, all the
more madly from his long privation. The speculations
6—2
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into Avhich he recklessly entered were the most insane
and dangerous risks. He appeared entirely to lose his
head for business. The failure of a banking scheme, to
which he had g-iven his name, gave rise to his sudden
and entirely unlooked-for recal to England. A concurrence of untoward circumstances combined to complicate
his position. So long as he remained in India he contrived, by various means, to keep his official accounts
apparently straight, but he was perfectly conscious that,
even with the sacrifice of all he possessed, he could not
face the examination into his proceedings which he knew
would take place immediately on his return.
Other
liabilities were hanging OA'cr his head : ruin and exposure stared him in the face, whether he went or
Avhether he remained. At length, by raising money at
an enormous sacrifice on the large retiring-pension to
AA'hich he AA'ould be entitled (if he got through the
ordeal), he Avas enabled to return to England to see
Avhat he could raise upon his English estate to meet the
exigencies of his position.
The indiA'Idual Avho had speculated upon the reversion
of his pension, and Avho had consequently a certain
interest in his welfare, saAv him on board a A'cssel that
Avas returning earlier than the one by AA'hich he Avas
expected, and, along Avitli much advice and counsel
calculated to keep him from cutting his throat, gave him
a card to
" ilR. MAECHAIONT,

" Amen-square,
"Barrister,

Chambers,"

Avith a few talismanic ciphers Avritten on the back of it.
" G o to that man," said he, "if he be still aboA'e ground
—and I have not heard of his recal beloAA'—he Avill pull
you through, if anybody can ; but haA'e no reserves AAuth
him, make a clean breast of your position, and he Avould
cheat the Devil himself on your behalf, if necessary ; so
hold up, my boy, the game is not done. 1 am willing to
take the odds upon you, yet."
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The signal for the boat to return cut short the conversation. Grasping Charles's hand, with a hasty " hon
voyage, and better luck another time," Charles's friend
and creditor jumped into the boat that was pushing
ashore, and the good ship "Mainwaring" pursued her
course.
It may seem strange that a man of Charles Herbert's
temperament did not either cut his throat or jump into
the sea, under the aggravated circumstances in which he
found himself Certainly it was no moral courage or
self-control that hindered h i m ; but, in the first place,
there was no immediate hurry, and suicide is an act that
always is committed in a hurry at last, upon the sudden
spur of some aggravating thought, even although it may
have been a contemplated act; moreover, bad as matters
looked, " t h e game was not up yet," and might take a
lucky turn before it Avas done. Almost unconsciously, he
attached great faith to the card his friend had given him
to Mr. Marchmont, as to a man who could pull him
through his embarrassments ; it was a reserved chance,
upon which he placed great dependence; finally—and
this consideration had some weight Avith him—his life
had become in some sort a debt of honour; the retiringpension, upon the chance of which he had raised the sum
that enabled him to leave India, would be forfeited by
the act, which was besides always practicable as a last
resource if things became too bad to bear. I t is this
possibility which keeps more men in desperate circumstances alive, than is at all suspected. Of course, we
speak of those who are not restrained by moral or
religious considerations.
They reached England after a speedy and prosperous
voyage, which gave him again an additional respite, as
the vessel by which he was expected, was not looked for
until the end of the following month, Charles proceeded
the day after they landed to. the address indicated upon
his card. I t was a dull, quiet old square, with grass
growing amongst the stones, full of large, dark, tumbledown looking houses, which had been the dwelling of
very fine people in their day, no doubt, but which now
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were chiefly printing-houses, or lawyers' offices, or
lodging-houses for clerks.
A couple of green trees
were still growing at the end of the square, which was
not a thoroughfare, the last survaving relics of some
stately garden which had once existed there.
The house to Avhich Charles Avas directed stood alone, in
a square, red-tiled court, at the end of a narrow passage
which opened out of this square. It was of red brick,
with stone corners; an old flight of square stone steps
led up to the door ; the Avindows, in small, heavy-framed
sashes, and looked dark and blinking, offering no sign of
habitation. "Marchmont" was on a half-effaced brassplate upon the door, which Avas kept anomalously bright;
and the steps, though old and broken, were quite white
and clean. Charles rung the bell, Avhich Avas answered
by an old Avoman, Avho showed him across an entrance
hall, paved Avith black and Avhits squares of stone, up a
broad flight of stairs with heavy massive oak balusters.
On the first-floor landing she stopped, rung a bell that
linng beside the first door, thrcAV it open, and desired him
to sit down a moment, until Mr, Marchmont Avas at
liberty.
I t Avas an old-fashioned sitting-room, Avith a high
Avainscot that had once been painted Avhite; a tall,
lieaA'ily-carvcd Avooden mantelioiece; two windows at one
end looked doAvn into the court bcloAV, and commanded a
view of a labyrinth of houses, red-tiled roofs and chimneys,
with a distant glimpse of a burylng-ground ; but all Avas
as still as though in the heart of a desert. The furniture
of the room Avas old and dull, and it had the appearance
of a professional man's receiving-room. In a few moments
the door at the upper end of the room opened, and Charles,
to his great surprise, saw an individual who Avas perfectly
AvcU-known to him!
" Ah, Mr, H e r b e r t ! I am glad to see you again.
When did you r e t u r n ? "
" I came expecting to find a stranger," said Charles,
somewhat embarrassed ; " the name is similar, but I did
not connect it with you in the least,"
" My dear Sir, there is but one set of people in the
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world, from Kamtschatka to NOAV Zealand, You must
not expect to find strangers anywhere, I had a letter
only this morning fi-om our mutual friend, informing me
that I might expect a visit from you,"
" Ah, indeed!" said Charles, uneasily, feeling, he
scarcely knew why, as if he had got into a hole from
which he could not draw back,
" W i l l you give yourself the trouble of coming into
my private room, Avhere Ave shall talk more at our
ease ? "
Charles followed him into an inner room, considerably
smaller than the one they quitted; an old-fashioned
fireplace, lined with Dutch tiles, stood cornerAvise; a
counting-house desk, with a heavy ledger upon it,
occupied one side of the room; and a large press, Avith
a sliding door, which was half drawn back, revealed
shelves and pigeon-holes filled Avltli documents neatly
stoAA'ed aAvay, Mr, Marchmont seated himself in an
arm-chair, covered Avith black leather, after placing a
similar one for Charles, exactly Avhere the light from the
window would fall upon his face, Mr, Marchmont was
the identical individual at Avhose house Charles had
visited Kate after their unexpected meeting, and from
Avhicli she Avas married! The marriage had taken place
so soon after their meeting, and they had kept up so
little intercourse with anyone during the brief period of
their happiness, that it is not very wonderful Charles
Herbert should liaA'C made no inquiries about ]\Ir. ilarchmont's profession,—a matter in Avhich he did not take
the smallest interest,
" You seem surprised, my dear Sir," said Mr. Marchmont, quietly, taking a pinch of snuff, " I was well
acquainted Avith the late Mr, Maryland, and had a great
respect for his widoAA^, whom you married from our house,
and it was with real commiseration we heard of her
malady ; she did not look in the least like a person
liable to such an affliction,—it was a painful occurrence,
very painful; and now, as Ave are not strangers, pray
tell me frankly in what way you wish me to serve
you ? "
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Mr, Marchmont certainly appeared to be endowed with
the fabled faculty of the rattlesnake to induce his victims
to enter his open jaws of their own accord, Avitli his calm,
courteous manner, agreeable voice, and dark stony eyes
fixed upon Charles. Charles, as if under the influence of
a spell, felt himself induced to lay the Avhole of his
affairs open to Mr. Marchmont, Avithout the slightest
equivocation or reserve.
When he ceased to speak,
Mr. Marchmont was silent, made a calculation upon the
back of a letter, and then, after a few moments' consideration, he said, quietly,—
" I have no doubt but that I can set you free from your
difficulties—that is, if you will yield to my guidance. I
have every disposition to serve you. If you are not
stopping with friends, I think you had better take up
your quarters at my house in Russell Square, until I can
spare the time to go down with you to your place in
Essex,* Meanwhile, you can announce yourself, and we
Avill begin the examination of your accounts at once.
The first step is to ascertain exactly what your liabilities
are, I suspect you somewhat exaggerate them, or, at
least, that they may be considerably reduced,"
He rung the bell, Avithout giving Charles an opportunity of declining his proposal, desired the old Avoman
Avho answered the summons to fetch a coach, and
employed himself until her return in putting aside
the ledger, and locking up his papers, in perfect silence.
When the coach Avas announced, Charles made an
attempt to assert his free-will, and decline Mr, Marchmont's proposal. He Avas courteously but imperatiA'cly
overruled.
" My dear Sir, we have no time to spare for formalities;
trust me that I knoAv Avhat I am doing when I request
the pleasure of your society in Russell Square. We Avill
call for your portmanteau as Ave go along, and I AVIU see
to the clearing out of the rest of your luggage to-morrow.
At St, Paul's Coffee-house, I think you said you were
stopping ? "
He gave orders to the coachman, and he drove off.
As they Avent along, Mr, Marchmont informed Charles
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that he had recently lost his wife, and feared, for that
reason, his quarters might be less comfortable than when
a lady was at the head of the house.
At length they stopped before the door in Russell
Square, Mr, Marchmont descended from the coach,
Charles foUoAved like one in a dream, and feeling as if it
were the affairs of some other person he was transacting.
They crossed the hall he so well remembered, and entered
the parlour where he and Kate had sat together the fir.st
time he visited her. Nothing in the room Avas changed
—the very furniture stood in its accustomed place : the
room looked a little more dreary aud shabby than formerly—that Avas all.
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CHAPTER XIL
THERE arc people AVIIOSC energy appears all to evaporate
in a string of fine Christian appellations at the head of
their name. We have heard a graA^e and matter-of-fact
friend declare, that no one with a number of fine Christian
names Avas ever good for anything. HOAV that may be
as a general rule, Ave cannot venture to assert, but it is
certain that jMi-. Marchmont set store by fine names. He
had been christened John ; and John alone ; but when he
came of years to sign his name, and to be conscious of
sonorous sounds, he converted himself into John Phillip
A'illlers—March—Avas his father's lawful appellation,
and the one by Avhicli his son Avas k n o ^ i in his youth.
Not until after the old man's death, and Avhen he Avished
to efface all trace of his connection, did he announce
himself as Marelimont !
Tlii.s, at first sight, looks like Avcal:ncGS and A'anity,
and one Avould have been inclined to declare that such a
fantastic piece of coxcombry Avould ncAcr lead to a substantial result; but it depends, like everything else in
this Avorld, on the quallfyn'ng circumstances that govern

it.
John March Avitli the fine names, Avas the son of a
jockey and horse-trainer at Doncastcr, Avho was Avell
knoAvn to all frequenters of the turf. He was an honest
man for his calling, and his judgment in horseflesh, and
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skill in training and breaking-in, were incontestable.
He Avas a shrewd man, who had made his oAvn way
in the Avorld, and A'cry proud of the position he had
achieved.
H e had been found, one bitterly cold gusty night in
the month of March, lying, rolled up in an old patchwork counterpane, at the stable-door of a large inn-yard
in Doncaster, by the ostler, when he went to give his
final inspection before going to his loft for the night.
H e Avas a stout, healthy, strapping baby ; but, except the
counterpane, perfectly naked : not a scrap of anything
that could trace his identity. I t certainly Avas just
possible that he might have been the purloined son of a
marquis, or even the heir-apparent of a dukedom, shamefully mislaid by his nurse ; but the probabilities were
greatly in favour of the supposition that he had been
dropped by some gipsy or AA'andering beggar who had
been hanging about at the fair Avhich was just OA'er, Be
it as it may, the ostler took him up, and carried him into
the house. No stroke of good fortune, however, befel
him, for he was sent to the Avorkhouse without delay,
Avhere he was knocked and cuffed about, and had CA'cry
facility for dying which could be offered to a baby
belonging to nobody; but he thrived in spite of
obstacles. He had been christened John, and March
being the month when he Avas found, it was adopted
to distinguish him from all the other Johns in the
place.
The ostler who bad picked him up at the stable-door
Avent, out of curiosity, to see Avhat bad become of him.
Moved by some impulse Avhich he did not even attempt
to account for, he carried the lad home with him to his
loft, and declared he Avould keep him, and make a man of
him,
" J a c k March" lived in the stables, crawling in and
out amongst the horses' legs, Avithout an idea of being
afraid, and sharing their good graces along with two
favourite stable cats.
Even at that age he Avas made handy, and grew up a
sharp active lad. He had no notion of anything but
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horses : he loved them with all his heart, and could
always be trusted to do his duty by them. He was a
good lad, too, as lads go, and silent as one of his own
horses. He was always grateful and affectionate to his
old friend, the ostler, listening to him with deference even
after he had gone to live as groom at Sir James Bulkeley's,
who had a fine place in fjhe neighbourhood. I t was a
proud day for him when he was promoted to a striped
black and yellow jacket to ride for a sweepstake, which
he won. The old ostler, who was a bystander, then
declared, that " he should now shut his eyes in peace,"
AvliIch he did shortly afterwards, leaving all his savings
and many good counsels to his proterje. But with the
career of John March Ave have no further concern than
to say briefly, that he Avent on and prospered as jockey,
trainer, horse-breaker. He made a good deal of money
for his station ; took a small inn, and married a respectable young woman, who brought him several children,
only one of whom lived; he christened him John, after
himself ; set him on horseback before he could walk, and
had no other idea than that he Avould succeed him in
his business when he should follow his old friend, the
ostler.
Such was the real pedigree of Mr, Marchmont, and
the auspices under which he began the world,
John
Phillip had, however, higher notions and aspirations
latent Avithin his soul. He was, to all appearance, quite
content with his position ; but the practical republicanism
of the turf, Avhich brought him into contact Avitli noblemen and gentlemen, had excited within him a Avarm
admiration and reverence for Avhat his father Avas
accustomed to designate as the "real quality." Even
as a child he had speculated upon Avliat it Avas that
made the distinction between himself and them—the
distinction that no familiarity on their side could
obliterate, and he longed to become a " real gentleman."
In bis heart he aUvays held himself aloof from
companions of his own rank. This kept him out of
vulgar dissipation; for though he would have felt no
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scruple to play at cards or to get drunk in company
with a lord, he would have done neither with a fellow
jockey, nor with any of the guests in his father's kitchen.
His father was a foundling, and it might certainly have
happened that some nobleman or gentleman had filled a
place amongst his ancestors ; for, as a matter-of-fact, a
beggar must have had as many antecedents as a lord,
only they are not so well ascertained. However this
might be, Mr, Marchmont early evinced a remarkable
reverence for birth and family, and as much as possible,
he fashioned his manners and conversation upon the
distinguished models with whom the course of business
brought him acquainted. When he was about sixteen,
an accident befel him which gave a definite shape to his
vague aspirations, and a settled purpose to his life. He
was a bold and skilful rider, as indeed he could scarcely
fail to be, and was in all respects a first-rate jockey. On
the occasion of a grand steeple-chase, the Marquis of
Todmorden had engaged him to ride his horse. I t was
a very severe affair; the country was rough and broken,
and there were some desperate leaps ; the ground had
become a perfect swamp in some places through heavy
rain ; and the brook, which Avas the final difficulty, Avas
much SAVollen, and the banks soft and broken. Young
March rode gallantly ; he Avas ahead of the rest, but his
horse was nearly done for. He fairly lifted him OA'cr the
last few steps, and it staggered up to the goal amid the
applause of all the spectators at this feat of jockeyship,
and fell down dead, rolling over his rider, Avho, Avhen
taken up, appeared to be nearly as lifeless as his horse.
Upon examination, it was found that his head had escaped
injury ; and a broken thigh, a dislocated shoulder, Avitli
some supplementary bruises, Avere the sum of his injuries.
There was no doubt of his ultimate recovery, but his
removal home was quite impossible. He was, therefore,
carried to the nearest house, Avhich chanced to belong to
one of the gentlemen connected with the race, and there
he remained for the space of three months, having nothing
to complain of on the score of care and attendance. This
accident was the turning-point in his life,
Ignatius
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Loyola, under similar circumstances, read a life of the
Virgin Mary, and founded the order of the Jesuits on the
inspiration of it, John Marchmont in his tedious convalescence, got hold of a topographical history of _ the
county, which contained a history of the chief families,
and a description of their family seats, A book of
heraldry also fell in his Avay, describing not only the
"coat armours" of the nobility and gentry, but also
giving some account of their family history.
The
ambition that, unconsciously to himself, had been
smouldering in his bosom, broke out into an active
flame.
His deep rcA^erence for old families and high
birth took another shape. Some of these noble families
had risen from small beginnings, and he determined that
he too would found a family, become a landed proprietor,
and leave children, AVIIO should take root and establish
themselves as a "country famIly^" The view from his
bed-room AvindoAV extended OA^er the park, and as he lay
there day after day, his jDurpose became more fixed, and
his plans more definite and matured. He determined to
break off all his present connections, and to throAV himself
into an entirely different lino of life. I t was no boyish
fancy ; a strong iron AVIU had been developed in him
Avhich never faltered. To CET MONEY he saw must be the
first step toAvards realising his intentions. When at
length he Avas able to return homo, he wondered how he
had ever existed amongst such environments. His own
father, a plain, hard-featured, unpretending man, Avith
that peculiar cast of countenance AvliIch those who live
much amongst horses invariably acquire, looked to him
like a groom or a servhig-man,-Avhose society he must
henceforth drop !
John Marchmont's qnalifications for the career he
contemplated Avere a strong and a hard intellect, an
ambition which inspired him with an intense desire to
rise in the Avorld, and the most unscrupulous indifference
as to ways and means. He had strong common sense,
but no feelings, nor even passions ; he was starting in
the career of life Avith all the advantages which a man,
entirely destitute of the very rudiments of a conscience,
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can possess over those who are restrained by ni^jral
scruples.
These amiable qualifications would, in all
likelihood, have led to his transportation, had he continued in his original condition.
The ambition to
become a "landed gentleman," turned them into another
channel, and kept them within the bounds of ciA'ilized
allowance.
Old John March, who Avas quite innocent of suspecting
the angel sentiments that were lurking in the heart of
his dear son, welcomed him home Avith delight. He Avas
proud of the feat that had nearly cost him his life, and
expanded into conversation for nearly the first time since
he could talk.
His son quietly announced his intention of becoming a laAvyer, and of never entering- the stable-yard
again!
The father looked at him for a moment, prepared to
refuse; but Avliat he read in his son's face altered his
purpose,
" I know that look," he said ; " you have an eye like a
vicious horse. When a horse looks so at you, there is
nothing but to shoot it, before it is the death of you or
another. You are not a horse, but a Christian ; go your
ways and be a lawyer. You are ashamed of your father.
I knoAV—I know—go your Avays."
Young Marchmont Avas articled to a solicitor at a
neighbouring town.
He gave himself resolutely to
study with an industry that in itself was admirable.
He had lost his mother AA'hen he was seven years old,
and his father died soon after the term of his articles
expired. The property he left Avas good as a steppingstone to getting m o r e ; but it was a mere nothing
compared with Avhat he had fixed in bis OAvn mind as
the amount to be aimed at. It whetted his appetite, and
gave him a foretaste of the power and pleasure of money.
He bought a partnership with a solicitor in good practice
in London, married his daughter, and eventually succeeded
to the business, and to his residence in Russell Square,
He had now acquired a certain position of respectability
and standing, but far short and indeed of quite a different
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kind to what he had determined to obtain. His appearance and manners were those of a gentleman; he had
acquired a good deal of general cultivation; he kept
steadily in view the position which he intended to
assume; and he neglected nothing that he considered
would be becoming to it.
And noAv having at length the command of money, the
character of his business gradually changed. H e removed
from the office where he aud his late partner had carried
on their affairs, and took the old house where Charles
Herbert found him. He began to deal in such bargains
as a man Avith money can always driA^e Avith those who
want it. H e bought legacies, reversionary interests,
deferred annuities ; lie lent money, he discounted bills,
but all in a clear, straightforward way. No one—not
even those Avho fell into his hands—could accuse him of
taking undue advantage of t h e m ; he Avould need his
name hereafter, and was careful not to sully it. He had
a quiet reputation of being an honourable, business-like
man in his dealings. No one knoAV the extent of his
connections, nor the transactions in which he engaged;
he Avas as silent as his own father about some things.
Those v/ho Avere necessitated to realise some A^aluable
though not immediately available resource, always found
themselves, through some indirect and unsuspected channel, made aware of the fact that Mr, Marchmont would
buy whatever they had to sell. He was stern as death,
and inexorable as destiny ; but he did not play any small
game of worrying chicanery. Those who came to him
kncAV the worst they had to expect at once, and this it
was that made his reputation for quasi-liberality and
stralghtforAvard dealing.
By the time he was forty he had obtained money
enough to buy an estate, or anything else he wished for,
that money could b u y ; but money was only the means
to an end—he desired to be a " landed squire ; " but
it Avas chiefly for the sake of being recognised as a
country gentleman, and received amongst them as
one of them—this was the most difficult part of his
scheme.
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In those days, men who had made their own fortune
were not so plentiful as they have become since, and in
all times the country gentry have kept their ranks closed
against "upstarts."
When Charles Herbert came to him, he conceived the
plan of making him the means of realising his scheme.
Charles Herbert was in every respect suited to be the
instrument in the hands of a man of determined purpose.
On their journey down he intimated his desire to be
presented by Charles as his friend—if questions were
asked, as a barrister of family in Yorkshire. Charles,
who did not actually know anything to the contrary,
readily agreed—with Avhat success has already appeared;
but Mr. Marchmont had conquered too many obstacles to
be baffled now.
He saw the Chauntry lands, and understood all that
might be made of them : he saw the neighbourhood, and
took the measure of those Avho composed i t ; and he
decided that it should be through that estate he would
achieve the secret object of all the labour and vanity
deferred of so many years. H e resolved that in that
place he would found a family which should be mentioned
in the next history of the county of Essex which should
be written ! Hence the tenor of his bargain with Charles
Herbert.
Stripped of all its disguises, and brought into the light
of day, this may sound a very poor and pitiful conclusion
for a man to recognise as the object of his life, and of all
the labours he had done under the sun ; but he is neither
the first nor the last who will weary themselves for
"vanity."
The small social success of his first visit did not deter
him. He came down regularly along with Charles ; his
dislike to conviviality disappeared, and that had been the
great stumbling-block. In his hands Charles Herbert
was a passive instrument, and he worked his position in
the county to his own advantage. He gradually became
looked upon with less dislike ; and finally, if not absolutely
popular, he became tolerated in the society where he
7

98

CONSTANCE HERBERT.

desired to t a k e root and flourish for t h e rest of his
life.
T h i n g s went on apparently as usual at the Chauntry
for t h e space of two y e a r s ; but Marg-aret had a n instinct,
t h a t much was going on w i t h Charles of AvhIch she kncAV
nothing, and t h a t his affairs Avere not by any means in a
thriving- condition.
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CHAPTER Xm.
CONSTANCE was now twelve years old, very little, and
childish-looking for her age, but as pretty and elegant as
a fairy. Her light golden hair hung in bright glossy
curls round her head ; they were in general sadly tangled,
and hung much as it pleased chance to let them, for they
never for five minutes together, maintained the appearance of being trained by bru.sh or comb. She had loA'cly
dark-grey eyes, like her aunt's, Avitli long curling lashes
much darker than her hair. Her complexion Avas of the
old-fashioned wild rose tint, not often seen n o w ; her
forehead and neck Avere delicately fair, but her hands and
arms were sun-burnt with working in the garden and
despising gloves. There Avas a bright, glad intelligence
in her face, which made it lovely : as old Nanny said one
day, " Eh, but Miss Constance has the look of an angel
—when she is not vexed ! " This qualifying clause was,
we are sorry to confess, quite called for. Miss Constance,
with a very affectionate disposition, had a passionate,
impetuous temper, showing itself in violent gusts of
passion, which, although they passed aAvay quickly, quite
transformed her appearance whilst they lasted ; and they
could never be calculated upon, as the most casual circumstance was sufficient to arouse them. The highly
nervous temperament which she inherited from her
mother, was doubtless the cause of t h i s ; and to do the
7-2
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child justice, she was always dreadfully sorry for these
outbreaks, and made most earnest resolutions to rule her
spirit better for the future.
She was very susceptible of extei'ual influences. A
change of weather—an east wind—a gloomy day—told
upon her like a baromator, and made a steady temper
more difficult to her than to most children.
The strange insight :nto all that was passing, and
her power of sympatliy with the feelings of others,
which she had shown as a young child, had become
clearer and stronger.
She was affectionate, and endowed Avith a passionate
sensibility; but it was crossed by a vein of hardness—
almost of cruelty. In fact, it seemed as if one portion
of her nature Avas inspired, Avhilst the remainder had
been left either barren or falloAV, as it might hereafter
prove.
It was the same Avith her intellect. She could comprehend and take pleasure in reading what, to other girls,
Avould have been an unknown tongue ; whilst, in other
matters, she was of the most pure and simple stupidity.
She would devour history, and realize to herself the
scenes and persons Avith an intense vividness that looked
like genius ; but all the efforts of her aunt and the parish
clerk to teach her to Avrite, had proved unavailing. She
Avas still Avriting copies of straight strokes ; and spelling
continued the impenetrable mystery it had been in the
beginningRare mental endowments were combined Avith strange
limitations, and anyone watching her Avould have said,
that nature had been In doubt whether to make her a
genius or an idiot. That Avhich turned the scale, however, was not strength of intellect, but the singular truthfulness and transparency of her nature. She had the
instinct of uprightness Avithin her, and was fearlessly
straightforward in all she said or did. Had she been
cleverer she AA'ould have been cunning; it was the
stupidity of not knowing Avhat else to do better, that
made her t r u e ; and that AvliIch, under one aspect, was
an imperious temper, made her words the exact utterance
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of h e r feelings,
"With a gfreat deal t h a t Avas engagincr
a n d lovable a b o u t her, she was as difficult and t r y i n g a
child to b r i n g u p as could well be f o u n d ; a n d u n d e r a
less judicious g u i d a n c e t h a n h e r a u n t ' s , she Avould liaA^e
been i n e v i t a b l y w a r p e d a n d spoiled.

Towards her aunt she had a passionate attachment,
amounting to worship; for old Nanny, too, she had a
great affection ; but as all the companions she had known,
Avere the little boys and girls of the fai-mer on the other
side of the house, Avho were rough and stupid, and did
not care either for Plutarch's " L i v e s " or the " Universal
History," and who would not play at Cleopatra and the
asp, nor the death of Socrates—only at making babyhouses, or going to London aud dressing in Avorked
muslin aprons !—it gave Constance a great contempt for
children of her OAVU age. She liked to ride to the fields
in the hay-cart in summer, and to go nutting, and to
gather blackberries Avhen it was the season ; to work in
the garden, to watch the bees, and to climb up into the
shady branches of a t r e e ; to read about her beloA^ed
Egyptians and Assyrians; but she had an undisguised
contempt for the young people whom she Avas obliged to
admit as her playfellows.
Children of superior intelligence AVIIO are thrown a
great deal with grown-up people, easily cherish an
amount of misanthropic contempt for those of their own
age, which Avould be highly amusing if it were not rather
a grave indication.
Margaret Herbert had long Avished to find some companions more snitalde for her charge, but In vain, The
neighbouring genti-y lived on their estates : the nearest
family Avas five miles off ; most of them Avere old family
people, Avhosc sons and daughters had married and gone
out into the world, or else they were the sons returned
from their travels, recently married, and the rising generation were either in their cradles or their pinafores, and
there were no young people of the age of Constance to
be her companions and playfellows.
She never went beyond the Chauntry garden or the
drive in the pony-chaise; sornetimes she had a gallop on
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the pony round the field, Avithout bridle or saddle. But
her aunt thought her groAvn too old for such freaks, and
on her last birthday had given her a side-saddle, a ridingskirt and hat, and she was allowed to ride about the
lanes, within a certain range from home—and this had
been a great acquisition. On the rare occasions Avhen
lier aunt went to pay a morning visit to Morton Chase or
BrentAvood Park, or any of the other highly-respectable
residences Avhere their country neighbours held their
state, Constance always accompanied her, and had been,
ever since she could remember, duly admired, and petted,
and stuffed with g-ood things at luncheon ; but that was
not a desirable kind of visiting, so it Avas Avell these
excursions came seldom, Margaret Avas beginning to
feel anxious over the increased AvayAvardness and uncertain temper of her charge, to AA'ish she could have some
change of scene, some companion, and, aboA'e all, better
instruction than she herself could bestovr. Her childhood was breaking up, and Constance Avas standing on
the threshold of youth, full of glad impulses and exuberant life; and yet, at other times overcome Avith
strange fits of dreamy sadness and discontent for Avhich
she could give no reason. Old Nanny declared that " ?IIs3
Constance Avas groAving so cross there Avas no doing anything Avitli her, though after all it was no Avonder, it Avas
such a lonely life she led for a young thing like her ; "
Avhilst Margaret looked anxiously at her precious charge,
studying AvIth all her intellect, and heart, and memory, to
diA'ine the best method of guiding this passionate and
impressionable nature.
It Avas ^March; the days had groAvu to a pleasaut
length, and a gentle nilst-like green began to clothe the
dark outline of the trees and hedges. 2\[argarct's sunny
garden Avas rirh in jewelled crocuses, y^elloAV, purple, and
Avhite, and all the early spring flowers. In the lull of
the cold east Avinds, the sun shone out Avith the inexpressible freshness and luxury of spring. Constance and her
aunt Avere Avalking in the garden at noon, a gentle rain
had softened the air, and the buds seemed to groAv visibly
before their eyes ; the rest of the garden Avas rather soft
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and splashy, but the fine yelloAV gravel of the Nun's
broad walk was clean and hard as marble.
" Oh, aunt, aunt, what a heavenly day ! " cried Constance ; " these kind of days make me always wish to be
something quite different to what I am,—something
better. I cannot explain the feeling ; but do not you
know what it is to feel strangely, half glad, half sorry,
Avhen spring first comes in ? I alv/ays wonder where the
birds come from, and what they have been doing all the
Avinter ; it seems as if they would speak to me, if I only
knew their language, but you see they speak in thoughts.
There is another thing, too, which spring days make me
always think of, and wish for,—new clothes ; is not that
curious ? "
" I suppose it is from seeing
" The frcsli eai-th in neAV leaves drest,"

that you feel tempted to follow her example."
" But do you never feel the same, aunt ? You never
have any fresh clothes—they are always black."
" I t is certainly some few years since I felt tempted to
vie with the flowers in gay colours," said Margaret,
smiling ; " but it is quite natural in you, and you shall
choose your own colours for yourself this spring; so
think what you Avould like to have."
" That is too good to be wished for all at once ; I must
keep it to think about. But there is one thing I should
like,—a pretty broAvn dress, the colour of Mrs, Lacy's,
trimmed with green, and a little white silk mantle, with
a hood, to go to church in,"
" Well, I will write to London for some patterns of silk
and muslin, and you shall have whatever you like best.
But see ! there is old Simon Jones, and he seems to have
a letter for us ; suppose you run and fetch it,"
Constance returned, dancing along, and holding a
letter above her head,
" From papa, I know by the seal! Is he coming to
see us ? "
Margaret glanced through the l e t t e r ; it was as follows :—
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" D E A R AUNT,

" I purpose coming down to the Chauntry some
day next week (most probably Tuesday, or it may be
Monday), Mr, Marchmont is coming with me, and will
bring his son, who is home froru Eton, Please have beds
ready for us. The Brentwood hounds meet three days
next week, if the weather holds.
There is stabling
for a squadron at the Chauntry, and Lacy can accommodate the grooms, so do not put yourself out of the way
on our account; anything you have in the house will be
quite good enough. With love to Constance,
" I am, dear aunt,
" Y o u r s affectionately,
"CHARLES HERBERT."

Such a real man's letter ! " Some day next week ;
Tuesday, or it may be Monday," " Do not put yourself
out of the Avay On our account! " as if two fine London
gentlemen, an Eton school-boy, two grooms, and horses
accordingly, could drop down at the front door of a quiet
elderly lady, living in seclusion, and far removed from
toAvn or market, and require hospitality at a moment's
notice, AvIthout causing about as much pleasant disturbance as a discharge of fireworks, or the descent of a
balloon upon her flower-beds !
^Margaret Avas, hoAvever, far too dignified to give
utterance to her annoyance, and there was, besides, no
time to lose In making even the wisest of observations,
j\Ionday Avas the day named as most likely to bring them,
and this was already Saturday at noon.
She returned to ilic bouse Avitli a somewhat quickened
step to take counsel Avith old Nanny, and to dispatch a
messenger on horsi'back to bes})eak provisions,
Constance Avas, of course, in ecsta.sy, and by her zealous attemps at assisting, sorely tried the patience of old
Nanny, Avho by no means shared in the young lady's
delight at the prospect of so much company.
When all household matters had at length been put in
train, Margaret had leisure to recur to that portion of
the letter which caused her the real misgiving of heart
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with which she contemplated this visit. " M r , Marchmont is coming with me, and will bring his son, who is
home from Eton,"
Margaret sat in her high-backed chair in the dusk of
evening, watching the logs as they blazed and hissed upon
the hearth, foreboding evil with a depression of spirits
she could not shake off, and which Avas all the more
oppressive for being vague.
She did not like Mr, Marchmont, as we have before
said, and she had an undefined dread of his influence
over her nephew, whose indolent passivity (unless
opposed at the wrong moment) she well knew. And
this son—what could be the motive of bringing him
here?
I t might be accidental, but Margaret had an
instinct that Mr, Marchmont did nothing without a
motive that did not lie upon the surface.
She had often Avished that Constance had some companion. " Ah ! " said she to herself, " people should be
careful what they Avish for—destiny seems to grant their
wishes in irony. One does not know, one cannot knoAv,
Avhat influence our blind wishes may exercise in that
invisible world which surrounds us, but of which Ave
know nothing,"
Constance burst into the room, folloAved by a young
kitten. The kitten sprang upon the letter, which the old
lady had dropped, and began to play Avith it,
Constance, apostrophising the kitten as her " nice
pussy'" " good pussy," " small pussy^," caught it up from
the floor, and, placing it upon her aunt's shoulder, tried
to entice it to pull off her cap !
" I really do not knoAv AvhIch is the silliest, you or the
kitten," said Margaret, as she put the creature on the
floor, " You may come and repeat some poetry to me,
until Nanny brings candles." Constance had a great
delight in committing to memory any poetry that took
her fancy, and repeating it to her aunt was one of her
greatest pleasures.
" W h a t shall I say for you, aunt ? "
"Whatever you like best, my dear ; I shall be glad to
bear it."
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"Well, then, I have learned a poem you have not heard
me say yet. I learned it because you admired it one
day," and she repeated those quaint lines by Dr. Watts,
beginning,—
" I am not concerned to knoiv
What to-morrow Fate Avill do,
'Tis enough if I m.iA' say—
' I've possessed myself to-day.' "

" T h a n k you, my dear; it is a great favourite of
mine."
" I do not like it one quarter so well as some of the
old ballads. Nanny knows an immense number, though
you would never suspect i t ; and she told me one the
other day about a lady Avho left her husband and children
to go away Avith her old lover as she thought, but who
Avas an evil spirit sent to tempt her.
She left her
children, though ' h e r tears fell doAvn like rain.'
" ' rarewoll, farcAVcll, my o.'m SAveet babes,
I shall neA'cr see ye again.'
Sue hath set her foot on the goodly ship,
Among the mariners bold ;
The sails, thcA' were of the rustling silk,
The masts, of the beaten gold.
" TlicA' had not sailed a league, a league,
A league, but barelj- throe,
When dark, dark flashed Iiis ruddy chock,
And dark, dark ghmccd his e'es.
The sails that were of the rustling silk,
Fill'd not Avith the frcsli'ning breeze.
" The masts that Avere of the beaten gold,
No shadoAVcast on (he seas ;
The mariners v.anished from the deck,
The wind came on Avith a SAvccp ;
The lady spied the fnfii of the Fiend,
And loud, loud she 'gan Aveep."

1 forget the next verse; but he mocks her, and they go
sailing on till they come to a mountain—
" ' And Avhat dark mountain is that,' said she,
' Sae dreary Avie frost and snow ? '
' Oh, that is the mountain of Hell, Ladye,
Where you and I Avill go.'
Wi' that, as she gave a sob and a shriek,
Aye taller he seemed to grow—
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" Until the top of the tallest mast
Nae taller seemed than he.
H e strake the topmast AVI' his hand,
The foremast wi' his knee,
And brake that gallant ship in twain,
And sunk her in the sea ! "

The voice of Constance had a Avild, frightened cadence,
as she uttered the last lines, " I s it not dreadful, aunt,
and are you not sorry for the poor lady ? " said she, after
a pause,
" Dreadful ! yes," replied her aunt, who seemed
strangely moved by the ballad ; " but remember alAvay^s,
that sin is worse than sorroAV, No sorroAv Avill burn you
but that Avhich Is brought down by your own sin ; never
forget that, child. The lady could but haA'e died if she
hacl stood by her duty. She found death, and despair
too, in fleeing away from it. Constance, when you groAV
up, never let any^ suffering tempt y^ou to leave AA'hat you
knoAv to be right, Avliat you know to be a duty given
you to do. Let no hope of being happy yourself, or
making anyone else happy, tempt you to do the least
thing that is not right. Your Avhole after-life will not
redeem one wilful transgression, and there is no misery
like sin."
Margaret spoko in a hard, stern voice. She grasped
the hand of Constance Avith an unconscious strength,
until the child shrunk with paiji. She seemed to speak
under the influence of some deep conviction, the source of
Avhlch lay buried in the past. Constance looked up in
her face Avith awe, and said, in a low voice,—•
" Bnt you Avere not that lady, aunt ? "
" N o t that lady, no; but the truth of her is the truth
of all AA'ho do likcAvise."
Then folloAved a long- silence,. and when, old Nanny
brought in candles, Margaret was leaning back in her
chair, deadly pale, and her features contracted, as AvIth
sharp pain.
" Oh ! Nanny, look at Aunt Margaret. What is the
matter ? " said Constance, terrified.
" Go to bed. Miss Constance, and I will see to your
aunt—you can do no good. They are spasms, Avhich
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have taken her at times ever since she AVTIS in Italy,
She will not like to see you there Avhen she comes to
herself,"
" B u t she will die ! " said the child, passionately,
Margaret opened her eyes for a moment, and, seeing
Constance, smiled faintly,
" I shall be better soon;
leave me to Nanny,"
Constance obeyed; but the idea that her aunt might
die came upon her for the first time, and in an agony of
grief, she prayed that she might die also.
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CHAPTER X I V
THE next morning was Sunday. Constance aAvoke
with the sense of some dreadful evU hanging over her.
In a moment she recollected her aunt's illness, and
reproaching herself with having- slept throughout the
night, she sprang out of bed to inquire from old Nanny ;
but the house was buried in deep stillness—nothing to be
heard except the twitter of birds and the sleepy cawing
of the rooks, who had not left their nests : it was not
fully light. As she listened, the door of her aunt's room
opened, and old Nanny came softly out, bearing- a tray of
empty basins and cups in her hands. She looked weary
and harassed. Constance ran to her, startling the old
woman until the tray nearly fell from her hands.
" Mercy ! Miss Constance! is that you, going about
the house, barefooted, at this time of the morning ?
What are you doing here ? "
" Oh ! Nanny, Nanny ! how is my aunt ? "
" She is asleep now, I have been up with her all
night. She is quite better, and when you see her, do not
ask her any questions ; she does not like to be asked
about these attacks. Do not mention it to your father
Avhen he comes. Now go back to bed, like a good girl.
You will catch your death of cold, and that will be a
pretty piece of business."
" B u t she is better ? What may I do for her ? " said
Constance, clinging to her arm.
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" I tell you she is well a g a i n . Go t o b e d n o w ; she
AA'Ould b e p u t a b o u t if s h e k n e w you w e r e s t a n d i n g on
t h i s cold floor Avith n o t h i n g on b u t your n i g h t - d r e s s .
A n d Avorry is t h e v e r y Avorst t h i n g in t h e w o r l d for h e r .
Y o u m u s t b e a v e r y good g i r l ; t h a t is all you c a n do for
h e r , Miss Constance, S h e loves you better t h a n a n y t h i n g
else in t h e w o r l d , "
Constance c r e p t back to h e r OAvn room, scarcely able
to rejoice i n lier a u n t ' s safety from t h e g l i m p s e of t h e
h o r r i b l e possibility t h e r e h a d b e e n of losing h e r a l t o g e t h e r
— a n idea t h a t h a d never occurred to h e r u n t i l UOAV. T h i s
Avas t h e first deep emotion t h a t h a d been s t i r r e d in Con-

stance ; it was the grain of sand in the fairy tale that bad
fallen into the lake, and broken its calm surface.
When Constance saw her aunt, she Avas somewhat
reassured to obserA^e no change in her appeai-ance, unless
it Avere that she looked paler than usual. Constance
behaved with a tact Avorthy of a grown person, and
made not the least reference to the evening before,
i l a r g a r e t declined to go to church, and negatived the
Avisli of Constance to remain with her.
Formerly
Constance Avould have objected, but noAV she quietly and
gravely put on her bonnet and Avent alone. Her real
childhood ended on that day,
Monday the visitors Avere expected. Thoy could not
possibly arrive before afternoon ; but the day on AVIIICII
any great event is to happen, is generally useless for
purposes of ordinary employment, no matter hoAV many
spare hours there may be before it comes to pass.
Constance could settle to nothing. The time passed
sloAvly enough till four o'clock, and then, just Avhen she
had ceased to hope for them, the clatter of horses' feet
Avas heard, and the barking of the farmer's great dog-.
Margaret Herbert, in her usual dress and best lace cap,
Aveut to the porch to welcome her nephew; and Constance, half clinging to her and half eager to run out to
her papa, stood by her side. She felt rather daunted at
the sight of the visitors AvIth him.
" Well, aunt, you see I am come doAvn Avith an army at
my back, this time," said Charles Herbert, saluting the
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old lady with an aff'ectionateness which procured instant
forgiveness for his thoughtlessness,
" A n d my little
Constance, she is quite grown up into a young lady. I
scarcely knew her again—it is six months since I saw
her,"
He lifted her in his arms, however, as if she had been
still a little child, and placed her upon the horse from
which he had just dismounted, as he had done before
times without number, that she might ride i o the stables.
On this occasion, however, Constance did not exactly
approve of the proceeding. She was, for one thing, in
all the consciousness of a best worked-muslin dress, and
new black-kid slippers Avith silver clasps, and bound Avith
blue to match her sash ; and she did not like to be lifted
upon a great horse before Mr. Marchmont and his son
and their strange groom. With a little air of pettish
conceit she begged to be set down again.
During this proceeding, Mr, Marchmont had been
performing his respects to Margaret, presenting to her
his son, and expressing all manner of polite hopes and
fears as to her being put to any inconvenience by their
unceremonious inroad.
Phillip Marchmont Avas a tall, bright, manly-looking
boy of sixteen; there Avas a certain fearless independence
in his appearance Avhich just stopped short of audacity.
He wore a species of military foraging cap, which
Constance greatly admired; and she was much struck
by the air with which he threw his reins to the groom
as he dismounted ; but when ]\Ir, Marchmont, calling her
his little princess, desired his son to shake hands Avith
her, Constance drew shyly back, and then felt extremely
vexed when he turned UAvay to go to the stables, A
plentiful dinner of country fare, made dainty by the
tasteful rustic fashion in Avhich it was served, admirably
in keeping with the place, was soon upon the table.
The gentlemen, hungry Avith their long ride, found it
wonderful.
Constance and Margaret were the only
persons dissatisfied. Constance felt extremely displeased
that Phillip Marchmont paid no sort of attention to her,
and seemed to take interest only in the conversation of her
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father and Mr. Marchmont, joining eagerly in all that
was said about the prospect of good sport, fine runs, &c.,
showing off all his knowledge of the technicalities of
the stable and kennel with a pedantry that would
have raised a smile anywhere else ; but it was his first
time of folloAving the hounds, and it is no wonder that it
should seem the most glorious prospect in life. In spite
of her pique, poor Constance Avas constrained to admire
more and more the dashing, eager, high-spirited youth
who was so unconscious of her presence.
Margaret's dissatisfaction arose from seeing the change
the last few years had wrought in her nephew. The half
shy, half lazy, tranquil gauche'rie of his manner in old
times, had given place to a certain air of fashion; the
muscles of his face were flaccid, ancl the lines strongly
marked, giving the impression of dissipation rather than
of ill-health; an air of weary recklessness, as of a man
who had let himself go, and who dreaded only to be
alone, lest he should hear the \'oice of some great sorrow,
or it might be some remorse imprisoned AA'ithin his breast,
and Avhicli he sought to drive into darkness. He was
lively, witty, and seemed to take an eager interest in
trifles. He entered into the hunting prospects with as
much zeal as Phillip jMarchmont himself; but the face,
AvIth its Avan, Aveary, reckless look was visible through
all.
Before the cloth was Avell removed, the groom and
stable-boy, with two fine hunters, rode into the yard.
" Jem Sykes and the horses, at l a s t ! " cried young
Marchmont, Avith enthusiasm, pushing back his chair.
" We sent them on by easy stages the day before we
left toAvn," said Charles Herbert to his aunt, by Avay of
explanation. "Do not disturb yourself, I beg, either
about the horses or the men. I have quartered them on
Lacy, at the next door, and it is all right. I t is quite
enough if you take us in, Avithout laying any other burden
upon you. With your leaA-e, Ave Avill go and see how
they have fared on their journey down."
Mr. Marchmont bowed to Margaret, and both followed
Phillip, who, upon the first appearance of a move, had
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left the room, Margaret and Constance were left to
watch Nanny finish placing the wine-glasses and the
modest dessert upon the table,
" Oh, aunt, let us go into the pai-lour and be quiet,"
said Constance, disdainfully, " 1 wish papa would not
bring company ; it upsets all one's comfort!"
Margaret laughed. " I thought you were very anxious
for the arrival of this company, Constance ? "
" Well, I do not enjoy it at a l l ; pray let us go away
before they return."
When the gentlemen came in to coffee, Constance, who
was reading by the fire, did not even look up from her
book,
" What is my princess reading so intently ? " said
Mr, ilarchmont, bringing his coffee over to where
Constance Avas sitting, " Chapman's ' Homer,' Oh, ho !
here, Phillip, come and tell us whether you think Chapman as good as Pope."
" I know nothing about translations, Sir," replied the
youth, somcAvhat contemptuously; " n o translation can
give any idea of the original."
" When people cannot read Greek, they feel much
obliged to the great men Avho have condescended to make
translations," said Constance.
" Yes; I suppose they were written for the use of
women—ladles, I mean."
" There is nothing in life so conceited as a cleA'er
school-boy," said his father, Avith a smile of apology to
Marg-aret Herbert.
'"It is a happy season," said Margaret, good-naturedly,
" I have often Avished that I could be a boy at a public
school, to be taught as they are taught,"
" Girls could noA^er learn what Ave do," replied the
youth, in a decided tone, " N o girl could learn even
what the boys on the lowest form have to d o ; they
could never stand caning without crying- out, and no boy
cares for that,"
" I have always thought," said Margaret, without
taking any notice of this speech, " that it would be an
excellent thing if girls had, as far as practicable, the
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education of boys; everything is diluted and prepared
for the use of women, even facts. So much fuss is
made about their learning the most trifling branches of
common knowledge, that they learn nothing naturally or
thoroughly; they are not taught to aim at the severe
exactness demanded from men in their studies, and I
think any rational bemg has reason to regret when the
faculties and qualities Avhich God has given him are not
called out to the utmost; when anything less than the
lest of which he is capable is accepted from him, either
in matters of morality or intellect."
" But, my dear madam, you would have Avomen much
less charming, if you entailed upon them t'ne headaches
of severe study. They were not made to carry the
heavy metal of scientific information; they would be
much too formidable."
" M y dear Sir," said Margaret, whilst her eyes lighted
with her subtle smile, " I have no Avish to entail either
headache or science on women who have no vocation that
Avay. I only protest that they shall not have ' learning
made e a s y ; " that Avhat they acquire shall be learned
thoroug-hly, and Avithout the flattering stimulus of a
superficial facility.
A great deal of patient labour
produces A'cry moderate results, and I do not see any
danger of women becoming more 'formidable' than the
generality of men."
" Girls may learn Greek as much as they like,"
interposed Master Phillip ; "nobody Avants to hinder
them, only they never could learn it so as to stand one of
our examinations at school; so they may as well not try;
they are content with translations, Avhich after all axu)
better than any they could make for themselves."
" Aunt Avas thinking of many other things besides
Greek," interposed Constance, who had been listening
attentively to all that had been said, and whose flushed
cheek and scornful glances evinced her extreme dislike of
Master Phillip's manners and doctrines ; " and besides, if
it is so grand a thing to be able even to read Homer,
what must it haA'e been to Avrite his poems ? "
" I suppose you think the 'Odyssey' and the 'Iliad'
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are straightforward poems, written just in the order jon
read them—by one man, whose name Avas Homer ? " said
Phillip, scornfully.
" And were they not ? " asked Constance, eagerly.
"Of course not," replied Phillip, with an air of
capability.
" M y dear Phillip, spare us a display of school-boy
erudition!" interrupted his father. " When scholarship
is not ripe, it is intolerably barren and pedantic. Ten
years hence you will, I hope, be a less clever fellow than
you are now ; meanwhile, I had brought doAvn a book
for my friend. Miss Constance, but I fear she is growingclever, too, and will despise it."
" Oh, no ! that I am sure I shall not," said Constance.
" It does not look very inviting on the outside, but it is
an account of some of the old English romances : ' King
Arthur,' ' Sir Launcelot du Lac,' Avitli the other Knights
of the Round Table—' Sir Isumbras,' ' Sir BcA'is of
Hamptoun,' and many other Avorthles besides. I found
this copy in an old book-sliop, Avhich must excuse its
complexion. I had the clasps rencAved. I have not
forgotten how you used to torment me for stories, and I
thought I had now found a store that Avould last you
some time."
" A n d I have not forgotten hoAV g;ood you Avere in
telling me tales when I Avas a little g:irl," said Constance;
" a n d I am as fond of hearing- them now as I Avas then.
But this is charming ! it looks like a book of magic,
with its black cover and brazen clasps. Oh, a u n t ! is
not this a treasure ? "
" I think Ave liaA^e both of us reason to be equally
obliged to Mr. Marchmont," said Margaret, looking at
the book through her eye-glass. " M y taste goes AvIth
Constance in the matter of loving old stories. I should
have been a great encourager of the minstrels and
troubadours had I lived in those days."
" You Avould have inspired them as well as encouraged
them," said Mr. Marchmont, gallantly; " Ave have lost
many songs by having- your presence Avith us noAV instead
of having lived then."
8—2
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i l a r g a r e t received the compliment like one accustomed
to hear things far more flattering ; and giving a signal
to Constance, she rose and prepared to take her departure.
Charles Herbert, who since tea-time had been dozing over
his newspaper, roused himself, to beg that his aunt Avould
not disturb herself on the morrow, as they should ride
over to breakfast at Willingham, where they would also
dine, and stay all night, and that she must make no
l^reparatlon for them until she saw them again,
Margaret Avas not at all sorry to hear this, but Constance I'elt a pang of disappointment. She had expected
a great deal of attention, and still more amusement,
from the visit of ilastcr Phillip and his papa, and Avas
extremely disgusted to find herself made of no account
at all. She bestoAvcd a disdainful "Good night" upon
the young gentleman, on Avhom it fell harmless, but
Avliich greatly amused ^Ir, ^Marchmont and her father,
" Come, ^larchmont, some brandy-and-water, and a
game of ecarte, before Ave go to bed," said Charles
Herbert, reAdving into animation,
" W i t h all my heart," rejoined the other, and they sat
down to play.
Phillip, after Avatching the game, and turning over the
deR]nsed pages of " C h a p m a n " for half-an-hour, betook
himself to rest, and to dream of the glories of the cominghunt. Fortunately for his self-complacency, the walls at
the Chauntry Averc thick and solid, otherAviso he might
have heard a comment not soothing to his vanity.
" Oh, aunt ! did you ever see so rude and conceited a
boy as that Phillip Marchmont r " said Constance, as
soon as she had concluded the reading of her nightly
chapter in the Bible to her aunt. " I supjiose he considers
that putting- doAvn other people will raise his own importance. He is just the most ill-mannered, disagreeable
person I ever saAv."
"Well, my dear, Ave are not responsible for his
manners," replied her aunt. " H e is going aAvay early
to-morroAV morning, and after this visit, it is highly
probable you AVIII ncA'cr be offended by seeing him ao-ain •
so console yourself with that reflectiou."
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But, singularly enough, the reflection did not console
Constance ; on the contrary, it gaA'e her a strange feeling
of pain and annoyance. The mainspring of her Avoman's
nature had been touched that n i g h t ; unconsciously to
herself was roused the desire to make some impression
on the rude youth Avhom she had denounced, and to force
upon him some consciousness of her existence.
She
formed plans of IIOAV she Avould behave when she met
him again, until she fell aslc^J.
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CHAPTER XV.
CHARLES HERBERT and Mr. Marchmont were sitting
over a fresh log that had been placed upon the fire in the
parloui", after their return, late in the evening, from Mr.
Willingale's hunting dinner. Master Phillip had gone
up at once to bed, tired with a hard day's sport, and not
so sober as he had been before breakfast.
Charles
Herbert Avas black and gloomy—a sure sign with him
that he had been drinking more than usual. Mr. Marchmont looked calm and cold, as he always did, and
employed himself in building up the fire into a bright
blaze; the reflection of the flame gave a mocking,
sardonic expression to the smile with Avhicli he addressed
Charles,—
" I say, Herbert, I have a plan in my head."
" I have not the least doubt of it," replied Charles,
with a slightly contemptuous moA'cment of his shoulders;
" at Avliose expense this time ? "
" It is a plan by Avhich you Avill be benefited as much
as anyone else."
"Let me hear it, then, for I never needed good luck
more ; but I always doubt anything that comes from
you. It is the devil's luck, and neA'er stays AvIth one ; it
only comes to take away Avhat one had already "
" Bah ! you are hipped to-night; it is easy to see you
have been drinking. My scheme is this. Instead of
leading a racketing- bachelor's life in lodgings, you shall
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take a house, and have your aunt and my pretty Constance
to live with you, Constance will be a lovely creature in
a year or two hence ; she ought to be well educated, and
not kept down here, seeing nothing but sheep and green
trees. When she is up in London, you can either engage
a governess or get masters for her,"
" What good Avill that do you ? "
" None, that 1 know of; it is only an incidental advantage which I wish you to perceive."
" A n d what t h e n ? "
" A n d then your aunt will be at the head of your
establishment, and we shall be able to see some society.
You will represent this to your aunt, and induce her to
agree to your proposal,"
' "Well?"
"You now knoAV my plan."
" But it does not suit me at a l l ; my plans are exactly
the reverse. So far from returning to London, I intend
to remain here for aAvhile, I have had a run of ill luck,
AA'hich has dipped me consldcr.ablyr, and I shall stay down
here and worship fortune fill the star changes, I have
met with a A'cry rare old book on the calculation of
chances, which confirms me in a notion I have long had,
I shall work it out in my solitude, and not come up to
town again until I am pretty sure of being able to break
the bank whenever I put out my play. I t is only for the
sake of Constance, If I can only win enough to leave
her an estate like the one I have lost, I AVIU be content
never to touch a card again, I am sick of play, but it
is my only chance of saving Constance from the workhouse when I am gone. The next run of luck I liaA'o
you shall invest it for her, before it has time to fly away
again,"
"Decidedly what a Avise man would do, if a wise man
ever played at all. But tliat need not hinder my scheme.
On the contrary, ^ou will play at more advantage in your
own house; the chances there Avould be at least more
equal."
"You talk as if I had the money to do it with,"
" As it is my plan, I shall find that. The house will
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stand in your name : to your aunt, to Constance, and to
all the world, it is you who are the master, I shall
regulate the expenses and live with you : it will be my
son's home when he is in town, I wish to have society
round me ; and with such a woman as your aunt at the
head of the table, I shall not find it difficult,"
" B u t she knows no one in London; my companions
would not do for her,"
" I have OA'ercome greater difficulties than that. As
Constance grows up, it will be advisable to introduce her.
As you will certainly have no fortune to leave her, it
becomes of so much the more importance that you should
at least win enough to supply her wedding-clothes. You
must marry her early."
" If you Avish for a quarrel," said Charles, springing
fiercely from bis seat, " come on, and let us see which can
insult the other most, aud then a brace of pistols may
settle it. W h a t right liaA'O you to sit there and taunt
me with the poverty to which you have reduced me,
speculating upon the destiny of my child, Avhich, God
knoAvs, Avould have been hard enough if even you had not
cast your black shadow over it ? If I could only win
enough to make Constance Independent, I Avould blow
out my own brains the next moment. You insult me by
talking of her marriage. Who is there that would
marry into a doomed family like ours ? By Heaven, it
would drive a sane man mad to see you sitting there,
AvIth your cold, sneering face, and pretending to talk like
a friend !"
Mr. Marchmont did not reply, but fixed his hard unchanging eyes upon Charles: his smile revealed his
Avhite sinister-looking teeth. Charles tried to continue
in the same fierce tone ; but he stopped, and, with an
impatient gesture, sat doAvn again, glaring at the fire a
look of defiance.
" I do not think it would suit either of us to quarrel ;
and I really do not see Avhy you should wish it. In what
respect is my proposal distasteful to you ? "
Mr. Marchmont spoke in a cold metallic tone that
contrasted strangely with the almost hysterical vehe-

CONSTANCE HEEBERT,

121

mence of his companion, Charles H e r b e r t Avas, unless
s t r o n g l y excited, indolently quiet in his t e m p e r ; b u t
M r , M a r c h m o n t h a d t h e p o w e r t o e x a s p e r a t e h i m beyond
all bounds,
" C o m e , " continued he, " l e t m e h e a r i n w h a t w a y 1
h a v e proved myself your enemy,"
" D o you call it n o t h i n g to see l a n d s w h i c h h a v e

belonged to us for generations, thriving in your hands as
they never did in ours ? and to see it all going to enrich
you, whilst I have a bare pittance ? "
" My good fellow, do not distress yourself about that.
Money makes money ; and if the estate thrives with me,
it is because I have broug-ht money to it, and you have
all the credit of it. You only did Avhat, in the pass you
had come to, you could not help, HOAV will you ever
redeem your fortune if you lament your strokes of ill luck
so weakly ? Come, men are not quarrelsome in this way
unless they are in low water ; study your secret for
ruling the chances, and I will let you have a couple of
hundred to try it. You will repay me out of Avhat it
wins,"
Charles Herbert's eyes brightened : " Well, noAV, that
looks like being a man's friend ; but you are so deep that
I cannot believe anything is Avhat it seems Avith you.
But I will risk whatever lies underneath; for hang me
if just now I know where to turn for a guinea. As to
the scheme, that is infallible. You had better go shares
with me; you will perhaps bring in some of your OAvn
luck."
" Thank you—no ; I will only risk the repayment of
my money, I shall see after the bouse as soon as
possible, and in the meanwhile you will inform your
aunt and Miss Constance of the change that is at band
for them."
" I f I did but know Avhat that scheme of his covers,"
soliloquised Charles, as he extinguished his bed-candle,
" I should think I had not done a bad day's AA'ork ; but
dealing with him is like selling oneself to the dcA'il—pay
day is sure to come at last,"
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CHAPTER XVI.
M E , ]\TAECHMOXT and his son departed the next morning
immediately ;i!'kr breakfast. The young man paid his
parting respects very politely to Margaret, Constance
drcAv back, and seemed busy AA'itli her bird-cage. Either
]\Iaster Phillip did not think her Avorth following, or else
he interpreted her action as a sign that she took no part
in the farewells that AA'ere going o n ; he caught sight,
too, at that moment, of his horse coming round. Nodding
a good-humoured but careless " Good-bye, little girl," he
ran hastily through the porch, and began to pat his
horse, examine its legs, and entered into an animated
conversation Avith the groom as to Avhether it had taken
any harm from a sharp stone Avhich it had taken up in
its shoe the night before; forgetting the existence of
Constance as completely as if she had been one of the
sparroAvs upon the house-top,
Mr, Marchmont made no such breach in his attentions.
He took leave of her Avitli paternal gallantry, and
entreated Margaret to bring her up to London, and
give her a fortnight's sight seeing, and enliven his dull
place in Russell Square with their presence. Constance
scarcely heard h i m ; she had upset her bird-seed, and
was scraping it up from under the table, but Margaret
promised to think of it.
After their departure things went on stupidly enough.
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Charles studied his book on chances, and made abstruse
calculations, Constance was cross and listless; whilst
Margaret was more thoughtful than usual. In fact, she
was debating in her own mind about taking an important
step, the consequences of which were likely to be lasting
in their influence, and a mistake might be as serious as
snapping a pistol, not knowing it to be loaded. She was
debating whether the proper time Avas come when it
would be right to tell Constance the history of her
mother; whether to alloAv her to groAV up Avith a few
more years of light-hearted freedom, or to tell her Avliat
must cast a shadow over her life before she was fully
aware of all the wretchedness it comprised, and alloAV
her to grow accustomed to the knoAvledge Avhilst her
ignorance would disguise its terrible significance. Know
it she ineA'itably must, sooner or later, as Avell as the sad
inheritance it entailed upon her. Leprosy, insanity, and
an evil name, have, from the beginning, fallen upon the
children, in their consequences far more heavily than
upon the parents who entailed them : it is the stern
predestination of cause and effect which no prayer and
no pity can aA'ert, Nature is blind and deaf, and terrible
in the execution of her penalties,
Margaret would gladly have died, if so she might
have redeemed Constance from the penalty of a lot
brought on by no fault of her own, but as this was vain,
her only hope was to induce her to accept nobly her
position,
Margaret shrunk from the task, and would fain have
found excuses to defer the evil day ; but an accident
precipitated her into the midst of things before she was
aAvare,
They were taking their afternoon Avalk under the limetrees a fcAv days after Mr. Marchmont's departure.
" I wish papa would go away," said Constance, " we
are much happier without him. He studies that great
book all day, and Ave must neither move nor speak for
fear of disturbing him. He does not care for us, and he
makes me miserable. I am sure he is unhappy, or has
done something dreadfully wrong,"
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"Your papa has had a great deal to make him
unhappy,"
"Well, what is i t ? But it is not that sort of unhappiness. He looks like someone expecting to be found
out, and hanged for something he has done; and I lie
awake at night Avondering what it is,"
" Do you love your papa, Constance ? "
" N o , I don't think I do, much. When he is away in
London, and has not been here for a long time, I begin
to think I love him and would like to see him again;
but Avhen he comes, I am always glad Avhen he goes
away again, because he hinders us, and Ave have no
comfort whilst he is here, and I am ahvays frightened if
I am alone Avith him,"
" Perhaps you Avould be sorry for him instead, if you
knew all,"
" W e l l then, tell me, and I Avill try,"
I t was a moment not to be lost, Margaret saw her
way, partly, at least. She sat doAvn, and made Constance
sit doAvn beside her, and told her the story of her father ;
hoAV much lie had loved her mother, and how he had
been separated from her, and hoAV they had met each
other again. She told her about Miss Wilmot, for that
was a trait of generosity that Constance could well
understand.
She told her of her mother's insanity;
and how she, her aunt, bad come to take charge
of the poor little baby, and how she had brought her
up to that day,
"And now, Constance, do you
not think that your father has enough to make him
sorrowful ? "
" A h , indeed, yes !" said Constance ; "and I have been
very cruel to him ; and, perhaps, he has been thinking of
Miss Wilmot, and been sorry for her, when I have fancied
he had done something Avrong. Oh, aunt, I am so sorry
for him ! I Avould do anything to comfort him. What
can I do ? "
" You may do much hereafter ; at present, if you feel
kindly to him, it is something done."
" But, tell me, aunt, is my mamma still alive ? "
"Yes, my child."
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" And may I see her ? Oh, I should be so fond of her !
Would she knoAv me, do you think ? "
" No; recollect she never saw you,"
" But may I never see her ? "
" Some time, perhaps ; not at present. Remember all
she Avould Avish you to be to your father if she AA'ere here
and could understand Avhat Ave say
NOAV let us go
home,"
Constance walked in silence beside her aimt. She had
made the first step into the shadoAv that lay across her
life. Arrived at home, she Avent up to her OAVU room
and wept bitterly, with a confused sense of grief, and
fear, and pity : but, underlying all that, there Avas a dull
sense of pain, that Phillip Llarchmont had gone away
without speaking to her.
From that day, however, a change came over her
feeling for her father. Fancying that she noAv knew the
secret of Avhat had perplexed her, she becamo infinitely
sorry for him. She did not love him as children love
their parents, but as one AA'hom she must comfort and be
kind to by every means In her poAver. She had to make
up to him for what her mother Avould have been.
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CHAPTER XVII.
IN due time a letter came to Charles from Mr, Marchmont, to say that he had refurnished and fitted-up afresh
his house in Russell Square, and that the sooner he
announced his plans to his aunt the better.
Of course, there remained but one thing for Charles to
do, which was to obey. He had by this time groAvn
rather Aveary of his sojourn in the country, and impatient
to make the trial of his infallible combination for breaking the bank, and he did not feel by any means so averse
to the scheme as he had done at first. The real objection
was, that he AVOUICI be under the surveillance of Mr,
Marchmont; but his health and spirits were noAV much
stronger than they had been, and he felt more able to
cope with him and assert himself. His only fear UOAV
Avas that his aunt would make some objection, ancl it Avas
Avitli a certain degree of trepidation that he projiosed to
her to spend part of every year in London, for the sake
of giving Constance her eclucation,
" I think it a very good plan, and one that I Avould
have proposed myself if I had thought you would have
liked the expense. I have often felt sorry to think of
you in your lonely bachelor lodgings."
" A s to the expense, I ought to tell you that Marchmont
Avislies to join us.
He is very anxious to have an
establishment Avliere he may receive his friends, and
have a home for his son. He has no relations of any
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kind. I never saw a fellow so completely alone in the
world,"
" Mr. Marchmont! will he, then, live with us ? " said
Margaret, gravely.
" Yes ; I cannot gainsay him, and I really do not see
the objection. He admires you very much, and it would
be doing him a favour to let him bring his grand friends
to a house where you would receive them; it would give
him a standing and a consideration which he cannot get
for himself, with all his money; and, to tell the truth,
aunt, I should like, for many reasons, to be able to lay
liim under some sort of an obligation,"
" What sort of people would he bring about the house ?
and do you wish Constance to be thrown into an intimacy
with his son ? "
" Oh ! as to that, Marchmont is only too anxious to
obtain good society to bring anybody to whom you could
object—he stands rather in aAve of you ; and, as to
Phillip, he is a nice lad enough. He will be going to
College soon, so that you Avill not have much of his
company, Constance must see young men some time,
unless you intend her to go into a convent."
"Well, of course there Avill always be the Chauntry
for us to fall back upon, in case I deem it advisable.
You must trust to my discretion, and promise that I
shall be free to come and go as I think it right, I have
no intention of being at the mercy of Mr, Marchmont's
convenience in any way. He is a man I dislike and
mistrust, and I am sorry to see you so much engaged to
him,"
" Well, you see, aunt, I may as well tell you, he and I
are partners, in a manner, I cannot say that I like him
or trust him, any more than you d o ; but the deed is
done, we are bound to each other. He has the most
money and the most poAver; he is a vindictive man
where he takes offence, and I am thankful that he likes
you and Constance as much as he can care for anything,
except his son,"
"But, my dear Charles, you must not live in bondage
to Mr, Marchmont, or anyone else. My property is, as
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you know, all sunk in an annuity; but I would make
any sacrifice to assist you, if you Avish to be set free,"
" No, n o ; do not talk of it, do not think of it.
Neither you nor anyone else can assist me ; what I have
done has been my OAVU act and deed. Ask me no
questions, I cannot bear them ; and never take notice
of anything I do, I must dree my destiny. As to
Marchmont, he can take no more advantage of me than
I give him. Do the best you can for Constance—I make
her over to you—never mind me. I was born under an
evil star, and I must live and die under it."
Charles spoke quietly and gloomily; but as Margaret
knew that he had a great tendency to rhetoric, and
rather enjoyed thinking himself doomed to misfortune,
she did not attach all the importance to his words that
she might otherwise haA-e done. She thought the plan a
good one, so far as regarded Constance, and she hoboed
that Cliarles AA'ould become more domesticated and
attached to his daughter than he hacl hitherto ajipeared.
Constance Avas highly delighted at the proposed
change. How far the idea of seeing Phillip Marchmont again might have to do with it, perhaps she did
not knoAv herself.
At the beginning of March, Margaret, Constance, and
Nanny removed to Russell Square. Charles Herbert
came down to escort them, and Mr. Marchmont Avas
Avaiting to receive them.
The house had been painted, beautified, and entirely
refurnished throughout in a handsome, substantial fashion,
that Avas in keeping Avith the style of the house, and Avith
the standing- that i l r . Marchmont Avished to assume.
No pretension, but everything in the A-ery best style of
respectability. A grave, Avell-trained, middle-aged man,
out of livery, had been engaged to attend upon Margaret
and Constance. A coachman and footman, in dark, quiet
liveries, and three respectable women serA'ants completed
the establishment in-doors; a groom and stable-boy the
out-of-door department.
A dark-green family carriage, and a magnificent pair
of horses, had been chosen by Mr, Marchmont himself,
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who, of course, knew everything connected with horses;
indeed, horses Avere the only extravagance in which he
was inclined to indulge; but it was a taste displayed
quietly, without needless show, and as far as possible
removed from anything dashing, Charles Herbert had
his own horse, and servant Avho did not sleep in the house.
Mr. Marchmont would have no one Avho Avas not entirely
under his own control.
The whole establishment had been brought to the most
efficient working order and discipline before Margaret
was invited to the head of it. Mr. Marchmont took it
in hand as he would have done any other niatter of
business, and those under his orders seldom ventured to
be either slack or slovenly in their department.
He
had made up his mind to have a complete, well-ordered
establishment, and his quiet, passionless Avill pervaded
throughout, to the minutest details.
None of the
domestics could have told tohy they were so much afraid
of Mr. Marchmont, Avhose voice was never raised above
a low, quiet, even key, without an inflection to indicate
either anger or satisfaction, and his dark, stony, impassible eyes, which always looked full at the individual
addressed, but without betraying either emotion or
consciousness—but fear him they certainly did.
He
never manifested any human feeling before them; it
appeared as though he could not be either glad or sorry,
or angry or pitiful, but they knew that if they failed they
would be sent away to starve. They were by some
means impressed with the firm belief, that no one ever
displeased him in the smallest matter and prospered
after it. As for deceiving him, they candidly belicA'ed
that to be impossible ! In the meanwhile, so long as
they were silent, and did not gossip of anything that
passed in the family, and did their appointed work
thoroughly, they all had excellent places and high
wages.
Such was the household over which Margaret Avas
called to preside.
The apartments prepared for herself and Constance
were separated from the rest of the house by a short

9
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passage, which Avas entered through a double door from
the first landing at the head of the stairs. They consisted of two bed-rooms, a sitting-room, and a small
room above that had been fitted up as a bed-room for
Nanny, Nothing could be more comfortable or in better
taste than the chintz hangings and furniture, A few
choice engravings from celebrated pictures hung on the
walls, a dwarf book-case occupied one side of the room,
Mr, Marchmont had taken great pains to make these
rooms such as he thought Margaret would like, and had
been at the gallantry to procure a chair, and small table
to stand beside it, with a crimson cushion and footstool,
as much like her own at the Chauntry as possible. The
Avindows had been enlarged to open to the floor, and
opened upon a large glazed balcony, full of choice plants.
The bed-rooms, Avhich communicated with each other,
looked upon the square; but the sitting-room was
towards a garden at the back of the house,
Mr,
ilarchmont had thought of everything; be had even
been at the pains to make a staircase and a communication from Nanny's room to that of her mistress,
Constance Avas delighted, and even Margaret, too, could
not help being pleased at so much consideration,
" I trust you will be comfortable, and have no cause to
regret your compliance with our proposal," said Mr,
Marchmont, gently, as he conducted her over the house.
" My friend Charles docs not much understand household
details, so t h a t the ordering of our establishment has
fallen upon me. Some one person must be the head, if
things are to work Avell, In all respects your wishes will
be the rule of the house."
Margaret bowed, but made no reply; she felt Instinctively that it was Mr. Marchmont's house and
establishment, and that Charles Herbert was merely
the cipher that gave additional weight to the first figure.
She saw it, but she could not help i t ; she could prove
nothing; she was obliged to accept the position as it was
placed before her. There Avas the Chauntry to fall back
upon when desirable.
There was nothing that the most fastidious housekeeper
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could object to in the arrangement of the rest of the
house, and Margaret assumed her place at the dinnertable with an odd feeling of dissatisfaction at having
no reasonable cause to find fault with anything she
saw.
The next morning, Mr, Marchmont waited upon
Margaret, who breakfasted with Constance, in her own
sitting-room. He came, as he said, to consult her upon
the plans for the arrangement of household matters.
He told her, with an appearance of candour, a very
probable and coherent story about the partnership that
subsisted between himself and Charles, and spoke confidentially about the racketing, desultory bachelor life
of Charles, and the advantage of having a household
circle for him to live amongst. He gave Margaret an
estimate of the sum he thought desirable for their
household expenses, which, he said, he had already
arranged with Charles ; and concluded by telling her
that such a sum was lodged in the bank to her credit,
and, placing a check-book before her, begged she Avould
disburse it according to her judgment. He also presented
a housekeeping book, bound in russia leather, with gold
clasps and corners, in which he had entered the wages
for all the servants, and the scale of expenses for every
article of consumption; every probable expense was
minutely calculated ; he submitted it for her approval,
he said, and to give her an idea of the style which it
would be desirable for them to keep. Nothing could be
more courteous or more business-like, and Margaret had
nothing to do but to approve. House, servants, tradespeople, income, Avere ready organized to her hand, she
had only to undertake the administration.
Mr. Marchmont felt quite convinced that Margaret
both distrusted and disliked him, b-at he admired her,
and felt great respect for the manner in AvhIch she
accepted her position, and prepared to make the best of
it. As regarded Constance, Margaret hacl really reason
to feel grateful to Mr. Marchmont, if she had known it.
He retained the sum he thought necessary for the
education of Constance out of the yearly allowance ho
9—2
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paid to Charles, and gave him all the credit of having
placed it at Margaret's disposal.
Although Charles
would never have exercised the self-denial to save a
farthing for this purpose, yet, to do him justice, he gave
it his sanction, and felt obliged to Mr. JMarchmont for
saving him the effort of doing it himself Margaret had
the absolute control of all that concerned Constance, and
she recognised the full advantage of living in London
half the year, as regarded her education, which now
proceeded in a more systematic way than hitherto.
The household Avas now fairly under way, and nothing
could exceed the quiet regularity and punctuality with
Avhich it Avorked, i l a r g a r e t found the funds placed at
her disposal amply sufficient to meet all the expenses;
and if it had not been for the instinct that told her some
mystery Avas in the background of all these admirable
arrangements, she Avould have found her position extremely pleasant.
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CHAPTER X V I I I .
MR, MARCHMONT had not boasted in vain to Charles of
his power to gather society to his house. H e set about
securing it exactly as he would have undertaken any
other operation in business. In furnishing the house
and mounting the establishment, he had fully made up
his mind as to the exact position he intended to occupy,
and every detail was in exact keeping and conformity
to his idea;—nothing fashionable, nothing dashing, no
striving 'after high society. He worshipped well-born
people, he reverenced good descent as lie reverenced
nothing else in the world ; but be had the gift of never
being in a hurry. His son might be fashionable hereafter, and go into high society—he Avas educated with
that view ; but for his father, substantial respectability
was all he aimed a t ; and, indeed, considering the way in
which he had made his fortune, respectability was a
great achievement,
Amongst the various persons connected with him,
directly or indirectly, in the way of business, all of
Avhom would have been ready to please him in more
difficult matters than the mere inducing the ladies of
their household to call upon his partner's aunt, who was
come up to town for the season ; they were not likely to
make a difficulty of such a trifle, and accordingly many
wives received from their husbands an intimation that
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they must call upon Mrs, Herbert, in Russell Square,
backed by a somewhat emphatic injunction, " to be sure
to pay her every attention." Those Avho went in sullen
submission to their husband's ukase, to leave their card
for Mrs. Herbert, found their own reward in so doing,
A very pleasant society gathered round M a r g a r e t ; and
if, during the first season, she was sought under compulsion, people soon became glad to make her acquaintance on her own account, Mr, Marchmont, who knew
behind the scenes of all who came, inspected her visitors'
cards as rigidly as a Lord Chamberlain, and took care
that she shoulcl know only those best worth knowing.
At first, dinner-parties were the order of the day; and
excellently appointed dinners they were, not grand or
pretentious, but pleasant and well managed.
When
Phillip returned from college there was a ball, and
evening-parties in abundance, Margaret, although she
had been so long out of the world, had a talent for
society, and IVIr, Marchmont admired her more than ever
at the head of the dinner-table, and amongst her guests
in the draAving-room, She had the comfort of seeing
her nophcAV, Charles, become more natural and composed
in his general spirits. He began to take interest in
Constance and her lessons, and assumed his place as the
ostensible head of the establishment with apparent
complacency. He was less absent and restless in his
manner, and appeared much less like a man Avith a crime
on his conscience than formerly,
Constance became
A'cry fond of him, and could succeed in Avhiling uAvay his
fits of depression and gloom Avlien they came upon him.
At first, he had sliOAvn a disposition to have card parties
and high play, but Margaret peremptorily declared she
would go back to the Chauntry'if that Avere persisted in,
Mr. Marchmont Avas on her side, and expressed his OAvn
dislike to having anything of the sort in that house.
Charles shrugged his shoulders, muttered something
inaudible, and yielded.
ToAvards the close of the season, Margaret and
Constance returned to the Chauntry, leaving Mr, Marchmont and Charles to follow their own plans. They came
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down to shoot; and Phillip came, bringing some of his
college friends with him.
In London he had seen very little of Constance, but
here in the country she was allowed to go about at full
liberty, Phillip's friends were enchanted Avith the lovely,
clever little girl, and were always noticing her and
talking to her when they were in the house. This made
Phillip begin to think she was worth his notice also,
especially when his friend. Lord St, Michael, declared
that the first thing he should do when he came of age,
would be to propose to h e r ; for that he felt sure she
would grow up to be the most beautiful creature who ever
wore a coronet!
Phillip repeated this to his father, who carelessly
remarked, that he thought Lord St, jVIichael would keep
his word, as, certainly, Constance bade fare to become a
celebrated beauty.
From that day, Phillip began to pay attention to
Constance, and set himself to make her care for him
more than for any other person. H e considered her a
mere child, but every visit home showed him an increase
in her graceful beauty; and from having a careless,
boyish goodwill for her, he grew to care for her as much
as it was in his nature to care for anything. He " said
nothing to her," as the phrase is, for they lived in a
comfortable, cordial, brotherly intimacy, that there was
no particular inducement to break. H e was quite sure
that she preferred him to anyone she had seen as yet.
As to Constance herself, she developed gradually from a
child into a girl on the threshold of womanhood. She
loved Phillip Marchmont with all the passionate entireness of her nature ; but it was with a tranquil, contented
happiness. Her feelings had not been roused or stimulated
into passion by jealousy or mistrust, or evil chance of
any kind. She loved Phillip, and was satisfied to be
near him, and never doubted that he cared for her as she
did for him, Margaret, who ought to have known
better, was deceived, ancl set at rest by the cheerful
easiness of their manners to each other. She trusted
that the attachment v/hich she had feared for Constance
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Avould settle down into friendly goodwill. She disliked
Phillip's character, as he grew older, extremely; it Avas
unnatural in so young a man. Gay, good-humoured,
very good-looking, skilled in all the accomplishments
young men admire, he never let himself go ; his most
intimate companions never heard him say an imprudent
thing, or discovered him committing a folly.
His
companions looked up to him as a prodigy of experience
and worldly knowledge ; they told him their difficulties
and their scrapes ; he never gave them cause to regret
their frankness, but he confided no secrets in return. H e
was never off his g u a r d ; his caution was, however, so
Avell disguised by friendly interest and apparent sympathy,
that, with the natural tendency of all human beings to
egotism and love of speaking of their own concerns, this
cautiousness was not detected, and his friends only
thought Marchmont " a capital felloAv, AA'IIO AVOUM listen
with no end of patience, and Avas not the least of a
prig.''
Phillip was his father's own son, and was born
without any tendency to enthusiasm. His father had
systematically taught him knowledge of life, and
destroyed all his illusions before they had Avell sprung
up. He showed him, in all its matter-of-fact reality,
that which young men call "Life," and thereby dispersed
the curiosity and restless sense of illicit adventure Avhicli
is one main charm of so-called "Dissipation." Phillip
had a cold barrenness of nature. With weak passions
and no vices, neither bad he any generous emotions nor
heroic aspirations. Anyone who looked keenly at his
sharply-cut, though handsome features, thin lips, and
cold grey eyes, would have seen that there Avas no
affluence of nature beneath that cjuiet, well-controlled
surface. His chief virtue Avas a good temper, AvliIch,
however, sprung as much from mental indifference
towards other people, as from his father's eai-ly training
to give no one an advantage over him. But this gave a
smiling amiability of surface Avhich redeemed him from
any tinge of coxcombry or pedantiy. His figure Avas
tall and graceful; he rode remarkably^ well, and had an
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hereditary love and knowledge of horses; his manners,
too, were extremely good, Avith a touch of quiet reserve,
which made the secret of their charm to the frank,
impulsive Constance.
His voice was quiet, like his
father's, but it had a freer and more manly tone.
Such was the young man whom Constance exalted
into a hero, in whom she invested all the treasures of her
heart and imagination, before she knew that such a Avord
as Love had any emphasis or meaning.
Time passed on with little to mark its progress. Half
of each year was spent in London, and the remainder at
the Chauntry, unless Mr. Marchmont, as he frequently
did, proposed a journey or visit to some place of interest
about the county; and his proposals were always
acceded to by the rest of this curiously-allied family.
Margaret Avent at intervals to visit the poor idiot Avife of
Charles Herbert, to see that she had every comfort and
attention possible ; but she did not take Constance to see
her mother. She shrunk from doing so, and delayed it
until some accident or emergency should bring on the
event naturally ; but the necessity of doing- it some time
haunted Margaret like a spectre. Every gay and joyous
laugh from Constance seemed so much redeemecl from
the black shadow that hung over her future life; and
she resolved to delay that interVICAV to the last possible
moment.
At last, Constance grew up to be a young lady, old
enough to take her place in society, and receive her share
of the flatteries and vanities of the Avorld. She Avas
seventeen. This decislA'e birthday, AA'hich marks an era
in a Avoman's life, occurred Avhilst they Avere at the
Chauntry, and was honoured as a family festival.
" Oh, how I Avish fairies would give us birthday
wishes!" exclaimed Constance, at breakfast on the
morning in question.
"And Avhat would it please your royal highness to
wish for ? " inquired Mr. Marchmont.
" I should so much like to go abroad, and traA^el all
over the continent—to the Rhine, to Switzerland, to
Italy—cveryAvhere 1"
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" T h a t is a somewhat wide wish. If, instead of everyAvhere, you Avill condescend to be content with somewhere,
there is nothing to prevent us from visiting the Rhine
next week, if nobody else has any objection."
" None in life," said Charles; " I should rather like it."
" We can be ready to start in three days," said
Margaret. And so the journey was decided.
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CHAPTER X I X .
THIS visit to the Continent was destined to be memorable to others besides Constance. The same day that
brought Charles Herbert and his party to Baden-Baden,
brought also a young Englishman, Sydney Beacham, by
name, to the same place. I t was his first visit abroacl,
also. His good genius conducted him to a different
hotel, and did all that was possible to keep them apart.
There was, although they kncAV it not, a curious link
between them. Sj'dney Beacham had been left early an
orphan to the guardianship of a rich uncle, a retired
London merchant, residing at Blackheath. This uncle
had a niece at the bead of his establishment who had
fallen into a bad state of health in consequence, it was
Avhispered, of an unfortunate engagement in Avhich she
had been treated very dishonourably, and the match
broken off in consequence. The old gentleman made no
secret about the matter Avhen he was over his wine after
dinner ; and his friends always knew that it Avas the first
symptom that he Avas half-way through his second bottle
when he began to talk of that " sneaking scoundrel,
Charles H e r b e r t ; " but before his niece he AA'as careful to
avoid all mention of his name. She still retained traces
of beauty; but it Avas the patient, mild, suffering face of
a Avoman past middle life; for Sarah AVilmot looked
many years older than she really Avas : her broken health
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and invalid style of dress added to her age. She was
beginning to recover from the severe illness which had
prostrated her after Charles Herbert's 'departure, when
her uncle brought her young second cousin, Sydney
Beacham, to HA'C with them. He was a boy of eleven
years old, and she devoted herself to him like a mother.
The cares she bestoAved upon him brightened \xp her
dreary life; and the boy was passionately fond of his
"dear Aunt Sarah," as he called her, Sydney Beacham's
father had been a dashing, gambling, horse-racing, fine
gentleman, who, liaA^ing spent a pretty fortune of his
OAvn, married, on the strength of his good looks, a young
lady of City connections, and only a moderate fortune;
but as she had rich brothers, he rated their fraternal
affection at an unlimited outlay to endoAV their sister, and
as magnificent legacies when they should depart this life,
leaving their memory as "generous brothers" to swell
the items of the other A'irtues placed to their credit in
their epitaphs. But nothing fell out as he anticipated.
The brothers did not approve of their sister's marriage,
and gaA'e her nothing; neither did they die and leave her
anything. One rich uncle, certainly, died, but he left all
Ills money to his daughter; and Mi-. Beacham, deeply
disgusted at the plebeian family Avith Avhich he had allied
himself, spent liis wife's fortune, broke her heart by his
infidelity and ill usage, and died in the King's Bench,
bequeathing to his young son a fragment of his estate,
which, as by his marriage settlement he could not sell, he
had deeply mortgaged. After Mr. Beacham's deatb, old
Mr. Wilmot came forward and took the boy—the prospect
of nursing the estate and bringing it round being, if the
truth must be told, a greater temptation to the old
gentleman than any sentiment of aflcjction for his dead
sister and her son. Ho considered that his nephew came,
through his father, from a race of spendthrifts ; and he
set himself as diligently to repair this hereditary tendency,
as he considered it, as he did to restore the condition of
the lad's patrimony. Miss Wilmot acted as judiciously
as she could; but whilst the uncle Avas bent upon teaching
the boy to knoAV the value of money, it is to be feared
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that the aunt indulged his taste for having plenty to
spend.
He was sent to Rugby to make a man of him. His
aunt pleaded hard for college; she Avished to see him a
clergyman : the old man Avould not listen to it.
He
insisted that the boy should enter into an old established
wine-merchant's in the City, where there Avas the prospect
of a partnership, and of his becoming both a man of
business and a man of substance, as all his mother's
family had been before him.
In disposition, Sydney Beacham seemed to hold in
pretty equal proportions bctAveen Avhat he inherited from
his father's family and from liis mother's ; it would
depend on the set of people amongst Avliom he should be
throAvn Avhich side of the house Avould preponderate.
He was a shy, quiet boy in ordinary life; but occasionally
a flash of his father's reckless devilment showed itself,
which throw his good aunt into sad foreboding anxiety.
He did not make the smallest objection to his uncle's
proposal as to the business he should follow. He took
kindly to his duties, and CA'Inced no sort of animosity
against the mysteries of book-keeiDing-, Avas steady and
regular in his attendance on business, and gave very
promising tokens of becoming—if no malignant external
influence intervened—a substantial, respectable man.
The estate, too, had in great measure recoA'cred itself
under the old gentleman's judicious management,
Sydney Beacham was noAV twenty-two, and in another
year he was to be admitted as junior partner into the
concern. The old man and Miss Wilmot each revolved
certain generous projects for his benefit, to be carried into
effect on that occasion.
I t had been arranged that Sydney should spend the
year that must intervene at the house in JNIayence, both
in order that he might acquire the German language and
also be initiated into the Rhine branch of the trade.
This was a pleasant change for the young m a n ; his aunt
further obtained a two month's holiday for him, that he
might previously travel and look about him. To enable
him to do this to his own satisfaction, she made him a
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handsome present in money, quite enough not only to
cover his expenses, but a few extravagances also,
Flint and steel, gunpoAvder and lighted matches, might
exist to all eternity in peace and safety, if no agency
brought them into collision, but if it should, the result
of their respective influence becomes difficult to calculate.
If Sydney Beacham had gone to Baden-Baden a month
sooner, or a month later, he might have come and gone,
and lived and died a prosperous man.
If Charles
Herbert and his party had not been in Baden-Baden
at that particular time, his history would haA'e escaped
the complication AA'hich it falls to our lot to develope,
Sydney Beacham did not go to the same hotel as
Charles Herbert, but the evening of his arrival he
strolled out to look about him.
The band Avas playing upon the promenade, Avhich was
crowded with gaily-dressed people. The AvindoAvs of the
great gambling-house Avere throAvn open, and its evilvlsaged officials stood looking out, taking a glance of the
blessed sunshine before the business of the night began.
Sydney looked at them Avith a vague wonder. What did
they think about ? What Avere they like themselves
when they Avere alone and away from their play ? How
had they grown up from innocent little babies to be such
ugly, unclean, bloated types of humanity ? Cleanliness
is moral, not physical; every one of these men Avho Avere
lounging against the open Avindows looked as if no
amount of Avashing Avith soap and Avater, or fuller's
earth, could make them clean.
His attention Avas diverted from these worthies by a
group of English, Avalking on the other side of the way.
It consisted of a majestic-looking elderly Avoman, a
young, bright, lovely girl, aud a gentleman-like middleaged man, Avho, from the likeness, Avas evidently her
father.
For a few moments Sydney stood like one amazed,—he
trembled with the strange and strong emotion that took
possession of him. I t was pain, affright, and joy, Avildly
mingled together, that for the moment took away his
breath. Scarcely knowing Avhat he did, he turned round
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and followed them. H e had no definite intention, but he
was drawn after that young English girl as steel is drawn
by the m a g n e t ; or as if he had been placed under that
old cabalistic spell which compels the victims to arise
and follow, " even though they should have been bound
with chains of iron to prevent it," He pressed near
enough to hear the fresh, pleasant tones of her childlike
voice, A small bow of striped blue ribbon fell from her
Avhite dress as she crossed the street; he sprang forward
and secured it. As the wind carried it directly in the
track of an advancing carriage, the wheels bruised one
of his hands severely, but he scarcely felt it. He was to
all intents and purposes delirious, Sydney Beacham had
hitherto been a remarkably quiet, steady young man, and
singularly indifferent about women, but now his father's
blood was in the ascendant, and his whole nature Avas
transformed by sudden passion. H e followed the party,
who were perfectly unconscious of the human volcano so
near to them. He followed them until they entered the
courtyard of their hotel, and he saw them disappear into
the house.
It was, then, as though darkness had suddenly fallen
down upon him. He remained madly looking up to the
wilderness of windows and balconies over his head; he
would have scaled the walls, or set fire to the place, if he
might thus have obtained another sight of her.
He remained some time, walking up and down before
the building, sometimes leaning against the wall of the
house opposite, but quite incapable of going aAvay,
At length, when it was late in the evening, he saw the
individual whom he had judged to be her father issue
from the gates, and after standing for a moment, proceed
up the street. An idea flashed through the young man's
brain ; he would make acquaintance with the father. He
started upon his track,
Charles Herbert—for it was he—walked along with a
quick, steady pace, till he reached the gambling-house
near the promenade. I t was now brilliantly lighted up,
and the business of the evening had begun, Charles
Herbert entered, and Sydney Beacham followed him.
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The table in the large saloon Avas surrounded by
people, and one of the men whom Sydney had remarked
standing at the Avindow, Avas officiating as manager. He
was a salloAv, bloated-looking man, who had lost two
upper teeth, and had received an injury to one eye which
gave a singularly repulsive expression to his face; and
yet, strangely enough, a certain look of bonhomie and
good nature seemed to have been the original impress
upon that face, marked as it now Avas by hard, impudent,
sensual rapacity,
Sydney Beacham, AVIIO had never been inside one of
these places before, might at another time have been
attracted by the beautiful decorations, for the rooms had
just been beautified, and the appearance, as he entered,
Avas much more like a scene out of the "Arabian Nights "
than the diabolical place it actually Avas : even Charles
Herbert looked round with admiration, but Sydney
Beacham saAv nothing but the young girl's father. In a
fcAv moments Charles Herbert, with the air of one at
home in the place, made his Avay to the table, Avhere the
people Avere making their game for Trente et Quarante.
Sydney stood close at his side,
" I want to play," said he ; " Avill you tell me Avhat I
must do ? "
His voice trembled ; he could scarcely articulate his
words ; he was speaking to her father! Charles turned
round, Avith some surprise,—
" Are you ncAV to these sort of places, tlien ? "
" I never played before. I do not even know the
cards," replied Sydney, trembling Avith agitation.
"Then why, in the deA'il's name, should you Avish to
begin ? You don't know Avhat it is you are beginning ;
if you are really innocent, go home and keep so, for the
curiosity of the thing."
" I Avill play," replied the young man, Avith a flash in
his eyes Avliich sliOAved that the Avild beast nature in him
was roused.
" W i t h all my heart, then," rejoined Charles, coldly ;
" it is what I am come here for; stand where you are,
and do as I tell you."
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He explained in a few words the rules of the game,
" I shall give you no advice," said he ; " better trust to
your luck ; the devil always helps beginners. I feel so
sure you Avill win, that I shall cover your stakes, Avhatever they are."
The game went on. Sydney Beacham, Avho did not
know one card from another, and had not a notion of
calculating, and Avho, indeed, did not care Avhether he
won or lost, won all before him. At length, the banker
announced that the bank would play no more that
evening.
" Well, yon have blundered upon luck this evening-,"
said Charles, " but you must go home noAv, before vour
gold melts at some of the other tables. I AVIU see vou
safe."
These last Avords were a talisman. " I will go home if
you come, not else," said Sydney; " b u t Avhat am I to do
with all this money ? it cannot be mine."
" B r i n g it back here with you to-morroAV night, and
give it a chance of its liberty. I t may not stay with you
so long as you expect."
The success of the young Englishman had excited
much notice, and there Avere those standing round Avho
were displeased at seeing him depart; scornful looks and
muttered words were bestoAvcd upon his countryman for
carrying him off.
Charles minded none of them, but
piloted his charge safe into his hotel.
The fierce
excitement of the last fcAv hours had brought on the
symptoms of brain fever in Sydney Beacham.
Charles was not remarkable for any great beneA'olence;
his habits of life had made him indifferent. But there
was something in the manner in Avliich the youth had
appealed to him ; his great luck, which had been shared
by Charles, who had covered his play, and a certain
professional interest for a young man Avho had so much
money to lose, all combined to stimulate Charles to a
degree of active kindness that looked quite paternal.
A violent hismorrhage from the nose fortunately
removed all unplcJ.sant symptoms, and saA'ccl Sydney
Beacham from Avhat would, probably, have been a
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dangerous illness,
Charles remained with him until
he had fallen asleep, and then, putting the money away
in a secure place, he departed, leaving word that he
would return early in the morning,
" Wliy the devil am I taking all this trouble ? " mused
he, as he made his way to his hotel, " W h a t is it to mo
whether that fellow lives or dies ? Perhaps some of that
money may find its way to me, for Constance, I am in
full feather myself, to-night. If that lad has any sense
of gratitude, he will lose his money to nobody but me. I
may keep him out of worse hands,"
Charles Herbert fell asleep with a sense of repose and
satisfaction he had not known for a long time.
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CHAPTER X X V I .
THE next morning, when Sydney Beacham awoke, it
was with a sense of confusion which for some time defied
all his efforts at extrication. H e was sensible of a
revolution within him which considerably shook his sense
of identity. H e was another man, and held on to his
old self by a very slight tenure of memory, rather than
consciousness. H e touched his hands and arms to be
quite certain there was something tangible remaining to
him. The bruise on his hand was like the assurance of
an old friend. The room was in great disorder, his
clothes thrown in all directions, and traces of blood to be
seen everywhere. He got out of bed and looked at
himself in the glass. He was startled at the ghastly
object it reflected, His foot touched something lying on
the floor: it was the bow of blue ribbon he had picked
up the day before. It was now all dabbled with blood :
he could not throw it from him, though it caused him a
shudder,—the sight of blood always had a painful effect
upon him. H e turned into bed again. Something hard
slipped from under the pillow; on lifting it up, he found
the bundle of gold and bank notes, which Charles had
placed there for safety. H e pushed it back again, and
rang the bell violently to have the room cleared.
The garqon, who came, announced that the gentleman
had called to see hiro, and was down stairs.
10—2
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" Beg him to Avait," said Sydney, eagerly, " Say I
will be with him directly,"
The gargon brought word back that the gentleman
could not stay—he Avas engaged to drive out Avith some
ladies, but would call again,
Sj'dney was bitterly disappointed : he felt as if he had
lost his hold upon the only plank that could connect him
with the object of his mad idolatry. HoAvever, he Avas
gone, and there was nothing left for Sydney but to rise,
and make himself presentable in case she should cross
his path during the day. At the end of an hour, Sydney
Beacham, considerably restored and renovated, made his
appearance in the coffee-room.
There was a heaA'y
pressure in his head and a fire in his veins, Avhich attested
to the gulf that separated him from Avhat be had been at
that same hour the day prcA'iously.
The coffee-room was not empty : there were men
seated at intervals at the table, some eating their
breakfasts, others reading their letters and journals,
and, in a corner, Avere tAvo individuals playing at
dominos. They were all strangers to Sydney, who seated
himself in a vacant place, as much alone as possible, and
called for breakfast.
Several turned their heads to look at him, for all knew
he was the young Englishman Avho had won so largely
the night before. Sydney did not perceive the attention
he excited—he bad fallen Into a reverie.
He was roused by a young Frenchman, small and
elegant in person and appearance, who looked like one
of the young- men in Balzac's novels. He proposed to
Sydney, after a few trifling remarks, quite sufficient, as
he conceived, to begin the acquaintance, that they should
stroll as far as the Castle. Sydney accepted, and they
set off together.
Sydney Avas silent and abrujit: his
only idea was to catch another glimpse of the young
English girl. His companion rattled on about all the
topics upon which young men in general, and young
Parisians in particular, talk to each other—chatter no
wiser than that of young women Avith each other in their
social moments, only taking things from another point of
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view. We have heard very clever men express much
curiosity to know what it is women say to each other
when they are amongst themselves. It is not the folly
or the Avisdom of what is actually said, that excites
curiosity : the point of interest is to discover Avhat
women are like Avhen they are unreserved, and not acting
either on the offensive or defensive, and are only talking
of Avhatever comes into their head ; the curiosity on the
other side is to knoAV what men really are Avhen they are
talking of their own life, and not pretending to be polite,
or decorous, or agreeable, to appear to advantage towards
Avomen. Men and Avomen live in the Avorld very ignorant
of the real life of each other, making sometimes absurd,
and sometimes very fatal mistakes, Avhich go on getting
into worse complications until death swallows them into
the one great mystery which surrounds all things.
They had reached the hill at the foot of the Castle
when the young- Frenchman exclaimed, " Look there !—
what a loA'ely creature ! Do you know her name ?—she^
is English."
Sydney started violently. Standing upon a height
above them was Constance, Her hat AVas thrown back,
and her curls were bloAving about in the breeze ; the
tones of her pure voice and fresh joyous laugh reached
them,
" Now, that is the ideal of Avhat a young girl ought to
be, to my taste," said the young Frenchm.an, " A virginal
purity and freshness that one dreams of, but which one is
doomed to see realised only in the insipid mineiuJcries of
young pensionnaircs, or the doucoureuse manners of women
who have more of the serpent than the dove in their
nature; but that girl looks as if she belonged to the
Golden Age, before pensions and society existed, I sat
opposite to her, yesterday, at the table d'hote."
"You did !" said Sydney, fiercely, a pang of jealousy
darting through him, that made him feel it would be
justifiable to pitch his companion over the steep side of
the hill they AA'ere ascending.
"And Avhy not, nion cher?" rejoined the other, " I
shall do the same again to-day, and so may you also; we
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may as well be generous rivals at this stage of the
business, though no doubt Ave shall be irresistibly driven
to cut each other's throats in the course of nature, if we
are in each other's way, I am horribly jealous, moil"
Sydney quickened his pace, and reached the summit
precisely as Charles and his party were passing by ; his
heart beat so violently that he could neither move nor
speak to attract Charles Herbert's notice, and as he was
concealed by a fragment of the ruins and a tree, he was
not perceived. The young Frenchman bounded past
Sydney like a deer, and, Avith an easy grace, took off his
hat to the ladies,
Margaret, Avho was in advance,
stumbled at a rugged part of the road, and he had the
good fortune to prevent her from a fall that might have
been serious. He devoted himself to assist her up the
remainder of the ascent, and was rewarded Avith thanks,
and the opportunity of explaining the different objects in
the view they climbed to look at. Sydney, meanAvhila,
remained behind, eating his heart out with rage and
jealousy. H e was leaning oA'er the wall that looked
doAvn into the dungeon between the walls, Avhere, according to tradition, the lords of the Castle used to let down
their prisoners to perish Avith hunger, there being no
other outlet but the sky OA'erhead. If it had depended
on Sydney, the young Frenchman Avould have found
himself at the bottom of i t ! HoAvever, at length he
had the comfort of seeing Charles and his party begin to
descend the rock, and the Frenchman was not with them.
He could watch Constance in peace.
On his return to the hotel, he heard that the English
gentleman had just been to call upon him again,
" You knoAv him, then, apparently ? " said the young
Frenchman, surprised.
" But it is incredible!
You
gave no sign at the Castle. Let us go to their hotel, and
you shall present me to the father."
Constance, Margaret, and Cliarles were already seated
when the tA'vo entered the salon. The young Frenchman
secured a place nearly opposite to t h e m ; but Sydney,
who would have given all he had Avon the night before
for such a place, found himself consigned to the bottom
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of the table; and being on the same side as Constance,
he could not even catch a glimpse of her; he only saw
her for the moment, when she rose to leave the room after
dinner.
When she had disappeared, he felt more
courageous, and went up to Charles, expressing, with
infinite sincerity, his regret at having missed seeing him
in the morning,
" I came to see how you were after your adventures
last night.
Did you find all your money safe on
waking ? "
" I owe you many thanks for your kindness, but I have
only a confused recollection of all that passed. Did I
really win all that money ? "
" Oh, yes, you won i t ! You had a run of good luck,
such as is seldom seen. I fear the more common question
is, ' Did I really lose so much ?' But let us have a stroll,
and settle what we are going to do—you have no engagement?"
" None," said Sydney, eagerly; " I only came yesterday ; you are the only person I know, and I feel to look
on you as a friend already,"
They lighted their cigars and passed into the open air,
Charles seemed meditating whether he should speak. At
length, after turning down a path that led away from the
town, and walking some time in silence, he said:—
" We know nothing about each o t h e r ; I am even
ignorant of your n a m e ; but I am going to give you a
piece of advice. If last night really was your first night
at a gambling-table, leave this place directly, and never
touch a card, or look at a pair of dice again. You will
have sharpers on your track, and, as a matter of course,
lose everything you have won, and everything you have
to lose. If you are once bitten with play, you will never
leave off. You are a young fellow, and it is a pity to see
you start headlong to the devil. There is somebody who
cares for you, I daresay ? "
" I cannot leave this place," said Sydney, passionately^,
as though his life had been threatened.
" A s you please," replied Charles, shrugging his
shoulders. " I t is no affair of mine,"

152

CO.VSTANCE HEEtERT.

"You are not offended—you are not a n g r y ? " said
Sydney, eagerly.
" N o t I. You are not the first, nor AA'ill you be the
last, AA'ho has refused good counsel. But I must leave
you. I promised to take my ladies a drive again, this
afternoon."
" Stay 1" said Sydney, " I must go to that place again
to-night. Will you be t h e r e ? "
" Perhaps ; Avliat then ? "
" Will you take nic ?—Avill you tell me Avhat to do ? and
you shall not complain that I do not folloAV y^our advice."
" Well, AvIth all my h e a r t ; if you Avish to learn, you
must; but you Avill lose all your money—make up your
mind to that."
" I don't care. Will you come now ? Did you not say
you Avere going out Avith
"
" A7itli my claughter. True ; but if you are bent on
trying your fortune again to-night, you may as well
learn your alphabet. Constance must be disappointed
for once."
Sydney started ; he heard her name for the first time,
and repeated to himself, "Constance, Constance;" he did
not feel the least scruple about being the means of disappointing- her ; on the contrary, he felt glad and relieved
to knoAV that she AVOUICI be obliged to stop at home, and
that no one AVOUICI see her, and that the young Frenchman
could not take oil' his hat to her ; he was glad that even
her father Avould not ride beside licr.
To date from that afternoon, Charles and Sydney
became associates ; but it Avas the intimacy of out-ofdoors. Charles lounged to Sydney's room, ancl smoked
or played billiards or cearlr with. him.
Sydney laid
himself out to keep on good terms Avitli llie father of
Constance ; but not one step nearer Avas he to her at the
end of ten days, than he Avas at the beginning. Charles
Herbert Avas two different men; as a man of the world,
he Avas a reckless, desperate gamester; it Avas by play
he lived, and it Avas to play that he looked for the means
of leaving Constance a competence to IIA'C upon after his
death. Indeed, ho said constantly to himself!, that it Avas

CONSTANCE HERBERT,

153

only for her sake that he played at all. But he deceived
himself He was a gambler to the marrow of his bones,
and the thought of Constance was only an additional
stake that he played. Still he was very English in his
notions of all that Avas right and desirable for women.
He allowed no young men, nor men of any kind, to
dangle after his daughter ; he entertained as bad an
opinion of men in general, as men of his stamp generaUy
entertain of women, but his wife and his aunt had given
him a reverence for all Avomen; and his only idea of
female education, Avas to keep them from speaking to
young men, Constance was jealously watched by him ;
and if his engagements prevented him accompanying her
abroad, she and Margaret were expected to remain indoors. He would as soon have cut off his right hand, as
have introduced Sydney Beacham to her, or any other
young man whom he had once seen at a gaming-table,
Sydney did not knoAV this, and flattered himself that he
Avas gaining ground with the father, and Avhen he had
made a sufficiently favourable impression, he Avould make
proposals to him for his daughter. He had once or
twice attempted to approach the subject, but Charles had
always draAvn back with such an air of offended reserve,
that Sydney, terrified at the symptoms, drew hastily
back, and hoped for a more auspicious season. In the
meantime, his mad passion consumed him, and increased
in force. He kncAV wherever she went, and hovered
upon her footsteps,
AVliere she Avent he followed,
generally taking care to keep out of sight.
His
timidity Avas such, that under no circumstances would
he have dared to speak to her ; but he had also the fear
of her father before his eyes. He laid no end of cunning
plans to get himself presented to her; but his courage
always failed. Once, by mere accident, be met the party
face to face, Charles passed him Avith a distant boAv of
recognition, Avhich would have chilled even the audacity
of an Irishman, and made not the least allusion to the
circumstance Avhen they met.
Sydney attached himself to Charles's steps. People
said that Charles was keeping the young Englishman to
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himself, to fleece him at his ease; but, to do Charles
justice, although he had not the smallest scruple to win
as much as he could, yet he exercised a certain protection
over Sydney, and his experience in that sort of life
insured to him that at least his ruin should be transacted according to the strictest laws of honour—amongst
thieves !
In the meanwhile, Sydney cared wonderfully little
whether fortune were for him or against Mm. The
excitement of play distracted his mind for the moment
from the passion that consumed him. Whilst he was
playing with lier father, he was less miserable, but an
accidental glimpse of Constance consumed more life and
emotion than aU the alternations of fortune would have
done in a month ; he was no more conscious of the
excitement of play than if he had drank toast-and-water.
As regarded his fortune, it was tolerably equal; in all
games that required skill and. calculation, of course he
lost to those more skilful than himself : Charles Herbert
won immensely from him ; but on the other hand, at
all games of hazard, his luck was something remarkable.
Charles Herbert, and men who had, AA'itli infinite pains,
made calculations of chances and intricate plans for
success, lost night after night, Sydney Beacham never
failed. At the end of ten days he Avas, as regarded
money, pretty much as Avhen he began. But the life of
intense excitement had told upon him fearfully, he looked
already years older, and the whole expression of his
person and countenance was wild and h a g g a r d ; his
hurried, irregular gait would alone have betrayed the
fire that was consuming him. Any but those Avho were
his present associates Avould have been touched to see the
desperate recklessness of so yomig a man, but they only
saw that he was living too fast to last long, and made the
best of their time.
Charles and his party were going to Paris, where they
were to be joined by Mr. Marchmont and his son,
Charles carelessly said, as they parted at night, " If you
come on to Paris, find me out. You must look sharp
when you get there, it is a worse place than this."
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Sydney felt as though his life were escaping from him.
But he was at Paris before Charles, and took up his OAVU
abode at the hotel he had indicated, Mr, Marchmont
and his son were already there, and had engaged rooms
for their party, Sydney secured one from whence he
might watch their arriA'al,
The very day they arrived, Sydney went to call on
Charles : he was shown into the sitting-room they
occupied, Margaret and Constance were there, dressed
to go out, A handsome young man stood near them,
with his hat and cane, evidently prepared to accompany
them. An older gentleman was reading the newspaper
at one of the windows, Charles was not there. The
blood rushed so violently to Sydney's heart, that he
grasped the door to keep himself from falling. Everyone looked surprised, but Margaret asked him to be
seated, and said that Mr. Herbert would be there
presently; and then, observing to her companions that
they would be late for their appointment, she bowed to
Sydney and passed out of the room, followed by Constance
and the young man. Her scarf caught upon the back of
his chair as he rose for them to pass; he endeavoured to
disengage it, but his hands trembled too violently;
accidentally her hand touched his. The whole was the
affair of half an instant; she looked up, and acknowledged
his attempt at politeness with a slight smile, and hastened
after her aunt,
Mr, Marchmont—for the gentleman reading the paper
was no other than he—made some trifling observation ;
receiving no reply, he looked up, and was sufficiently
startled at the appearance of Sydney to drop his
paper and come hastily forward,
" Good Heaven!
what is the matter ? he is d y i n g ! " and sprung to
the bell,
" I t is over," said Sydney; " i t was a sudden faintness.
Tell Mr, Herbert I shall be glad to see him,"
Charles Herbert and the waiter entered at the same
moment, Charles looked surprised, and not altogether
pleased,
" A h ! when did you come here ? Shall you make any
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stay ? I did not expect to meet you again so soon—my
friend, Mr, Marchmont,"
He seated himself, and j\Ir, Marchmont gave some
order to the waiter, Sydney seemed afraid of betraying
himself, and spoke in a polite, indifferent tone, though
his face was still deadly pale, and his lips quite white.
He spoke of indifferent topics, invited Charles to dine
Avitli him, when they might make some arrangement for
the evening. This being a matter of business, Avas soon
settled, and Sydney Beacham departed, without Charles
Herbert having said a single AVord to bring him anynearer to the hope of being allowed to come again.
" W h o is that young felloAv?" said Mr. Marchmont,
as the door closed after him.
" His name is Sydney Beacham, I met him at Baden;
I don't know much of him, except that he has been going
at a pretty pace ever since I kncAV him. I think he is a
little mad ; be lives at the gaming-table, and has the
most wonderful luck that ever Avas. It seems a sudden
outbreak.
These steady-going felloAvs, when they do
break loose, are like deA'ils."
" Beacham—Beacham. I knoAV all about him," said
Mr. Marchmont, sloAvly ; " I kiiCAV his father; he is as
like him as he can be, and is following in his steps as
fast as he can. The father hacl a good property at one
time, but he got through it all, and his Avifc's money too,
and died in the King's Bench. His Avifo's brother took
the boy, and has nursed round his little estate in Yorkshire; the mortgage Avas paid off only the other day.
Old Wilmot might have saved himself the trouble ; that
young man will be none the better for i t ; he is his father
OA'cr again, only he Avill not last so long."
Wilmot—the name grated iqion Charles, but he asked
no questions, only proposed they should go to the LouA're
to meet the ladles.
Sydney Beacham Avas like an Indian hunting upon a
trail. He followed Charles and Mr. Marchmont at a
distance ; he folloAved them till they joined Constance
and her aunt and Phillip Marchmont in the great gallery
at the Louvre. He did not dare to approach, but he
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hovered at a distance ; he saw, as by a flash of lightning,
how things really were, and a jealousy that burned like
fire took its place in his heart. H e rushed away, and
walked he knew not whither. He Avas alone under some
trees in a park. " I cannot live—I cannot HA'C," he
exclaimed, in a voice faint with agony. " W h a t have I
done to deserve this ? what have I done ? "
The paroxysm was long-, and would have been fearful
had anyone been there to witness i t ; but it passed over,
and left him for the time more composed ; it was the
composure of utter exhaustion.
Charles was punctual to his appointment for dinner.
Sydney was under the reaction from violent emotion,
and Charles perceived nothing that might not easily be
accounted for.
After dinner, Avithout any previous
intention, he suddenly and almost unconsciously burst
upon the subject that was in his heart. He poured forth
what sounded to Charles like a stream of insanity, and
passionately desired that he might try to make himself
worthy of his daughter. All shyness and timidity had
disappeared, it was the desperation of a man pleading
for life—for more than life,
Charles replied coldly and sternly ; he was angry and
annoyed,
" 1 am not accustomed to make my daughter the
subject of conversation Avith strangers, I know nothing
of you, except as a gambler, and were you a hundred
times richer than you represent yourself, you should not
enter my daughter's presence. You are a gambler. Sir,
and under no circumstances shall you ever address one
word to her,"
A dead silence followed this outburst. The young man
attempted no reply^, but sat with his head boAved doAvn
upon his breast, OA'erAvhelmed by the Avords and the
tone in which they had been spoken, Charles looked
at him a few moments, and then said, in a softened
voice,—
" Come, you are very young, and do not understand the
bearing of things ; let us drop the subject, and think no
more of it. Are you ready ? Shall Ave be going ? "
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Sydney raised his head like one awakened from sleep.
H e drew his hand over his forehead, and replied in a
tone that contrasted strangely with his recent vehement
entreaty.
" No, Mr. Herbert, I will not go Avith you. I am not a
gambler, though I have seemed like one. But I deserve
that you should think as you do of me. You do not
understand why I did it, and I cannot tell you now."
His head sunk down upon his arms, which leaned upon
the table. Charles tapped his shoulder, and said, in what
he meant to be a cheerful tone :—
" Come, come, don't be so doAvnhearted ; if you are not
bitten with gambling, so much the better for *you. In
that case, I should say you were wise to break away, and
go home to your friends ; so good-bye, if we do not meet
again. You are a little shaken just now, but you will
come round—no fear of it !"
Charles Herbert left the room whistling an opera air,
but he felt more sorry and uncomfortable than he could
have believed possible. He tried to think that a good
night's sleep AA'as all that Sydney needed to be all right
again ; but he had misgivings, which he put aside, as
being no concern of bis.
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CHAPTER XXVII.
SYDNEY remained for some time after Charles had left
him in the same posture, and so motionless, that it might
have been thought he slept. H e was like one who has
been stunned by a heaA^ blow, the pain of which will
follow by-and-by. At present, he was sensible of a
certain relief and tranquillity, but it was the dead
tranquillity of despair unruffled by a breath of hope.
At length, he arose from his seat, and summoning the
waiter, discharged the bill, inquiring at the same time
for the address of a notary, one who was well known in
his profession.
The waiter named two, and wrote down their address ;
the one whom he could recommend from personal knowledge resided in the Rue Poissonniere, and although it
would be after office hours, yet, if Monsieur presented
that card, he would be admitted at once,
Sydney thanked him, and passed out.
The change from the dull light of the little room
where they had dined, to the broad glaring sunshine
that was pouring down upon the streets, made him
giddy, and he beckoned to a cabriolet that was standing
near.
The Boul'evart des Italiens was alive with people.
Carriages Avere dashing about in all directions, and
everybody was apparently in the height of life and
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enjoyment,
Sydney saw and heard everything; not
with his eyes and ears, but by an internal consciousness.
All the gay colours, the daylight, the noise and roar of
the streets, seemed to be a dream, and he himself was
the only real person moving along ancl looking out upon
it, as from under some dark, cool shadoAv Avhich sheltered
him. At length the cabriolet stood still before a door
Avliich stood open. The ground-floor looked like a cavern
Avith doors round it, ancl a stone staircase in the centre.
On the street door—
"ANTOINE JOUBERT,

".YotoiVe,"
Avas Avritten on a brass plate. He rung the bell, which
sounded like a tocsin. It was answered by a young
man, apparently a clerk, for he had a pen behind his ear.
He shook his head to Sydney's inquiry. M. Joubert
had left business for that d a y ; Avould Monsieur leave
his name, and come again at ten o'clock to-morrow ?
Sydney presented his talisman, and intimated that his
business Avas urgent.
" Monsieur Joubert Avas at dinner Avitli his family, and
did not like to be disturbed. Nevertheless, if Monsieur
Avould be good enough to come in, ho Avould carry in the
card, and inquire Avhat AVOUICI be possible."
Sydney desired the cabriolet to Avait, and folloAved the
clerk into a large, dingy apartment, Avhicli apparently
served as an anteroom, the desk Avhere the clerk sat and
a fcAV chairs being the whole of the furniture; the
Avindows, Avhlcli looked as if they had never been cleaned
in the memory of man, Avere secured with strong iron
stanchions. The clerk desired Sydney to sit doAvn, and
having handed him that day's Oonstitutionnel, departed to
speak to M. Joubert, AVIIO, he said, Avas going- to the
theatre.
The reactionary tranquillity of Sydney Avas already
beginning to give Avay ; this Avord, theatre, Avoke up all
the fierce thoughts that Avere slumbering, and he grasped
the arms of his chair to keep himself from the impulse
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to rush into the street and destroy himself. The idea
that Constance might at that moment be going to the
theatre, and the young man Avhom he had seen might be
with her, went through him like a knife ; but the clerk
entering, he became outAvardly quite calm, and followed
him to a library, where Monsieur Joubert sat in a
leather-covered reading chair.
Heaps of papers lay
upon a AA'ritIng-table beside him, a time-piece of gold
and bronze stood on the mantelpiece, and a mirror
behind it Avas let into the v/all. M. Joubert was a
middle-aged man, with closely-cut black hair, a square,
low forehead, large grey eyes, and thin, compressed lips ;
every vestige of beard or whisker was closely shaved;
he had a calm, business-like manner, and when he
addressed Sydney it Avas in a very gentle voice,
" M y clerk tells me that your business is urgent,"
" I beg a thousand pardons for disturbing you," said
Sydney, who felt uneasy under the eyes Avhich scrutinised
h i m ; " I am unexjiectedly called to go a long journey,
and I wish to make my will before I go,"
" It is past my hours of business; I Avill be at your
service to-morroAV as early as you please. Except in
cases of extremis, the law does not like these hurried
proceedings,"
" Doubtless," replied Sydney, Avith a peculiar smile;
" but it is indispensable that what I Avish should be done
at ou,ce, I must go to-night."
" You are a stranger in Paris ? "
" Yes, When I came I expected to remain some time;
but now I am called to set off upon a journey, the end of
which is uncertain."
" Travelling now is so safe and speedy that no journey
can be called uncertain. It was the precaution of our
forefathers to make their testament before they started.
Do you expect to return to Paris ? "
" I am sure I do not know," said Sydney, with difficulty
repressing an inclination to burst into laughter ; " there
is no knoAving what I may meet with at the other end,"
Sydney had a fancy that M, Joubert thought him mad,
or suspected his purpose. He put the strongest con-
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straint upon himself to appear natural, and to avoid
arousing any suspicions, " I AA'ish," continued he, " t o
have such a will drawn up as cannot be disputed, and
which will secure the property to the person whom I
wish to possess it, I might have draAvn it up myself;
but in England they always find flaws in a will that
a man writes himself"
" N o doubt such documents often leave grounds for
litigation. If you Avill give me the chief points you
wish provided for, we can draw up a draught that will
stand in case of any unfortunate casualty, and when you
return it may be made out formaUy, Making a disposition
of their pi-operty is Avhat everyone is, socially speaking,
bound to do. Perhaps you will be good enough to
Avi'ite down your Avishes, I read English better than I
speak it,"
Sydney moved uneasily under the eyes that were fixed
upon him. He took a pencil, and by a strong effort he
Avrote a fcAV lines in steady, legible characters,
" I Avish," said he, " t o bequeath this estate to the
person here named. I am ignorant of her residence in
England; but this is her father's card, and she may be
easily found. I t must be settled upon her, and in case
she should ever marry, it must remain hers, her husband
must have nothing to do with it—make that clear.
There are a few trifling remembrances I Avish to leave to
others. You see it will all go in a very small compass."
Sydney sat eagerly Avatching the pen of M, Joubert as
it travelled doAvn a sheet of foolscap,
" I Avill insert the names myself—French people can
never spell our English names correctly,"
M, Joubert handed him the pen, and Sydney wrote—•
CONSTANCE HERBBET, TO her Avas left the estate Avhich
his uncle had been bringing round AA'ith so much care.
To his Aunt Sarah he left all his books and personalities;
and whatever money he might be possessed of he left for
her schools and poor people. To his uncle he left a
diamond ring and solitaire which had been his father's,
and an earnest entreaty that he would not attempt to set
aside any of the foregoing directions,
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" I t only needs the signatures, now," said M. Joubert,
" to be a document that will stand in any court of law in
Europe."
" You are quite sure it will not be disputed ? "
" I t may be disputed, but not set aside," replied
M. Joubert, with decision. Ringing a hand-bell that
stood beside him, his clerk appeared,—
" Bring Etienne with you, and come yourself. I want
you to witness a document."
In five minutes the will was duly signed and attested,
"And now, my dear Sir," said M, Joubert, when the
others had withdrawn, " you may travel without a care;
you have done your duty. Will you permit me to offer
you refreshment ? At what hour do you leave ? "
Sydney started slightly; but looking at his watch, he
compared it with the time-piece, and said quietly,—
" At half-past ten ; that will be in an hour from this
time. My preparations are all made. There remains
but one thing to be done besides thanking you for the
kind promptness with which you have transacted my
business,"
He took out his pocket-book, Avhich Avas well supplied
with money; for he had left the hotel expecting to
play,
" I have no French money, but I suppose Bank of
England notes are easily exchanged ? "
He laid down two, of ten pounds each, across which
he carefully wrote his name before handing them to
M, Joubert, He hoped, by these minute, business-like
precautions, to dissipate the scrutiny Avith which he felt
M, Joubert's calm, impenetrable eyes were regarding
him, M, Joubert examined the notes, and looked at
their amount with satisfaction, though he placed them
with an air of negligence upon the mantelpiece, AA'hilst
he wrote a formal acknowledgment,
" And now I Avill Avish you bon voyage. Allow me to
see you to the street, I shall be charmed to see you on
your return. Apply to me at once if in any way I can
serve you. Adieu, my dear Sir ; I wish you success, and
a good return."
11—2
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The coachman had been slumbering on his box, and
was roused by their approach.
"Drive to where you came from," cried Sydney,
springing in ; and the cabriolet dashed off at a rapid
pace,
" That young man thinks he has blinded me," soliloquised M. J o u b e r t : " his belle maitresse Avill not long be
kept out of her inheritance." H e shrugged his shoulders, and returned to his library.
Sydney re-entered the cafe where he had dined. The
waiter who had introduced him to M, Joubert came
forwards, and inquired with much susceptibility Avhether
that gentleman had honoured his card, Sydney satisfied
him on that point, and requested to be shoAvn to a private
room ; the Avaiter, who seemed to consider him as his
especial protege, was empresse in his civility,
" L e t me have writing materials, and do not allow
anyone to come near me but yourself."
Once more alone, Sydney's eyes Avere lighted up by a
sombre joy—he had come in sight of his journey's end!
He Avas no longer tossed with Avild, ineffectual
passion:—
" Hope and Despair, the torturers, slept.''

Henceforth Constance must think of him—she could not
forget him. The current of his life had mingled with
hers ; and ho bequeathed his memory to her as Avell as
Ills estate. He Avould not write one line to tell her all
the passion that had consumed him. There were no
Avords that he could say : he did not desire to address her
noAv.
But there Avas another Avliom he could not leave Avithout a AA'ord of farcAvell—his Aunt Sarah, Avho had been
like a mother to him. To her he Avrote :—
" DEAR AUNT,

" You Avill be very sorry to have this letter. If
you Avere here I Avould tell you everything, but I cannot
write. Things have fallen out so, that they look quite
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different to what they really arc. Do not let anyone
make you think ill of me ; you would understand CA'erytlilng if you Avere only here. Thank you, a thousand
times, for all your goodness. I love you, and always
have done. Give my love to my uncle, and thanks for
all he has done for me. God bless you, dear aunt,
"Your affectionate
" SYDNEY BEACHAM,

" P.S,—M, Joubert, 26, Rue Poissonniere, has my will.
Please let nobody set it aside,—S, B , "
He folded and directed the letter, and summoning the
friendly Avaiter, he desired him to send it at once to the
post.
" And now, may I not bring monsieur some supper ?
Excuse m e ; but some refreshment is absolutely necessary. I Avill bring something charming, if monsieur Avill
trust to me."
" A s you will," replied Sydney^ " I t signifies little
Avhat you bring. Take that for yourself, with my
thanks."
" But monsieur is much too generous, his amiability
inspires affection. I am proud to have been of use to
him."
The waiter departed, and Sydney was once more
alone.
At that supreme moment, when life, emotion, memory,
were all condensed into a single point, and the unknown,
invisible Avorld which was about to receive him, had
come so close, that Its darkness could be felt, he was
sensible of nothing except of his fixed, dogged purpose,
and of a dull, heaA'y pulsation in his head and neck, as
though the veins Avould burst,
*
*
*
*
*
When the Avaiter entered, bringing the supper, Sydney
Avas lying against the couch ; life Avas not extinct, though
it Avas fast ebbing. The medical men who Avere summoned in hot haste could do nothing.
Sydney never spoke, but the haggard, corroded look
he had Avorn of late disappeared ; his face relaxed into a
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tranquil, child-like expression. Once he opened his
eyes, and looked round upon those Avho stood by with a
flash of dumb, troubled earnestness, as though his " right
mind" had returned to him, and he discerned all too
late what it was that he had done; but the moment of
consciousness was quenched m mortal faintness, and
Sydney Beacham lay there—DEAD.
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XXVin,

MARGARET, Constance, Charles, Mr, Marchmont, and
Phillip, were seated at a late breakfast the following
morning. They had taken Constance to the opera the
previous evening, for the first time in her life—an epoch
never to be forgotten in the history of anybody,
Le
nozze di Figaro had been the opera, with a strong caste.
" I cannot imagine a greater pleasure than to be able to
go to the opera whenever we choose ! I am sure I should
cry if anyone were to tell me I was never to go again,"
said Constance. " As it is, I feel quite miserable to think
that it is over, and that I am not going to-night. I
seemed unable to take in half the delight of it, and that
I needed to be tAvo or three people at once, to be able to
enjoy it a l l ! "
" Like being at a Lord-Mayor's feast, and finding that
you can only eat an ordinary dinner, notwithstanding the
load of fine things on the table before you," said Phillip
Marchmont, with mock sympathy,
" Well, I hope your
troubles may be always from I'embarras de rioJiesses. I
would rather suffer from having too much than too little.
But what struck you the most ? or rather, Avhat do you
recollect the best ? "
" Oh, the Countess's song. Dove sono. I had so long
wished to hear it sung as it ought to be, as I imagined it
for myself; and last night that Avas realized, I cannot
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imagine how anyone can feel very miserable about any.
thing, so long as they have the chance of going to the
opera as often as ever they like,"
" M y dear Constance, your head is fairly turned," said
Margaret, smiling, " I had no idea of the love of dissipation that lurked in you,"
" But, aunt, love of hearing fine music is not to be called
dissipation. If I may only have as much of that as I
desire, I would be content, if it were in a coal-cellar,"
" Yes, my dear, but in the meantime you will take
advantage of the opera as it is,"
" I wonder whether that Count Almaviva had ever really
cared for the Countess, I suppose when she was a young
girl, those fine clothes made an impression upon h e r ;
that hat and feathers, and that becoming cloak, must
have made him fascinating; and if he sang in that voice
to her, it is no wonder that she believed everything he
told her, I tried to hate him, last night, but I could not.
You understand, I did not admire him, only his singing
kept me from feeling very vicicas against him,"
" You detested Almaviva, but you adored Donzelll, Is
that what you m e a n ? " said Phillip, " I daresay that
you are not the only young lady in that state of mind,"
" I do not adore anyone ; I could not, without I knew
more of them," replied Constance, drawing herself up
with a half-offended air, for Phillip had hit the fact,
" Where shall Ave go to-night. Aunt Margaret ? " said
Phillip, " I should like Constance to see Mademoiselle
Mars a c t ; it Avould perhaps put Donzelli Avitli his singing,
and Almaviva's hat aud feathers, a little out of her head.
She should see what an ugly dog he looks by daylight,
when he is silent. If yr.u will give your consent, I AVIU
see whether it is her night for appearing, and inquire
about places. Do say yes. It will be quite the best
way of bringing her back to sobriety."
"Merciful heaven! how A'cry dreadful!" burst from
Charles Herbert, with something like a groan; "it cannot
be true, or else it is not the same," He rung the bell
violently,
" What's the matter ? " said Mr, Marchmont, looking
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up for the first time from his letters, "These sudden
starts at meals are very bad for one's digestion."
"Don't speak in that Satanic way; read this. If it
turns out to be true, I shall never forgive myself."
" I s this it ? ^Suicide remarquable d'unjeune Anglais !'
There are scores oi' suicides reniarquables' every week."
The waiter at length came.
He looked somewhat
excited,
" If Mr, Beacham is in his room. No, 314, will you tell
him I shall be glad if he will give himself the trouble to
come to me," said Charles, speaking as deliberately as he
could,
" But the young Englishman who called on monsieur
yesterday is no longer here. Does not monsieur know ?
it is a terrible event ! He killed himself last night, and
the officers are already here sealing up his effects, and
making official inquiries. They wish to see anyone who
can throw light on his deplorable suicide."
" Did he not come in last night ? "
" No, monsieur ; no one saw him after he left here.
The concierge says he followed you and this other gentleman when you left the hotel yesterday morning ; he did
not return. He killed himself last night, at half-past ten
o'clock, at the ' Olseau de Paradis,' in the Palais Royale."
A knock was heard at the door ; it Avas followed by
the entrance of a little grave official man, who boAved
courteously to the ladies, and begged a thousand pardons
for deranging them.
" Take Constance with you, and go to your own room,"
said Charles to Margaret, " I will come presently. Do
not stir out until you have seen me. And now. Sir, what
is your pleasure with me? "
The new comer did not look as though his pleasure
could be great under any circumstances, so dry and hard
were the lines of his face. His voice Avas like the
grinding of a coffee-mill, as he informed them that he had
the honour to inquire into all they could tell him about
the young Englishman, M, Sydney Beacham, whose
much-to-be-regrctted suicide they had seen already in the
journals.
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Charles sat down ; the perspiration stood In beads upon
his forehead. " Is it quite ascertained that Mr, Sydney
Beacham is the pei-son ? " he asked, though his lips could
scarcely form the words.
" He had his passport," replied the man of law, " and it
appears that monsieur dined with him, and was the last
person in his company."
Charles told as briefly as possible all he knew of the
unhappy young man, suppressing, of course, the private
conversation of after dinner.
" And that is absolutely all ? " asked the other.
" Monsieur can throw no light, offer no suggestion,
as to the cause of this deplorable catastrophe ? Such
a fine young man ! There AA'UI be some who will greatly
mourn for him."
Charles signified that he had no more to tell, and the
man of office withdrew, after obtaining his signature to
the deposition ; requesting him to be in the way in case
he should be wanted again,
" For pity's sake, Marchmont, give me a glass of
brandy,'' said Charles, when the door had closed on his
departure,
" Why, Herbert, Avhat has come over you ? You
will be arrested for his murder if you show a face like
that,"
" And so I am his murderer as much as if I had shot
him through the heart. But heaven knows I did not
mean i t ; that I did not knoAV what I was doing, I could
not foresee this !"
" Of course not—of course not. Nobody suspects you
could. Here, drink off this, and tell me hoAV it all came
about, Phillip, my son, turn out to make inquiries, and
see what particulars you can learn. You will find us here
when you return,"
The young man departed in obedience to his father's
gesture, and the two were left alone,
" Oh, Marchmont ! I am as much that youug
man's murderer as if I had sent a bullet through his
heart!"
" Well, so you were saying just n o w ; but how do you
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make that out ? You won his money, I suppose, and he
had a run of ill-luck which he could not stand. He
had not nerve enough to be a gambler ; one might
read that in his face,"
" He was no gambler, I can believe him now, though
I did not when he spoke. H e turned gambler in the
wild idea that it would win my favour, and obtain for him
the opportunity to address Constance, H e was madly In
love with her, though he had never spoken to her, nor
seen her, except In the street,"
" A n d he told you t h a t ? "
" H e did, and I answered him roughly enough, as you
may suppose, I told him a gambler should never speak
to child of mine. He seemed dreadfully cut at what I
said. I felt sorry for the young fellow, and I advised him
to leave off his present -way of life, and go home to his
friends. If I had spoken more kindly, he would not
have committed this fatal a c t ; but the fact is, I did not
above half believe him,"
"All this throws a light upon his sudden illness
yesterday morning. You were not in the room.
I
thought he was going to die there and then. I t must
have been seeing Constance that overcame him, I really
do not see In what respect you need reproach yourself;
you only refused to present him to your daughter as an
approved suitor, which would have been a remarkably
ill-advised and Imprudent proceeding.
You are all
r i g h t ; If you must feel remorse, get it up for something
else,"
" Marchmont, you do not see that the root of the matter
lies deeper than all that. If I had not been a gambler,
that young man would have been alive now : it was my
example that seduced him ! "
" Oh! come, if you are going off into a metaphysical
disquisition upon the concatenation of causation, I cannot
follow you: I am too heavy to dance upon cobwebs ; I
can only look at the common sense of things. If you are
a gambler it Is your OAvn affair ; this young man had no
sort of moral scruple about following your example; he
had his father's blood in his veins I was bred at New-

172

CONSTANCE HERBERT,

market, and I hold to the faith I learned there. With
that reckless prodigal father, and a foolish, weak, headstrong mother, what else could you expect but what has
occurred? Training is a great thing: this youth had
been well trained; but there is no going against breeding.
What has happened is just what might have been foretold.
You talk of feeling sorry for him ! it is enough to make
a sane man mad to see such a waste of sympathy. Is it
for a rational being to go and fling up his LIFE, Avith all
its Incalculable chances and possibilities, for a moment's
discouragement ? This young man, whose fate you take
upon your own conscience, has proA'cd himself a rash,
weak, impatient fool; nothing would CA'cr haA*e made
him otherwise. He would always have failed In an
emergency; and by HeaA'en, Sir, a man who fails is
better out of the world than in it. You have a dozen
times more reason tc? cut your throat than he had, and
yet you are not going to mend bad fortune with such a
fool's remedy. I dare say his friends will be sorry about
him ; but he came of a bad stock, and will do more good
dead than allA'e."
" I suppose, to do good, in your sense of the word, a man
shoulcl be born Avithout a heart, or if he must needs have
one, it should be of steel. How can you talk in that
cold-blooded style, and that poor young fellow lying
dead ? If you had seen his face as I saAV it when I left
him yesterday, it Avould haunt you for CA'cr."
" I do not think so ; but I Avill go and see if I can find
out any particulars—you hacl best take a stroll in the
fresh air to steady your nerves—bah; better men than
he have died a lawful death at a moment's notice. Do
not dwell upon it."
Charles, plunged in a dreamy reverie, sought the least
frequented Avalks in the Tuilleries, Avhicli at that time of
day were deserted enough. His old, morbid idea, that he
Avas born to be fatal to everybody Avho came across his
path, took possession of him. His own aborth'e life—•
his coAvardly existence—his defeated hopes—the aspirations he once had after better things,—all rose in his
memory, and weighed him doAvn Avith helpless remorse
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and regret. He could not tell how it was he had come
to be so worthless, and he felt no hope that he should
ever be anything better; he felt in a state of moral
decomposition: he loathed himself, but had no vitality to
counteract It.
On his return, he found Mr, Marchmont waiting for
him,
" I think, Herbert, that the best thing for you to do,
Is to obtain a passport as speedily as possible, and cross at
once to England, or else our pretty Constance will become
a greater object of curiosity than either of us would find
pleasant,"
" W h a t on earth do you mean ? "
" I mean that I have found out a few particulars
respecting that young man. I hope your nerves are
stronger than they Avere, or else what I have to tell may
prove a shock."
" For Heaven's sake tell me at once, and don't harass
one with your Satanic jesting."
" Well, If you are overcome I cannot help It,"
"Before he committed ' t h e rash act,' as the newspapers call it, he Avent to a notary, and made his will in
the most business-like style imaginable. Hearing that
M, Joubert, Rue Poissonniere, was the notary, I Avent to
him. He Is an old ally of mine, and from him I learned
that Sydney Beacham has bequeathed his estate of
Royton Swale, in Yorkshire, to Constance Herbert,
your daughter, to haA'e and hold in her OAvn right,
independent of father, husband, or any other relation or
connection. It is not much—about three hundred a-year
or thereabouts ; but It makes her independent, ancl, upon
my soul, I am glad of it, for I like the girl as if she
were my own, I said he would do more good dead than
ever he did when alive, and I hope you agree with me. I
ascertained something else, too, which AVIU be rather
unpleasant, but cannot be helped. Your old fiancee, Miss
Wilmot, is his a u n t ; she consoled herself for your desertion by adopting this youth, and training- him up in the
way he should g o ; he has taken a Avrong turning,
however ; that is no fault of yours, nor of mine either.
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But take my advice, and lose no time In getting Constance safe to the Chauntry, I t will be the best place
for her to receive the official communication of her
heiress-ship: if she remains here twenty-four hours
longer, there will be pictures of her in the print-shops,
and novels about her in the newspapers,"
" Sarah Wilmot! the second time her life has been made
desolate by me. I wish with all my heart I had never been
born. I bring evil on everyone who comes near me,"
Mr. Marchmont shrugged his shoulders with Impatience, " Come, come; if you are going to hold a
lamentation over your destiny, wait until you are sea-sick
in your berth : you may transact the two miseries at
once. Do you go and settle about the passport, and I
will go to the messageries and secure the coupe."
Charles went in search of Margaret, and made her
understand the need there Avas of their immediate departure, Margaret was painfully shocked; but there was
no time for many words, as the diligence departed at six
o'clock, and it was now near four.
I t was agreed to keep Constance In ignorance for the
present of what had occurred. The hurry of the preparations swallowed up all other thoughts for the moment,
Constance was repaid for being snatched away from
Paris and the hopes of future operas in the company of
Phillip, by the despair and disappointment manifested by
that young man, who only returned a fcAV moments
before they left the hotel: he had nearly missed seeing
them before their departure, Constance had the benefit
of all the tenderness and devotion that could be compressed into so brief a space ; and the tears which had
been flowing with bitter rapidity at the idea of going
without wishing him farewell, were completely dried up,
by the intense happiness of feeling cj^uite sure for the
first time, that Phillip Marchmont loved her better than
any other woman In this Avorlcl Avas loved before ! She
had hoped that he cared for her—she had secretly believed
it; but all that hope, timid and uncertain, Avas now
swallowed up In the delightful certainly, which Avas not
darkened by a shadow of doubt.
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CHAPTER X X I X .
THE secret of Phillip Marchmont's sudden declaration
of love and devotion, as recorded In the last chapter, is
to be found in the innate vanity of the human heart. H e
had seen his father, and heard from him of the mad
passion and suicide of poor Sydney Beacham, and
instantly Constance Herbert was raised in his estimation
from being a pretty girl, whom he loved in a quiet way,
to be a heroine he ardently desired to appropriate to
himself.
If a woman ever v/ishes to secure any man for a lover,
let her be admired and courted by many others : it AVIU
do more to further her purpose than any amount of
excellent qualities or devoted attachment on her side.
To do Philip Marchmont justice, he wa§ not sensible of
the process of vanity under which his passion had blazed
out. He was a young m a n ; and youth has at least the
virtue of believing heartily in Its own delusions. Finding her on the point of departure, he really felt very
much disappointed and put about by this sudden separation. The mode in Avhich Constance received his declaration was charming ; her confusion and surprise had
worked to prevent her showing the extent to Avhich she
was rejoiced, She had too strong an Instinct of candour,
to give a reply of any kind to a lover before her aunt
had been told. At the first moment she was frightened
at having so unexpectedly placed within her grasp what.
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until then, had seemed too great a happiness to be
expected In this world. I t Is everyone's first Impulse
to shrink back when a deep hope suddenly takes shape,
and is seen to approach.
When the young man lost sight of the diligence that
carried away Constance, he was desperately in love—
more so than he could have conceived possible. H e took
a walk In the most sequestered alleys of the TuiUeries to
calm his emotion, and to wait for an opportunity ot
breaking the matter to his father ; for Mr. Marchmont,
Avhatever other faults he might have had, perfectly understood his relation towards his son, and had so conducted
himself, that Philip felt him to be the best friend he had
In the world. Young men might be more favourite
companions; but In any folly or trouble he went to his
father as naturally as girls go to their mothers. Many
a better man might have envied the perfect and unrestrained confidence that subsisted, on Phillip's side,
toAvards his father, Mr, Marchmont was anything but a
worthy man ; and although he took great pains to keep
everything that was not admirable out of his son's sight,
still It could not be for his virtues that Heaven had
blessed him with a good son. I t was the skill and tact
and knowledge of human nature In general, and of his
son's character In particular, that brought their own
rcAvard, All his hopes, and AvIshes, and affections centred
In Phillip, H e did not care hoAV base, or mean, or cruel
he Avas In his business ; he said to himself that It was to
prevent Phillip ever having the need to do a dishonourable or grasping action for the sake of money; Phillip
was to be the beginning of a line of gentlemen.
That same evening, as the two were smoking a cigar
In the deserted sitting-room, Phillip opened his heart to
his father about his passion for Constance Herbert, and
declared, that If he could not obtain her, he should
certainly shoot himself,
" And so leave her for somebody else, eh ? " replied
his father, " Better live, and circumvent rivals, my boy.
Bat I did not know you were so hotly set upon this
matter. How long has it been upon your mind ? "
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_" I do not know when I first began to care for her ; I
think I must have loved her since the first moment I saw
her ; but it was only to-day, when she was taken away so
suddenly, that I felt and knew how much I cared for her.
We had been living so comfortably together, that it required the tug of her going away, to wake me up to the
danger there was that she might be going away for ever.
I cannot tell you what I felt when I saw the carriage at
the door, with all their things, and she on the point of
getting Into It! I made use of all the time that was left
to beg she would not let anybody else speak to her, nor
care for anyone ; and she said she would not—so that is
something gained. But, then. It might mean nothing
more than that she never did encourage fellows to pay
her attention. I wish I knew whether she liked me, I
used, like a fool, to feel quite sure she did ; but I don't
believe she does now that It comes to the point. She
seems like an angel by the side of me,"
" Well, my dear boy, Constance Herbert is not the girl
I take her for, if she can find it In her heart to refuse
you, I have Avatched her, and I think that If she does
not care for you now, you may persuade her to do so
without difficulty. Recollect, you have said nothing to
her before to-day, and it Avas not to be expected that she
should have kept her mind ready made up, waiting till
you should ask her, ' Faint heart' never did any good
in this world. You have my consent, my dear boy, and
my best wishes. You could not have chosen anyone I
would sooner see you marry. You are both young, very
young ; but It is much better for a young man to marry
early than late ! it keeps him out of no end of devilments, which are all plague and no profit. I have never
held you In with a curb, and I am glad to find that you
have sense to know that running riot through the ten
commandments Is not the wonderful exploit that fast
young felloAvs are apt to think It. I have a respect for
you, my boy, and you shall be crossed in nothing that I
can help you to.
Mr, Marchmont seldom made speeches to his son, or
demonstrations of any kind, so that Phillip was as
12
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much gratified as surprised at this testimony to his
merits,
" Well," said he, lighting his bed-candle, " you are the
best father for putting a fellow Into heart, and I am glad
to know you are pleased with me—It gives me a good
start. But you will speak to her father for me, won't
you ? We don't get on together, at all. H e always
looks as if he could eat me when I am near Constance,
and I never know how to talk to him,"
" Do you make you way with Constance, and leave me
to deal with her father. Good night, my boy,"
The father and son entered their respective rooms,
Phillip thought over every word and look that he could
recollect of Constance, and planned his letter to her. I t
seemed to him that there could never be an end of all
he desired to say. He had never been in love before, and
it was very pleasant, Constance certainly was the object
to whom it was offered ; but it Avas the outburst of the
young man's nature : his whole being had taken fire.
H e loA'ed madly and passionately. But for any distinct
perception that he had of Constance, or her fine qualities
and the heroic nature that was latent within her, she
might as well have never existed. He loved too impetuously to see distinctly—he was too much pre-occupied
with his own emotions to think much of her.
When Mr. IMarchmont reached his own room he flung
himself Into an arm-chair, A smile of self-gratulation,
that was almost candid, lit up his face : his dearest and
most anxiously cherished scheme had just been croAvned
with success !
I t had been his plan that, at a suitable time, his son
should marry Constance,
It suited him better that
Phillip should take his place amongst the country gentry
in virtue of his wife, rather than in vice of her father's
imbecility, who had lost his heritage to a money-lender,
Phillip's position was thus ready-made to his hands; he
would become a country gentleman Avithout any struggle
or question of right,
" Certainly," said Mr, Marchmont to himself (he never
took anyone else into his confidence), " with people Avho
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know how to take advantage, nothing goes wrong! That
young fool cut his throat for no other practical purpose
but to teach my son to know his own mind. Certainly,
when Jack Carew, the jockey, gave me his talisman, he
gave me good luck. He told me that so long as I kept It
I should never need to draw bridle for any obstacle, and It
has been true. Let us see that none of those Paris
rogues have picked my pocket,"
He drew from an inner pocket in his waistcoat a
wash-leather purse, with a curious old clasp. He opened
It, and took out a small, thin gold coin, which he laid on
the palm of his hand : a hole had been drilled through
It to hang medalwise. I t bore the effigy of Queen
Anne, and had been one of the gold pieces hung
round the necks of those who came for the virtue of
her royal touch ; it had been carefully preserved ever
since, as an Infallible charm and amulet against every
species of evil. It was the outward and visible sign
of all the religion Mr. Marchmont had in the Avorld.
If he had lost this piece of gold, all his confidence in
his own skill, or judgment and good fortune, Avould
have forsaken him. His faith in this piece of gold
was the central point of his character. He believed, too,
that if he spoke about it to anybody else in the world, all
the virtue would go out of it. Anyone who could haA'e
stolen this would have had Mr, Marchmont and his fortune at their mercy—It was the vulnerable heel Avhich he
presented to Fate !
The next day's post carried out two letters ; one from
Phillip to Constance, declaring aU the ardour of his
affection, and making her an offer in form; the other Avas
from Mr, Marchmont to Charles Herbert, requesting him
to give his sanction to his son's addresses to Constance,
Of course it Avas a request Avhich, under the circumstances. It was scarcely optional to refuse. But, as it
chanced, only one of these letters reached the person for
Avhom it was destined,
Charles Herbert had no sooner arrived at the Chauntry
than he departed again for the Continent, that he might
avoid the possibihty of seeing, or holding any communi12—s
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cation with Miss Wilmot or her uncle. He told no one
whither he was going, that he might be safe from a
recal.
The old postman came limping up with his letters.
The heart of Constance told her Avhat they contained,
and, leaving her aunt to settle the foreign postage, she
escaped to her room to read her own precious document
alone.
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CHAPTER XXX,
MAEGARET was quite aware of the contents of these
two letters, as iiiuch so as if she had read them with
clairvoyance. The crisis against which she had so long
been endeavouring to proA'ide had come at last, and she
felt herself as helpless to cope Avith it as though it had
never been foreseen. Sadly and slowly she paced up and
doAvn the Nun's-walk, sickening in her heart at the
prospect of all the suffering that she had to inflict, and
which she knew herself powei-less to soften of a single
pang. She did not Aveep ; she Avas long past shedding
tears. Her hands Avere firmly clenched together ; and a
look of stern, sorroAvful determination sat upon her
countenance, though, in a groan that Avas rent from her
very soul, she cried, " Oh, my God, that I might suffer
this for her ! "
At last Constance appeared at the glass-door, looking
for her, Margaret stood still as Constance approached;
her eyes were soft and lustrous, her face was flushed with
emotion, and her lips were parted Avith a tender, unconscious smile; her whole being seemed surrounded with
an atmosphere of soft, dreamy happiness.
Nothing
could be more lovely than she looked as she approached
her aunt. Putting her arm round her waist, ancl hiding
her cheek upon her shoulder, she said :
"Aunt, dear! Nanny says that tea is Avaiting; and
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will you read that ? " sliding the letter as she spoke
softly into her hand,
Margaret took the letter, feeling as if a piece of ice
had been laid upon her heart. She stooped, and kissed
Constance with passionate tenderness,
" I know all about it, my darling ; we will talk about
It to-morrow."
The evening passed almost In silence, Constance was
meditating In happy dreams upon the great happiness
that had come to pass for her, Margaret sat opposite in
her high-backed chair, looking back into her past life,
pondering upon the heavy trial that lay before her
darling, and praying to God for her out of the depths of
her heart,
Constance was too happy In her dream-castles to take
note of her aunt's abstraction. She felt it a respite to be
allowed to put off talking till to-morrow.
The next morning very early, almost as soon as it was
light, Margaret knocked at the door of Constance, who
sprung lightly out of bed to open it. She started on
seeing her aunt looking very pale and worn, but quite
dressed.
" W h a t is the matter, dear aunt ? is it late or early ?
Arc you ill ? " she asked, in the bewildered, startled
manner of one suddenly aroused from sleep,
" Not ill, dearest; I am quite well,
I did not intend
to alarm you ; but you must dress yourself as speedily as
possible, I am obliged to take a journey to London,
to-day, and you Avill have to accompany me,"
" I s my father ill? has anything h a p p e n e d ? " said
Constance, anxiously, " Are we expected ? "
" No my love. You have no cause for alarm; but we
must go,"
" B u t we are only just i-eturned from there," urged
Constance, proceeding with the business of dressing herself at the same time, " Must we go before
"
" Before you have answered that letter ? Yes, my child,
there will be plenty of time for that Avhen Ave reach our
journey's end. Come down as soon as you are ready,"
The heart of Constance presaged a visit from Phflllp,
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who might come and find them gone. This v/as a
terrible fear for her, but her aunt looked so ill that she
did not like to suggest It, as it was possible they might
be going to consult a physician on some sudden emergency In her complaint, so she held her peace, and
finished dressing as quickly as possible. On entering the
dining-room she found breakfast prepared, and Nanny
on her knees cording a trunk in one corner of the room.
Her aunt's bonnet and mantle were laid out upon a
chair, and everything was In evident readiness for an
immediate departure,
" Now, my Constance, here is your coffee, and let me
see you make a good beakfast before we set out,"
Margaret spoke with a tender anxiety in her tone
that, to Constance, seemed to disguise some cause of
danger. She felt now convinced that her aunt was 111,
and going up to London for medical adA'ice, Acting,
therefore, upon the directions she had received from
Nanny upon this point, she took no notice, and eat her
breakfast as calmly as she could.
In a few moments
a chaise came to the door, and Margaret, Constance
and Nanny, took their places in it. The presence of
Nanny naturally hindered any confidential conversation on the subject nearest her heart, and confirmed
Constance still more In the idea that her aunt felt she
might need Nanny's assistance, if one of her attacks
came suddenly on.
Margaret closed her eyes, and
leaned back in the chaise,
Naimy seemed entirely
occupied In viewing the country they were passing
through, and Constance had nothing to distract her
musings.
When they were some ten miles from London, the
chaise diverged from the highway, and entered upon a
narrow, unfrequented by-road, little more than a lane ;
it was fortunate that they met no other vehicle, as there
was not space for a cart to pass them.
The chaise stopped at length at the gate of a meadow ;
no house was to be seen, nor any human being, Constance inquired in some surprise, what was the matter,
" We alight here," replied Margaret, " I have a visit
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to pay, and wish you to accompany me ; it Is a painful
one, but one that cannot be avoided. We shall not
remain long,"
The postillion opened the door of the chaise, Margaret
and Constance alighted and pursued the path across the
meadow,
" Who are we going to see, aunt ? "
" A lady who has been heavily afflicted, and whom I
visit from time to time."
They had noAv reached the end of the meadow, where
the ground descended into a thickly-planted coppice ;
they passed through a small wicket-gate, and In a few
moments came In sight of a small, quaint-looking, old
brick house, nearly covered with ivy, in the midst of a
garden, which, although abounding with flowers and
shrubs, and containing some splendid trees, had yet an
overgrown wilderness-like appearance : the gravel-walks
were rough, and the tall box-Avood that composed the
borders, was, in many places, dead and bare. The grassplots had not been mown for a length of time, the grass
was long, uneven, and studded AvIth a flourishing crop of
dandelions and buttercups.
Within the porch of the house-door, but so placed that
the full warmth of the strong afternoon sun fell upon
her, sat a woman turning a spinning-wheel. The broken
thread hung listlessly from one hand, but she was twirling
the Avheel round with irregular speed, pleased apparently
with the sound it made. She was clressed In a dark
cotton gown, and a very clean, though somewhat coarse,
white linen cap and apron. Although she did not look
more than thirty, her hair, as much as could be seen of
it, was quite white; but her eyebrows retained their
original colour, and Avere dark and delicately formed.
Her face had a placid, vacant look of indifference and
unconsciousness. She continued to turn her wheel, and
took no notice of their approach,
" Well, Kate, how are you to-day ? " said Margaret,
" Do you know me ? "
The woman neither looked up nor seemed to hear
Margaret's voice.
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A respectable middle-aged female, with a remarkably
determined, but at the same time benevolent, countenance,
came to the door, and welcomed Margaret, whom she
evidently knew well, but she cast a curious and inquiring
glance at Constance,
" Well, Mrs, Martin, and how has your patient been
since I was last here ? "
" Indeed, ma'am," replied the woman, " and I am sorry
to say that I have never knoAvn her before to be so
naughty and trying as she has been for the last week.
I could almost think she was beginning to come to her
senses and to knoAV what she is about. She has been quite
malicious in her ways, and you know she used to be as
gentle as a lamb. You would scarcely believe It, but the
gown she has on now Is the third I have had to dress
her in to-day ; she has torn everything off her back
tAvice, and I was obliged to tie her hands. She refuses
her food, and I cannot keep her clean as I would like, do
what I will. She is naughty, that's what she is, I can
manage her no road, I am fairly worn out."
" I am very sorry to hear it," said Margaret, " H a s
anyone been to see her, lately ? "
" Mr, Charles Avas here the other day, I told him about
her, and he seemed very much cut up at it,"
" Did she recognise him at all ? "
" Oh, no ! and never AVIII, He Avould Insist upon it
that she did, but it was only some peppermint drops he
held out to her; you may make her do anything for those."
" Well, I have brought some for her. Do you think
she Avill speak to me ? "
" I doubt she AVIU not.

She Is in one of her obstinate

ways, Avhen she does not speak for sometimes a week
together. You can try h e r ; but this young lady had
better keep out of her way, or she may tear her pretty
silk mantle,"
" I will go to her," said Margaret, Constance shrunk
back, and did not follow,
" Don't be fearful. Miss, she won't hurt you ; it is
only your dress that she may catch hold of, and refuse
to loose,"
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" How very dreadful it must be to live constantly with
such a person ! I am frightened now,"
" Oh, it Is nothing. Miss, when you are accustomed to
i t ; and mad folks are just as much human beings as we
are ourselves, and understand things In their way, I
think it is quite wicked to look upon them as If they were
so many wild beasts ; they are God's children, though
they are afflicted, and we none of us know how soon it
may overtake us in the same way,"
" Oh, I hope not! " said Constance, shuddering,
" This poor lady was once as pretty and sensible as you
are yourself, and you see what she is come to, I have a
great feeling for mad folks, and that is why I go out to
take care of them,"
" But do you not get frightened ? "
" No, Sometimes I feel as if I were about to go mad
myself, throua-h living so much with them; but when
they get violciic, I don't much mind, for I know I can
master any of them.
Somebody must take care of
mad people, you knoAV, so it may as well be me as
another,"
" Do they ever recover their senses? " asked Constance,
" Sometimes, But I think they are always liable to
fall back again. The poor lady here was very violent at
first, but noAv she has become an idiot, and there is no
chance for her,"
At that moment Margaret returned, and said:—
" Constance, come this way a moment—no harm shall
happen to you,"
Constance A^ery reluctantly folloAved her aunt to the
porch. The idiot had left off turning her wheel, and
Avas greedily filling her mouth Avith the sugar almonds
and lozenges that Margaret had given her. On seeing
Constance, she at first uttered a cry like that of a dog
over a bone, and then stretching out her hand, she caught
hold of the silk mantle Constance AVore, and draAvingone end of it toAvards her, she passed her other hand, all
daubed and sticky with sugar, over the glossy silk, and
held It u}} to her cheek, muttering, " nice! n i c e ! "
keeping the mantle grasped with a very firm clutch.
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Constance, deadly pale, and sick with terror, looked Imploringly at her aunt, without daring to stir, or make
any attempt to extricate herself.
The attendant came quickly forward, and spoke in a
firm, authoritative tone. The poor idiot loosed her hold
of the silk, and cowered down In her seat over the
remainder of her sweetmeats.
" Oh, aunt, do let us go away ; I am so frightened."
" Will the young lady have a glass of wine before she
goes ? she looks quite daunted."
" A glass of water, please; but do not leave us to
fetch it. I am quite well now, and do not need it," said
poor Constance, nervously.
" We will not remain here any longer," said Margaret.
" Walk on a little, and I will follow,"
She lingered behind to give some directions, and to
place a handsome gratuity Into the woman's hands, promising to return soon.
Constance was leaning against the garden gate, in
great agitation,
" Oh, aunt! " she exclaimed, passionately, " why did
you bring me here ? I cannot express to you the fear I
have of idiots and insane persons. If you only knew
AA'hat you have made me suffer ! And who Is this
person ?—and why did you bring me ? " she continued,
A'chemently,
" I will tell you everything, my darling ; who she is,
and my reasons for exposing you to this painful trial ;
but do not ask me now, we are neither of us fit to
talk,"
Margaret looked pale and agitated; the overwrought
excitement of Constance found vent in a nervous burst of
tears, Margaret allowed her to weep in silence, and
AA'hen they reached the chaise, she gave her a feAV drops
of lavender on s u g a r ; but Constance continued to
tremble with nervous fright during the remainder of
their journey.
On their arrival in London, Margaret directed the
poslIUion to an hotel, which put an end to the lingering,
though unacknovvledged, hope that Phillip might be

188

CONSTANCE HERBERT,

waiting for them In Russell Square, Neither Margaret
nor Constance were inclined for dinner, although they
had eaten nothing since early morning. Both of them
were ill and out of spirits, Margaret lay down upon the
sofa ; she knew that nothing but keeping perfectly still
Avould keep aAvay the terrible heart pain which had been
threatening all day, Constance went up stairs mto the
bed-room, and locking the door, indulged herself in a
passionate fit of weeping, which is a young heart's protest against sorroAV, I t is only the young, and those
unused to sorrow, Avho haA'e faith In tears; to them
suffering Is " some strange t h i n g , " and they feel as
though Pate must be moved to pity by the expression of
their pain. When we are young, tears wash away much
sorroAV that would othei-AvIse be hard to bear ; tears only
cease with us Avhen we have no more hope, Constance
wept bitterly, with little intermission, for half-an-hour,
but at the end of that time she felt her heart Indescribably lightened; and having bathed her face ancl
arranged her dress, she Avent back to her aunt. Tea Avas
ready upon the table ; Nanny had ordered a fcAV substantial additions, Avhich Constance, to her OAVU surprise,
found very acceptable.
After the tea things had been removed, and they were
left alone, Margaret called Constance to come and sit
beside the sofa,
Constance brought a footstool, and
leaned her head against the sofa cushion,
"You have been crying, my Constance; what Is the
matter r "
" I don't know, aunt, I felt so miserable, I suppose
it Avas seeing that poor creature at the red house, for
I felt A'cry happy till then.
Why did you take me
there ? "
" M y Constance, that 'poor creature' is your MOTHER,"
said Margaret, in a \'oice that Avas choked with agitation.
" Then it Avas cruel and abominable to take me
Avithout telling mc, and I do not believe It," cried
Constance, vehemently, snatching her hand aAvay from
her aunt.
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" But It Is Indeed true, my child, I would not have
taken you had there not been a cause, If^ by keeping
you In ignorance, I could have saved you from the reality,
I Avould gladly have done so. If I could have taken
your burden on myself, I would have been thankful; but
I think you have too noble a courage to shrink from
suffering that comes to you direct from your Heavenly
Father, and Avhich is not embittered by any fault of your
OAvn,"

" You have said more t h a n once that some time you
would tell me about my mother, but that you wished to
delay what you had to tell me as long as possible, I
kcAV and felt there Avas some mystery, but I never
dreamed of anything so dreadful as this, I wish it were
yesterday, and that I kncAV nothing,"
" My darling ! my darling ! I hid It until you should
have strength to bear, and I would not have told you
noAV had I not been obliged,"
" No one ever had anything like this to bear, and I
cannot—I shall die,"
Constance shuddered violently,
and spoke in a sharp, quick voice, that sounded strangely
unlike her OAVU, Margaret trembled ; she kncAV that the
worst part of her task Avas to come ; she put up a mental
prayer for strength, and said :—
" Think of your father, Constance, and of all the
sorrow he has had to bear since he was quite a young
man. Your mother was a very lovely young woman ; it
had been a long attachment, Avith many obstacles, ancl on
the first anniversary of their marriage he conveyed her
to an asylum, hopelessly Insane, Dare you complain
when he has had to suffer thus ? You say no one has
had so much to suffer as you ; think of the grief of the
friends of that poor young man AA'hose suicide Ave heard
about on the day we left Paris,"
" I Avish I had never been born ! and many others have
cause to Avish the same. That is all you mean, I suppose," she rejoined, sullenly,
" Would you desire to bring- such an affliction upon
any child of yours, or give them cause to echo the wish
you have uttered ? "
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" Shall I go insane or become an idiot ? "
" I hope and pray that it may be kept far from you.
I do not fear that for you."
" For whom, then ? "
" You may escape, I believe you will; but with that
terrible malady rooted in your family on your father's
side, and with this affliction to your mother, there would
be no escape, humanly speaking, for any child of yours ;
it would be an almost certain doom, I appeal to you
whether you AVIU transmit this terrible heritage, or
whether you will endure your OAvn lot alone, to prevent
another being made as wretched as you are at this
moment ? " Margaret spoke in a clear, solemn voice,
that stirred the hearer like the note of a trumpet.
Constance covered her face and cowered down upon her
seat.
" I will tell you a story that made a profound impression upon me. I t was in the summer of 1665 (the
year of the Great Plague), that a strange and mortal
sickness broke out suddenly in the village of Eyam, in
the heart of the Derbyshire hills. At first no one could
tell what It was ; it spread rapidly, and Avas like nothing
that had been seen before. At last it was recollected
that the sickness appeared after opening a box of old
clothes and woollen goods, which had been sent down
from London to the tailor of the village. Then aU knew
that it was the Plague which had come amongst them.
The people were mad with fright, and would have fled
In all directions.
The clergyman, Avhose name was
jMompesson, and his Avife, quite a young Avoman, called
all the people together, ancl explained that they could
not escape their OAvn danger by flight, and that they
Avould spread the Plague, He prevailed upon them each
one to consent to stop in the village ; he and his wife
undertook to stay and die with them. Not one left the
place; the village was almost entirely depopulated, but
the Plague Avas stayed. The clergyman's wife was the
last of its victims,"
" All that Avas heroic. Is it true ? "
" Quito so; I can find you the account, and many
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details of the occurrence. You are not called upon to
stand still and die like these poor people,"
" That would be easy, I wish I might die; you would
not hear me beg for mercy,"
" We must each of us do that to which we are called ;
we do not choose our own work,"
The daylight had long since faded, and there was no
light In the room except what came from the street
lamps. I t was late. Neither Constance nor Margaret
spoke for some time : a deep silence had fallen between
them. They were interrupted by the entrance of Nanny,
who came In search of her mistress. She knew what
was passing, and thought the interview had lasted quite
long enough, Constance hastily rose, and shading her
eyes as though from the sudden glare of the candle, she
went to her bed-room without saying a word,
"You had best come to bed, ma'am; if anything
happens to you, what is to become of that poor young
thing, so new to sorrow as she Is ? A h ! you know it
well,"
The next morning, before Margaret had rung her bell,
Constance stood by her bed-side with a folded letter.
She was deadly pale, and had a wild, defiant look. She
gave her aunt the letter, saying, in a bitter tone, " I hope
that will satisfy you,"
"Yes," replied she, after reading it, " I am quite
satisfied, It Is all I could wish,"
" Very well, then, let It go, and don't speak about It
a g a i n ; it will make me mad If you begin to praise me
or to comfort me. There was no choice left. But I hate
life, and I hate the world ; it is all unjust and wretched
together, and I do not believe that God made it,"
She went away, leaving the letter on the bed behind
her. I t was a strange letter to come from a young girl,
and the characters were quite different to her usual handAvrlting ; in some places the pen had cut through the
paper. I t was as follows :—
" PHILLIP,

" I have heard to-day what will make it impos-
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sible for me ever to marry. I have been taken to see my
mother, Avhom I never knew and never saw before. When
you Avrote to me, did you know that we are all JIAD ? You
must never speak to me again on the subject of your
letter. I feel just now so different to Avhat I ever did in
my life before, that I suppose I am mad too.
" Dear Phillip, do not be unhappy. I can bear anything for myself, but It hurts me to think you should be
grieved through me.
" I was very happy Avhen your letter came, but I shall
never be happy again.
" Dear Phillip, good bye,
" CONSTANCE HERBERT,"

Constance did not appear at breakfast, and her aunt
wisely left her alone. She had an appointment to see a
physician, and some other business to transact, but she
Avas anxious to get home, " To go home directly," were
the only Avords that Constance spoke to her when Margaret went to her room, and home they Avent, Constance
did not open her lips during the whole journey, and the
proud defiant look did not pass away from her face.
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CHAPTER X X X I .
" WELL, my dear boy, what says the gentle Constance ? I am as eager as yourself for her reply," said
Mr, Marchmont to his son. They were sitting together,
as usual, over a late breakfast, at their hotel, and the
post had just come In,
" Can you tell me what to make of all this. Sir ? "
said the young man, flushing to the roots of his hair, as
he handed the letter to his father.
" Stuff and nonsense," said ]\Ir, Marchmont, angrily,
" That old duchess, her aunt, is at the bottom of it all.
She has been trying all along to bring up the girl for a
heroine, bnt Constance has too much human nature for
her ever to succeed. She Is the nicest girl I ever saw,
but nothing of the heroine In her. You may see that
this letter has never been Avritten of her own free
will,"
" But is it true. Sir ? " asked the young man, " I
confess I should not like to run the risk of having a mad
wife; much as I love Constance, I would not encounter
this,"
" W h y , you are not surely going to take fright at a
scarecroAV ? If you Intend to marry into any good old
family (and I should not like you to marry an upstart),
you must be prepared to find insanity, or some other
hereditary skeleton amongst thom. Poor people have
13
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no skeleton but poverty, generally speaking, I could
make allowance for your shying at that, but mere
traditional insanity is nothing, Constance herself is
sane, her father is sane, though he is a great fool—he is
only mad after gambling. The Herberts are a very
ancient family, and some of them have undoubtedly been
insane.
If Constance Avere to marry into some old
worn-out stock, I would not say Avhat might come of it,
but ice Marchmonts are keen-witted and sound-minded
enough to counterbalance any danger of that kind."
" But the mother of Constance, Mrs. Herbert, has
been in a madhouse, and is insane now. I always
thought there was some mystery about her."
" Bah !" replied Mr. Marchmont, Avith impatience;
" I know all about her, her insanity is accidental. She
Avent mad between hysterics and a tender conscience—
her case goes for nothing, Constance Herbert is a very
suitable match for you. She has acted honourably in
telling you the worst, but there is nothing that Avould
deter mc, if I Avere a young felloAV and in love."
" I shall never love any other Avoman," said Phillip;
" any other kind of difficulty or objection Avould only
make me more determined to have her, but I am afraid
of mad people."
" Anyone Avould imagine that / Avas the lover, and
that you were the prudent old father. I have given you
iiiv CAvn opinion—you must do Avliat your OAvn heart
dictates. I can only desire your Avelfare. Constance
AvIU have no lack of good offers."
Mr. IMarchmont rose from table, and left Avhat he had
said to Avork on Phillip's mind. He Avas, however,
extremely furious at the chance of any misgiving in his
favourite scheme. In his OAVU mind, he set clown the
halt that had occurred to Margaret Herbert's scarcely
disguised dialike to himself.
Phillip Avas left with ample time to chew the cud of
his OAvn fancy ; for his father remained strictly invisible,
and no one about the hotel kncAV anything of his movements.
The young- man had been terribly shocked by the
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contents of the letter, and betook himself to his bedroom to meditate on AA'hat it became him to do. By
degrees, a reaction began in his mind. He thought of
Constance—of her graceful beauty—of her winning
manners.
His father's parting bint about her " r e ceiving other offers," recurred to his mind, and the
leaven of jealousy began to ferment in his heart.
He read and re-read her letter. His heart Avas
touched Avhen he thought of all the suffering she must
have undergone the day she wrote it, when she realized
the terrible doom Avhich hung over her for the first
time. He laid the blame of all that AA'as disagreeable
upon her a u n t ; and, finally, being worked up to a climax
of impatience, he determined to go over at once to the
Chauntry, to overcome the scruples of Constance, aud
marry her out of hand. At this point he Avas interrupted by the announcement that the young Vicomte de
C
was In the sitting-room, and desired to see him,
Phillip swore at the interruption in a suppressed A'oice,
scarcely aboA'e his breath, and proceeded Avith a smiling
countenance to Avelcome his visitor, Avitli AA'hom, indeed,
he had an appointment, Avhich he hacl totally forgotten.
The Vicomte Avas a slight, elegant-looking-, young
man, wlie might lia\'e just stepped out of one of
Balzac's novels, if they bad then been Avritten, H e
Avas extremely handsome, though his face had an expression of scornful v/eariness, Avhich Avas at tragical A'ariance
Avith his years, for he Avas even younger than Phillip,
" A thousand pardons for disturbing- you, vion cher;
but I feared you had forgotten our appointment, and I
came to see what Avas keeping- you. To tell you the
truth, I need your counsel: your cool English head will
be invaluable,"
" You know you may command me. It is as Avell you
came here: we can talk v/ith less chance of interruption.
W h a t is it ? what can I do ? "
" I Avill tell you Avhilst you dress. You will have to
come with me, so we can advise while you go on Avith
your toilet,"
Phillip resigned himself with a good grace. No one
lo—-
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could have read In his face the extreme annoyance and
contrariety he experienced at the Interruption. He led
the way to his dressing-room, where the Vicomte flung
himself into a lounging chair, and began the exposition of
his difflculties, in which a mistress, a quarrel, a complicated wager, and an impending duel, bore the chief part.
H e had an unlimited faith in Phillip's judgment ; and
whilst Phillip heartily despised these kind of young men's
perplexities, his vanity was not proof against the soothing
influence of having his advice and opinion sought. He
listened with interest, and entered heartily into his
friend's cause, A keen man of the world, of double his
years, could not haA'e given shrcAvder counsel, nor seen
his way with more sagacity. His self-complacency and
contempt were alike masked under an appearance of
bonhomie, which only needed a little more abandon to
have looked genuine.
The question of the Avager he
reserved to consult his father upon; but the other
matters he undertook to negotiate, the Vicomte being in
admiration at his dexterous mode of assisting him out of
what had threatened to be a very unpleasant piece of
business. Phillip never for an instant felt tempted to
reciprocate his companion's confidence ; he felt a complacency in hiding his OAVU secret : it gaAc him a sense
of superiority, quite independent of the fact that the
Vicomte was not the person to Avhom a sensitively
delicate lover would have spoken.
At length, they Avent out together to pursue the business in hand ; as they passed along by the carriages of
brilliant-looking women and graceful eciuestrlans, and all
the elegant, distinguished-looking men Avho thronged
round them, Phillip thought in his heart that Constance
was superior to all the AA'onien he saAv, and that he Avas
very glad she Avas safe -in a lonely country-house, Avhere
there was no one to see her ; he resoh'cd that Avhen she
should be his Avife, she shoulcl never come to Paris, nor
be exposed to the gazing admiration of young men like
the Vicomte, nor to any of the pomps and vanities of the
Avoi-ld that he could secure her from. She should be all
his OAvn; and no one else, if he could help it, should bo
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aware either of her beauty or her fascination ; and
especially her aunt should be sent aAvay, and have no
more influence over her.
At length, their business for that day was terminated,
or at any rate put in a good train, and the Vicomte
Insisted that Phillip should accompany him to dine with
a small party of jeunes gens who had engaged to meet at
the Trois Freres. Phillip knew that it Avas the society
his father liked him to cultiA'ate; it was a society in
which he liked to be seen, whilst he heartily despised the
young men who composed it. The dinner was gay and
noisy; the jeunes gens talked, about things that jeunes
gens take interest in. Nothing, in appearance, could be
more frank and pleasant than Phillip; but whilst the
others, were indiscreet and unreserA'cd, no amount of
wine or good fellowship seduced him into saying a single
word out of the overfloAving of his heart. There was
something marvellous in the self-control of that young
man, amid all the boisterous effervescence that Avent on
around him. At length the party rose and separated, to
keep their other engagements, and Phillip returned to
the hotel to seek his father.
Mr. Marchmont was sitting at a table covered Avith
papers, apparently immersed in elaborate calculations, to
judge from the array of figures upon the sheet before
him. He looked up as his son entered, and, pushing
them on one side, said,—
"Well, my son, you look as though you had taken a
resolution ; what is it ? I am glad you are come, for I
am weary of the business which has kept me all day up
to this moment ; but I have thought of you."
With the indomitable English instinct they both
wheeled their chairs before the fire-place, and stretched
their legs upon the hearth-rug.
" I am determined to go over and see Constance
directly. I shouM have gone at once, only I Avaited to
see you ; but there is still time for me to start to-night."
" Softly, softly ; you are as much too quick now, as
I thought you slow this morning. It is quite right you
should go, but do not go just yet. Constance is at
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present in all the glow of having done an heroic thing ;
you must let that fade away and subside ; she Avill soon
begin to Aveary Avhen she finds out the reality of what
she has undertaken, and that her magnanimity does not
prevent her from being miserable. Absence will befriend
you more, than your presence. My advice is, that you
neither write nor go to her for at least a week, and then
present yourself unexpectedly ; if love does not beat her
magnanimity, either you do not know hoAV to plead, or
else my knoAvledge of human nature is at fault, and a
failure would distress me as much as yourself, I tell
you she is a charming girl, and you might go the Avorld
over and not meet her equal."
" You speak with unction. Sir ! You would be a
forniidable rival," said Phillip, with a somewhat uneasy
smile.
" Pooh ! nonsense. I live over again In you. Your
success is my success ; your happiness is my happiness,
and I desire no other. But I have watched Constance
Herbert from a child, and I can judge her.rare qualities.
If she were some years older and I were twenty years
younger, I do not say but Avhat I might feel tempted to
enter the list for her favour on my OAA'U account; but
that is idle talking. As your Avife she will be my
daughter, and that AVIU suffice for my AA'ishes in these
days."
" I may present myself before her this day Aveek,
at least, and I may, therefore, start on Saturday, three
days hence."
" With all my h e a r t ; and recollect that this three days'
delay will seem to her CA'CU longer than to you, for she
has nothing to distract her thoughts, Avhilst you have
your dinners, and your rides, and your gay companions."
" They are all great bores. By the AA'ay, Sir, I have
promised to obtain your adA'ice about a Avager, in which
your judgment will be better than mine; and if I am to
remain here so much longer, I may as Avell see the
Vicomte through his troubles as not. What a fool he
must be to have got into such a scrape !"
Father and son then Avent Into a disquisition upon the
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point in question, but which, as it does not concern our
story, Ave need not detail.
Poor Constance meanwhile passed her time heaA'Ily
enough. She scarcely spoke to her aunt, and seemed to
shrink alike from her sympathy and society. With
perverse Injustice, she regarded her aunt as in some way
the cause of her suffering. She spent nearly the Avhole
day pacmg up and down the Lime-tree Walk, She was
not only miserable but humiliated under the sense of the
family misfortune; and she felt a wild, defiant hatred
against Providence, and the whole world in general, as
parties to having laid so heavy a burden upon her.
What had she done to deserA'o that all her hopes of
happiness should be turned into the certainty of misery,
like Avhat she Avas now suffering-, and which must last for
all the rest of her life ? I t seemed a cr-aolty too great to
be borne, or to be believed ; and yet, look Avhere she
Avould, there Avas no hope—none.
In her misery she thought that the family curse was
come upon her, and that she Avas going mad. To the
horror of this was added the thought, that she Avas
separated from Phillip for ever ; and that she had mado
him as Avretched as she v,'as herself; the remorse she
felt on his account was, perhaps, the keenest pang of all
her sufferings.
EA'ery morning Avhen she rose. It seemed to her that
some change or dellA'erance must come over the dull,
dead, leaden misery that weighed her down; but it
passed almost as soon as the thought that roused it, and
she felt as though a black thick pall fell tangibly upon
her.
Margaret herself was almost more an object of
sympathy than even Constance.
I t was her hand
that had inflicted the stroke ; it was she who had
disclosed the wretched fact that Avas Avorking all this
misery, and Constance appeared to visit it upon her ; for
she shrunk from her aunt AA'ith repugnance, and avoided
all occasion to speak to her. Margaret felt this bitterly.
The only gleam of hope she had, that this deep gloom
vrould pass over, was derived from the fact that Con-
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stance, worn out with the emotion of the day, slept deeply
and heavily at night. For the rest she waited patiently—
the hardest task of love—and she prayed to God for both
herself and Constance, that they might have strength to
endure whatever was laid upon them.
I t was the tenth day after Constance had dispatched
her letter that she was sitting- in the Lime-tree Walk
under one of the trees, like one turned to stone, AA'hen a
shadow fell before her. A A'oice said, " Constance! my
Constance !"
She looked up, and Phillip Marchmont was at her
side!

CONSTANCE HERBEET,

201

CHAPTER X X X I I .
IT is said that the pain of returning into life when
death has been nearly reached by droAving is intense.
The sudden rush of unexpected happiness upon the
desolate misery of Constance was, for the moment, a
sensation of physical pain. Phillip was as much agitated
as herself; all he had thought or felt of a treasonable or
disparaging nature came back to him like remorse.
The blessed grace of youth asserted itself, and swept
away all that was precocious or coxcombical. He felt
humility now that he Avas actually in the presence of
Constance : he did homage to her in his heart as his
superior. For some moments they neither of them spoke
again; Constance could only weep, but her head rested
upon his breast, and she wept there.
" Constance ! Constance! " said be, at last, kissing her
head Avhere it lay, " h o w coidd you write me such a
letter ? how could you give me up so easily ? "
Constance raised her head, and looked at him,
" Easily, do you say ? God grant that you may never
know my misery, Phillip, I thought you would have
known all I felt, I never fancied that you could mistake
me."
" But, dearest, you refused me, and that did not look
like loving me. I was made nearly mad myself. You
refused to incur any risk for me. But that is all past
noAV. You are mine, and I am not going to yield you for
any scruple."
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"But, Phillip, the reason is not done away Avith,"
said Constance, timidly, in a voice so low, it was scarcely
to be heard.
" Hush !" replied he, pressing her more closely to
him, as though to stifle her Avords. " I will hear nothing
of all t h a t ; you are mine, and I AAall not let you go.
My father says that the reason you gave is all nonsense ;
and If he does not accept the objection, you have no
right to insist upon it. You know hoAv wise my father
is. He knows better than you about those things ; so,
if you persist, it can only be because you do not love
me."
" Oh, Phillip, do not say that !"
For an instant a wild hope sprung up in her heart
that she had indeed overstrained the obstacle, and that
she might accept the dispensation thus offered from the
dreadful misery which seemed to stretch like a sunless
sky before her to her life's end ; but it Avas only for a
moment. She recollected her mother as she had seen
her. She thought of the long life of thick darkness
Avliich had followed close upon the short happiness of
her marriage ; and the bitter thought flashed across her
that she, Constance, her mother's daughter, Avas the
price that had been paid,—her whole life mortgaged for
those few months ! The horrible injustice of the penalty
entailed upon her rcA'oltcd her Avhole soul; but it also
caused a reaction from all softening- emotions, and braced
her up to a stern cletermlnatiou. She recognised the
sacrifice as a necessity laid upon her. Just or unjust,
she AA'as none the less bound by it. There Avas no choice
left for her ; the matter Avas placed beyond either hope
or doubt. At the instant this point Avas reached in her
mind, there flashed across her, as though it Avere the
Avhisper of a sjiirit, " And the plague was st.ayed."
"You do not speak, Constance," said Phillip. " W h y
are yo'u so silent? Speak to nic; you are not surely
holding back ? "
" Phillip, I Avould die to make you happy."
" But that Avould just make me more miserable than
anything else in the Avorld," said Phillip, tenderly, kiss-
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i n g her upon h e r h a i r and u p o n h e r eyes, as she spoke.
F o r a m o m e n t l o n g e r Constance r e m a i n e d Avliero she
w a s , Avith h e r h e a d upon his bosom, and his a r m clasped

round h e r ; then she disengaged herself, and said, in a
voice, tremulous at first, but gathering- steadiness as she
proceeded :—
When I said I A'VOUICI die to make you happy, I meant
that I loved you more than life. I love you, never doubt
that. I haA^e loA'ed you, and my heart has been filled
Avith the thought of you CA'er since I first saAV you. Oh !
Phillip, I must think that you believe I love you! Tell
me that you do, because it Avill be too dreadful if you
should think that Avhat I haA'e to say comes from not
caring for you."
" I f you consent to marry mc, I shall believe you
love me, not otherwise. If you are going to bring
up that foolish notion again, Avhicli I have told you
is all nonsense, I shall think you have some concealment from me, and that your heart is quite cold toAvards
me."
" Oh! Phillip, be good to me ; do not you be cruel and
unjust, like everything else in the world. Is it my fault
that I Avas born ? can I help Avhat is laid upon me ? do I
look as though it made me very happy to tell you that I
must not marry you ? If I Avere to go mad, I should
leave you as miserable as my father is, and perhaps a
child to groAv up like me. I should have the constant
dread of such a doom upon m.e, and so would you. I
should know that I had done a Avrong thing, and the
thought of that AA'Ould be like poison in my life. Phillip,
I must not marry you, so do not ask me again. I t does
not depend upon me to consent."
" Upon whom then does it depend ? upon that wise,
cold aunt of yours, Avho hates me, and who has set y^ou
against me ? " said Phillip, fiercely.
" On no person—on no one's consent; no human being
can do away with the barrier that separates us, and I
dare not overstep it."
" If I am Avilling to run the risk, surely you need not
urge the objection. Why not say at once that you do
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not love me enough to Incur the chance of an uncertain
danger ? "
"Qh ! Phillip, you do not see—you will not see," cried
Constance, passionately, " that I should do wrong,"
" And did you never do wrong before ? " said he, with
a sneer,
" I Avill not do this," replied Constance, standing
erect, " Torture me with your words as much as you
will, they do not change the necessity that Is laid upon
me,"
Constance had a look of determination and despair as
she said this, that frightened Phillip, He was nervously
afraid of insane people, and Constance seemed to be
certain that If she married him the doom would follow.
She looked at this moment so different to Avhat he had
ever before seen her, that he began to think she Avas
right, and that it would be better to take her at her
Avord ; still the hunter's instinct had been roused Avithin
him, and he could not let his prey escape. He felt that
he must conquer her, that he must make her give up her
judgment to his will.
" Constance, I do not AvIsh to torture you ; It is you
who are needlessly torturing both yourself and me in
this struggle to release yourself from my hold. You tell
me that you love m e ; at any rate I love you, and have
put all the happiness of my life in your power. Does it
surprise you that I cannot see it destroyed, through a
mere fantastical piece of Avould-be heroism ? I t loAA'ers
you in my opinion, and is quite unworthy of a generous
Avoman, such as I bclIcA'ed you to be. Either your
love for me is in a most stinted measure, or you are
afraid to incur for yourself a risk I am quite willing to
brave "
There was that in this speech which jarred inexpressibly upon poor Constance. To be so thoroughly
misunderstood—to meet with no response, no recognition, where she had so confidently relied on finding
a friend to strengthen her heart against its own
weakness, and give her courage to accomplish the
sacrifice,—the disappointment gave her a strange pain
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for AA'hich she was not prepared, and she burst into
tears. Phillip did not like tears—few men do ; they
are a material evidence of suffering which they cannot
ignore, and they cause an emotion which is troublesome.
"For God's sake, do not break my heart, Constance ;
it is dreadful to me to see you cry. If you had any
feeling for me, this need not be. W h y AVIII you devote
both of us to misery ? "
Constance had passed the point where this appeal
could touch her. I t fell like a blow of phjjplcal pain
upon her, but she only felt hoAV impossible it was to
appeal further to him, and that she must stand her OAvn
ground as she could,
" I can say no more, Phillip ; you have heard my first
AA'ord and my last. I cannot marry you. It is not I who
make the separation, it Is Fate, ancl you talk to me as If
I could change it."
She spoke Avith a patient despair that Avas very
touching, but Phillip was by this time in a rage. In his
secret heart he rather dreaded lest she should yield, and
yet he could not endure that she shoulcl be able to hold
out against his pleading. If he could haA'e brought her
within the sight of the yielding point, the probability is,
that he would have allowed her to make good her
retreat, and have acceded to her sacrifice; but that she
should be strong enough to make it of herself, Avas too
bad to be borne,
" I see how it is," said he, " you persist in sacrificing
me to a piece of false heroism ; and you prefer your OAvn
pride to my happiness. Well, I hope you Avill never
repent of Avhat you are doing. You are driving me
out into darkness, and on you bo the consequences.
Farewell ! "
He dropped her hand, and Avas going aAvay, Constance
uttered a low, sharp cry, and stretched out her arms after
him, "Phillip, Phillip, do not leave me thus. Tell me
you are not angry,"
Phillip half turned round ; but the devil within him
was now completely aroused. H e felt hardened and
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angry at the face of pale despair that met his view. " I
leave you to your heroism. Madam, Avhich will easily
console you! " Ho Avaved his hand, and in another
moment had disappeared, Constance sprang- up like one
who has been shot through the heart, and fell heavily her
whole length upon the ground,
Margaret had groAvn uneasy at the prolonged absence
of Constance, and set out to seek her, to induce her to
return to the house. She found her still lying Avhere she
had fallen. She was not insensible: her breath came
in dry sojjbings and quick convulsive gasps, and she
tossed her head from side to side. Inexpressibly
alarmed, Margaret endeavoured to raise her.
She
partly succeeded; but the mind of Constance Avas
wandering.
She did not recognise her aunt; but
turned UAvay, as though impatient of the ll.ght,
A
sharp spasm seemed to pass through her frame, and
she fell once more stiff' and i-igid upon the ground.
She Avas carried home and conveyed to bed, where she
lay many days. She continued most of the time in a
state of half-consciousness, AvliIch Avas haunted by
fantastic and exaggerated images of her last intervicAV
with Phillip,—such as pursue us in dreams, or in the
Avatches of a sleepless night. She Avas haunted Avitli
arguments to reconcile him to Avhat she hacl done, and
to make him see it as she did; she talked to herself
incessantly, ancl, ahvays baffled, returned without pause
to go OA'er the Avliole case from the beginning.
She
blamed herself, and made the most touching and
loasslonate appeals to him ; then she Avould become
stiff and rigid, and for a time lie like one dead,
" If Ave could only put a stop to this talking, and
induce a natural slumber, Ave should haA'e no fear;
but if this state continues much longer, we do not
disguise from you, my dear Madam, our very serious
apprehensions as to the result : nature Avill be worn
out."
This was the report of the two medical men AA'IIO
were in attendance. Margaret never left her bedsido.
She easily comprehended all that had taken place—
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all that caused this illness At length Constance slept,
and the fever subsided; she began to recover—her youth
and her good constitution had triumphed. But in proportion as she began to recover, she seemed to shrink
from her aunt.
She Avould not speak to her : she
seemed to dislike her to be in the room.
When
able to be removed from her bed, she sat moody and
silent, plunged in reverie, when roused from which,
she manifested great impatience. At length she Avas
allowed to go down stairs, Margaret had made the
parlour look as bright and pleasant as possi'ole. She
placed her upon the sofa, and propped her Avith pilloAvs
that she might see the garden.
" T h a n k God, dear child, that you are restored to
me!"
" I am not thankful. I Avish I had died Avhen I Avas so
near It."
" My child ! my child ! * HOAV grieved I am to see
you suffer: gladly would I take your burden on
myself,"
" What do you know of sorrow ?
You are hard
and cruel. You taught me misery; but you have no
feeling,"
Margaret did not reply, but left the room.
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CHAPTER XXXHI.
MARGARET'S face was deadly pale when she returned,
and she looked years older than she had seemed on the
day before. She had that worn, haggard look of
suffering which might be expected in one just unbound
from the rack.
She carried an old-fashioned tea equipage of delicate
china on a little japan tray. Constance lifted her head
with a dull, indifferent gaze as she entered, but seemed
almost unconscious of her presence.
Margaret set down the tray, and going up to
Constance, put her arms round her, and kissed her
forehead, which she pressed to her bosom. Constance
passively endured her caress, neither returning it nor
repelling it. She turned her head wearily aAvay, Avith a
heaA'y sigh.
" You think me cruel, Constance," said Margaret, In a
tone that Avas touching from Its humility. " You have
told me that I have no knoAvledge of the sacrifice I Avould
impose on you. How shall I make you knoAV that every
suffering, almost every thought you have, I, too, have
known ancl felt ? and that if I could take your burden,
gladly and thankfully Avould I bear your sorroAv for
you. If you Avill listen to me, I Avill tell you my history;
it Avill at least shoAv you that I, too, know Avhat it Is to be
miserable."
Constance looked up: burled as she was in her own
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suffering, the old desire to hear the secret of her aunt's
life was not extinct; it was, perhaps, the only thing that
could have Avon her attention just now.
" Yes, aunt, tell me ; I should like to h e a r ; and
forgive me Avliat I said—I did not think it would
hurt you.
I Avas very miserable; I did not think
you Avould care about anything I could say—I am very
sorry."
" Constance, I love you better than anything- else in
the Avoi'kl. You ave the only treasure I set my heart
on that is left to m e ; so it is not Avonderful that your
Avords pained me. But I did not blame you, my darling
—not for an instant, I only thought IIOAV hard I must
have appeared to you. It is not a light thing that would
move me to open the grave of my past life, I want you
to knoAV that you may trust me. But, before I begin, let
me give you some tea ; I should like to see you eat
something-."
" Well, aunt, I Avill try ; but I do not feel as if I should
ever Avisli to eat again. If I might only die ! I t would
be such a rest. How do people CA'er li\'e to be eighty
years old ? How dreadful it must b e ! "
" I haA'e often thought that," said M a r g a r e t ; " but I
do not think we shall be tried; and, at any rate, Ave knoAV
that Ave shall not be defrauded at last, I suppose none
of us could endure life if it Avere not for the certain death
that overshadoAvs it."
" B u t have you felt that, a u n t ? " said Constance, In
surprise. " I always thought you so Avise and strong,"
"My dear love, I may as Avell tell you, by Avay of
preface, that all my present life, and nearly all my past,
has been spent in the endeavour to live down, and make
right, one fatal mistake, which I made when I was a girl
not much older than yourself,"
" Oh, aunt, tell me, If it AVIU not make you ill; and see,
I have drank my tea, and am better for it. Come and sit
in this corner of the sofa, and let me lean my head against
you—so,"
Margaret leaned the young girl's head upon her bosom,
and kissed her tenderly hke a mother.
14
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" If you go to sleep Avhilst I am talking, dear, so much
the better."
" I f I cannot help it, of course I will. But now
begin,"
" I shall seem very different to you at the end to what
I do now," said Margaret in an unsteady, timid voice,
'• However," she continued, more firmly, " I will begin at
the beginning, and you shall knoAV everything,
" I Avas born in this very house, I lost my mother
when I Avas four years old, I Avas the only g i r l ; my
brother—I had but one—was fourteen years older than
myself, I came Avhen all thought of another child had
been long' given up, and I was welcomed more like an
angel than a mortal baby. After my mother died, I was
sent to a lady—a relation of my mother's—to whom, on
her death-bed, she begged my father to confide me, until
I should be old enough to come home and be his companion. H e used to come and see me frequently, and I
remember him quite well; but Avhen I Avas six years old
he died too, and so I was left altogether to the guardlan.shlp of ]Mrs. Damer, AVIIO was a great jiersonage in those
days. She lived in London, and saw the very best company. Everyone who was at all remarkable for talent,
or learning, or agrecableness, met at her house; and
though she had never done anything herself, yet CA'erybody thought It a distinction to visit her,
" I Avas taught everything that In those days it was
thought necessary for a young woman to know, I had a
great taste for music, and a fine voice, which was carefully cultivated, I danced, too, very well. For more
useful matters, I fancy they were confined to the strictest
necessaries, 1 used to call Mrs, Damer, 'aunt,' although
she was in reality only a distant relative. She Avas very
handsome, Avith noble manners and a st-ately presence.
She Avas the object of my youthful enthusiasm, ancl
certainly I have never seen anyone so fascinating since.
She early accustomed me to society ; and Avhen I Avas
fourteen, I was regularly introduced. She had ceased to
visit much herself, but on this occasion she Avcnt into
public for the last time, to present mcon the Birth-night,
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She had set her heart upon my making a great match,
and thought nothing would be too grand or too good
for me.
" My father had left me five thousand pounds, which
he considered ' was quite fortune enough for a single
Avoman,' In those days I was considered a beauty ; it
Avas the fashion to call me one, and no one could live
Avith Mrs. Damer without catching some perfume from
her graces, I was, besides, her adopted daughter, which
alone secured me the homage and attention of all Avho
wished to pay their court to her. Except in matters of
grace and deportment, I grew up without any contradiction or restraint. The example of my aunt, and an
extremely good conceit of myself, enabled me to receive
all the admiration that was offered to me with a superb
Indifference Avliich I did not exactly feel ; though, as a
matter of course, when one has a great deal of a thing,
one naturally does not set much A'alue upon it. Well, I
lived thus upon the mountain-tops of vanity until 1 Avas
nearly sixteen. Offers of marriage I received In abundance, but none that offered the advantages Avhich my
aunt considered my due ; they Avere all refused on the
score of my being too young.
" If I knew but little of history and geography, my
dear, I had in return read abundance of novels and old
romances; long ponderous affairs, AvhIch no one would
have patience Avith in these days; they Avere full of
wonderful adventures, and difflculties, and, above all, of
love. Everybody used to fall in love, then, and Avorship
women till they married them, and then it was much the
same as It is now, and has been from the beginning. I
Avas very romantic, and thought that to have a noble and
perfect hero for a lover, and to make some great sacrifice
for his sake, would be the grandest as Avell as the happiest
thing in the Avorld, But none of the men who came to
me upon their knees, declaring they were ready to die
for me,—and they sometimes did commit extraordinary
follies for my sake, (as they said, but I thoug-ht it Avas
because they had not much sense,)—none of these men
touched me in the least, I had set n}y imagination on a
14—2
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hero, upon one AA-ho should oblige me to love and reverence
him, and be as submissive to him as these other lovers were
to me ; at whose feet I might lay doAvn all the admiration
that others gave me, and AA'ho, in return, Avas to be noble
and distinguished, and to love me to distraction, and I
Avas to be the envy of every other woman ; this last Avas
a great ingredient. Everybody called me proud, and cold,
and haughty, and insensible ; Avhereas, in truth, I Avas
only Avaiting ancl Avishing for somebody better and
stronger than myself, to come and conquer me. But
I sincerely believed myself to be irresistible, and began
to Aveary of the monotony of recelA-'ing declarations
from men I did not care for, and whom I tormented
from sheer ennui and secret A-exation, as boys pull off the
legs and wings of flies AA'ithout thinking of the pain they
give.
" I had turned sixteen, but Avas a long way from being
seventeeu, Avhen, one evening- at the play, where I was
seldom allowed to appear, I saAv a proud, stern, handsome
man in the stage-box. He never once directed his glass
towards me, although I Avas in the front roAV, and nearly
opposite to him. At the end of the first act he went
away, Avithout my being able to flatter myself that he
had even been conscious of my existence. This was
quite a new sensation to me, I scarcely knew AA'hether
I Avas piqued or pleased. When I got home, I told my
aunt,
" ' All, it must be young Maurice Hill,' said she ; ' he
Is the third son to the Marquis of Queenland, He Avas
priA'ate secretary to his uncle, Lord Rossmore, when he
Avent on his embassy. He is said to be A'ery clever,
A'cry proud, and very bad tomjicred ; but I say he is only
ambitious ancl discontented. He AVIU make himself
knoAvii in the Avorld some of these days; there is some
stuff in him,'
" My aunt thought no more of the matter, Maurice
Hill, the discontented young man, Avho had not made his
position in the Avorld, was not one of the men she considered eligible for me ; her views Avere fixed entirely
in another quarter. I went to an assembly soon after,
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and met him there. He was presented to me, and Ave
danced together.
He was cold, unimpressible, and
talked very little, but to me there was a charm in
all he said. There Avas an impress of strength and
reality about him quite different from the smiling
insipidity and amiable adoration to which I had been
accustomed, I was captivated, but I had not the least
Idea that I made any impression upon him. I believe,
in the first instance, the difficulty was the charm. H e
got some one to present him to my amit, and he came
regularly every week to her receptions, and to the smaller
parties whenever she invited h i m ; but he was never a
favourite of hers,
" Towards me he was not assiduous; he had rather a
grave, kind, protecting manner, and I regarded him as
so much above me, that I desired above all things his
good opinion. One word from him meant so much more
than he expressed. But though I desired so passionately
his regard, yet I Avas constrained ancl timid with him,
and I have often cried myself to sleep from aggravation
at my OAvn folly and stupidity. On the rare occasions
Avhen he gave me an opportunity to show myself to
advantage, I could not talk to him : I could only listen
to Avhat he said as though they Avere the words of an
angel from heaA'cn ; and I read through a Aveary book of
history—Dueler's ' Civil Wars of France'—for no other
earthly reason than because I once overheard him
speaking of it to some man of his acquaintance, as a
work in which be had been much interested. Occasionally,
a Avord or a look made me think that he cared for me,
but I never could feel quite sure; and I Avearied myself
with turning and Aveighing- them, to discover all the
meaning- that might be hidden in them,
" He Avas the only real person I came n e a r ; all
other men were so many shadows glancing on the
wall,
" Suddenly he disappeared—I knew not Avhat had
become of him.
I tormented myself Avith the idea
that I had offended him, or that he had taken a
disgust at seeing other men hovering round me and
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paying me attention, though Heaven knows they had
their labour for their pains. Now I treated them worse
than ever.
After he had been gone about a fortnight, I heard,
quite accidentally, that he had been appointed aide-decamp to General Somebody, and had gone abroad with
him—we were always at war in those days, in some
place or other. The pang of mortification at finding that
I had not in the least been thoug-ht of in the matter,
showed me how vain all my hopes had been; and I
began to feel indignant at myself for caring so much for
a man who thought nothing about me, and I resolutely
began to try to crush him out of my heart. I had carefully laid by all the dresses, flowers, ribbons, &c., which
I had AVorn Avlien he had been good to me, and considered them as a species of fetish which Avould bring
that good time over again: these, in a fit of self-contempt,
I magnanimously burned, and they set the chimney of
my room on fire, and my aunt came running in to kn w
Avhat was the matter. I think she guessed, for she
looked at the debris, and smiled to herself, but asked no
questions,
" Amongst my other admirers there was one, a very
good man, a fine noble affectionate nature, who was very
much in loA'O Avitli mo. He was a man of birth and
education, and had a fine fortune! he was handsome,
too—in short, it seemed as if nothing but the very
genius of perverseness could make any Avoman whom he
addressed other than propitious.
I suppose I was
perverse, for 1 had ahvays treated him very ill indeed;
but he still persevered. In my ncAvly-found strength
of resentment, I began to feel remorse for my indifference,
and thought T AA'OUICI try to behave better to him, and
see if I could manage to like him. My aunt ahvays
upheld his suit, and would haA'e been delighted to see me
married to him. I kneAV and felt that he loved me deeply,
and that gave a strange distaste to him : hoAvever, I really
tried to be kinder to him, as I knew by myself all I
made him suffer
Well, on the strength of my more
gracious manner, he began to seem so dreadfully happy
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and uplifted, that I absolutely hated h i m ; aud what
Avas Averse, I felt now that I had given him encouragement,
and began to fear I should be obliged to marry him in
spite of myself,
"More than three months had passed since Maurice
Hill had left England : I had heard nothing of him.
One evening, at an assembly Avhere I had been taken,
much against my will, by a friend of my aunt's Avho
always chaperoned me when I Avent into public, I Avas
feeling more than usually depressed and wretched, ill at
ease in my own conscience—for I knew hoAV ill I was using
this other person—and feeling, moreover, that matters
must come to a crisis in a day or tAvo at furthest; I cannot
describe the horrible perplexity in AA'hich I felt I had
iuA'olved myself; it Avas like being pursued by a bad
dream ; I saAV no escape ; I looked round Avith a feeling
of sick despair, Avhen I saAA' him standing in the door-way
—so pale, so changed from Avhat he had been ! His
arm Avas in a sling, and he looked as though just risen
from a sick bed.
His eyes Avere fixed upon me.
W h a t my looks said, I kiioAV not, but ho came cjuietly
forward and stood by my side. I seemed turned to
stone or lead by the very intenseness of emotion ; I
could not turn my bead to look at him, nor speak one
word.
" ' Margaret,' he said, in a low voice—it Avas the
first time he had called me thus—'jMargaret, I am here ;
may I r e m a i n ? ' I do not knoAv Avhether I said ' Y e s '
Avith my lips; for I felt unable cither to moA'c or
speak. His eyes seemed to cover me like a burningglass : I felt them burning- mc, though my head Avas
bent doAvn.
" ' Is it for ever ? ' he asked, in the same c[uiet,
suppressed tone. ' I will go away again, If you desire
me.'
" 'When did I desire you to go away ? ' asked I, in a
voice that seemed scarcely my OAvn,
' " N o t in AA'ords, but you Avere the cause. They told me
you Averc engaged to be married since I left : I could
not endure to let you go Avithout coming to hear
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from your OAvn lips that it was your own choice. Is It
true ?'
" 'No,' said I, feeling as if a mountain had been removed
from my heart.
" 'May I come to you to-morroAv ! I can say nothing
amongst all these people.'
" I do not think Ave spoke again.
He remained
beside my chair. All I can imagine or ever felt of
happiness Avas mine that evening.
I was tranquil,
stupid almost from the very fulness and excess of
feeling.
I seemed taken out of my^self, and living
Avith another life. Suddenly I started up as from a
sleep ; the party was going on as usual, Avith its
Babel of tongues.
A cai'd-table near me was just
breaking u p ; only a foAv moments had passed ; I was
like that king AVIIO seemed to himself to have lived seven
years during the moment of dipping- his head into
a pail of water ! H E Avas gone. I would almost have
doubted that he had been there. I t was his departure
that had broken the spell, though the enchantment
lingered still.
" The other man—he who I told you loved me so much
—came up to me. He looked so miserable that even I
remarked it, and inquired if he Averc ill. A gleam of
light passed over his face.
" ' Tell me, Margaret, the worst,—'is all that I have
seen true, or Is there still hope ? '
" ' Yes, yes ; thank God, it is true. I did not know.
I did not hope before.'
' " I knoAv—I see all nOAV. God bless you, Margaret;
110 other man AVIU love you as I do. Say farewell, at
least ; you shall never see me again.'
" The expression of his face has haunted me ever since.
His voice Avas almost extinct, but there Avas nothing
Aveak or unmanly about him ; no attempt to rouse
my sympathy, and his very lips AVcre pale AvIth
suffering. I never Avas so nearly loving him as at
that moment.
I felt so intensely grateful for his
generous forbearance.
" ' T e l l me you forgive me,' I said, passionately, ' o r

CONSTANCE HERBERT,

217

I shall never forgive myself I did not know he cared
for me.'
' " I know you did not. I knoAv all. I understand
all now. Will you not say " God bless you," before I
go ? '
" I put out my hand to him, and burst into tears. He
grasped it as in a lock of ice, and then he left me, feeling
as one might who has committed a murder to obtain an
Inheritance,
" B u t you are tired nOAV, darling," said Margaret,
breaking off, and leaning over Constance,
" I Avill
tell you the rest to-morrow, I cannot go on nOAV,"
" Poor aunt! and I said you had no knowledge
of these t h i n g s ; don't tell me any more if it Is
painful,"
"Yes, dear, you shall hear the remainder, but now
come to bed, perhaps you will sleep after so long a
story."
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CHAPTER XXXIV
THE next day Constance did not ask her aunt to renew
her story, though she was A'ery anxious to hear it. She
endeaA'oured to exert herself to be more alive, and to
seem as little unhappy as possible.
She voluntarily
took up a piece of embroidery, though it Avas not much
progress she made. Margaret, Avho hacl nerved herself
up for her task, Avas anxious to accomplish it. Seeing
Constance thus occupied, she said, "Now, dear, shall I
tell you the rest r " She sat doAvn in her chair, leaning
her head upon her hand to shade it, and looking stedfastly mto the fire, began:—
"The next morning, at breakfast, a note was brought
in by the servant that made my heart stand still. I had
never seen his handwriting, but I kiicAV it by instinct.
My aunt read it, and gave it to me across the table,
saying,' Had you any expectation of this ?'
" I t Avas a formal request that she Avould grant him an
interview—\'ery brief; but leaving no doubt of the
object,
" I replied, as well as I Avas able, that he had asked
my permission to speak to her,
' " A n d Avhat do you propose Avith regard to Mr,
Aubrey, whom you have encouraged, and of whoso
intentions you have been perfectly UAvare ; as he had
my sanction for his addresses ?'
" I told her that i l r , Au'orey was gone aAvay, aud
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would not return. This made her extremely angry, and
brought down on me a long lecture for my heartlessness,
vanity, and coquetry ; at which I felt very indignant, as
my conscience by no means acquitted me for the part I
had played. However, the note was answered with
formal politeness, and an hour fixed for the Important
audience,
" In the course of the morning a letter came from
Aubrey, announcing his departure.
I t was a very
touching note,—all the more so that It made no disjolay
of suffering. He sent the most kind message to me,
and begged that my aunt would not blame me In any
way for what had occurred; and declared that his
highest esteem and admiration would ahvays attend me,
" M y aunt was much mortified. She liked h i m ; It
was a match she had set her heart upon for me, and she
had a strong prejudice against Maurice, I felt very
anxious as to the reception she Avould give him, I did
not think that anything could have given me annoyance
at such a t i m e ; but t knew how haughty and almost
insolent she could be upon occasions, and I feared even
now that he might withdraw In displeasure,
" At length the appointed hour came. My aunt,
dressed in her stiffest state, sat in her own private
cabinet to receive him, I heard him come up stairs, and
the door of my aunt's room closed upon him,
" Oh ! hoAV much I longed to have seen him for a
moment, to have entreated his patience, though I should
never have dared to utter a word If the opportunity had
been afforded,
" The period of their Interview seemed to me interminable. Once or twice, as I strained my ear, I imagined
I heard angry voices ; but that must have been a delusion, as I Avas too distant to have heard them,
" At length I Avas summoned,
" When I opened the door, he was leaning against
the chimney-piece : he looked pale and agitated ; my
aunt, dignified and handsome, sat like a queen,
" ' Margaret,' said she, ' Mr. Hill has been requestingme to sanction his addresses to you, Intimating- that he
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had obtained your permission. Doubtless he does us
both great honour,' and her lip curled with a fine
disdain ; ' but as he OAvns that he has come without his
father's knowledge, and, indeed, without ascertaining his
feelings in any way, I have told him that I cannot entertain his proposal until his father, the Earl, has expressed
his approbation of the alliance. I t is quite impossible
that you should enter into any family unwilling to
receive you,'
" I heard every word distinctly, though not with my
outward senses, for I felt turned to stone,
" ' Hear me, Margaret,' said he, advancing, and taking
my hand; ' do not be led away by pride to destroy the
life-time of us both, I am past the age AA'hen a father
has the right to dispose of the destiny of his son,
HaA'e I not striven to avoid coming into collision with
him ? Have I not kiiOAvn you, seen you constantly,
loved you, and accepted you for my fate since the first
instant ? You fancied that I was cold, and did not care
for you. Ah ! you have never spoken a Avord in my
hearing that I could not repeat. I loA'ecl you to madness,
but I put an iron constraint upon myself, because I knew
that I had no position to offer you. I accepted that
appointment because it took me away when I had no
longer strength to resist you ; and did I not nearly lose
you ? When I was AA'ounded and sent home, I bitterly
Avished I had been killed instead. And now I appeal to
you, Margaret; I IOA'C you—IOA'C you, and it is my love
that has conquered you and drawn you to me. I haA'e
every right to be my oAvn master—Avill you sacrifice mc
to an idle punctilio ? My father is a foolish, rash old
man, he may accede to my request or he may n o t ; it is
more than likely he Avill refuse, for no reason but his
OAvn fantastic humour. I AVIII do all a son may do to
Avin him. I AVOUICI have all honour paid to you, but
shoulcl he refuse, say that you AVIII not.'
" He spoke in a hoarse, choked voice, Avith a suppressed vehemency that made me tremble. His eyes,
which seemed to emit light, Avere fixed on me with
passionate entreaty.
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" I had no time to reply, even if I had been able, for
my aunt, rising Avith dignity, said, ' My niece is a young
girl, unacquainted Avitb Avliat is due to herself or her
family. On her behalf, I tell you that I request you to
keep away from this house until you can come accompanied by your father. This has been a painful interview, it is now ended,'
" I looked at him on hearing this dreadful speech,
feeling only the agony of having caused It, He looked
at me, with a strange smile; all his agitation had
passed away. He boAved to my aunt, Avith an air of
respect, as a man who receives a sentence from Avhicli he
will not appeal, and said, quite gently, ' Go to your aunt,
dear Margaret, and trust In me,'
" In another moment he had left the room, I burst
into tears, although, it must be OAvned, that I did not
feel very miserable; indeed, only two days ago, my
present position Avould have seemed to me the height of
happiness. Still I feared that my aunt had irrevocably
offended him, and that he Avould never return.
It
seemed to me that his treatment had been very unworthy, and I longed to make him some atonement.
My aunt allowed me to weep in peace for a fcAV moments;
she then said, ' Margaret, Marg-aret, I fear you Avill live
to repent of your Avilfulness, You haA'e allowed that
young man to knoAV his power oA'er you. If he is
Avorthy, if he deserves all you have laid at his feet, he
Avill find the means to Avin you honourably, without seeking to degrade you by a stolen or unAvelcome marriage.
H e is a poor lover Avho, secure of your love, cannot overcome greater difficulties than these.'
" ' B u t if he cannot ? ' sobbed I ; ' i f his father be
Immovable, and refuse? He cannot do what does not
depend on himself.'
" ' You, at least, can do right,' replied she, sternly,
' And, believe me, child,' she added, in a softened A'oice,
' t h a t it Avill cost you less suffering to do right, even
though you have to give him up, than to take a wrong
step to Avin him. To enter his family, unless they are
prepared to receive you, AVOuld placo you In a false
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poEltlon, scarcely inferior to AA'hat would be entailed by
a grievous fault,'
" I thought her dreadfully cold and worldly. What
did I care for myself, or for Avhat I should suffer ? Had
7J3 not told me that the welfare of his whole life was in
my keeping ? Her speech made me cry bitterly, I was
afraid that he Avould be honourable according to my
aunt's notion, and never come near me again ; or that ho
might go abroad, as he had done before,
" In the course of the day, my aunt wrote a formal
letter to his father, informing- him of the nature of his
son's proposals, requesting to know whether it was with
his sanction, ancl intimating that without it his son
AA'O'ald not be received into her house,
" My aunt Avas celebrated for the elegance and originality of her letters; this was no exception. She showed
it to me, and I could find no fault Avith it; Indeed, I
thought In my heart that it could not fail to make an
impression upon the individual to whom it was addressed ; and I laughed at the notion that perhaps he
Avould fall in IOA'O with my a u n t ! He Avas a Avidower, I
should have told you. Maurice lost his mother Avhen he
Avas fifteen, and although he never professed to feel any
filial affection for his father, he idolized the memory of
his mother, and had often said that my aunt resembled
her,
" Well, the letter went. It Avas one of my aunt's
reception evenings ; but though I pleaded hard to remain in peace up stairs, she insisted upon my appearing,
and remarked, in rather a sarcastic tone, that there Avas
no occasion AA'liy an offer of marriage should be celebrated by an attack of A'apours, I kncAV there Avas no
appeal, and dressed, and appeared accordingly. My
dear, that Avas the last evening in Avhich I ever played
my part in society in England, I did not foresee it then,
or I might perhajis liaA'c regarded it Avitli more interest;
as it Avas, it seemed Avearlsome enough.
" The next morning- brought the Earl in his chariot to
my aunt's door, 1 saw him from the parlour window as
he ascended the steps, leaning on the arm of his foot-
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mail. H e Avas a handsome, fine-looking old man, but
AA'ith haughty, sarcastic features, which bore a disagreeable resemblance to his son's, and sent a pang like ice to
my heart, for I foreboded no good. He Avas shown, as
his son had previously been, into my aunt's cabinet, from
Avhich, of course, I Avas excluded. They remained there
together for nearly half-an-hour. When he had departed, my aunt sent for m e ; a scornful smile sat upon
her handsome mouth. She looked up as I entered,
' Margaret,' said she, ' Lord Queenland has been here, as
no doubt you are aAvare, He gaA'o himself the trouble
to come in person, to beg that I Avould not encourage his
son's Infatuation for you, as he could never give it his
sanction, I assured him that his son Avould never be
received Avithout it. This Avas the business part of our
interview. The rest of the time v/as consumed by him
in expressions of politeness and consideration, and compliments to your beauty and fascination; to all which I
listened with the attention they deserved.'
" ' But Avhat reason did he assign ?' said I, impatiently,
" ' He began a profuse statement of what he called his
reasons, but I told him the fact Avas sufficient, and cut
that portion of his speech short. I t was then that he
expanded Into complimentary assurances. Now, my
child, here is an occasion for you to exercise the good
sense and self-control you possess. You cannot, without
loss of delicacy and self-respect, take any sort of step,
Maurice Is aware of your preference ; that is sufficient,
or ought to be. Let him overcome the obstacles Avhicli
exist only upon his OAvn side. You can make no attempt
to overstep them without defeating your own end. I
know Maurice, and 1 tell you it Avill loosen your hold
upon him, and not secure it.'
" I had ahvays had a hankering after being a heroine,
and here I was regularly installed in the position of one;
but I found tlie reality much less agreeable than in
books. Indeed, I can speak from experience, that the
more one's real life resembles a novel, the more uncomfortable it is,
'• That evening's post brought mo a letter from
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ilaurice, I have it still, and you shall see it, but not
now He told me that he had had a stormy interview
Avith his father after his return from our house; that in
consequence of the excitement his Avound, Avhich was
barely healed, had broken out afresh. He Avas in bed,
and likely to be kept there for some time, but ho
entreated me, in the most moving terms, not to give him
up, and declared his intention to Avin me against the
Avhole Avorld. You may imagine the effect of such a
letter from him upon mc. It Avas the first time I had
ever seen his hand\vritlng, and oh ! how beautiful to mc
looked the letters that formed Ins name !
" I gave the letter to my aunt, because I was too
proud and imperious to do anything that Avas clandestine,
and also because I thought that it would make her
admire, and do justice to the Avriter.
" She read it through most stoically, and then returned
it to me, saying,—
' " L e t him proA'e his words. I AVIII be the first to
congratulate him, and own myself wrong-; but that
young man, Avith all his imperious Avill and love of
determination, has one capital flaAV in his character: he
cannot accept a position of his own making. He desires
to enjoy the advantages of Avhat he accepts, as AVCU as
those of the alternative he rejects. He is ambitious, too,
—and his ambition and desire to make a career for himself are much deeper rooted than his loA'e for you,—
though I grant that his love burns the more fiercely of
file two just noAv. Margaret, if ever you are tempted to
put yourself in that man's poAver, you Avill repent once,
Avhich Avill be always. Aud now understand, that I Avill
have no tampering Avitli your position ; you AVIU neither
see nor correspond Avith that young- man Avhilst you
remain under my r o o f
" I Avas too ang-ry and indignant to rejoly. I took up
my candle, and marched into my own room Avith the air
of a princess.
"As I neither could nor Avould give the required
promise, it Avas agreed that I should go for a short time
to viulfc my brother at the Chauntry, this very house,
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where I had not been for years. That I might have no
insuperable temptation to transgress her laws, my aunt
wisely and kindly procured information concerning the
state of Maurice's wound through the medical man,
whom she knew. All danger was over, and he was
convalescent. It is a great comfort to me to reflect
that I parted affectionately from my aunt. Stern and
uncompromising as she had been in this matter, she
loved me tenderly, and no harsh Avords, even upon this
point, had jarred our relationship ; she sympathised
with me, although she would not yield,
" Well, my dear, I came down here. Your father was
then a very little boy ; he will tell you that he remembers that visit, I was very fond of him, he was my pet
and comfort during that miserable, harassing time :
he was quite different to the rest of the family, Avith
Avhom I had little In common. Maurice, Avho had of
course easily discovered my retreat, wrote me letter after
letter of the most passionate attachment,—sometimes
they were full of hope, but oftener of despondency. I
could not resist his entreaties for letters In reply. In
this lonely place you may imagine that his letters were
even more precious than if I had been still with my
aunt, I hacl nothing to distract my thoughts from him
here,
" A t the end of a month he came down. He had
evidently been very ill ; the change I saw in him went
to my heart. He had had a relapse after my departure,
and been very nearly dead, but had made light of it in
his letters, lest he should seem to take advantage of my
anxiety, I cannot tell you how much this delicacy
touched me. The physicians had ordered him abroad,
and he came to plead for a secret marriage Avith me
before he Avent, Constance, I cannot express to you
what I felt at the Idea of his going abroad, ill—perhaps
to die—with no relative near him ; whilst I, if I were
his wife, might be always near him, and attend upon
him ;—what a privilege that seemed ! If he had been
going away to live at a Court, and be in grandeur, it
would not have touched or tempted m e ; but to be his
15
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nurse in sickness—to be a comfort to him—was too
great a blessedness to be rejected, Constance, I should
not have been the fool I was, if it had not been for the
attraction of the false generosity of ' sacrificing myself,'
The private marriage he desired Avould not have enabled
me to accompany him abroad, unless by the announcement of it I had been Avilling to embroil him with his
father beyond all retrieve, Avhich he evidently did not
desire, and I knew It would be the ruin of all his
prospects."
" Well, aunt, and what did you consent to do ? "
asked Constance, with sudden impatience.
" M y dear, in those days this was a more Catholic
neighbourhood than it is at present. All the farmers
were Catholics, and the priest was a good, kind old man,
with whom I had made a sort of friendship, I could
talk to him freely, and I told him everything about
myself. 1 Avas very miserable, and it was a great comfort. He in his turn had spoken of the heavy penal
laws that Avere against Catholics; and I looked upon
him as if he hacl been one of the early Christians, He
Avas a truly good man, and his labours were indefatigable
amongst his scattered flock. I kncAv that by his Church,
marriage is held even more sacred than by ours; it is an
indissoluble sacrament; but by the laws of England no
marriage celebrated by a Catholic priest Avould be legal,
nor could even the form be gone through without
exposing him to very heavy punishment,
" A plan suggested itself to my imagination which I
thought Avould meet all my difficulties. I told Maurice
that if ho AA'ould marry me in Father Bernard's little
chapel, I Avould consent. My brother and my aunt were
the only persons to be informed of it. I would go
abroacl with him, ancl the world might think and say
what it pleased.
" At first he started back from the proposal. He
explained, that althoug-h the marriage might be legal
enough abroad, yet in England it Avould not stand good
for an Instant; that, in fact, it would be no marriao-e at
all.

CONSTANCE HEEBERT,

227

It 'I I
' shall knoAV that I am your wife,' I replied; ' t h a t
Avhich constitutes a marriage in one country cannot be
very wrong- in another. All that makes the sanctity of
marriage is there—that suffices to me, I shall be in
your power—if you ever cease to love me, you can be
free.'
" H e replied, in ferA'ent words, he believed In the
eternity of his love as firmly as I did myself.
" There Avas something in my proposal which chimed
in with his OAvn wild, imperious will. That man, my
dear, was accustomed to dominate over everyone Avho
came in his way, and his illness (I believe now) had
been mainly caused by finding his father's Avill as
inflexible as his own.
" H e still urged a legal marriage in secret, but the
fatally romantic notion of sacrificing myself to save him
from a breach with his father, had taken hold of my
imagination. I knew that the first thing my own
family would do with a secret marriage would be to proclaim it, or, if they were kept in ignorance, to follow
him and force him ' t o do me j u s t i c e ; ' and to be left
behind, a AA'idowed wife, Avas far more terrible than anything the world could have said. After a Avhile he consented to accept my plan, and we AA'ere married by dear
Father Bernard in his chapel. The dear, good old man
had not yielded to my entreaties without difficulty ; but
I knew how to Avork upon his scruples, and I am sorry
to say that I abused them. However, married Ave were.
The old man gave me a certificate and his blessing, I
wrote to my aunt, telling her AA'hat I had done, and
enclosed her the certificate, which I did not care to keep,
Maurice had a carriage in waiting, and we started at
once for Dover, where we embarked AvIthout delay for
France,
" When you judge me, Constance, recollect I Avas not
seventeen."
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CHAPTER XXXV.
" W E L L , my dear, I was happy, very happy ! I felt no
sort of misgiving, I thought I had done something
that was far better than right, and I had never been
accustomed to think or feel according to any rule, but
my OAvn notion of what Avas right,
" We proceeded at once towards the south of France,
The state of my husband's health gave me great anxiety.
He had taken a violent cold on his journey to the
Chauntry, Avhich materially aggraA'ated all his unfavourable symptoms, and before we reached Hyeres,
the place Avliere we had determined to pass the autumn
and winter, he had become almost unable to travel.
However, we reached it at last, and established ourselves
in the chief street, called La Rue de Paradis, and here he
fell so seriously ill that his life Avas despaired of Oh !
hoAV often I congratulated myself that I had not allowed
hin^ to come alone—that I Avas there Avith him—that I
had the right to be with him and tend him, I certainly
was miserably anxious about him ; but the intense
pleasure of being his nurse—of waiting upon him—of
having him dependent upon me, and belonging to me
exclusively, was such exquisite happiness that it fairly
balanced the pain. I did not believe he would die, I
felt confidence in my OAvn passionate will, to keep death
at bay. In all illness a great deal, humanly speaking,
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depends upon the nurse ; and In this case, you may be
sure, he had everything that could be contrived or
Imagined for his good. At last the medical men declared
the danger for this time past, and nothing to be guarded
against except a relapse, I seemed to inspire him with
my own health and strength. I could see him revive
more and more every day. His old proud, cold manner
was quite gone—he became as cheerful and gay as a
child.
"This Illness bound him to me more closely than years
of an ordinary existence could have done. His restoration to health was in some sort my own work ; and, in
addition to the romantic reverence and worship with
which I had always regarded him, there now mingled a
sentiment of unutterable tenderness—something like
what I should fancy a mother must feel towards her
child.
"Whilst we we Avere at Hyeres, I rccelA'cd a letter from
my aunt—a noble, generous letter, although she must
bitterly haA'e felt the step I had taken. She expressed
no resentment. There was neither a reproach nor a
sententious observation throughout—there was a kindness and sympathy which shoAved that she could enter
into my motives : but also a foresight that could not
blind itself to consequences ; and it was written to
strengthen and console me when evil days should
arrive. One line in it lias been a strength and stay
to me when I have needed both. ' My dear Margaret,'
she said, 'never cease to hold fast your self-respect.
The world, no doubt, will make you sufier; but recollect,
you haA'c acted under a firm conviction that what you
did Avas right, and even noble. Abide by your own
conscience, and do not allow conseq^iences to Inspire a
weak remorse.'
" I did not knoAv the full meaning of this at the time,
but I thought my aunt was very good; and I wrote her
a letter, such as she would have desired, but she ncA'cr
received It: before it reached England she Avas dead.
She died quite unexpectedly, after a fcAV hours' illness ;
that letter to mo Avas perhaps the last AVork she ever
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did in this Avorld. Henceforth, I h a d n o t h i n g i n life
except m y h u s b a n d , to Avhom I clung Avitli m o r e devotion
e v e r y day, j\iy d e a r Constance, t h a t self-abandonment,
self-devotion, becomes dreadfully fatiguing a n d w e a r y i n g

to the object of it in a very short time—no human being
can be made an idol Avith impunity, but 1 did not then
knoAv this. It is very intoxicating to be able to love
with one's whole heart, and Avhora may a Avoman love In
this world, if it be not her OAvn husband ? We travelled
throug.h Italy, and spent our next AvInter in Rome. I
am not going to tell you all I felt, ancl thought, and saw.
In Italy; that period certainly develojied all I possessed of
intellect and feeling- for what is beautiful. I should like
you, my Constance, to visit Italy, and who knows but Ave
may achicA'c it y e t !
" i l y husband knew a great deal; indeed, he Avas a
cultivated and accomplished man, and at first he took
pleasure in instructing- me, and reading Avith me. I owe
much to him in that respect. He made me take lessons
in singing ; and all that he seemed to desire or admire,
that I laboured earnestly to become.
" Bat I was blind to a certain change that Avas beginning- to come over him. Perliaps, had I earlier seen it,
I might haA'e so ordered my conduct and our mode of living, that the cloud might have been dispersed; but I knoAV
not, for when a change of affection sets in, it proceeds
Avitli a rapidity that cannot be calculated. In my girlish
imagination, I had believed that once loA'cd, Avas loved
for ever, especially Avhen people AA'cre married. With
all my Avorship and deA'otion, I had never understood
the character of Maurice; indeed, my A'cry IOA'C had
blinded me to Its most obvious traits. 1 can see all now,
but in those days it Avas not so.
" We had travelled a great deal. We had been all
over Italy, and had visited Spain and Portugal; neither
avoiding society nor seeking- it, receiving, in fact, much
civility and attention, and finding- ready access to all
that Avas most Avortli seeing.
The third Avinter Ave
returned to Naples.
I rejoiced at the prospect of
havhig him all to myself once more, and anticipated
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a renewal of our former readings and studies. But he
had grown weary of this objectless, purposeless wandering Avay of life. His health had now been long reestablished, and he began to Avisli for a career such as
might have employed his energies had he remained in
England,
" To England we could not return ; my position there
would have been equivocal; the rest of the world was
before us, to go Avhere we would, but It was to England
that he precisely Avished to go,
"English letters, English news, English papers, were
all that he cared to see or read. He had kept up a
correspondence with his brother, and from him he
learned the state of parties; the dissolution of an old
Ministry, which had seemed to hold their power en
perpetuite, and the opening offered by the accession of
another party to the young man in a position and with
the talents of Mam-ice,
" M y aunt always told me he was ambitious, but I did
not heed her; her words conveyed no meaning to me.
At that time, too, his worldly ambition Avas in abeyance to a
violent passion for me, which had noAV been thoroughly
exploii'j, and shame for his slothful, purposeless life,
began to make itself felt,—the A'ague, unexpressed sense
of remorse at talents unemployed—talents which weighed
upon him like a burden, with no prospect, no outlet for
escape into action, for Avliich be pined. He became
morose, quick tempered, bitter in his words, and nothing
I said or did seemed to afford him the least pleasure,
I Avas then in the full radiance of whatever beauty I possessed, far handsomer than I had been Avhen I left
England, The children in the streets used to stand still
to look at me when I went out, and I was made to understand, in every possible way, by men In general, that
they considered me a A'ery beautiful woman. But all
the spell of my beauty Avas gone. W h a t did I care
that the whole world should admire me, when lie for
whom alone I lived had become indifferent—more than
Indifferent, for I feared he began to detest me, and I
felt so helpless, I had loved him with my entire soul.
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laid myself and my beauty, and everything I possessed,
at his feet, and there was no more that I could do. I
fancied that if we had had children, they would have
bound us together, and prevented this terriblegulf from
opening between us, which I had seen growing wider
and wider, and deeper and deeper, from the first little
crevice, until noAv it looked like a black abyss. Once, at
this time, I expressed to him my regret that we had no
prospect of children,
" ' Thank God,' said he, bitterly ; ' with them our
position would indeed be complicated : It is bad enough
as it is.'
" I shrunk back.
I felt as though I had been
shrivelled up by lightning. From that moment I ceased
to hope, and I saw what my own act had done!
" M y dear Constance, abnegation and self-sacrifice are
noble words, noble things ; but recollect that no sacrifice
is, or can be, noble, unless it be made for a worthy object;
and no form that self-pleasing can take, is other than
mean and base. SELF, in any disguise, is a snare. Let
no notion of romantic genei-osity ever blind you. Believe
me, that romance, Avlien taken into daily life, soon gets
tarnished,
" I left his presence after that speech, resolved to
commit suicide, for I felt that I was his rock a-head
in life,
I had thought to conciliate all difficulties,
and to save liim both from the pain of losing me,
and the penalty of marrying me, I had thought to
leave him free, and I had hung myself with a heavy
chain like a millstone round his neck, fettering him
tenfold more than the most unpropitious legal tie could
have done. There is no escape from the natural responsibility of any position we assume. He stood towards me
in the relation of a husband, and I could not release him,
except by death. I cannot express to you the wild despair
that filled me when the natural consequence of what I
had done, first flashed upon me. I had degraded him
by forcing my OAVU sacrifice upon him. I had spared him
a temporary suffering, to chain him in exile so long as
his father lived. All the objections, the folly, the useless-
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ness of what I had done, stood out more and more clearly,
until I was nearly mad, if not quite. Pacing up and
down my room, a book struck my eye ; it was a Bible
my aunt had given me long ago, Avhen I was a little girl,
I opened i t ; the first sentence my eye lighted upon
seemed like a sortes .-—
" ' Y e shall be filled Avith the fruit of your OAVU
ways.'
" Had the book spoken with a human voice, I could
not have been more startled. I opened it again ; the
same fatality attended me. The words I saw Avere :—•
" He gave them their hearts' desire, but sent leanness
withal Into their soul.'
" I laid down the book. I had heard a doom which
my conscience accepted as speaking to me individually,
" I felt that there Avas no more hope for me ; that I
had received my good things, and that the rest of my
life Avould be exacted as a payment. If I had only
succeeded in my aim of sparing him suffering, I would
have rejoiced. As it was, my only idea Avas how I might
free lilm from the burden I had laid upon him, I did
not AA'ish him to feel either remorse or r e g r e t ; I kncAv
that Avhen he was set free from me he would think of
me with love and regret, and that I should dAvell in
his memory for ever ; only he would forget his own impatience and coldness in the latter days he had lived
beside me,
" This turn of meditation soothed me ; there was
yet one thing I might do to win back his love,—to
die,
" I began with the most lucid insanity, to plan what I
would do, and how I would do it. He was to be set free ;
but I did not wish regret or remorse to come near
him ! I settled that I Avould persuade him to make a
journey to England, to see how things Avere going on,
and what his prospects Avere if he should wish to return,
I was to remain behind until he could either send for me
or could rejoin me. I thought that Avhen he Avas fairly
gone, I would begin to pretend illness, slight at first;
and then I would Avrite him another letter, perhaps tAVO,
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to pour out all my whole soul to him ; for of late all I
felt and suffered had been congealed in my h e a r t ; but I
could Avrite, and I Avould tell him all (except this one
secret), that he might have none but pleasant thoughts
of me ; and then I determined to drown myself It was
the only species of violent death that did not give me
repugnance. There was a fine marble bath near our residence, where I Avas accustomed to go alone. I knew I could
give my death all the appearance of an accident. We
were Avell known, and the UCAVS Avould be sure to reach
him, and no one would ever suspect anything below the
appearance of things. Oh, I intended to manage all so
cautiously! The plan fascinated me. I followed it
through all its details. I breathed freely once more. I
had recovered my power, I was no longer helpless and
crushed down by misery, 1 held my fate in my OAVU hands,
and felt strong and proud; happy, too, strange as It may
sound,
" My meditations were interrupted by Nanny (the old
Nanny who is here now) knocking at my door. She
came to tell me that an English gentleman had just
arrived, and had asked for the master. They were in
the verandah together, noAV, That the master had
seemed very much surprised, and desired her to bring
refreshments immediately. She had come for the keys
to get at the wine,
" I gave them to her, and went directly to the room
we generally occupied, I wished to know AA'ho and what
it was. The room Avas empty. I heard voices in the
verandah, and saAV Maurice, and a person dressed hke
an English clergyman, pacing up ancl down before the
Avindows.
" 1 could see from my husband's countenance that the
stranger brought grave tidings. In a few moments they
entered the room. With a slight, almost imperceptible
hesitation, my husband presented the stranger to me as
the Rev. Abraham Somebody, his cousin, I could have
laughed, had I not felt a flash of indignation at the
sudden reserve and freezing gravity with which he
bowed to me, mingled as It was with an impertinent
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look of curiosity. H e seemed to think he had come
in contact with an improper person, and showed
that he considered me as such. I t was the first time I
had been made to feel that my position was equivocal, I
was annoyed at my husband, who had not introduced
me at all, and it roused in me a spirit of haughty selfassertion, of which an hour previously I could not have
believed myself capable,
" I was prepared, as I thought, to endure the blame of
the whole world for what I had done ; but to sec an illbred, pompous ass of a m.an like this sitting In judgment
upon me, before my face, made me furious! However,
with disdainful politeness I proposed that we should sit
down to table, and I did the honours as one quite
conscious of my perfect right to be there. But this
flash of self-love speedily faded, Avhen I heard the tidings
he had brought. Lord Hill, Avho was now my husband's
only surviving brother, was dangerously III, and this
cousin had been dispatched to induce Maurice, if possible,
to return with him to England immediately.
My
husband was much attached to this brother, who was
the only one in the family aware of his real position
Avith me.
" This sudden summons only anticipated the step I had
myself resolved upon. Nevertheless, I felt as though
stricken with death, I remember nothing farther until
I found myself lying upon the bed in my OAvn room, Nanny
and Maurice hanging over me with pale, ten-ified looks,
and a stranger, Avho looked like a doctor, holding my
pulse, I was covered with blood, which trickled from
my arm, I had lain so long in a state of rigid insensibility that a vein had at last been opened, which, I
suppose, was what brought me to myself. As soon as I
opened my eyes, the doctor ordered the room to be
cleared, that I might be kept quite quiet, and on no
account agitated. I burst into a wild fit of laughter at
hearing these directions so gravely Issued; for the
memory of what Avas impending came back with the
first flash of con£;ciouEncES. The la-aghtcr ended in a
•violent flood of tears, daring which the room was
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cleared of every one bnt my husband, who kneeled
down beside me, and I sobbed myself calm against his
heart,
" ' When do you go ? ' I said, at length,
" ' Never ; ' replied he, ' if it makes yon suffer thus, I
know I have been stern and harsh of late ; and you have
Ihought
' And then he uttered the most passionate
words of love and remorse. He was a man in despair ;
his very soul seemed torn within him. Bnt In this recoil
of tenderness, I only saw one thing—that his mind was
f.xed to depart, and that he Avas only feeling the natural
pang of separating from me. I might have obtained
from him a delay—promises to return—promises to
announce our marriage to the world—anything that
would have consoled me, or mitigated the pain he was
suffering at that moment, for he felt remorse as well as
grief I endeavoured to calm him. I told him how
I had resoh'ed to urge a journey to England, and the
necessity there was that he should return there, at least
for a time. I SAvallowed down my own despair, and he
was grateful for it. I exacted from him no promise of
any kind, but tried to make his departure as easy as
possible.
" His words of endearment Avere precious to my
heart, and in his grief I saw the eA'idence of his
loA'e, which I feared had become extinct,
I Avould
have purchased this re-assurance under a heavier
penalty
"After the lapse of some time, there was a knock at the
door. It Avas one of the servants with a message from
the cousin, hoping that I Avas better ; ancl to say that it
was time to depart, as the vessel Avas to leave the harbour
that evening,
" It is strange, but at that moment I felt nothing, I
heard CA'cry Avord, though spoken in a whisper. He
returned to me, held me violently strained to his h e a r t ;
Ills lips Avere colder than ice ; but I felt no emotion. I
heard the grinding of the carriage Avheels beneath the
AvindoAV—he Avas, indeed, gone !
" T h a t nighb, and for many days afterAvards, my life
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wa.g despaired of. I h a d a succession of t h o s e n e r v o u s
s p a s m s w h i c h you once Avitnessed, a l t e r n a t i n g w i t h l o n g
fits of insensibility, I h a v e been subject t o t h e m a t times
ever since.
Old N a n n y n u r s e d m e d e v o t e d l y ; b u t I

think it was the secret belief that my husband's love for
me was not yet attainted, Avhich enabled me to live and
recover,
" I received a letter from my husband as soon as it was
possible for one to arrive, and it Avas all that my heart
could have desired,
" Shortly after his return to England, his brother died;
and his father's health was so precarious, that, by the
dying recommendation of his brother, he did not distress
him by revealing the position in Avhich he stood towards
me. To this I gave my hearty concurrence. I felt quite
secure that at the right time my husband would claim me
in the sight of the Avorld,
" The old Earl died within three months of his son,
and Maurice succeeded to the title and estates,
" The letter that announced this was abrupt and
forced; but I considered that he was, doubtless, overAvhelmed Avitli business, and harassed by many claims
upon his time ; that, perhaps, he Avas preparing to come
and fetch me. NOAV that all difficulties Avere cleared
aAvay, 1 should have felt it like sacrilege to do-ubt
him.
" Weeks lengthened into months, and he neither came
nor Avrote. I lived in complete seclusion in the house
Avhere he left me. I saw no one, aud received no more
intelligence of the outer-Avorld than if I had been in a
convent. I could bear the dead weight of this silence no
longer ; I Avent to the banker through Avhom Ave had
ahvays received our money, to knoAvif he had heard from
England,
" He received me politely, but Avith a certain alteration
in his manner which I could not define, but Avhich struck
me as unpleasant. He could tell me nothing; or, at
least, he Avould not tell me anything, except that he had
received iu duo course, the usual remittances of money,
which were to be paid to mo by his lordship's own
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direction, I desired to see the letter. I t was brief,
business-like, and written with my husband's OAvn
hand,
" He had found time to write to his banker—none to
address mc. This state of things I could no longer
endure. That very day I determined to depart for
England, and ascertain what it really was I had to look
for. I could endure the AA'orst certainty, bnt not lead my
life thus in the dark,
" My arrangements were soon made, and accompanied
only by Nanny, I took the next vessel that sailed for
England.
" We arrived safely; and I proceeded at once to London,
where I might have felt lonely enough if I had had leisure
to indulge In sentimental comparisons between the last
time, when I was the centre of an admiring circle in my
aunt's house, and noAv, when I v.'as doubtful where to find
a house to receive me.
" I recollected that a favourite maid of my aunt's had
married, and taken a house, Avhich she let off in apartments. In my aunt's last htter, the name of the street
where she lived had been incidentally mentioned. If she
were ,still alive I kncAV slio Avor.ld bo glad to receive me,
for I had knoAvn her since I Avas a child. That perplexity
Avas soon set at r e s t ; FIIC opened the door herself, and
not only took me In, but cried over me as if she had been
my mother
An English home-fce\mg came back to my
heart that did me good. From Mrs, Rochester I learned
all that had hajjpencd at my aunt's after my departure;
details of her last illness, and a precious message Avhich
she had left for mc with ^.lary Rochester, in case she should
ever see me again. Ah, my dear Constance, you do not
know the happiness of finding- yourself amongst your
own people of long ago, after living with strangers of
yesterday,
" I wrote a note to my hiisband, telling him what I
had done, and entreating him to come to me, I expected
him all the next day, but the hours passed and did not
bring him. The day folloAving was Sunday, and I went
with Mrs. Rochester to the Fonndhng Churcli, Tho
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good creature had a pew there, of which she was extremely proud; i t was the one distinctive piece of
respectability on which she prided herself, and I went
with her because I was too nervous and restless to stop
at home. I thought the English service might compose
me a Kttle. The pew was ia the front row of the gallery,
on the aide of the pnlpie: the good woman fussed about
to give me the best seat and the largest Prayer-book.
I t was the occasion of some sermon for some charity or
other ; the church was rapidly filling with a most &shionable congregation, which I watched with some cmriosity,
when, raising my eyes, I saw in the pew directly opposite
to me in the gallery, on the other side, my husband, and
besiJe him a slight, tliir, elegantly-dressed young creature,
covered with a large iaco veil, and extremely bride-like
in her appearance; other persons were Avith them, b a t
I only saw those two. He saw me, too, for I perceivel
him s t a r t ; bnt he tarned his eyes resolutely away. I
Aivas obliged to sit o-at the service, for I cou.d not withdraw. The sermon ASTIS prer.?hei by the cousin who
had fetched my husband honi?. 'out I did not even feel
surprised at the sighs of him,—nor the least inclination
to faint. I was in a state of da'roit.ir.ce, and I knew
exactly all that had taken place. My husband never
once looked towards m e : but I could not withdraw my
eyes from the young creature beside him.
" I recollect nothing t'^at passed in the church, but
I found myself walking tranquilly home; and i l r s .
Rochester expatiating ou the eloquent sermon of the
Reverend Abraham Shuttleworth.
" T h a t afternoon the door of my sitting-room was
thrown open.
' " T h e master, ma'am,' said Nanny, ' a n d that other
gentleman.'
" I t was Maurice! and behind him his cous'ln. H e
looked s t e m and gloomy, as tho"^h he had endeavoured
to nerve himself by ill temper for the ordeal that awaited
him.
" ' I n the name of Heaven when did you come here r '
was his first greeting.
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" ' I c a m e t w o d a y s a g o , because I wished to k n o w

what it is I have to look for, and how it is your pleasure
to regard me,'
" The sight of that cousin with him made me tremble
with rage, and quite choked any tenderness or relenting
I might have otherwise felt. His eye fell beneath mine;
if ever a man was to be pitied he was. The cousin took
up the Avord, and in a hard, but affectedly conciliating
voice, began to say that I must be aAvare that I could
have no legal claim upon his lordship, as the Romish
ceremony which passed betAveen us did not even need
annulling; it had, as I must have known, been null
from the beginning; and he, as the representative of the
rest of his lordship's family, had come with him to beg
I would retire and not bring distress to the noble and
virtuous lady who had been kept in ignorance of my
existence; aud if I would undertake not to annoy his
lordship, I might command any compensation in their
power to bestOAv, He spoke as though he Avere in the
pulpit, and began to Avax eloquent, expatiating upon the
noble and A'irtuous lady Avliose feelings Avere to be spared,
' Will you desire this pei-son to be silent,' said I, addressing my husband, 'and tell mo yourself Avhat it is you
Avish me to understand ? '
"Maurice, Avho had writhed under every Avord that
had been spoken, made an impatient gesture, aud the
reverend cousin retired to the Avindow,
" ' I should not have broug-ht him,' said my husband,
turning to me, but holding down his head, 'only this
IntervicAV required a Avitness for the sake of others. If
you had remained at Naples, you AVOUICI have spared
both yourself and me much annoyance ; if you had been
patient only a short time longer, you would have received
a communication Avhich AVOUICI have saved you the pain
of this inter vicAV-'
" Strange as It may seem, at this crisis of hearing- my
fate, I felt cold and calm; never in my life before had
I listened to my husband Avith so much indifference.
' Perhaps as I am here, if you AVIU tell me Avhat there is
to knoAV, it will have saA'ed much writing- and postage,'
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" ' Margaret, you were generous once, I am humiliated
enough by your looks. I have set aside our marriage,
and am legally married to another woman ; you cannot
set that marriage aside, but you may cause much pain to
an innocent person, and It is for her sake I appeal to
you. I Avas compelled to take the step I did; if I had
remained in a private station, nothing would have induced
me to forego & responsibility I had once accepted ;—it
Avas a case of ^^ noblesse oblige." You Avilfully insisted
upon having our marriage left incomplete when I would
willingly have made it legal, because you said you would
not be the means of marring my fortunes or embroiling
me Avith my father. You insisted upon being generous
and making a sacrifice ; was it merely a make-believe
piece of romance, or did you make an offer that you were
Avilling should be accepted in case of necessity? When,
by my brother's death I became heir to the title, I found
my father's objections to my marriage with you stronger
than ever ; and strong they must have been to outweigh
ordinary claims of honour. If you have been kept in
Ignorance until the fact was Irrevocable, it was an error
of judgment, only I wished to spare you as long as possible, and I own that I shrank from another scene like
the one that preceded my departure, I thought you
would suffer less Avhen time had in some degree weaned
your affection from me,'
" ' May I knoAv the nature of your father's Insurmountable objections to mc ? I have never yet been told,'
My dear, I spoke this in the politest tone possible,
though I was trembling Avith rage,
" He hesitated, and seemed not to wish to speak, but
his cousin came to the rescue; there was an unctuous
malice in his look, that shoAved he enjoyed having to tell
me Avhat I had asked,
" ' You must be aware. Madam, that there is an hereditary taint of insanity in your family; it Avas natural
and praiseworthy that the Earl should, by every means,
guard against its introduction, especially into what had
become the chief male branch of his noble house,'
" I nearly sprang from my seat at hearing this. I had
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only heard the fact very vaguely; I had been kept in
ignorance of it, and I had never really believed i t : it
hacl never been presented to me as a reason Avhy I shoulcl
not marry as Avell as possible. To come to the positive
kno'wledge of it at such a moment as this, and asserted
in the coarse, cold-blooded manner I had heard it, was
almost too much for me. I saw Maurice shrink at his
cousin's speech as though he had been struck by a knife,
HoAvever, I suppressed all sign of emotion ; I Avas determined they should not think that I Avas mad; but the
effort to keep calm seemed to turn mo into stone, and I
felt as though it Avas not I, bnt a strange voice speaking
through me, Avhen, after a moment I said, addressing my
husband, ' B u t you knew It then as you do now, and
yet you Avished to marry me ! "
' " W h y Avill you recur to the p a s t ? ' said he, impatiently; 'you knoAV I loved you; that I would have
plunged into a gulf of fire to obtain you. You were
calm enough to calculate—to make a sacrifice to enable
me to escape the consequences; but you are like all
women—they like tho excitement of being generous, but
they expect to be repaid with usury. I tell you again,
that if I had not succeeded to the title, I would not have
used the power you left in my hands.'
" I kept resolutely silent; if I had attempted to speak,
the tempest that Avas raging Avitliin me would have exploded ; and I felt so helpless to give utterance to the
indignation that nearly killed me. I Avas silent, because
there were no words that seemed worth saying. He was
evidently prepared for a violent scene, and diet not know
hoAv to deal Avitli mo.
" Ho broke the silence at length by saying, with an
attemjot at familiar kindness,—
' " A n d now, Margaret, do not let us part In illhumour : you are not lowered in my eyes by what has
passed. I reverence and do justice to your many virtues;
I have made every provision for your Avelfare, as I would
for that of a sister, I have arranged for you to continue in the house where you have ahvays resided iu
Naples, and have enabled you to continue the establish-
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ment on the same footing : your personal comfort must
ever be my first object,'
" ' I prefer making my own arrangements,' said I,
quite distinctly, though very slowly, for my lips Avould
scarcely form the Avords,
" ' But you will not leave me In ignorance of Avhat you
are going to d o ; surely we may remain friends, if
nothing m o r e ? '
" That speech was no worse than all Avhich had preceded It, and yet it stung me more bitterly; it measured
the depth of indifference to which he hacl fallen. But I
had not gone through this Interview so far to fail now;
I felt my strength giving way, and there was no time
to be lost:—
" I will not haA'e you for a friend henceforward. You
have no concern with my life, nor I witli yours. Keep
your wife in ignorance of m e ; she has done nothing to
deserve to be made to suffer through me. And now that
all is said, will you go r '
" 1 rose in token of dismissing them. Maurice endeavoured' to obtain some kinder token at p a r t i n g ; he
stretched out his hand, and would have taken mine ; but
I stood motionless, and kept him off by my eye. To
have felt my hand clasped in his, under such circumstances, would have killed me.
" ' Then, Madam,' said the cousin, holding his clerical
hat in the act of departure, 'AVC have your promise that
the noble lady in question shall not be disturbed by any
act of yours ?'
" ' Yes,' replied I.
"They both passed through the door; but before it
had closed, Maurice came back. One step brought him
to me : his face vras Avorking Avith violent emotion. H e
seized both my hands, which he wrung until the blood
sprang from the pressure of my rings :—
" ' Hate me, Margaret, as much as you will; bat don't
forgive me in that fashion. Tell me you will let mo
know what becomes of you.'
"'No.'
16—2
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" He dropped my hands, and I was alone—with all the
devils that had entered into my soul,
" The proud composure I had maintained, was bitterly
exacted from me in all the weakness and Avild anarchy
of passions Avhicli made my soul their field of strife.
" It Avould be neither for your good nor mine, were I
to retrace the days and hours of frenzy and despair which
Avere my portion. I can imagine the eternal place of
torment to resemble it—nothing else.
" LOA'E may be a strong passion, ancl I had loved with
my whole heart, but HATRED now possessed me still
more strongly; one can give utterance to one's love, but
there is nothing adequate to express HATE. Acts of
malice and revenge are infinitely beneath a genuine
hatred ; words are entirely worthless. Killing the object
Avould be all too little, and yet to stamp it under our
feet, to exterminate it, feels to'be the only thing left one
to do. Constance, pray to God that you may never
know Avliat hatred means. It will tear your heart and
rend you, as devils are said to have done those they
entered into of old, but it AVIU lend you no strength.
You Avill feel always impotent to satisfy the passion of a
great revenge.
" I Avent abroad immediately, and travelled night and
day for a Aveek together. Then I rested for awhile in
some remote village in Switzerland, the name of Avhich I
never kncAV ; but the pause gave me up afresh to all the
furies that possessed my soul, and again I continued my
course. I Avas more like a Avild animal than a woman.
" H o w long this state of stormy despair lasted, I
cannot tell you; it seemed to me an eternity. Nanny
ncA'er left me. She AA'as a good angel, whom my madness
could not drive UAvay.
" It chanced that I had to remain in some mountain
village for a day, there being no means of continuing
my course. I t rained heavily and continuously until
towards evening, and then I went out oi the inn to shake
off the intolerable irritation and oppression of a day's
confiucmcnt, by violent exercise. I Avalkcd at random,
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and at length, coming down an unfrequented path, I
came upon some steps rudely cut In the rock, I ascended
them; they led to a small chapel erected In an angle
of the rock, I entered; the place Avas nearly dark,
being only lighted by the declining twilight, and the
lamp which burned before the altar. At the first glance,
the chapel appeared empty; but I soon perceived a
group of children standing round the cure to be catecliised. I sat cloAvn on a bench in the shadow where I
could not be seen,
" T h e cure was a short, stout, good-natured looking
man. He would haA'e been decidedly vulgar if his countenance had not been redeemed by a pleasant, child-like
smile, Avhich made his little coarse features shine with a
look that Avas quite beautiful.
" The catechism proceeded, and when it was ended, the
old man took a little book out of his pocket, and prepared to read, moving at the same time nearer to the
lamp for the sake of a better light. He then read the
subject, ' On the forgiveness of injuries.' 1 laughed bitterly as I heard this ; Avhat should that innocent-looking
old man, and those young children, knoAV about either
lajuries or forgiveness ?
" The storm in my heart, which had been for a brief
while lulled, began to rise and gather afresh, like the
aAvakenIng of Orestes' furies. I felt diuA'cn from the
place to rush out into the gathering darkness. Whilst
I Avas in the act of rising from my seat, one sentence
detached itself from the reading, and attracted my
attention. ' He, the Holy One, had given no cause, and
had no self-reproach.' Like lightning flashing within
me, I saAV that all the bitterness of my own rage and
hatred had come from the sense that it was my own
actions that had been taken advantage of and turned
against me, and that it Avas the sense of my own foolishness that made the sharpest sting in my heart. So soon
as it struck me that some of the blame for all tho
misery and desolation that had fallen upon me rested
Avitli myself, and that I AA'as in reality suffering the consequences of my oAvn actions, I £;aAV that I Avas in reality
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indignant at having had my own wilfulness and imprudence taken adA'antage of and turned against mc, Avithout any recognition of tho Avild generosity and self-deA'otlon AvliIch raised it, as I fancied, to the rank of
heroism. The sudden relief I felt at this conviction was
like that which might follow to a AA'retch just unbound
from the rack, or to a .itruggllug castaAvay Avho suddenly
felt firm land beneath his feet.
" NcAv that I could take my own share of blame for
the past, I was delivered from the horrible sense of Injustice, against Avhicli I had so bitterly and so helplessly
jirotested, and it was a strange comfort to t-ake some of
the blame to myself, instead of thinking that It all lay
Avith him.
'• I slept that night.
" M y deal-, if I Avere to say that the devil was cast out
of mo there and t h e n ; that henceforth I Avas peaceful
a'lid hnjipy, and ncA'cr more relap.'ied into storm and
darkness, I should not be telling you the truth. It took
years to enable me to forgive him Avithout feeling either
bitterness or contempt, for he had not acted Avith either
justice or honour ; but after that evening, I never again
felt so entirely forsaken of God aud man. It was my
first step upwards into light. I remained in the A'illage,
ancl made friends AvIth the old cure, and he Avas very
good to mc. After a Avlille I told him my history. Certainly, he looked like the very hist person in the AA'orld
to choose for a confidant, for, not being a Catholic, it Avas
not a case of conl'ession. But I soon found IIOAV much
he was my^ superior in all that constitutes Avisdom. I
liaA'o read somewhere ' that mysteries are rcA'ealed to
the meek ;' that old man was an instance of it. He had
no worldly Avisdom, and as for knowledge, reading and
Avriting Avcre the sum of his attainments, so far as I ever
discovered; but there Avas a simjile, spiritual element
:n lii;3 character, that completely lifted him oat of the
bewilderment of earthly passions, and gave him a keen,
clear insight into the facts ot thing-s, that looked almost
like Inspiration. He Avas thoroughly kiud-Lcartcd and
gonial, I look back AvIth great gratitude to that dear
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old man. He never tried to make a Catholic of me, but
seemed to find out by instinct what would be suitable
occupation,
" I was rich, to his ideas, and he attached mc to life,
unconsciously to myself, by a hundred slender ties. After
a little time, I found that I was no longer drifting about
torn and bruised like an uprooted Aveed, but that I actually had found occupation ancl interest in that remote
village where I had been thrown.
" A t last, my dear good old friend died, and left me
grieving for his death as I had never thoug-ht to ha\'e
grieved about anything in this world again,
" His successor Avas a much cleverer man, better educated, and with more knowledge of the world. He Avas,
I daresay, a good man enough, but he bored me dreadfully, and worried me AvIth arg-aments to convert me to
Catholicism. I soon grcAV wearied, and leaving a peasant
and his Avife in charge of my cottage, I again set off' on
my travels. I took up my abode for some months In a
little hamlet in the A'alley of the Mont Blanc district, a
village even more primitive tlian the one I had quitted.
" During my residence in this place, a curious incident
came to pass. An Englishman and his sister, travelling
too early in the season, met with an accident coming
across the pass of the Tete Noire; it Is a miracle hoAV
they Avere ever rescued. The lady was severely injured,
and her brother Avas also hurt. Ours was the nearest
village, and tho guides brought them there. There was
nothing but the rudest accommodation in the cottages,
but mine possessed some comfort, and the sufferers were
brought to me as a matter of course.
" Well, my dear, and whom do you Imagine the travellers proved to be ? Mr. Aubrey! that generous lover
to whom you may remember I behaved so badly, and
who was so much too good for me ; of course there was
a wonderful scene of surprise and recognition, but I was
very glad to see him, for I had always instinctively
thought of him as a fLiend. He abstained from the
most distant ciuestion about my past—the marriage of
Maurice had told hirn all there was to tell.
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" H o and his sister remained with me for two months
before she was sufficiently recoA'cred to traA'el, Although
he did not question me, he made no concealment of what
had been his own life since Ave parted. He had never
married, but still preserved a romantic and chivalrous
attachment to me,
" W h e n his sister Avas Avell, and there remained no
reason Avhy they should not pursue their journey, he
rencAved his suit to me, and his sister pleaded his cause
also. Of course, then, I told him everything.
" H e behaved as nobly on this second occasion as on
the first. I could neither love him nor marry him, but
his noble affection was very precious to me; we contracted a strong, and on my side, a very grateful friendship, AvliIch continued to the end of his life. He died
only a few years ago. This incident broke up my life
amongst the mountains. I accompanied him ancl his
sister on their further travels. They were anxious to
take me Avith them to England, but I Avas not yet strong
enough to go back there. I continued abroad, though
in a less savage kind of life, and began to mix with my
felloAV-creatures, ancl kept up a correspondence with my
English friend. At length his sister married, and left
him to go to India. I was in hopes he, too, would
marry, but he did not. At length I returned to live In
England, and he gave me a cottage on an estate he possessed in Staffordshire, ancl Avas to me like a tender
brother in all things : such an unselfish, untiring, unobtrusive self-devotion no AA'oman ever received before. I
lived in Staffordshire until your father asked me to come
and live Avith him, to take charge of you, a little baby of
a month old.
" I t was a new spring of llfo to mo. Do you wonder,
my Constance, that I love you ? or that I wish to save
you from all that has made shIpAvreck of my OAVU life ?
My child, you see UOAV that all I preach to you, I have
got out of the fire by my own experience.
" I have only one more incident to tell you, which
rounds my life off where it began.
" Since we have lived down here, I have, as you know,
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made periodical journeys to toAvn. On one of these
occasions, my dear old friend insisted that I should go
with him to an Oratorio, where Madame i l a r a was to
sing. We went. Seated a very Kttle way from me, and
In full view of me, was my husband ! The first time we
had seen each other since we parted that day. He
looked so like what I remembered his father, that I
could have believed it his g-host, except for the difference
of dress. I felt no emotion at all at the sight of him.
I had thorougly worked out all there was to be felt
towards him, both for love and hatred.
" It was not so with him. He found out where I was
stopping, and two days after he appeared before me. H e
Avas now a widoAver, the father of sons and daughters
married and dispersed from home, where he lived alone.
His children had not been any comfort to him; he had
been disappointed in his career as a politician. He Avas
living joyless ancl solitary in the decline of life. He
spoke with mournful tenderness of the past, and entreated
me to allow him to repair the injury he had inflicted on
me, to accept him once more for my husband, and that
our life might close—as the best days of our youth had
been passed—^together,
" I felt very sorry for him, very, but I could not agree
to his request. All the tenderness left in my nature was
centred in you, my darling. I refused—my love for him
had died out. I could not renew a connection which had
once been so dear, and from Avhich all life had departed."
Margaret was silent,
"And you might have been a Countess since you came
to live here, aunt ? " said Constance,
" Yes, my dear, if that would have been worth anything."
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CHAPTER XXXVL
FROM this time Constance began gradually to recover.
The sullen sllentness in Avliich she had shrouded lier.«elf
began to dissipate. Companionship in sorroAv takes
fiAvay its strangeness ; It may not actually lighten the
indiA'Idual burden, but imagination goes for so mnch In
all things, that Avhen AVC see others called upon to endure
similar griefs, the fear inspired by that Avhich Avas a
strange sorrow, is taken aAvay, and it is at least reduced
to Its matter-of-fact proportions ; Ave gain the courage
not to sink under sufferings that others endure along
Avith us, and haA'e endured before us, Constance still
remained as sad as death, and never expected that she
AA'ould be otherwise ; bat, at least, she had come to
recognise the fact, that she Avould be able to endure the
sorroAv that had been laid upon her. Her illness had, in
this respect, been a great bles.sing ; so much vague,
mental misery had been carried off in bodily suffering.
As her bodily strength increased, the dead Avelght of
ennui grow heavier; her former employments had lost
their meaning- and their interest, and no object strong
enough to engross her life or to employ it, broke
through the dreary monotony of days that stretched
out before her, flat and sunless. It is a weary fate to
have all the hope and colour of life taken out of it so
early, and nothing but the material of existence Icfc intact.
There h, however, a comlbrt that everybody ii. mo;:t
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strangely unwilling to believe, which is, that sorrow is
as evanescent as joy, and that if the best of things
"holds its perfection but a little moment," the very
saddest sorroAV becomes absorbed into the general
life. Nature protests against overmuch sorrow, and
consoles her children In spite of their own wilfulness,
Constance did not yet knoAV this ; neither did she know
the new duties that were awaiting her.
When she lay at the Avorst, an official letter had come
from Messrs. Donaldson and DrcAV, solicitors, announcing
poor Sydney Beacham's bequest, and requesting to be
honoured by her further instructions. Margaret had
replied to this letter, by intimating the serious illness
that Avould for the present prevent her nelce attending to
business. Charles Herbert Avas still absent, and Constance
Avas as yet ignorant of the fortune to Avliich she had succeeded. Margaret was greatly perplexed how to break
the fact to her. She feared the effect of the shock of
such a tragedy in connection with herself. Whilst she
Avas still hesitating-, and Avaiting- for some favourable
opening, the matter was taken out of her hands, and
decided for her in a very unlooked-for manner.
One morning, a letter sealed and edged AvIth black,
Avasr brought in. I t was signed Sarah Wilmot, and
addressed to Margaret.
It Avas to the effect, that
having heard of the serious illness of Constance Herbert, she Avished to hear how she was, feeling a deep
interest in her, not only as having been commended to
her by her nephew in the last hour of his life, but also as
the daughter of one who had once been a dear friend of
her own.
There Avas something- in the tone of the letter that
touched Margaret deeply, and by one of those Impulses
Avhich are sometimes like inspirations, she AA'rote to beg
that Miss Wilmot Avould come and see them; she and
Constance were alone. She said that Constancs was
still ignorant of the melancholy bequest that had come
to her, and she dreaded tolling her of it, unless Miss
Wilmot Avould como and accept tho trust which ho Avlio
was gone had commended to her, Margaret felt quite
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certain that tho invitation would be accepted, and It did
away with the painful perplexity with which she had
considered this sinister dowry.
Constance had to be prepared to receive their expected
guest; and she found, AA'ith something like surprise, that
her interest in life was by no means extinct. The history
of Miss Wilmot was a chapter of sorrow and trial,
by the side of which her own grief looked very small
indeed.
An ausAver came from Miss Wilmot, simply mentioning the day on which she might be expected to
arrive.
Margaret was at the carriage door to receive her as
she alighted. The deep crape veil was throAvn back, and
disclosed a face that had long ceased to be young ; but
there Avas a gentle, chastened expression of cheerful
patience that gave it a beauty far beyond any personal
loveliness; but it also was the evidence of many sorroAvs
nobly borne. Margaret felt the tears spring into her
eyes as she received her into her arms,
" You are come to be the good angel of this house,"
she Avliispered.
^

•.'.*

^

^

^

*

Ancl now these three women Averc together. Eac^ of
them had had the hope of their lives struck down when
they trusted most sccui-ely that it AA'ould endure. They
each looked with an cj'c of the tenderest compassion upon
the other, and they soon felt themselves bound together
by an affection that Avas almost a passion. Constance
discovered that Phillip had not called into exercise all
her powers of affection, iliss Wilmot could sympathise
with her, ancl was ncA'cr weary of listening to her.
Hearty, lieart-felt sympathy is the luxury of friendship,
not of love ; ancl none of these three Avomen had ever
enjoyed it before. Margaret had learned to do Avithout
it, but even to her it Avas like a genial sunshine; and
she rejoiced that such a friend as Miss Wilmot had been
found by Constance, for she kncAV better than anyo'uo
the frail tenure of her own life.
A month passed aAvay thus. Nothing iu their external
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circumstances had changed. But the dull, sunless gloom
had passed away ; they were strengthened to go on into
life once more without being " weary through the greatness of the way," I t is strange Avhat comfort ancl strength
distil from sorrow Avhen it is accepted Avithout bitterness
of heart, ancl borne with patience that is not in haste
to be delivered from it.
At the end of a month. Miss Wilmot proposed that
they should go to Royton Swale, the property left to
Constance by Sydney Beacham. " I cannot," said she,
" bear the idea that dear Constance should feel as if she
Avere going to take possession of Naboth's Vineyard. I
wish her to have it with my blessing. I did not think I
could ever have looked upon it again, and Constance has
the idea that she can never go near the spot; if we all
give way to morbid fancies, the place Avill go to desolation. The first sight of it AVIII, no doubt, be very painful, but I think the sooner AA'C get it over the better.
There are, moreover, duties incumbent on all proprietorship, and they must not be sacrificed to scruples of delicacy."
Margaret thought the sug-gestion both kind ancl sensible, and the day for their journey to the north Avas
decided upon. But before it came to pass. Miss Wilmot
experienced one of those practical epigrams Avith Avhich
time endorses our most cherished illusions.
Charles Herbert was in the habit of going away and
remaining absent several months together, without either
Avriting or giving any indication of his abode ; but he
never returned to the Chauntry Avithout previously giving his aunt notice. She had made him understand that
she greatly disliked being taken by surprise, and, at this
time, she felt quite secure from a visit; she had been
thinking hoAV comfortably Miss Wilmot's prolonged
visit had passed over. It Avas the evening before they
Avere to set out for Yorkshire. They were gathered in
the parlour round a wood fire, Avhicli the autumn evenings rendered A'ery acceptable, Avhen the clatter of a
horse's hoofs Avas heard in the yard ; to this they paid
little attention, thinking that it was the farmer returned
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from m a r k e t . B u t t h e r e was a parleying- in t h e passag-e
outside, and In a m o m e n t m o r e tho door Avas flung open,
a n d Charles H e r b e r t stood a m o n g s t t h e m ! I t Avas not
y e t da-rk, a n d t h e b u r n i n g Avood t h r e w a s t r o n g l i g h t
u p o n his face ; his figure Avas still enveloped in a heaA'y
r i d i n g cloak.

At first Charles did not perceive a stranger. He
embraced Constance Avith great affection, held her at
arm's length, and asked anxiously about her health ; he
bad heard in London, for the first time, of her illness,
and came down without rest or delay, to ascertain IIOAV
she AA'as. He hastily said this to his aunt in explanation
of his abrupt entrance; and then he perceived, for the
first time, the tall dark figure of iliss Wilmot, in her
deep mourning. It needed not his aunt to tell him who
she Avas,—he recognised her at once. They had not met
since that evening when he broke off' their marriage,
nineteen years before.
Miss Wilmot had had the advantage of the last few
minutes to regain her composure, and outwardly she Avas
cjuite calm.
Charles Herbert Avas painfully embarrassed. He adA'anced a fcAv steps, took the hand she held out to him,
and glancing at her deep mourning dress, muttered a few
Avords that Avere quite unintelligible. Ho could say
nothing, he felt awkAA'ard and ashamed ; he would have
given all his Avinnings—and this time they Avere considerable—if the floor would have opened a trap-door for
him.
Ho Avas conscious that it Avas through him that
Miss Wilmot had'been subject to the last heavy trial
that had come upon her ; bnt Miss Wilmot Avas not
a^vare of all the details of her nephcAv's last career,
ancl Avas ignorant of the sinister influence Charles
Herbert had exercised over h i m ; if Charles Herbert
liacj been quite sure of this, he Avould have felt more
at ease.
He sat do'wn beside his aunt, and Miss Wilmot could,
from where she sat, look unobserved upon the man whom
.she hud once so deeply loved;—whoso desertion had well
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nigh cost her her life; and whom she had Avorshipped
in the dejDths of her memory as the ideal of all that was
fascinating and beautiful In man !
People who have once been lovers, and separated by
some of the hindrances that ever beset true love, meeting again after a lapse of years, seldom feel the least
enthusiasm for each other, incline rather to think each
other very prosaic specimens of humanity. Miss Wilmot
Avas startled and shocked at the change she saw in
Charles, It was not that he had grOAvn old, he was
still only middle-aged, the change Avas in the Avhole expression of face ancl person ;—it was like a well-remembered house Avitli a strange inhabitant. The lines on
his face Avere many; his forehead Avas creased and contracted over the brows ; deep marks on each side of his
mouth ; his eyes Avere fatigued and dull, and an air of
joyless, careworn dissipation pervaded his Avhole aspect;
there was, howcA'^er, an unmistakable refinement and
gentlemanlike bearing, which Avas a redeeming grace,
"The Avhirllgig of t i m e " had, indeed, brought Its revenges.
The first impression produced upon Charles by Miss
Wilmot's personal appearance Avas, that she had grown
old; but before they had been a quarter-of-an-hour in
each other's presence, the relationship that used to be
between them Avas reversed.
She Avas disenchanted of the romance-worship Avhieh
had made him her master, and in its stead, there arose
the tenderest human pity for one so despairing and so
Avretched; AA'hilst Charles felt as though he had come
before a guardian angel Avhom he had resisted ancl illtreated. He was filled Avith a confused remorse for the
p a s t ; he felt what a poor, miserable, AA'orthless creature
he Avas, and that he Avas not fit to appear before her.
The Avords of an old Scotch song came crooning through
his memory like the voice of conscience,
" I ' m lost to hopo, I'm lo.^t to grace,
I'm lost to all baueath the sun;
I lost my way iu the IL.L^ht of daA',
AuJ tiij fratos of Iicav;.>Li I'll never Avin,"
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T h e evening passed over silently a n d e m b a r r a s s e d
enough, as Avas only to b e expected, Constance Avas
a g i t a t e d , and w o n d e r i n g w h e t h e r h e r father h a d seen
P h i l l i p ; Avhether h e k n e w a n y t h i n g of w h a t h a d passed
between t h e m , and did not d a r e to a s k a question, Mar-

garet tried to talk on indifferent matters, but her sympathy Avith all that she knew must be in the minds of
each of her companions, embarrassed her. Their journey
had been fixed for the next day, and all had been prepared. Miss Wilmot herself told Charles the object of
it, .and it was another sharp pang of conscience to his
heart. They offered to delay it, but that Charles would
by no means alloAV ; indeed, his only idea Avas to get
away from them, ancl from himself, if possible. When
they Avere about to separate for the night, Charles and
Miss Wilmot stood accidentally by the side of each other
for a few moments. Constance Avas aAvay, ancl Margaret
engaged at the other end of the room, Charles looked
up in hor face, and then, as though he spoke with pain,
he blurted out the Avords, " Sarah, tell me you have forgiven me ! "
" I never blamed you,"
" Well, you had a good miss of me. You know what
it all came to, I am glad you came here. Be good to
Constance. Poor girl, she Avill need all the goodness she
can get."
" I love her very much. Will you let her come to see
mc?"
" Surely ; as much as you Hke."
He Avrung her hand, ancl dropped it hastily, and
turned aAvay.
Margaret and Charles sat long together that night.
Charles's heart Avas open, and he told his aunt more
about the past than he had ever yet done. He
told her of his OAvn position Avith respect to Mr.
Marchmont, and although it Avas only the confirmation of her OAvn vague misgivings, still it Avas very
painful, and aAvakcncd grave anxieties as to what Avould
become of Constance Avhen she herself should be taken
away.
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Charles received the communication about Phillip in
sullen silence. I t was only the fact of things which he
liad gloomily anticipated, when Constance was in her
3radle; but now that it had actually come to pass, it
seemed as though another fiend from the past had overtaken him. The consequences of an action sometimes
dog a man's heels for years, but they surely fasten upon
him at last.
As Charles spoke of being again absent for an indefinite time, Margaret felt obliged to speak of herself
and of her OAvn health, which had of late grown very
precarious. Had Charles any future plans about Constance ?
Charles had always vaguely intended, that when he had
won money enough, he would leave off gambling, settle
it all upon Constance, and come and live steadily at home
with her. But of course that time shifted its horizon
every year, and was as vague and distant now, as it had
been at the beginning. He was startled and made
uncomfortable by what his aunt told him, and " hoped
that she was more anxious than there was any occasion
for,"
" My dear Charles, I am an old woman now, and must
expect my change to come ere long. Will you promise
me that when I am taken away, you will, for the sake of
Constance, come and live with her, and give her a home,
and the duties and occupations which make up a woman's
life ? Recollect she can have no hope of any other tie
than yourself? "
" But I can never make Constance happy as she has
been Avith you,"
" That is not the question. You are her father, and
have no right to Ignore your responsibilities. Promise
that, when I die, you will settle down and live beside
her,"
" Well, well, I promise. But I hope you will yet be
spared for many years to come, I never saw you looking
better in health than you do at this moment; and why
should you not live to bo eighty, as others do ? I know
17
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many persons much older than you are; and the Countess
of Desmond lived to be one hundred and ten, Tho
chances are greatly in favour oi your prolonged life. So
do not anticipate CAdl,"
Margaret smiled rather bitterly, but said no more.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE next morning early they set out upon their
journey to Yorkshire. They expected to be some days
upon the road, as they were to turn aside to shoAV
Constance Kcnilworth and Warwick Castles, although
neither of those places had as yet been promoted to
more romance than their lawful history. They traA'clled
in Miss Wilmot's coach, Avitli four horses, as, in addition
to themselves, there were Miss Wilmot's maid and old
Nanny. The first day they met Avith no adventure.
Highwaymen had not altogether vanished out of the
sphere of possibilities, but they were infrequent, and
they did not, at any rate, molest our travellers : but on
the second day, when they were drawing near WarAvick,
the coach broke doAvn. One of the wheels had come
off. Nobody was hurt, and they v,rere extricated Avith
scarcely an alarm ; but as it Avas a thinly-peopled part
of the country, and no dwelling Avas in sight, there Avas
nothing for it but to send one of the post-boys on to
look for assistance, whilst they remained under the shade
of a noble group of trees, Avith Avhich that part of England is studded like one large park.
"Well," said Margaret, looking round, "here is a
lovely evening—a beautiful pastoral scene—three distressed dames and their attendants—and not the glimpse
of a deliverer in sight! If we Avere only in a novel,
17—2
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such a concatenation would bring to pass an adventure ;
as It is, I only hope Ave may ' find our welcome in an
i n n ' before the night closes."
" I think we are always in a novel of some kind," said
Miss Wilmot. " Effects follow causes every day of our
life, only there is no one to Avrite them down in their
order, or to detach the critical event from all the unimportant ones which have preceded it. Only think how
often the lady ' leaned over her embroidery' in the western tower, amongst her bower-maidens, before the
cavalier, or the pilgrim, or the benighted horseman, as
the case might be, rode up to the gate, to begin the
romance!"
" V e r y true," said Margaret. " I never suspected you
of knowing so much about novels."
" ' The Mysteries of Udolpho' made me ashamed of
myself. I nearly frightened myself to death over it, and
the descriptions of scenery haunt me yet. I have never
read any descriptions that produced so much of the
emotion that the actual sight of the places would
occa,sion."
"Well, I confess to having sat up night after night
over 'Clarissa HarloAA'c.' I Avas dreadfully ill, and ought
to have been in my bed. I could only procure one
volume at a time, ancl I sat up, forgetting everything
else in the world, until I had reached the last page, and
then lived In a fever of impatience for the next. But no
earthly consideration Avould make me open that book
again. Even noAV, old as I am, I could cry to think of
it. All the people, and all the places, in that book are
so real to me, that I constantly find myself referring to
them, as actual events in my experience."
"HOAV very foolish one has been about books," said
Miss AVilmot, " before one had real things to deal with.
Sir Charles Grandison made a great impression on me.
When I went to the dancing-school, there Avas one tall
boy who used to dance the Minuet de la Cour with me.
He Avas very hadsome aud Avell-mannered, and I used to
think that Sir Charles Grandison must have been like
him. He was older than 1 Avas, and looked to me, even
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then, like a very fine gentleman. He left the school, and
I have never seen nor heard anything of him since, nor
met with anybody who knew him. He stands out In my
recollection like a Chinese picture, quite unconnected with
any reality, 1 have not thought of him for years."
" Have you not found," said Margaret, " that when a
person or a thing occurs to you In this way, they are
sure to cross your path again shortly? This happens
to me so Invariably, that I have got to consider it a rule,
though the reason is far beyond me."
" T h a t grave country gentleman coming along that
lane, with the post-boy, cannot surely be he," said Constance ; " it would be a singular coincidence if It were,
I should then think that our coach must have broke
down under some occult influence that had been commissioned to bring vou together. Do look at him, and
tell us,"
" The resemblance is not striking at this distance, certainly, Edward Harrop did not look like t h a t ; and I
do not think that Sir Charles Grandison could ever, by
possibility, have grown so matter-of-fact in his appearance,"
By this time the stranger was before them. He was
a tall, grave-looking, and rather stout personage. He was
dressed like a country gentleman of that day, and had
evidently just returned from overlooking his men In the
fields: he bowed to them in a formal, but not ungraceful
manner, and said,—
" I understand, ladies, that you have met Avith an accident, and I esteem myself fortunate in having the opportunity of offering you hospitality until the damage to
your carriage is repaired. My abode Is not far from
hence,"
" But," said Margaret, smiling, " we are so large a
company; with many thanks for your kindness, we must
not trespass on you to such an extent,"
" Pardon me. Madam," said the stranger, in a soft
voice, and with a bow which reminded them all of Sir
Charles, " You are at a greater distance from an Inn
than you are aware; It Avould be too far for you to
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walk, I have ample accommodation for yourselves and
your attendants, and you do not know the rare pleasure
you would confer by your presence,"
Margaret turned to her companions. Both of them
seemed inclined to folloAV out the adventure that was
opening upon them, and the result Avas, that they frankly
accepted his offer. He thanked them with a grave cordiality that seemed to assert his sincerity, and gave the
necessary directions to the post-boy to bring the broken
carriage to his house, with a precision and conciseness
that gave the whole affair the appearance of being the
most natural occurrence in the world.
Walking, he offered his arm to Margaret with stately
gallantry. Miss Wilmot, Constance, and the two maids
folloAved respectively,
"Adventures seem very natural things when we are
fairly in for them," said Constance, " I wonder where
Ave are going ; and yet Avonder is too strong a term, for I
do not feel in the least astonished,"
" N o more do I," replied Miss Wilmot; "and yet I
ought to be, for, do you know, I am nearly certain that
our host is Sir Charles Grandison of the dancing-school.
The boAV he made to your aunt came out of the Minuet
de la Cour, as he used to perforin it, I wish we could
learn his name. It Avould scarcely be polite to ask him;
but 1 hope he will tell us,"
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CHAPTER X X X V I I I .
AT the end of about half a mile they arrived before a
large, white, double-gabled house, covered all over with
roses, and standing in a luxuriant, old-fashioned garden,
with a broad gravel walk from the hall-porch, and a
large, smooth, grass-plot on either side, which came close
under the lattice windows, A roAv of fine elm-trees
screened the house from the road. The sun had set, and
a clear, transparent twilight gave a tranquil, mysterious
aspect to the place, for not a leaf was stirring in the
soft warm air.
The house door stood open. I t was In a deep embrasure, and a passage, paved with bright red tiles, went
directly through the house to a door opposite, which,
being also open, gave a glimpse of a large farm-yard.
Their host flung open the door of a large, low-roofed,
old-fashioned sitting-room, where a bright wood fire was
burning on the hearth; and, ushering them in, Eaid,
" You are welcome to Meriden Farm, ladies, and I am
Edward Harrop, the farmer, at your service! "
" Did you ever live at Coventry ? and did you ever go
to Monsieur D'Egville's dancing school ? " eaid Miss
Wilmot, with animation.
" To be sure I did. But who, may I Inquire, are you
who ask me ? "
" And you used to be the best dancer in the school, and
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you were the model held up to all the rest In the minuet
and the gavotte ; and one evening, at the half-yearly exhibition, before all the parents and friends, the string of
your dancing-pumps came untied, and you stumbled and
fell in the pas grave ? "
" I remember it well, though I do not look now as
though I had ever learned to dance. Ah, I remember
those days well," said he, with a sigh ; " but who, then,
are you, who know me so Avell ? "
" Do you recollect Sarah Wilmot, who was made your
partner because she was the right height; whilst you
wished to dance with Amelia Webster, a pretty little girl,
with long, yellow, curling hair ? "
" And you are Sarah Wilmot ? and you knew her ? If
I were glad to see you before, I am twice as glad now.
You knew her, and can recollect what she was like in
those days ? "
H e spoke with emotion, and quite lost the formal
manner in which he had hitherto addressed them ; but
the housekeeper, a sedate, middle-aged Avoman, with a
close linen cap, bound by a broad ribbon round her head,
and a buff handkerchief pinned doAvn OA'er her gown,
came in at this moment, and the interruption threw him
back Into his old manner.
" These ladies, Mrs. DaAves, are good enough to become
my guests for some days ; I hope, and I trust to you to
make them in all respects comfortable. If you AVIU show
them to their rooms, you can then come and see about
our supper."
Mrs, Dawes curtsied, and requested the ladles to follow
her. She led the way up a broad, polished, old-fashioned
staircase AA'ith heavy, tAvisted balusters. I t might have
been the most natural thing in the world for her master
to find broken-doAvn carriages and to bring the inmates
home, so thoroughly prepared did the good woman
appear for the contingency.
" You Avill find all the beds Avell-aircd, ladles, and the
fires shall be lighted directly. The evenings are chilly
In these old houses at this time of the year ; but my
mistress. In her lifetime, ahvays made it a rule to keep
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all the beds ready for use at a moment's warning, and
master keeps up her ways In all things,"
" Is the mistress dead, then ? "
" Yes, m a ' a m ; she died about this time twelve months.
Master took it much to heart. Is there anything you
would like, or that I can send up for you ? "
On being thanked, and her offer declined, she left
them, to see about supper.
On descending to the parlour, they found the candles
lighted, the curtains drawn, and the table set for the
evening meal. At first, conversation was not brilliant—
they had come mutually to the end of the topics which
lay on the surface of their adventures, and they had not
broken ground upon any topics of general interest.
Sir Charles Grandison, as Constance persisted in calling him, was not much accustomed to general society;
and though hospitable In the extreme, he was at a loss
to entertain his guests now that he had succeeded in
housing them. The " half-hour " before supper was as
difficult to manage as ever was the same period " before
dinner,"
At length Mrs, Dawes and a buxom, rosy maid-servant
came In with the dishes. The supper was served in a
primitive, homely fashion, that partook more of the
rustic style of a farm-house than of the customs of
genteel society.
A large cold round of beef, a dish of mashed potatoes,
a brace of partridges, a hot apple pie, and some toasted
cheese, AvIth brown bread, ale, and cider, was a tolerably
substantial repast to set before three ladies.
The duty of presiding at the supper-table appeared to
restore their host to his self-possession. He told them,
In reply to a question, hazarded by Margaret, about his
crops, the price of grain, and many other countrygentlemanlike topics, ancl appeared to address his conversation chiefly to h e r ; but it Avas evident all along
that he Avished to say something else, which he could
not bring in. After supper he relapsed into his embarrassed formality, and they were beginning to long inexpressibly for their beds, when Mr, Harrop, who had sat
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trying to make up his mind to say something, turned
abruptly to l\iiss Wilmot, and asked her to como and
look at a picture which hung at the other end of the
room. She complied. " Do you recollect anyone like
t h a t ? " he asked. I t was the portrait of a young and
very pretty Avoman, of the decidedly English t y p e ;
flaxen hair, blue eyes, and wild-rose complexion. She
was dressed in the height of a bygone fashion.
Miss Wilmot shook her head.
" That was Amelia AYebster, my wife," said he. In a
hurried tone, " taken just before our marriage ; but she
was prettier than that, by far."
He stopped suddenly, and seemed nerA'Ous at having
said so much.
Miss Wilmot spoke with interest of her, and of what
she Avas as a little girl at the dancing-school.
Mr. Harrop began an earnest conversation with her.
Constance took refuge in some odd volumes ot the 'Toifii
aud Country Maga::ine, which were full of old fashions
and defunct scandal. Margaret, from time to time,
looked at the prints as Constance appealed to her, but
their host seemed engrossed with ^liss Wilmot.
At last, the evening came to an end, and they were
alloAved to retire.
" What has our silent host found to t.alk about r " cried
Constance,
'• About his wife, my dear ; nothing else, I assure you.
I kncAV her as a young girl."
The next day Mr Harrop took them to see Kenilwortli, which was not far off, and his formality began to
disappear. Constance even found him agreeable. Their
coach Avas not yet repaired, and their host protested
against all idea of their departure. He persuaded Miss
AVilmot and Constance to take a long walk AA'ith him, in
the afternoon, round his farm. He addressed most of
his conversation to Miss AA'ilmot, and pointed out to her
everything that needed to be admired and recognised,
giving her at CA'cry point some anecdote ol his departed
AA'ife. jiliss AVilmot listened kindly, but inwardly wondered at the change time had made In her old dancing
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partner. He kept them Avith hira for three d a y s ;
toAvards the end of that time he had brightened up considerably ; they all felt quite at their ease with him, and
found their visit extremely pleasant. They were sorry
to part from him, and gave him a most cordial invitation to visit them as soon as he could make a holiday,
Mr, Harrop's embarrassment returned upon him—he
said he should be happy, most happy; but, as he handed
Miss Wilmot to the carriage, he held her hand, and said.
In a confused manner :—
" If I am Invited, do you say that I may come ? "
" Certainly," replied she ; " I am sure we shall all be
disappointed if you do not,"
" AVell, then, I will come ; you may trust me,"
He wrung her hand with emphasis, colouring to the
roots of his hair ; he then took leave oi the others, and
walked beside the coach window until they reached the
high road,
" Good-bye, Mr, Harrop," cried Constance ; " we shall
send you a summons as soon as over we are settled at
Royton,"
The remainder of the journey passed without further
accident or adventure of any kind, and towa rds the conclusion of the third day after leaving Mr, Harrop's
house, they arrived at the end of their journey.
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CHAPTER

XXXrX.

W E are all of us frequently deceived in our fears as In
our hopes. Miss Wilmot had dreaded inexpressibly the
first return to Royton. AVhen her nephew, in whom she
had garnered so many hopes, had been taken away, and
under terrible circumstances, which had seemed to
destroy the whole of Avhat future still remained before
her, ancl to leave It desolate, barren, as though sown
Avith salt, and incapable of again producing the smallest
object worth living for,—she had thought at first. In her
heavy sorrow, that she would see Constance, and give
her the heritage that had fallen to her lot, to save
her all pain or scruple; and that done, retire, and sit
down desolate and sad, enduring with what patience she
might.
But in following that impulse of delicate kindness,
she had touched an unsuspected spring, and thrown
open the entrance to a new phase of life ; a life fertile
in ncAv works and days. She had found in Margaret n
tender friend, Avho could comprehend all she had suffered
and surmounted; who herself had learned still deeper
secrets of sorrow.
In Constance she had found a younger sister, who
needed all the care and affection she could bestow, all
the strength that may be given through example. From
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them she had received such companionship and sympathy as she had never dreamed of; and, as though
it were destined that nothing should be needed in
this new life, the old hero of her girlish days had
come before her, and humbly offered himself for her
acceptance.
It was uncertain yet, even to herself, whether she
could accept the part thus laid before her, but there was
not the least doubt that if she did, all AVIIO came beneath
her Influence would have reason to rejoice. The only
real desolation of life Is when we are needed by no
one, ancl live moral paupers on the hands of others.
Nature is a tender mother; she never did betray
the heart that trusted her ; and if we will only not cling
to our vain regrets, as though they were our idols; if
only we will not poison our grief by our own passionate
self-love, clinging to our sorroAvs as though they were
Idols, she will always heal and strengthen us, even out
of the sorrow Itself, We "shall be heard in that we
fear,"
Of course, It was not without a natural pang that Miss
Wilmot passed the threshold. The serA'ants, who had
served and recollected the old family, were at the door to
receive her. They had heard A'aguely of the manner of
their young master's death ; but in those days, neither
news nor scandal travelled as It does now. They belie\'ed
he had died in a brain fever, and that Constance Avould
have been his wife had he lived. They were prepared
to yield her homage as their lawful mistress, and were
overflowing with sympathy towards her, A grey-headed
gardener ; an erect, stately old Avoman, who had lived
Avith Sydney's mother without wages, after her misfortunes ; her daughter, who did the house-work; a
young boy, her nephew, who was a servant-of-all-work,
completed the modest establishment,
" This is your new mistress," said Miss Wilmot, presenting Constance to them, " She stands to me In the
stead of him who Is gone,"
" Bless her bonny face; she would have made him a
rare wife," said the old man, whilst Mrs. Johnstone
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sighed, and shook her head; for women of her class
enjoy an emotion, even though it is painful.
Miss Wilmot hurried Constance and Margaret Into the
comfortable parlour, with its crimson paper, hung round
with book-shelves and choice prints,
" This is your new home, my dear; and God bless you
In it," said Miss Wilmot, kissing her tenderly.
But after that she made her escape to her own room.
She had need to be alone, to control all the emotions that
Avere tumultuously asserting themselves.
Margaret and Constance were bewildered. All was
real and substantial round them ; yet they seemed to
themselves in a dream,
Mrs, Johnstone came to ask them If they would go to
their rooms, and conducted them up abroad, old-fashioned
staircase, where the boards were scoured as white as curd.
Into a large, cheerful bed-room. A wood fire was burning
on the hearth, which Avas inlaid, and all round the chimney, as high as the mantel-piece, Avith quaint Dutch tiles.
Everything was luxuriously clean ; but the furniture was
homely, plain, birch-wood, polished Hke a looking-glass ;
and the carpet was scanty, and did not conceal the Avhito
fir boards of the floor. It was furnished in the fashion of
a bygone time, but which still lingers in the north,—an
honest, wholesome thrift, everything sufficient of its kind,
but nothing for show. The bed Avas hung Avith Avhite
dimity, and the window-curtains were the same. The
Avindow looked towards the road by AvhIch they had
approached the house.
The river could bo seen at
interA'als winding through the A'alley ; then came a
Avild track oi moorland country, and the hills beyond,
Avith plantations of fir-trees here and there. It Avas cjulte
a different scene to anything Constance hacl ever beheld.
The very colour ot the sky seemed different, and tho
clouds cast a shadow upon the hills as they sailed along
the sky,
- "Oh, aunt, look, how beautiful!"
" I t reminds me of my cottage amongst the mountains,
I am glad you AVIU live amongst the hills; there
is something noble and heroic In the air Ave breathe
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upon the mountains," said Margaret,
" W h a t part
of the country is this ? " said she, turning to the old
woman,
" That Is Blackstone Edge that you see before you;
the ' Back-bone of England,' as I have heard it called.
The young lady must go about and see the places In the
neighbourhood. There will be nothing like it where you
come from, I reckon,"
" No ; the country with us is rather flat," said Margaret, smiling, " but it is much greener and more fertile,
and we have more trees,"
" Ah ! well, for those who like them, fields and trees
may do ; but I like the hills, I am used to them all my
life, I once went Avith Madam Beacham to a flat country,
and I felt as though I had come doAvn in the world like.
But won't you come away to your own room, it is close to
til's. Miss AA'ilmot chose it for you herself, and wrote
word you were to have It ? "
She led the way along a short passage. Two rooms
opening into each other, with a Avarm aspect, had been
fitted up, one as a sitting-room, and the other as a bedroom, and hither all Margaret's own personalities
had been transported, and already old Nanny had
arranged It as nearly as she could Into the resemblance of her mistress's rooms at the Chauntry, It
had been a friendly plot between herself and Miss
Wilmot, into which even Constance had not been
admitted,
Margaret was as much surprised and pleased as either
of them could desire, and it was a greater addition to
her comfort than they suspected. The objects were all
associated with events in her past life, and she regarded
them as houshold gods of which she did not willingly
lose sight.
By this time it had become quite dusk, and Miss
Wilmot came to seek them, to go down to tea. She
spoke quite cheerfully; but when they came down
stairs into the light, her eyes looked heavy with recent
tears,
Mrs, Johnstone had exerted herself to provide a

272

CONSTANCE HERBEET.

plentiful Yorkshire tea, combining all the best features
of dinner, tea, and supper rolled into one. The wood fire
was piled up with logs, which Avere blazing and cracking
like fireworks. The curtains Avere drawn and the candles
lighted. There was an atmosphere of cheerful, glowing
comfort that no he,art could resist, and in spite of destiny
and dark clouds, and all their stock of sorrows, their
spirits rose, and they were very happy. After the tea
had been removed, they dreAV round the fire, and talked
over their journey and their adventure, and Mr, Edward
Harrop, and their curious improvised visit to h i m ; and
Miss Wilmot confided to them Avhat he had said to her
at parting.
The best of women, and those who are the least of
gossips, dearly enjoy draAving inferences from a communication of this kind ; it is a source of speculation that
never fails to stimulate their interest. They all, in their
hearts, love match-making; it is an instinct that is born
with them, and they cannot help it. Both Margaret and
Constance felt themselves instinctively contemplating
possibilities which they had not dreamed of an hour
before ; they would not have confessed such a thing,
but he immediately rose in their estimation, and they
canvassed his good gifts Avith a far more definite Interest
than before.
So passed over the first evening that Constance spent
under her own roof. At ten o'clock. Miss Wilmot said
that Mrs. Johnstone ahvays read prayers to the household, but she was hoping that the mistress would take
It on herself Constance looked confused.
" Oh, yes, by all means, if you AVIII read."
" No, my dear, you are the mistress; your aunt and 1
are your guests. You must fill your own place. Shall I
ring ? "
" If you think It right, yes, I will do it, for, indeed, I
feel the need to be thankful,"
The household assembled, and Constance, with some
shrinking at first, but gathering courage as she proceeded, read aloud the portions appointed for the evening
worship, and she prayed in her heart that she might
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have strength and wisdom to act aright in her new
sphere.
The next morning brought business,
Constance
had to become acquainted with her property, and the
duties it would entail upon her. She had not come
to sit doAvn as a fine lady in a Avell-ordered household ;
there was much to be done and to be seen to. Plenty
of occupation and ncAV interests opened out before
her.
" I am very glad that I am alive, and that I was not
taken at my word when I was so miserable," said she, to
her aunt, when they Avere alone that evening, " I never
expected to feel so content to HA'C, It seems like morning
come after a dark night, which one had never expected
would pass away,"
" M y dear child, Avhen you are tempted again to
despair, recollect the infinite possibilities that lie
concealed in life. Wait patiently—wait, and it AVIU
always in good time be shown you that there is
something to be done. You never know what the
most apparently trivial Incident carries within it.
If we icnew everything, we should be patient as a
matter of wisdom; as Ave knoAV nothing, we must be
patient in our ignorance, and trust in Him ' who beholds
all t h i n g s . ' "
So time passed on. A letter came In about a month
from Mr, Harrop, hoping they had reached home
safely, and modestly requesting that he might receive
some tidings of them,
" My dear Constance, we have been very remiss all
this time. How is it that we have never Avritten to
him ? "
" Because, aunt, we have been so busy, and AVC have
been waiting to fix a time for him to come ancl see us.
But now I will write to-day, and tell him I want him
to advise me about the farm, and I am sure he will
come,"
" But where can he stop ? " asked Miss Wilmot; "there
is not a cottage Avithin a mile of this."
" O h , " said Margaret, laughing, "we are not going to
18
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Incur the remorse of Uncle and Aunt Selby, by sending
out Sir Charles Grandison to an inn. He Avill come
here, of course,"
So Constance Avrote that very day, begging him to
come and see them very soon.

CONSTANCE HERBERT.

275

CHAPTER XL.
MR, EDWARD HAEROP did not need to be Invited twice ;
he had, in truth, ever since the departure of his guests,
been casting about in his mind for a good excuse to avail
himself of the wish they had expressed at parting, that
he should some time go to see them ; but he did not
exactly see how he was to bring the cordial generality
Into a specific time. Since they had left him, his home
had seemed more lonely than ever, more lonely than he
could endure. He had not any longer the sharp vehemence of his grief to occupy him. Passionately attached
as he had been to his wife, he at first believed that if he
might live alone, and have no intruders upon his solitary
misery, It would be all there was left to desire in this
world. But in the twelve months that had elapsed, Time
had done its never-failing Avork ; the sharp sting of sorrow was blunted, and it was no longer his companion,
filling his mind and occupying all his feelings.
He
began to feel very dull : he endeavoured to occupy
himself by reading and his ordinary farming avocations, but those did not dissipate the intense ennui that
was weighing him doAvn; the deep depression, Avliich
was like grief with all that Avas spiritual and noble in it
evaporated,
AVhen accident brought Miss Wilmot under his roof,
he believed that he saw in her the only woman in the
18—2
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world worthy to replace his lost Amelia. She had
known her long ago.
She was associated with his
own youth; and she was, on her OAVU account, a most
excellent and agreeable woman.
I t did not require
all this combination of happy concurrences to make
him think a great deal about her, and to cause a sentiment that, if it were not Love, was at any rate a
strong pre-occupation in his mind, Avhich became
more and more pronounced every day. When the
letter which Constance had written, announcing their
safe arriA'al and settling down at Royton Hall, arrived,
asking him to fix his own time for fulfilling his promise
to visit them, he did not delay to write an ansAver, but
desired his housekeeper to pack his saddle bags, and,
mounting his horse, started within two hours after the
receipt of the letter.
Of course he had plenty of excellent reasons for so much
dispatch ; liCAvas not impatient—not at all; it was never
his character to be impatient, but It was a slack time ;
he could very well be spared from the farm just then,
and In a week or so there would be no telling when he
could get away ; besides, he wished to go through
Sheffield, where he could meet with some improved
agricultural implement which had just been brought
o u t ; he should have plenty of time ; and besides,—
that word "besides" Is a sunken rock in the sea of
reason; more good arguments are stranded upon it
than on all the specious sophisms that endanger poor
mortal ideas. " IBesIdes," no Avomen, and very fcAV
men, find their logic strong enough to tide them
handsomely over that point in an argument—a good
reason is seldom found after a " besides."
Mr.
Edward Harrop spurred his horse Avlien he came to
"besides," and did not look closely to see where it
led.
As he proceeded on his journey, he decided to make
the best of his way at once to the far end, and to take
SheBBeld on his return. There was no harm in this at
all. If any accident should occur, it would, as he justly
reflected, be better to lose his visit to that place than to
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lose Royton Hall. Accordingly, he made the very best
of his way ; the journey was upwards of a hundred miles,
and the roads, on the latter part of the way, rough and
hilly, but his horse was strong, and made to exert himself,
so that he took no more than three days before he alighted
at Royton Hall.
The inmates were all taken by surprise at such a
speedy following up of their invitation. The holiday,
the change of scene, the hopes that he could not help
entertaining, had all conspired to brighten his spirits ;
and he looked so much younger and more buoyant, that
when they saw him, they were all tempted to think they
had made their first acquaintance with him under some
disguise, Margaret laughed outright to think of the
sad-looking, formal, middle-aged gentleman she had
been expecting; Constance wanted confidence Avhen she
reflected upon the free off-hand style of Invitation she
had written to h i m ; and Miss Wilmot was quite confounded, at the precipitate course things seemed to be
taking. However, they were all glad to see him, and
received him with so much cordiality, that he was quite
rescued from the misgiving that had seized him as he
came In sight of the Hall,
He soon became quite at home amongst them. H e
Avas a gentleman and a man of cultivated mind, but had
lived so long alone, that he had almost forgotten the
pleasure of social intercourse, and almost needed to learn
to speak ; but that soon came back to him, and it was a
pleasure he relished all the more keenly for Its long suspension. He was delighted to find that Constance needed
his advice in farming matters ; it took off, as he fondly
Imagined, all awkward particularity from his visit; for
he had grown as shy before Miss Wilmot as if he had
been a young boy The truth was, that the good man
had fallen honestly and genuinely in love with her, in
spite of all his previously fixed Ideas that his heart
was quite dead and buried in the grave of his lost
wife.
As to Miss Wilmot, she had led such a nun-like state
of existence for so many years, that she was at first
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startled, not to say frightened, at tacitly keeping on her
acquaintance with a man who was so particular In his
attentions to her, and whom she believed she never
would or could encourage, Mr, Harrop, the very day
after his arrival, had had the good instinct to make
Margaret the confidante of what he hoped and deshed,
and he had the good sense to folloAV her counsel ;
hence It came to pass that poor Innocent Miss
Wilmot never had the chance of discouraging him.
Meanwhile, he became quite domesticated amongst
them, Constance declared he was just like a relation,
and JMargaret cautiously expressed her very faA'ourable
opinion of hira Underneath his formal manner there
was so much genuine kindness of heart, such an affectionate, child-like disposition, that no one could help
becoming attached to him as they came to know him.
H e remained with them for ten days, Avhich Avas
equivalent to a twelvemonths' ordinary acquaintance;
but Miss AA'ilmot having, as we have seen, got a fixed
idea that she could ncA'er marry, did not in the least
suspect that any ti-eacherous melting of her resolution
was in progress, or, indeed, that it was kept in shape by
nothing but the varnish of consistency, with which
women especially try to strengthen then- mind whenCA'er they " make it u p ; " but AvhIch, somehoAV or
other, generally melts off into A'cry fantastic shapes.
The last morning of his visit, when he could prolong
his stay no longer, he resolved once more to try his fate
at her hands, Margaret contrived that he should have
an opportunity of speaking to her alone; but she warned
him not to be too sanguine, nor yet to lose heart if
she at present refused to listen to him ; a juste milieu
which human nature in general, and the human
nature of lovers especially, finds it peculiarly easy to
hit!
He began by speaking of his late wife, and told her It
was an attachment that began when they were boy and
girl at the dancing-school. He told her what a good
woman she was, and spoke of his affection for her in a
manly, sti-aightfbi'ward manner.
He spoke with a
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genuine feeling that was almost eloquent, and made
him quite forget his embarrassment.
He could not
have taken a better plan for making a good impression
on Miss Wilmot; It interested her In his story; and
when he went on to tell her how lonely and miserable
he had lived since her death, she grew quite pitiful
for h i m ; and when he told her that she was the
only woman he had ever seen besides whom he
even desired to marry, and told her how very lonely
the house had been since her departure, he made such
an appeal to her charity and benevolence, that she became
moved, and began to fancy that It was In some sort a
moral obligation laid upon her not to refuse to be what
consolation she could to him.
The surest appeal to any woman who Is essentially
good-natured, is to set before her what is desired in the
light of a good deed; any personal advantage Avould, inall probability, take no effect; but, clothed In the shining
radiance of a good deed, she will give her consent, and
not examine too closely whether it be Satan transformed
into an angel of light. In fact, very kind-hearted people
cannot In the nature of things be strictly logical either in
their deeds or their ideas.
Miss Wilmot could not, however, be brought all at
once to agree to such a wholesale piece of magnanimity
as to marry a man for the sole sake of making him
happy ; but she had begun to pity him very sincerely,
and to sympathise with him in the picture he had drawn
of his loneliness; and that was a great deal gained. H e
had the sense to press for nothing further at present, bnt
took his leave, declaring that the past week had been " a
bright oasis In his life," which struck Miss Wilmot as
very touching and poetical, although it can scarcely be
called original; but it touched her as coming from
him.
After his departure, things returned to their ordinary
course, Mr, Harrop wrote frequently. Sometimes it
was to Constance, a letter full of farming counsels, and
shrewd country-gentlemanly advice on different matters
connected with landed Interests ; at other times it would
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be a letter to ]\rargaret, containing touching details about
his personal proceedings,—all cunningly intended to be
communicated to Miss Wilmot. Once or twice he wrote
to her direct, making the excuse about the condition of
the cottages on his estate, and asking her to draw some
plans and elevations, both for cottages and a schoolhouse, for Miss Wilmot had a special talent that way.
By these means he contrived to keep himself fresh In
their memory ; and the week was considered on both
sides very barren in interest which did not bring at least
one long letter, written as letters used to be when they
cost money, full from end to end, and closely packed,
During the winter, the heavy snow-storms made the
roads impassable, and the communication was interrupted
for a week together ; but the letters Avere always written
and when the thaw came, they arrived in a flock, none the
AA'orse for their detention.
The only incident worth recording that occurred
during this winter, was the serious illness of Margaret.
She caught a A'iolent cold, Avhich ended ir
bronchitis, and she had to confine herself entirely
to her room until the spring set in. Although the
immediate danger passed over, the ensuing spring saAA
Margaret much broken In strength, and needing the
greatest care and precaution. She herself kncAV th(
precarious tenure by Avhicli she held her life ; but hei
companions were sanguine, and hoped everything fron
the Avarm Aveather, The doctor said that she must noi
pass another Avinter so far north, and Margaret did no'
think it likely that she ever should.
The only allussion, howcA'cr, Avhieh she made t(
herself, was one day, when alone with Miss Wilmot
she said,—
" If you Avere married, it would be a great anxiety ot
my mind as regards Constance. She Avill need somt
friend to stand by her like a relation. Her own fathei
will never undertake his proper relationship towardi
her : he has not the strength of character to be hei
guardian,
I never saw a man so morally gone ti
wreck,"
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" He used to bo so different," said Miss AVilmot, with a
sigh, " I hope you AVIII be long spared to Constance ;
Avhat would become of her without you, I do not
knoAv "
" D o not give way to idle hopes," said Margaret,
abruptly; " my life I know not to be worth an hour's
purchase. But now, tell me truly, are you clinging to
the ghost of constancy; and, because you were once
disappointed, do you still believe that Charles Herbert
is the only man the world contains worthy of your
love ? "
" My dear friend, when that heavy sorrow came upon
me, I believed sincerely that I could never love any other
man, I did not blame him for an instant fur the part he
acted, I did not see that either he or I cxiuld do otherAvise ; and I felt glad to think that, by setting him free,
cheerfully and readily, I proved my love for him In a
manner he could never doubt, and I pleased myself
with thinking that he must recognise it,
I should
be ashamed to tell you how completely I lived upon
the idea that he Avould always think of me as one
who loved him well, and I thought I would always
be constant to him.
Other interests and duties
arose in life, and this strong idolatry to him did
not die, but fell into abeyance. No other attachment
01 a similar nature took its place, but I was taught to be
content,
" I will not speak of him who Is gone, I loved him
as though he had been my child. When he was taken
away, I murmured, ' my punishment was greater than I
could bear'—and ' what hacl I done to deserve so heavy a
stroke to be laid on me ? ' I was mad and rebellious;
but, thank God, a better spirit was put within me, and
then I found you and dear, dear Constance. Oh, you do
not know all that you have both been to me! And then,
that no shadow of regret, of discontent, might be left to
linger in my mind, I saw Charles Herbert again, I was
frightened at the difference between the object I had
been obstinately regretting, and for the loss of Avhom
I had secretly felt that 1 had been magnaniinous In not
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repining, and the real Charles Herbert as he stood there
before m e !
" Do you know, that night, when I reached my OAVU
room, I kneeled down, and thanked God with all my
heart that He had kept me from my own desires, I"
never felt so thankful at any moment of my life as
I did then for the heaviest trial that had ever befallen
me !
" Well, and noAv tell me, how do you feel disposed to
poor Edward Harrop ? "
" I am not in love with him—not as I was with
Charles H e r b e r t ; but I have a strong regard for him,
and could like to have him always for my companion,
I could rely upon him entirely, and I feel very
grateful to him for his partiality; and if he still
thinks that it would make him happy to have me for
his wife, I do not think I should wish to refuse
him,"
" Capital! " cried Margaret, laughing ; " he ought to
go clown on his knees to thank you. He must be very
exigeant if he requires more. Dear friend, I wish you
could know all the happiness it gives me to think that
you, Avhose nature Is so richly endowed with all the
qualities that would make a perfect wife and mother,
at last have a chance of fulfilling your vocation ! Now
I Avill tell you a secret, for surprises are bad for the
nerves : Edward Harrop will be here the day after
to-morrow, to learn his fate from your own lips. Here,
read what he says in his last letter to me,"
" I can live on hope no longer; the glimpse of
happiness that might still be mine bewilders and
unsettles me,
I must know the ground I stand
upon : the hardest reality is better than the loveliest
dream,"
" So, my dear, put on your considering cap, and do not
drive a worthy man to despair, unless you feel it a very
Imperative duty,"
Mr, Harrop did not fail to arrive. Absence had
made him more in love than ever. It had given a
touch of imagination to his sentiment, which had
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beautified even Miss Wilmot, At the end of three
days he had another private conversation with her,
Avhich came about by the merest accident. She and
Constance were in the garden ; and when Mr. Harrop
joined them, Constance left them to give her aunt some
melted jelly, Avhich she always took at that hour, and
Mr. Harrop so far profited by the opportunity to plead
in his own behalf, that when, an hour afterwards, she
entered Margaret's room, she burst into tears, and told
her she had accepted him !
But she seemed very happy, notwithstanding. Constance was delighted : and as to Mr. Harrop, everybody
wondered how they could have fancied him a grave,
elderly gentleman ! Miss Wilmot said he looked like
what she recollected him five-and-twenty years ago !
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CHAPTER XLI.
IT was settled that the wedding should take place In
June, at the residence of Miss Wilmot's uncle. Mr,
EdAvard Harrop pleaded hard to be married during this
visit, and to take his wife home with h i m ; but to this,
neither Miss AVilmot, nor Margaret, nor Constance Avould
listen for a moment, ancl he considered himself an ill-used
m a n ; but as all men are unreasonable,—it is their
normal state,—a man In love cannot be expected to be
otherwise.
It Is an old story that "much would have more," and
the Giiin in the "Arabian Nights," AVIIO, on being let out
of the small bottle in Avhicli he had been imprisoned,
spread himself out over unlimited space, must have been
the Genius of liuman wishes. But as it is far too late
In the day to hope to make any observations which shall
be original on such a subject, we AVIU merely relate that
Mr. Harrop at length took his departure, with the consoling reflection that the fourth of June must arrive at
Its usual time.
At the beginning of April there Avas a Aveek of charming spring weather, and our three friends commenced
their journey to London by easy stages. Margaret was
very anxious to be near her own physician ; she had
fears, Avhich she kept to herself, lest she might not live
until the marriage took place. However, the journey
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seemed to agree with her, and she appeared to rally
when they were settled once more In London, Constance
felt the breaking-up of the constant companionship there
had been with Miss Wilmot, who returned to her uncle's
residence, and the shadow of her own sorrow again fell
upon h e r ; but she struggled bravely not to seem sad,
and the weight that was In her heart lay out of sight.
No tidings had reached her of Phillip, except that once
her father, In one of his letters, mentioned that Mr.
Marchmont was still In Paris, and that his son was travelling,
Charles Herbert's letters were few and far between,
and their details of his proceedings were always of the
vaguest kind. His last letter had been dated from
Vienna; he spoke of having been 111, and of his Intention
to ti'y the baths of Marienbad, This now was eight
months ago, and both Margaret and Constance had
begun to feel anxious for further intelligence of him,
but they had no means of writing, as he had neglected
to give them any address, and their last letter, written
on a venture to Vienna, had come back with the intimation that Mr, Herbert was not there,
" I would like to go and visit poor mamma, again,"
said Constance, about a week after they were in London,
" I have been thinking that I should like to take her to
live with us at Royton, I would take care of her. I
cannot bear the thought that she should be hving apart
from everybody, as though she were a leper. It would
do me good to have her with m e ; I should then feel as
if I had some positive duty to engage m e ; the things
one does of one's own accord, do not occupy one like the
duties which are laid upon us by Providence, and surely
I have duties towards my mother,"
" W e will consider about It. If your father were to
rfeturn to live at home, your first duty would be towards
him; and he could never bear the constant sight of your
mother. In her present state. She is, happily for her,
entirely unconscious of her situation; she is well cared
for, and I doubt whether it would be well for you to have
tho spectacle of her infirmity before you constantly. If
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ever it should become necessary for you to take her to
live Avith you, be sure that it AVIU make Itself apparent
and unquestionable. Go to see her, but let us wait
before Ave make any change,"
Constance went that day to see her mother, and returned to her again and again.
She felt remorse for the indifference in which she had
lived for so many years, as to whether she had a mother
or n o t ; and noAv her heart was full of Intense pity for
her ; It was more like a sentiment of maternity than the
feeling of a daughter towards her mother. Also, she
felt that It strengthened her own heart against vain
regrets for the course she had taken. When she looked
upon her mother, she realized the mexorable necessity
by which her own life was controlled, and grew calm
before It,
I t Is the restless drifting to and fro, the beating about
amongst hopes and fears, and wild possibilities of things
being otherAvise, that makes sorrow maddening; once
convinced that xve, at least, haA'e only one thing to do,
Avhich is to submit, Ave cease to break ourselves against
sharp regret. I t is wonderful (and is true, morally as
Avell as physically) Avhat an immense weight Ave may
support Avithout being crushed, If it only continues—'

stin.
Her anxiety about her aunt gave her infinitely more
pain than any other feature in her destiny, not that she
Avould have OAvned to herself that she was seriously
alarmed, she hoped ; but hope is only another phase of
fear, and the possibility of failure is ahvays the most
vivid part of the sentiment.
Meanwhile, there Avere iDreparatlons to be made for
Miss AVilmot's marriage. A certain amount of sewing
and ncAV clothes seems to be indispensable to a lawful
marriage. Constance entered into the business heartily;
and though Miss AVilmot could not fail to look back to
the time when she Avas preparing for a similar event,
still it Avas AA'ith no morbid sentiment, but a genuine
thankfulness that she had not had the choosing of her
own lot in life, and Avith confidence " and patient cheer,"
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she entered upon the new sphere that had opened
before her.
Mr, Harrop arrived In Loildon some days before the
one appointed for the marriage, and was the guest of
Margaret and Constance, Constance was to be Miss
Wilmot's bridesmaid, and Margaret was to be present at
the ceremony, Mr, Harrop had brought a friend Avith
him whose father Margaret had known In her youthful
days.
At last the fourth of June actually arrived,—a lovely
summer day,—and Miss Wilmot, in her bridal-dress of
silver-grey satin and quaker-Hke bonnet; her sweet,
tranquil face nearly as handsome, if not so brilliant, as
she had been nineteen years before. She was now only
eight-and-thirty, a time of life when women still havepretensions to be the heroines of noA'cls, although it may
be a somewhat mature age to be married.
Constance looked very lovely in M'hite India muslin.
The bridegroom (AVC are sorry to record such an unbecoming fact, but it Avas the rigorous costume of the day)
wore a blue coat Avith gold buttons, and a face that
looked irresistibly happy. Miss AVilmot's uncle was too
old and too infirm to go to church, so an old friend of
the family acted in his stead.
After the ceremony there Avas a breakfast. They were
all very quiet and silent, but no tears were shed, except
by the poor old uncle, AA'ho confounded this marriage
with the one that was formerly to have taken place, and
called Mr, Harrop, Mr, H e r b e r t ; but those present were
too thoroughly contented with the present state of things
to be in the least disconcerted by the mistake.
At length the breakfast Avas over; the bride had put
on her travelling-dress, and the carriage was at the door
to take her away,
" Good-bye, dear Constance, Remember you are to
follow us in a month, I shall not give you a day's
grace, but shall send EdAvard out to look for you,"
" God bless you, my dear child," said Margaret, holding both her hands; adding. In a low voice, " Be a mother
to Constance when I am taken away,"
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" I consider Constance like my OAVU sister," said
Edward Harrop, " and she shall never want a brother so
long as I live."
Margaret bowed her head; she could not trust her
voice to speak, Constance did not hear what was passing—she was taking leave of the little dog that AA'as to
go along AA'ith his mistress to her new home.
At last the carriag-e drove aAvay, and in a few minutes
afterwards, Margaret, Constance, and Mr. Delllncourt,
the groomsman, set off' on their return home.
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CHAPTER XLH,
THE affcerpart of a weddlng-day Is always melancholy;
there is an Inevitable collapse from which the best-regulated minds cannot rally for at least twenty-four hours,
" What shall we do with ourselves ? " cried Constance,
" Oar ordinary employments look quite dingy, I suppose
I am not In the vein to set about anything,"
" Let us go to the theatre and see Young," said Mr,
Delllncourt; " though it certainly is an ominous play,—
' T h e Stranger,'"
" I am not afraid of omens for our friends," said Constance, gaily; " a n d I have never seen Young, yet. Do
let us go, dear aunt,"
"You may go with Mr, Delllncourt, with all my
heart; but I am not equal to accompanying you, I
think it is an excellent idea; but I wish It had been a
less dismal play for your entertainment, I recollect the
torrents of tears I used to shed over it."
" But ' Venice Preserved,' and ' The Fatal Marriage,'
and ' The Gamester,' are all one more miserable than the
other; and we might have fallen on any of those, and I
own to preferring a deep tragedy to the best comedy that
ever was played," said Mr, Delllncourt,
" And so did your father before you," said Margaret,
laughing, " I remember, as if it Avere yesterday, how
he, one CA'cning, crept Into a dark corner of the box to
19
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cry unobserved, and his sobs betrayed him. I forget
the name of the play which so moved him, bnt he never
spoke the whole evening after; and he told me afterwards, that it made him unhappy for three days ! I call
that seeing a tragedy to some purpose."
Margaret did not appear to be mnch fatigued. She
seemed better, and in better spirits than she had been
for some time. Constance felt no anxiety at leaving heir.
She was very anxious to see Younsr, and, after an early
tea, she and Mr. Delllncourt set off in high spirits.
Margaret stood at the window to see them drive away.
Constance looked ont as the coach turned the comer of
the street—Margaret still stood looking after them.
" Dear h e a r t ! " said old Nanny. " I hope iliss Constance will get up her fine spirits a g a i n ; it did me good
to hear her laugh as she went off just now Bnt yon
will not be thinking of sitting np for her ? If I had my
way, you should go to bed nov,-. You will be ill tomorrow, afler aU t'nis."
" I am ill now, I tiilnk, AVithin the last few minutes
I have a strange feeling in my head that I never had
before, and it extends CIOATO my right arm,"
" Is it the pain r " asked Nanny, anxiously.
" N o ; it is a tingling numbness. I t is better now.
I win go to bed; I feel as though I should sleep well
to-night,"
"AA^ill yon not send for the doctor? H e said yon
were to send for him the moment you felt yourself fll.
You had better let me send David,"
" No, n o ; I am only sleepy and fatigued, Constance
wUl be home early. I shall have wakened up again by
that time."
Had it been one of her ordinary attacks of spasms,
Nanny Avould haA'e been alarmed; but her mistress had
been so much better all the day, and gone through so
much unusual fatisrue, that she had no misgivinsr about
the drowsiness, bnt got her into bed as quickly as possible. In half-an-hour she perceived a change in the
breathing and the countenance of Margai-et. She despatched a messenger fur a mcdlcid man, and another to
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the theatre for Constance, but Avitli little hope that he
would succeed in finding her.
In the meantime, Constance was at the play. The
house was crowded, and it was a most brilliant scene.
In spite of her strong-minded resolutions, Constance was
obliged to pay tribute to the genius of the acting, and to
shed her tears like any other ordinary mortal. She Avas
completely absorbed in Avhat was passing, until the
curtain dropped at the end of the third act,
" A r e you ill? or Avhat is the m a t t e r ? " asked her
companion, anxiously, " W h a t has come over you so
suddenly? Is it the heat ? "
"No, I am quite Avell, You AVIU think me foolish, but
I wish to go home, I feel an inquietude I cannot describe, I am sure something is amiss with my aunt, I
cannot rest here till the end of the piece, AVIU you take
me home now—directly?"
" Of course I AVUI, if you wish it. But do not alarm
yourself Avithout cause ; you are only fatigued, and your
nei'ves are overwrought. But Ave AVIU go at once ; lean
on my arm."
With some difficulty they made their way out. The
anxiety of Constance increased every moment. Mr. Delllncourt called a coach, and ordered the man to drive
quickly. They neither of them spoke during the course.
Old Nanny met them at the door,
" Thank God you are come. Miss Constance, How did
David find you out? "
" I have not seen him. But my aunt—Avhat has happened to her ? "
" She has not been just so Avell, I thought you would
like to be with her, and I sent David to try to find you
out in the theatre. The doctor has been, and will come
again in half-an-hour. He is only just gone. Now,
keep yourself quiet. Miss Constance, and do not look in
that Avay, You knoAV IIOAV it Avould distress her if she
came to herseif and saw you,"
Constance flew rather than walked to her aunt's room.
At the door she stopped; by a violent effort she controlled her excitement, and entered the room as quietly
19—2
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as though it were empty, Margaret sat propped up with
pillows ; the windoAVS were open, and the room was in
disorder. Blood was slowly trickling down her temples,
where leeches had been applied, and a woman Avas
bathing them with hot water, Margaret did not seem
unconscious when Constance approached, but her senses
were dull and numbed. She turned her eyes heavily
upon her, and made an attemjat to speak; but her lips
were swollen and powerless, and her voice Avas an Inarticulate murmur in her throat. This semi-consciousness
lasted only an instant; her eyes closed, and she breathed
heavily.
The doctor returned, and tried other remedies, but
without success. The breathing became less painful, but
consciousness never returned. The slumber was deepening towards death,
Constance sat by the bedside during those houri?,
gazing upon her face Avith a stupified intentness, sensible
neither of grief nor fear, watching only for a ray of
recognition, and never removing her eyes, lest the one
precious moment should escape. The candles seemed to
burn darkly, and the room grcAV chill as the night
wore on. The servants crept stealthily through the
open door from time to time, to learn how things were
going. Nanny leaned on tho board at the bed-foot, and
watched her mistress as intently as Constance. The old
nurse sat in an arm-chair, and dozed, contenting herself
with rising, from time to time, and giving a look
toAvards the bed, shaking her head with a grim, official
sympathy.
There Avas a grand ball going on, on another side of
the square ; the sound of the music and the noise of the
carriages came through the open Avindows, and the
bright lights gleamed across the darkness.
By twelve o'clock, all was over in the chamber of
Death.
Without any return of consciousness, but without pain
or struggle, Margaret Herbert passed away, at the age
of .sixty-eight.
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CH.4PTER XLIIL
THE next morning all was in tho sad, suppressed bustle
and excitement Avliich ahvays follows a death in the
house. The natural grief has to be suspended to give
place to the prosaic and material details Avhich, however inevitable, rob the aspect of death of its awful
mysteriousness.
To the undertaker and his men, the dead are Invested
Avitli no solemnity, they are merely items in the funeral—
" parties to be interred," taking their place Avith the
scarA'CS, hatbands, and first or second-class feathers, as
the case may be. The deepest grief ancl most terrible
bereaA'cment they Avitness from behind the impenetrable
breastplate of " a matter of business."
Had it not been for the accidental presence of Mr,
Delllncourt, Constance Avould have been in a very desolate condition ; he undertook all the arrangements, and
gave all the necessary orders,
Constance had been removed almost by force from the
bedside, to Avhich she clung Avith the tenacity of convulsion. She did not shed a single tear, but gazed, with
a stony despair, on the calm face of death. The medical
man, who arrived a few minutes after all Avas over,
assisted to remove her to another room, and administered
a composing draught, Avhich she swalloAved mechanically
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Avhen it was placed to her lips. He then desired that
she might bo undressed and laid in bed. Impressing upon
old Nanny that she must on no account be left alone
even for a minute.
I t was a great blessing to poor old Nanny that there
was a call upon her attention ; her anxiety about Constance diverted the grief that Avould have overwhelmed
her. Mr. Delllncourt Avrote to the Harrops, but It would
unavoidably be several days before they could receive the
letter, as they were to dlA'erge from their direct road to
pay a visit to an old friend of Mr. Harrop's, who had
been prevented by an attack of gout from being present
at the wedding; to send the letter to them there would
haA'e been unavailing, as it was across the country, and
no direct post. His only hope was, that they Avould only
delay a day there. He was very anxious that Constance
should be under Mrs. Harrop's care as soon as possible,
A memorandum, written by Margaret, and dated about
a Aveek prcA'iously, was found in her pocket-book; it contained plain directions as to what Constance was to do in
case ot her death occurring unexpectedly, and instructions where her will Avas deposited, and Avhere Constance
might obtain all necessary funds.
Margaret had foreseen everything, and provided for
everything, so far as it Avas possible.
I t was the second day after Margaret's death, that
early in the morning a hackney-coach drove up to the
door. The housemaid, AVIIO was only in the act of getting up, hastened to answer the impatient summons, and
Charles Herbert, pale and haggard from the fatigue of
a long journey, ascended the steps. The housemaid Avas
a country girl, whom Margaret had brought up with her
from Royton, and had never seen him before.
" Are you the undertaker, please Sir ? " said the girl,
"Mr, Delllncourt is not up yet,"
" I ! AVhat do you mean ? Is any one dead ? "
" Yes, please Sir, the missus, and I thought you were
come about the funeral.
Mr. Delllncourt gave out
word that ho was to bo called as soon as anybody
came."
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" And Avho the devil is Mr. Delllncourt ? Has Mr,
Jilarchmont left this house ? Is David here ?—send him
to me,"
The g-Irl looked glad enough to make her escape ; and
Charles Herbert stood impatiently in the hall, not knowing Avhat to think of his strange reception.
His only idea AA'as that Mr. Marchmont had let the
house, for some reason or other. At length David made
his appearance, Avitli a face full of sorrowful importance.
" Oh, Mr. Herbert! I am glad you are come ! I t will
be a great comfort to Miss Constance. You have heard
what has happened ? "
"AVhat has happened? tell me, and be quick,"
" The missus is gone, and poor ]\Iiss Constance is
breaking her heart,"
Charles Herbert staggered back against the wall.
The man supported him to the nearest room, and placed
him In a chair, whilst he threw open the shutters,
" Will jon let me get you something. Sir ? you are
very IU."
Cliarles impatiently motioned to him that he would
liaA'^e nothing.
" It Avas awfully sudden. Sir," continued the man,
" We did not knoAv where to find you ; and if it had
not been for Mr, Delllncourt, there Avould have been no
one to give the orders. He came up to the marriage."
" AA^'hose marriage ? " said Charles, more and more
beAvildered.
"Miss AA'"ilniot's as Avas, Sir. Miss Constance was
bridesmaid ; and missus Avas quite well In the morning,
and Avent to church with t h e m ; but it was too much
for her, and she was took ill and died that night."
" Good God, hoAv dreadful!" gasped Charles,
He
began to tremble violently, his face was livid and contracted, a violent nervous crisis ensued, Avhich looked
very alarming-. The servant did not knoAV what to do.
He hurried aAvay, and sent the coach, which had not yet
been discharged, for a medical man, and ran to prevent,
if possible, the other serA'ants from disturbing Constance;
but his precautions were vain, for the housemaid had
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already aroused her, and she entered the room where
her father was lying, just as the attack was at the
worst,
Constance was perfectly calm ; and with the assistance
of old Nanny, who followed her, she bathed her father's
head Avith cold water, and rendered him the assistance
which the servant had been too much alarmed to think
of. But she did it mechanically, without evincing surprise or emotion of any kind,
AVhen the medical man arrived, he pronounced Charles
Herbert to be on the brink of a serious Illness, which
must have been hanging about, and the sudden shock
had precipitated. He ordered him at once to bed. Old
Nanny endeavoured to prevail on him to foi-bid Constance to exert herself; but he declared It was the best
thing that could have happened for her.
Constance seemed suddenly endowed with the foresight
and decision of half a dozen persons. She gave orders
quietly, and saw them executed, took her own place
beside the bedside of her father, and proceeded to carry
out minutely all the doctor's directions; but it was all
done as if she were in a trance. No emotion of any kind
disturbed the marble rigidity of her features.
She
was like one turned to stone. All that the kindest
and most thoughtful brother could have been, Mr.
Delllncourt proved himself at this time of t r i a l ; but
Constance appeared to be altogether unconscious of his
services.
The day before the funeral, an elderly man-servant,
out of livery, came to the house, requesting to see Nanny,
Nanny recognised in him the individual Avho had been
her felloAv-servant in Italy, and Avho had returned to
England when his master quitted Margaret,
" My lord has shut himself up, ancl seen no one since
he heard of the death, I did not think he had so much
feeling left. It has broken him a great deal,"
" I alAvays knew it would come home to him, sooner or
later," said Nanny; " b u t my mistress had recoA'ered
from all the evil he had brought upon her, long before
she Avas taken away, so far as being unhappy was
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concerned. She had no cause to reproach herself) and
it is only that which makes sorrow endless,"
" My lord bid me ask you, if I had the opportunity,
whether she left any message with you for him ? "
" Tell your lord that my mistress never named his
name, and It is my opinion she had allowed him to pass
from her mind as one not worth remembering,"
" H e has neA'er properly been friends with himself
since he left her. He repented of It once, and that was
alAA'ays, He has taken the news of her death very
hard,"
" Maybe he thinks his own turn AVIU come next," said
Nanny, sarcastically ; " for do not think be Is one to
be sorry about anything that does not concern himself,"
" H e bid me inquire at what time the funeral Avas
to leave the house. It is my opinion that he intends
to follow it."
" He did his best to send her to the grave when she
was in the prime of life, .and it is just mockery to try to
ease his conscience by folloAvIng her funeral at this time
of day ; and he may learn what he Avants to know from
somebody else, for I will not tell him."
Nanny's heart had always been filled with a deadly
indignation, and this opportunity of giving it utterance
was a consolation in the midst of her grief.
The messenger departed, and apparently obtained the
requisite information elsewhere ; for the next day, when
the cortege left the house. It was joined by a close dark
chariot, with a coronet on the panels. Inside, there was
an old, pale, stern-looking man, who gazed straight before him, with a dreamy, vacant gaze. He Avas thinking
of the past more than the present; of the days when
he and Margaret were in Italy, and she had been the
wife of his youth. The difference that comes In life
Is oftentimes nearly as great as that between life and
death. He had done a grievous wrong to the woman
to whom he had given the strongest pledges that could
induce one human being to trust another, and now, what
remained to him of all the objects for which he had
broken his faith ? To what purpose had been all the
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waste he had made of that inner life which makes the
truth and beauty of what is seen ? A^erlly, this world
passes away, and the grace and the fashion of it
perishes.
All his past Kfe looked so near and so clear, it seemed
as though he could reach i t ; but the hundred years that
Ke before us, are nearer than the moment that has just
passed.
In the household Margaret had left, life continued Its
resistless sweep. The gap she had left was even now
beginning to be dra-wn together. Every day brought
its OAvn incidents, which arranged themselves into completeness without any reference to her Avho had been.
Charles Herbert continued very ill, though the sliarpness of his attack had subsided Into a nervous u-rltable
debility. His one great anxiety- appeared to be the
safety of a small portfolio which he kept constantly
under his pillow or about his person; manifesting remarkable uneasiness when anyone chanced to glance
towards it. The eyes of Constance, which Avere anxiously
fixed upon him, seemed particularly to importune him.
H e expressed the most nervous Impatience to remove
to the Chauntry, but, besides his iUness, there were
affairs connected with iNlargaret's will which obliged
them to remain some time in town.
Two days after the funeral, the Harrops arrived.
They had found the letter that Avas aAvaiting them at
home, and turned round their horses' heads, aud travelled
as fast as possible to reach Constance, The sight of her
friend roused Constance from her apathy, and unlocked
the fountain of her brain ; her tears flowed Avithout
restraint, and seemed as though they Avould never cease.
Their idea had been to take her home with them, but
the state of her father's health rendered that Impossible;
and, painful as it was, it was the very best thing that
could befal Constance, to have an imperative duty laid
upon her, and AA'hich Avould absorb all the strength and
judgment she possessed. She had become necessary
to her father, and there was no one who could supply
her place. This would do more than anything else to
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p r e v e n t h e r from b e i n g swallowed u p w i t h o v e r - m u c h

sorrow,
HowcA'er individually painful or disag-rceable an imperative situation may be, no matter Avliat amount of
fatigue or annoyance it may entail, the fact that it
admits of no question, effectually prevents all the friction
which, alike in morals as machinery, is the great source
of unprofitable wear and tear.
If Mrs, Harrop hacl needed any further comment upon
the Irony of time, it was furnished during the few days
she remained under the roof of Charles Herbert, Worn
to a skeleton, a prey to a melancholy which seemed
to possess him like an evil spirit, consuming him as
by an internal fire, without the energy, he sat in gloomy
helplessness, the most miserable man that could be seen.
And this was he AA'ho had laid desolate so many years
of her life, because she had clung obstinately to her
own idea of his perfection, and refused to see what was
before her ey^es !
If men, and AVomen, too, could only be strong enough
to let their idols go Avhen they loosen in their grasp,
they would be spared much ashes and bitterness which
now fall to their lot. Charles Herbert was not changed;
the qualities that Avere in him then had only dcA'cloped,
brought forth their natural fruit, and were now run to
seed!
At length Charles was pronounced Avell enough to
travel.
Old Nanny, and another servant, were despatched before to get all things in readiness. AVhilst
Constance and her fatlier, attended by David, Avho had
been Mai-garet's servant, fblloAved by easy stages, and
the Harrops were once more at liberty to set their faces
homeward.
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CHAPTER XLiy.
DcRixG Charles Herbert's last absence from England,
instead of going to Vienna, he had made a voyage to
America, and gone on to New Orleans, Impelled by the
vagrant, restless spirit Avhich preA'ented him from ever
finding rest in one place long together.
The thirst for gold had gained upon him greatly
Avithin the last fcAv years. I t had ceased to be the
desire to leaA'e Constance independent at his death. It had
become a IOA'C of money for its OAVU sake, combined with
a morbid dread of coming to poverty ! He had got a
fixed idea that he shoulcl die In a Avorkhouse, and he had
become penurious in his habits, dirty and sordid in his
joerson. Gambling Avas the only means in which he had
any faith for getting money, and it Avas, besides, the
ruling passion of his life—the only point of vitality that
still remained in activity. If this had become feeble, he
AA'ould, in all probability, have sunk down into a chiffonnicr, and found at once his solace and employment In
scraping together all the rags, and bones, and rubbish
that could be found by diligent search.
In New Orleans his talents for gambling found ample
scope: his reckless stakes and deep play, combined Avith
the penuriousness of his dress and mode of life, excited
attention, and he enjoyed the mysterious reverence which
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is shown to a miser—a man whose wealth Is always
measured by the deplorableness of his appearance.
I t was a strange Idiosyncrasy; the reality of the
privations he imposed on himself he did not feel; but
the dread of having to endure them from necessity was
a corroding- thought that deprived him of rest, though it
Avas highly Improbable that any misfortune would reduce
him to hardships greater than those he voluntarily
accepted. Gambling was the imaginative point in his
life, the only outlet from the dirty, sordid realities with
which he surrounded himself.
One night, in a gambling-house, his acquaintance was
challenged by an Englishman of singularly unprepossessing aspect—a hard, clumsy-looking man, who
seemed to have been cut into shape by cunning and
impudence. He had with him two companions of the
same stamp, but more underbred than himself. He
proved to be Mr. Maryland, the son of old Maryland by
his first marriage.
Charles had not seen his wife's step-son more than
three times in his life; since his marriage all intercourse had ceased, and he was not at all pleased at this
attempt to renew It. Bat gambling brings a man
acquainted with strange company, and blunts all fastidiousness. Charles lived in a mean lodging, and they
lived at a first-rate hotel; nevertheless, a certain amount
of Intimacy sprang up between them. Mr, Maryland
had apparently his own reasons for cultivating Charles
Herbert's acquaintance ; he courted him in every possible
way, and published the connection there was between
them wherever he went. He spread reports of Charles's
wealth and station at home, his ancient family and high
standing, until Charles was looked upon as a personage,
by those in his own meridian, who believed him to be all
the British aristocracy rolled into his one person,
Charles did not dislike the consideration he enjoyed,
and did not deny any of the honours that were imputed
to him, further than by declaring that he was a poor
man, who would come to die In a hospital; which was of
course treated as tho pleasant jest of a rich man.
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They remained in New Orleans some time, during
which Charles Herbert had played AvIth various success!,
but his winnings Avere not so considerable as he had
expected. He had lost chiefly to Maryland and his
companions on the day they invited him to dinner at
their rooms in the hotel. After dinner they offered him
his rcA'cnge,
The sitting Avas prolonged through the Avhole night,
until late in the following day Charles Herbert rose at
length the Avinner of a considerable sum, which Avas
handed over to him chiefly in English notes, and partly
in gold. One of the party then produced a quantity of
jcAA'ellery, Avhich he declared he had Avon on shipboard.
During his residence in India, Charles Herbert had
become skilled in the A'alue of precious stones, and he
saw at once that those before him Avere of fine quality, a
set of diamonds and sapphires, in pai-tlcular, which were
worth a prince's ransom.
The man AVIIO possessed them seemed entirely ignorant
of their value, and offered either to play for them, or to
sell them for a sura so trlffing- that Charles eagerly
clinched the bargain. The man stipulated that he should
receive gold, to which Charles, secure In his own judgment, readily consented.
He considered that the last twenty-four hours had
been the luckiest in his life. That same day Maryland
and his companions left NCAV Orleans, Charles imagined
they were going on a gambling speculation elsewhere,
and heard of their departure Avitli indifrerence, or rather
Avith a certain gladness. It delivered him from their
society, Avhich had become importunate.
Two days afterwards he took up an English newspaper, Avhich gave a detailed account of an audacious
bank robbery, ancl the abstraction of a quantity of
valuable jewellery, which had been lodged in the bank
as security for a loan,
A cold perspiration broke out upon Charles as the
horrible idea flashed upon him that lie might be in
possession of this stolen property! It was but too true !
The uttinbcr of the notes ho had received corresponded.
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and of the jewellery being that which had been stolen
there could be no doubt.
The horror of his position rose vividly before him. He
had been the companion of these men ; he had been seen
publicly as their associate, Maryland Avas known to be
connected Avith him. As to the jewellery, he had bought
It for so much below Its value, that he could not entertain a hope of persuading any jury that he had become
possessed of it even In a c[uasi-h.oneat manner. The confederates had no doubt disposed of other portions of the
property In the city. In which case his position was
terrible. They were safe, gone lie knew not whither;
whilst he remained to bear the brunt of any evil chance
that might ensue !
All moral courage and energy had gradually rusted
out of him; but there remained a morbid dread of
anything Avhich should cause eclat or scandal. He did
not dare to take the only rational course that remained
for him, and by a voluntary communication forestal all
awkward discoveries. His only Idea was to get back to
England and "consult Marchmont," who exercised over
him the authority of a strong mind, combined with the
despotic influence of a creditor.
H e accordingly sought out a A'essel that was on the
point of sailing for England. He Avould gladly, even in
that moment of extremity, have economised on the
passage-money, and taken a steerage berth ; but he did
not dare, and with a pang of bitter reluctance he secured
a cabin to himself and his ill-got wealth. It Avas not
until they were under Avelgli that he could breathe freely.
Up to the last Instant he had " heard a voice In every
wind," and seen an officer of justice in every beggar in
the street.
Once safe In his own cabin, he secured the door, aud
proceeded to Inspect the jewels, Avhich he had not dared
to look upon since the day of his fatal discovery; but
now he untied the leathern bag that contained them, and
they gleamed before his eyes In all their beauty. H e
felt a pang at the idea that he must give them up. The
pure water of tho diamonds, the mysterious gleam of
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the sapphires, entered his heart like poison. The thought
of having to resign them Avas even worse than the fear
that had haunted him of having them discovered In his
possession.
Whilst he was thus gazing, the dinner-bell rang, and,
hastily securing the jewels, he joined the other passengers at table.
By the chance which always seems to play with
loaded dice, an old gentleman near him began to talk
about the great bank robbery, and to speculate on the
probability of the thieves coming to America. He told
several wonderful stories of the fatality by which those
who had committed a crime were induced to take precisely the course which was to denounce them, supporting the theory he held, that criminals always afforded
the clue to their own detection.
Charles Herbert did not feel particularly comfortable
under this discourse, Avhicli merged into an argument
about circumstantial evidence, and the Innocent men who
had fallen victims to it. He made his escape as soon as
possible, feeling as though the eyes of all present were
fixed upon him In a strangely inquisitive fashion.
H e returned to his dangerous treasures ;—the crisp,
glossy bank-notes, the dazzling beauty of the jewels, had
Avitchcraft in them. He persuaded himself that there
was less risk in keeping them than in giving information
about them. He tried to persuade himself that he was
their lawful OAvner, He had ^^a^id,forthe jewels—he had
won the money; it would be so much positive loss to
himself if the property were given up to those from
whom it had been previously plundered ; and Avhy was
he, an honest man, to bear the injury ? Why was he to
be stripped that others might have restitution ?
Then, there was the dreadful chance that his story
might not be believed. The horror of being questioned
—suspected ; the scandalous eclat which would unavoidably ensue In any case; and the very shady sort of
credit that, under the most favourable circumstances,
could accrue to him if the real truth were all known ancl
believed.
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The more he thought of It, the worse the story seemed
to tell against himself. Then he thought of Constance,
and the shock It would be to her to discover that her
father was a gambler, and the companion of thieves.
He recollected at that moment, as if the devil had
whispered It Into his ear, that Mr, Marchmont, who was
so hard and cynical toAvards the world in general, was
scrupulously careful to keep his son In Ignorance of the
very questionable nature of his money transactions ; and
ought he to be less careful as regarded Constance ? He
recollected the attachment between her and young
Marchmont, and he thought the exposure of this affair
would only furnish an excuse to insult her ; or, at least,
in some way to Increase the bondage In which that man
already held him.
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CHAPTER XLV.
THE result of anxious days and restless nights, was
the determination to keep both money and jewels; to
conceal them carefully as soon as he reached England,
and to aAvait some fortunate accident for disposing of
them, Charles felt his mind rellcA'cd from a heavy
Aveigh t AA'hen he came to this decision ; he tried to fancy
he had taken a most prudent resolution, but it was, in
reality, only the satisfaction of keeping the property
instead of giving it up.
Whilst he was debating this matter, he had, under the
plea of indisposition, confined himself to his cabin. He
now thought it necessary to mix Avith the other passengers, " lest he might excite suspicion,"
" You are quite a hermit, Mr. Herbert," said the old
gentleman, Avhose discourse on the first day of their going
to sea had so sorely discomposed him, and Avho was now
taking a constitutional Avalk up and down the deck,
enjoying the fresh breeze, Charles Herbert started at
being thus addressed, and trying not to look guilty, he
said something- about sea-sickness. The old gentleman
chuckled, " A h , you should do as I do, and haA'e a
bucket of salt-water dashed over you every morning when
you leave your berth. Keep a sound mind in a sound
ioody, and sea-sickness, or sickness of any sort, would
keep its distance."
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This old gentleman, with his white hair, rosy portwine looking cheeks, and grey tAvinkling eyes, seemed,
to the morbid fancy of Charles, transformed into a detective in disguise, surreptitiously endeavouring to find
out what he did In his cabin.
" I always think that If people would be good and contented, they might always be happy, and so I tell my
young folks. Come, Mr, Herbert, what say you to a
hit of backgammon till dinner-time—sixpence a game ? "
Charles Herbert fancied a snare in this Innocent proposal.
" T h a n k you," said he, hurriedly, " b u t I do not play;
I never gamble,"
" Why, bless the king ! who ever dreamed of gambling ?
There is no harm In an innocent game of backgammon,"
rejoined the old man, testily,
" Is it Mr, Herbert talking against gambling ? " said a
passenger, Avho stood near ; " that would be Satan reproving sin, with a witness ; why, he made quite a sensation in the billiard rooms, and his luck at lansc[uenet
was something marvellous, as I knoAV to my cost. By
the way, are those friends of yours gone to Cuba, as they
intended ? "
" They were no friends of mine. My acquaintance
with them Avas casual; they did not tell me of their
movements," said Charles, haughtily.
" I thought one of the fellows, Maryland, he called
himself, said he was your relation ? "
" I t is an honour I should be sorry to claim; but he
is no relation at all."
" Ah, well, noAV that is curious ; they seemed great
companions of yours Avhen I saw them along with you."
Charles looked and felt annoyed, but the gong sounded
for dinner, and in the bustle that ensued, the conversation naturally ceased.
That evening, as Charles Avas smoking over the side
of the vessel, the same passenger came up to him, and
said, AA'ith an air of confidence, " You seemed vexed this
morning, but I don't mind telling you a bit of a secret.
Tho companion of that fellow, ilaryland, paid me my
20—^
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winnings one night in a note that Is advertised amongst
those in the bank robbery. Maybe the same thing happened to you, and I thought I would just consult you.
He might have taken it through 111 luck, as I did; but
still, It is an awkward thing to have stolen property
traced to one."
" If it were my case, I should give information to the
police as soon as Ave reached England," replied Charles,
coolly flinging away the end of his cigar,
" Maybe so," replied the other, " But It would be a
deuced bore to lose so much money."
He looked cunningly and inquiringly at Charles, who
would gladly have given twice ten pounds to have obtained possession of the note in question. This incident
was not calculated to compose his nerves, but, after all.
It was only a fraction of the stolen property, and he
could do nothing ; it Avas another item In the risk that
he must run. He held aloof from all his companions
during the remainder of the voyage.
The shock that awaited him on his arrival In London,
acting upon the highly excited state of his nerves, produced a crisis that might easily have proved fatal. That
It did not, was perhaps to be regretted for his own sake,
and that of all connected with him.
Arrived at the Chauntry, he shut himself In his own
room, and, for the last time, feasted his eyes on the fatal
beauty of the jewels. He loved them better for all the
danger and disgrace he incurred for them. The fashion
of their setting Avas rich and fanciful; evidently unique;
designed no doubt as some love-token, it was not probable
there would be other sets like them to give the aspect of
a coincidence to his possession.
He was rapidly becoming insane on the point of hiding
them, and developed all the elaborate cunning of madness.
H e took them out of their setting, and secured them iu
a bag of Chamois leather, stitching each stone separately, which Avas a AA'ork of some time; he then broke
up, in small pieces, the gold and silver settings, AvhIch
he melted as well as he could in an old glue-pot over tho
fire, until all trace of thcic fashion was defaced,
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But difficulties arose to his imagination at every turn,
and the amount ot cunning and diplomacy he employed
to obtain a fire in his room without, as he imagined, exciting suspicion, would have sufficed for a State conspiracy.
The precautions with which he encumbered his endeavours to obtain the means of raising the flag beneath the
grate in his dressing-room, employed him for three
weeks; and every step he took, seemed to his morbid
and exaggerated fancy so many palpable links in the
chain of evidence which might be drawn round him.
This strain upon his nerves continued for a month.
His efforts to guard against suspicion literally paralyzed
his power to move, and for whole days together he was
the prey of the most pitiable indecision. He often lay
awake half the night, debating whether It would best
elude suspicion if he Avere to come doAvn stairs to breakfast, or have It brought up to his bedside. The door of
his dressing-room he easily kept locked, but he fancied
that everybody who entered the room looked at it inquisitively.
At last the money, and the jewels, and the melted
mass of the settings, were safely buried beneath the
hearth-stone of the dressing-room, and he breathed
freely once more. Though Avhat particular or general benefit he could derive from the possession of a
treasure he was obliged to hide from the light of day,
aud dare neither use nor look upon, it would be hard for
anyone but a miser or a madman to say.
In less than a week, however, tho fatal Idea struck
him, that the housemaid might be tempted by the devil
to raise np the stone which he had laid down with so
much labour. He bad used about ten times more mortar
than a professional workman would have employed, and
it hardened very sloAvly.
The moment this idea seized him, he brought workmen to the Chauntry, under pretext of alterations, and
had the windows of the dressing-room bricked up, and
with his own hands he securely nailed up the door, as he
fondly hoped, upon his secret for ever, and had a massive
book-case placed before it.
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CHAPTER XLVL
CONSTANCE had been too much taken up with her own
grief to pay much attention to her father's proceedings
during the fir.st fcAV weeks of their return to the
Chauntry, Every object that met her ey'c was associated
with her who Avas gone, Margaret's presence still
seemed to linger in every room ; every article of furniture, CA'ery plant and floAver in the garden, bore the impress of her arrangement; all things Avere as they had
been,—the same to all appearance,—but the diff'erence to
Constance !
The sight of the ordinary articles of clothes or furniture Avhich Avere in daily use by those who have been
taken aAvay from us by death, is a most painful aggravation of EorroAV, to see these fragile, perishable things
surviving them, is at first a bitter aggravation. I t is
not until time has passed over us, that they become
memorials of a precious past that cannot be changed or
reversed.
The first excitement of grief had passed away; there
was no longer any call upon her for exertion, and Constance felt that life lay upon her with a weight heavy as
lead. Neither hope nor object Avas to be seen Avhicli
could vary the dull monotony of the solitude that stretched
before her. Life looked very dreary from the point she
had reached.
But she was not to remain long without some active
sources of annoyance.
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No sooner had Charles finished hiding his secret, than
he began to feel the Irksomeness of stopping at home to
guard it, A rambling life had become so completely
his ordinary mode of existence, that the necessity, whether
real or imaginary, of remaining in one spot was Intolerable, When the master of the house Is ill at ease, there
is always scant peace and comfort for every other member
of the household, Charles could find no outlet for his
restlessness out of doors, in the active management of his
estate, for Mr, Marchmont had appointed his own agent
and his own plans, AA'ith which Charles did not dare to
interfere.
There had been great changes In the neighbourhood;
a new generation had groAvn up, and Charles felt little
Inclination to gather up the dropped threads of old acquaintanceships, or to weave the web of ncAv ones. He
had become moody, suspicious, and hypochondriacal,—
seldom leaving the house except for a short ride or a
desultory stroll through the fields, clad in an old drabcoloured dressing-gown and a black silk cap, now old
and greasy, Avith his hair allowed to grow wild, and his
beard untrimmed for days together.
The habit of living in dressing-gown and slippers
cannot be called a vice ; and yet it has a very demoralizing effect upon the man Avho gives in to it. A general
loosening of all energy ancl promptness folloAvs upon it.
There is much significance lying in the Apostle's injunction to " stand, therefore, having our loins girded."
Charles did not, however, sink into vacuity. The constraint and e7inui of his life found an outlet in worrying
about the housekeeping, and in incessant endeavours to
Introduce a sordid, pinching economy. He tormented
Constance with reproaches about her extravagance, which
would bring him to the Avorkhouse. He Avould go into
the kitchen half a dozen times in the. day to screw the
fire into a narrower compass, and upbraid old Nanny with
her reckless disregard of the value of fuel. Nanny, who
had never in her life been subjected to the interference
of master or mistress, Avas furious at this new phase of
things. Spendthrifts are always the most unmerciful of
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economists; but. Indeed, most people carry out their
virtues at the expense of their neighbours.
Margaret's household had always been carried on with
a certain elegant thrift, an order and regularity that
were, like the light of day, matters of course, but noiseless and beautifol. Constance had fallen into the same
habits all unconsciously, and she had ruled her own
house at Royton with as much discretion as If she had
been the wise woman described by King Solomon, Now,
however, she found herself suddenly superseded and
treated as a child; chided, thwarted, and (X)ntradleted;
her judgment and authority set entirely aside.
Charles insisted upon regulating everything—from the
number of potatoes that were given out for dinner, to the
scouring of a floor or the burning of a candle—nothing
was too minute to escape his worrying inquisitions.
Constance was far too sad and miserable to offer any
opposition; she yielded passively, endeavouring to take
refuge Avithin narrower limits, where she might be free
to indulge her own habits of occupation, and exerted
herself to comfort and pacify old Nanny, whose disgust
and indignation knew no bounds; but she soon found
herself dragged out of her own privacy and leisure to
live under her father's eye,
AVhen he Avas in the house, he never allowed her to
leave his presence if he could help it, and yet her society
did not appear to afford him pleasure. If she tried to
converse, he complained of her chattering; if she remained silent, he said she was sullen. He suspected her,
not of anything in particular, but he was in a state of
chronic suspiciousness against the world In general,
WhatcA'er he did not entirely comprehend, he imagined
might be turned to ill; and he could not endure that
Constance should possess any personal mode of life that
did not pass under his own eye.
The weather set in cold and stormy remarkably early
this year, and under the plea of saving fuel, he had Margaret's pleasant sitting-room shut up, which obliged Constance to inhabit the gloomy dining-parlour, which only
commanded a corner of the Nun's Walk, and an old wall
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covered AvIth Ivy. Here she was obliged to sit all the
day. At first she tried to follow her usual employments,
but he could not endure to see her either reading or'
writing, for no better reason than that they took up her
attention. If ever she endeavoured to take refuge in
her OAvn bed-room, he always crept stealthily after her,
to spy where she was, and to call her down. This partly
arose from a nervous fear least she should enter his
room, but chiefly from a childish dislike to being left
by himself, and partly from the infirm restlessness that
gained upon him from its indulgence.
Constance endeavoured, by retiring early to rest, to
secure a few hours of peace and freedom ; but he defeated
this, by allowing her only a short end of rushlight, and
calling at the end of a quarter of an hour to know If
her candle were extinguished, giving her no respite from
his knocking and calling, until he saw the light disappear from under her door.
His bed-room Avas opposite to hers, and he arose frequently in the course of the night to ascertain whether
she had obtained any surreptitious candles.
She made one last attempt to obtain an hour to herself by getting up early; but rise Avhen she would, her
father, whose faculties seemed to be preternaturally
sharpened, always divined her purpose, and defeated it
by rising himself.
This systematic mode of tormenting was dreadfully
Irksome to Constance, but she looked upon It in the only
light that could render it tolerable,—as a disease, as a
mental infirmity which she was bound to meet with
patience and gentleness. Any attempt to assert herself,
or to carry out her own personal inclinations, would only
have induced altercation, and have increased his irritability to a degree at once injurious and painful.
s h e recollected the words of her aunt, spoken years
ago, with regard to the duty she would have to undertake
tOAvards her father ; and it Avas well for her that she
could recognise it now that it had arrived, for our duties
do not come to us packed and labelled. We have to
discover them through all the confusion and apparent in-
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justice and unreasonableness with which they are often
invested.
That Constance was thus able to yield her own will.
Instead of struggling for It, saved her from much bitter
and useless annoyance.
She was anxious to knoAV how things went on at
Royton, but her father could not endure to hear the
place named, and she was obliged to content herself
with thinking about it as she sat over her needleAvork,
the only employnrent her father Avould tolerate ; and she
consoled herself with the hope that she might pay a
visit there in the spring.
From time to time she received letters from Mrs.
Harrop. But, alas and alas for human nature ! Mrs.
Harrop was very happy and very busy, dreadfully
preoccupied with her husband, her household, the farm,
and her schools; and though she loved Constance as
dearly as ever, still these things lay on the surface of
her daily life, and occupied all the material time of
every day: Consf-nc^ Avas not mixed up Avith them, and
could only feel sympathy and interest in them at a distance. There was no fault in this, for one of the limitations of human nature is, that it can only be in one place
at a time; and its horizon, as far as it can see, even
with the best of telescopes, is very limited Indeed.
Mrs, Harrop's letters Avere the only little bits of brightness that came to Constance from Avithout; still she
could not help feeling the difference betAveen these cordial,
cheering letters, coming from a Avoman placed In the
midst of active duties depending upon her for their fulfilment, and that sweet, intoxicating- sympathy, " the wine
of life," distilled from the exclusive affection of a heart
at leisure, and a life unoccupied by other claims.
Still It was, beyond all doubt, a, far better state of
things for Mrs. Harrop, and not altog-ether Averse for
Constance. I t Avas expedient that she should gain strength
to lead her own life Avithout the stimulus of emotion.
Our friends may lift us up Avhen we stumble, and support us over the dark and rugged passes in our pilgrimage ; but none, not the truest lover or most devoted
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friend, may carry another through life. We must each
Avalk on alone, and bear our own burden.
But dreary as the life of Constance seemed to outward
appearance, she was not unhappy. She had the undoubting conviction that she was in her right place, and
doing precisely the work that It was necessary she should
do—the work incumbent upon her, and which could not
be delegated to another ; and no work of clearly recognised duty is so wearying as the "unchartered freedom"
to please ourselves. The obligation of duty is the law of
spiritual gravity which keeps our life coherent,
Constance was, however, only nineteen; and this revered sense of duty, although the ruling principle of her
life, and growing in strength and clearness every day,
still, as yet. It worked within her half-unconsciously, and
was not so far dcA'^eloped as to make her independent of
human motives ; and, in truth, a human motive was far
the most distinct and articulate in her own heart. The
human motive that gave a sweet ideality to the weary
dulness of her material life, Avas the thought of Phillip,
Of course she had taken to herself the blame of all
that had been done or said ungenerous or cruel at their
last Interview, and had long since come to regard him
with the deep pity and admiration due to a true-hearted
and unfortunate lover. She could not turn back from
her own course—she might not marry him—that was a
matter of destiny from Avliich there was no appeal; but
love him she might, and love him she did, with all the
Idolatry of a first passion, which sees neither beginning
of time nor end of days, but believes devoutly in its
own eternity. She worshipped him, she idealized him;
and It is quite needless to say that the Phillip Marchmont of her imagination bore not the slightest trace of
resemblance to the Mr, Philip Marchmont of actual life.
Her Avhole aim was to make herself AA'orthy of him—•
her one idea to become what Phillip would approve.
This thought carried her through the hours of durance
she had to pass in the dull and only half-warmed parlour
during the months of that dreary winter.
She built bright castles iu the air of how, when
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Phillip was married—an event she had brought herself
to look upon with pleasure—she would become the friend
of his wife. Phillip was to bring her, and to present
her to Constance with words of noble and loyal affection,
claiming her for a friend and sister to them both, Constance felt her heart beat warmly to this appeal, and she
thought how much dearer than any sister Phillip's wife
would be.
She pictured her full of sweet, womanly tenderness,
who would recognise in her present happiness the fruit
of another's self renunciation, and endeavour, by her love
and sympathy, to compensate to her for what she had
given up ; and how Philip would stand beside them, rejoicing in this perfect friendship and sisterhood between
the two women he loved best in the world.
It must be observed, that although Constance was
quite willing that Phillip should love his Avife, and be
quite happy and contented with her, yet she still asserted
her consciousness of having once held the first place AAdth
him, which she had resigned, but from which she had
never been deposed; and there Avas a subtle, unacknowledged hope that, although Phillip might love another,
it was not to be quite so much as he would have loved
Constance could he have obtained her.
Then she continued the romance, and pictured them
surrounded by their children. She endowed them all
Avith beauty and good gifts, like a fairy godmother.
She settled that one should be named after her, and
that she would adopt It, and that it should be allowed
to live Avith her altogether. To make amends for this,
be it said, she had bestoAved upon them a patriarchal
number of children, in order that they might spare one
without being unnatural.
Then she imagined herself becoming an old lady, and
this adopted daughter grown up a beautiful young
creature, sought in marriage by a young nobleman every
way worthy of her ; and then she Avould endow her Avith
Royton Hall for a wedding present, and go to live Avitli
them, and bring up their children, and die at last a
beloved old grandmamma !
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This was the romance spun out with bright shining
sunbeams, day after day, Avith Avhich Constance enlivened
the gloomy discomfort of those winter months. Such
was her outer life—such was her inner life ; and so time
passed on until the fifth of May, Avhen one morning the
postman brought a letter for which be demanded double
postage.
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CHAPTER XLVIL
THE eyes of Constance were anxiously fixed upon her
father, as he read through this letter; her heart beat so
strongly that it might have almost been heard.
He gave it to her across the table, saying, " This Is
ncAvs, indeed." He looked at her with a kind of pity,
and there Avas a gentle inflection In the tone of his voice,
that at any other time Avould have struck her ; as it was,
however, all her attention was engrossed by the letter.
It was Avritten In a style of expansiveness very different from the dry brevity of Mr, Marchmont's usual
communications, and announced the singular satisfaction
he felt in being able to communicate the marriage of his
son Phillip Avith the young and beautiful Miss Ainslie,
He Avent off into a long genealogical digression upon her
family and antecedents. The main fact appeared to be,
that her father had been the son of Sir Jonas Sefton, of
Launston Hall, in K e n t ; but he Avas dead, and her
mother, left Avitli three daughters, had brought them up
in the greatest elegance and gentility. One of the
sisters Avas married to a rich colonel in India. None of
them appeared to have much money, but were moving,
according to his account. In the best society. Miss
Ainslie had been much sought after, had received distinguished offers ol marriage, but had refused them all
for the sake of Phillip. There had been much opposi-
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tion at first, on the part of her own family, who looked
higher for her, but the mother at length had yielded to
the united entreaties of the young people, &c., &c.
Then followed an account of the amiable condescension of her uncle, the Baronet, who, unable to be present
at the ceremony, sent the bride an elegant silver inkstand, and an invitation to visit him at Launston Hall,
Mr, Marchmont's satisfaction and pride in this connection were evidently genuine, but It was only an
introduction to the real gist of the letter. He could not
so far forget his natural Instinct for business as not' In
some way to bring In his OAVU Interest,
There was a postscript, in which he announced that he
proposed running down to the Chauntry for a few days
at the beginning of the week, as he wished to consult
Charles upon a certain affair of importance. Also, he
added, that if quite agreeable to Miss Constance, Phillip
and his bride would spend a couple of days with her on
their way to Launston Hall.
The marriage of Phillip had been the foundation of
all her day-dreams for many months, and yet, now that
It was come to pass, her heart contracted with a pang.
I t was a hard, sharp reality that she could no longer
invest with romance; she had loved Phillip's wife
dearly In her imagination, but she felt an instinctive
antipathy to the " young and beautiful Miss Ainslie " of
flesh and blood. The sudden announcement of his
marriage revealed to her how much she had cherished
the idea that she still held the first place in his heart.
All these emotions resolved themselves into a flood of
bitter tears, to conceal which she hastily retired to her
own room.
Her father allowed her to remain there in peace for at
least a quarter of an h o u r ; he felt very sorry for her,
and began, as usual, to reflect upon the evil fate that had
pursued him from his youth up, in the course of which
he forgot all about Constance, Avho indeed seemed to him
only one more item in the cruelty with which destiny
had uniformly treated him.
His thoughts gradually reverted to present matters—
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to the extreme annoyance of having to receive visitors—
the ruinous expense It would be to feed and lodge so
many persons ; also, he did not like the thought of
seeing Mr, Marchmont, from whom, however, he determined strictly to conceal his secret. If he could, Mr,
Marchmont, as he knew from experience, had a mesmeric
power of attracting secrets, and making the person he
was conversing with reveal them in spite of himself.
H e then began to wonder what could keep Constance so
l o n g ; and falling readily back into his long-indulged
habit of worrying, he called her, and as she did not
answer, he went up stairs to knock at her door, and
desire her to come down directly.
Poor Constance stopped crying as quickly as she
could, bathed her face, and after waiting a few moments
in the hope that the traces of her tears would grow
fainter, complied at last with the reiterated calls that
were made for her,
" Really, Constance, I cannot think why you shut yourself up In your OAVU room so constantly, especially when
there Is so much to advise about, I am sure I do not
know how we are to afford to entertain so many people
at rack and manger. It will be a terrible expense,"
" Oh, no, p a p a ; aunt Margaret never used to make
any difficulty when you ancl Mr, Marchmont used to
come doAvn to stay here. I think It Is very friendly of
Phillip to bring his Avife to see us. It Avill be a pleasant
change for you,"
" AVe cannot afford to entertain fine company, child ;
we must be frugal, very frugal."
" W e will be as frugal as you please when they are
gone again, but Ave must not disgrace our hospitality ;
and as it is a thing that must be gone through Avith, it
Avill be the best for Nanny and me to undertake the
management, and order things as my aunt used to do.
The extra expense I will defray myself,"
Constance looked and spoke with a quiet decision that
took an immediate effect on Charles, which at once
pained and surprised her. Instead of offering any opposition, ho drew back liko a rebuked child, and began
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whimpering that she should be so cross, and declaring
that they would both come to the workhouse. But from
that moment he evidently clung to her, as the one that
was to stand between him and all the harm there might
come to pass from the dreaded visitors, Nanny and
Constance were allowed to settle everything as they
chose.
As the day for Mr, Marchmont's arrival came on,
Charles Herbert's nervous dread increased. H e could
not bear Constance out of his slght^ and he seemed to
feel no safety except In her presence.
At length Mr. Marchmont arrived. I t was three days
before Phillip and his wife were expected.
The change In Mr, Marchmont's aspect was something
remarkable. His face, for once in his life, wore a
natural expression ; a broad, irrepressible smile of complacent satisfaction lighted up his stony black eyes. I t
was not a very noble or generous expression, but It was,
for once, the genuine reflex of what was occupying his
mind—which was, the pride and satisfaction of having
succeeded in allying himself to a really good family.
The secret vanity of his whole life had been crowned
with success, and he made no attempt to conceal his
feelings, which in itself, was quite a novel sensation.
Before he had been an hour in the house, he had given
them a fall description of the marriage. There Avere no
less than twenty carriages, all the coachmen and footmen in their full-dress livery, with enormous bouquets
and wedding favours. There Avas quite a crowd round
the house to see the bride return from church,
" Is she handsome ? " asked Constance, at the first
pause in his discourse,
" Handsome ? She Is lovely ! and the most elegantmannered young lady I ever saw! Her mother, too, is
quite a lady of the old school. She burst into tears
when her daughter's health was drunk, but refused to
leave the table, ' N o , Mr, Marchmont,' she said to me,
' my place Is here, and here I will remain, I will not
allow my daughter to perceive that her happiness Is
bought at the expense of my suffering.' A beautiful
21
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sentiment, was It not ? She and I are great friends.
Indeed, she says that she gave her consent to the match
entirely out of the liking she had taken to me. The
Bishop of Hazlegrove performed the marriage, assisted
by his own chaplain, as well as by the regular clergyman
of the church. The bishop's daughter and the Honourable Miss Hesketh were the bridesmaids. Everybody
said there never had been such a splendid marriage seen
in that neighbourhood. I t Avill be remembered for a
long time,"
Mr. Marchmont did not spare a single detail of bridal
splendour, from the magnificent Avedding-cake, which
weighed upwards of sixty pounds, to the names and
titles of the most distinguished guests, always returning
to the croAvning glory of " the twenty private carriages,"
with their complement of coachmen and footmen.
Constance listened to all these details with a curiosity
strangely mingled with contempt. She tried to think
that it was only Mr. Marchmont who Avas a vulgar, vain
man. But it Avas all so different from everything that
she had imagined for Phillip; all her dreams were
driven aAvay by this display of sugar and silver favours.
She did not know what to think. Sad and oppressed,
unable to call up a single scene of the romance that had
so long occupied her thoughts, she lay down that night
with the feelings that might be supposed of one who,
having lived in fairy-land, is suddenly disenchanted, and
finds himself lying amongst the withered leaves and fallen
boughs of a lonely forest. HoAA'cver, when she awoke
the next morning, she set about finishing the arrangement of the rooms, which had been so long disused, and
giving to them their old accustomed air of comfort.
I t was with a certain magnanimity that she busied
herself in carrying- all that Avas best In the house to
decorate the rooms set apart for the expected visitors.
Her aunt's dressing-glass, Avith its frame of carved
Ivory; the japan dressing-box; the Indian screen, and
the toilet cover of delicate embroidery. Out of her OAvn
room, she brought her ebony chair and crimson cushion,
and a large, old Dresden vaac, Avhich she filled with
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whatever flowers and green leaves she could gather out
of the garden ; but the season was backward, and there
was very little to gather,
Charles had refused to have any money spent upon the
garden. One of his great economies had been at the
expense of the flower-garden. Constance availed herself of her new-found authority to have it put in some
sort of order. She recollected the first day she had
seen Phillip, and the disdain Avith which he had regarded
everything he saw. At the time it had captivated her,
as a mark of his superiority; but now, strangely enough,
this was the one point in all the past that stood out in
her memoi-y.
As her task proceeded, she recollected his fastidiousness and contempt for whatever was not costly and the
best of Its kind ; aud she looked round upon the faded
carpets, and somcAvhat scanty curtains belonging to an
old-world style of housekeeping; but the oak floors and
staircase Avere polished like j e t ; everything was bright,
and clean to perfection, and there was nothing obtrusive
or out of keeping with the house itself.
But Constance thoug-ht of the elegant young bride,
and of all the modern environments which Phillip so
much appreciated ; she looked upon the result of her
labours and sighed ; she felt,—but she would not own to
herself what she felt; she stifled it down, and went to
help old Nanny in the kitchen with the pastry ancl
cheesecakes, and other articles of fine cooking, Avhich
would be required,
MeanAvhile, Mr, Marchmont had been out inspecting
the farm, Charles accompanied him with an obsequious
attention, intended to conciliate him ; for, alas ! he was
more than ever in his power ; and by an agreement for
money that had been advanced from time to time, over
and above the stipulated income, Mr. Marchmont had
secured to himself the power to take possession of the
Chauntry whenever he pleased, at a moment's notice;
and to Charles It had now become a matter of vital
importance to be alloAved to remain. Mr, Marchmont
had always said that he would never make use of his
21—2
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power to eject h i m ; but this marriage of his son with
a fashionable young lady had materially altered his plans.
His son was no longer hoping to marry Constance, or to
be dependent upon her In any way for his introduction to
the neighbourhood; he had made what seemed to be
a brilliant match, and must be enabled to shine worthily
beside it,
Mr. Marchmont, when the settlements were being
debated, had spoken of " The Chauntry lands " as an
estate he should settle upon his future daughter-in-law
and her children. To Mrs. Ainslie and her family he
carelessly mentioned Charles Herbert as his friend, who
lived there at present, the estate having once been In the
possession of his family; leaving It to be understood
that he referred to a point of remote antiquity.
The young bride, Mrs, Phillip Marchnaont, when the
visit to the Chauntry was arranged, was fully impressed
with the idea that she was going to visit her own dower
house, and prepared to be SAveetly affable In her manners;
but regarded both Charles and Constance as persons far
beneath her in the social scale, ancl whom she was going
to honour by spending two days beneath their roof,
Phillip retained a sullen, smouldering resentment
against Constance, and enjoyed the thought of showing
her the brilliant match he had secured. He felt heartily
glad she had left him free, and did not in the least regret
h e r ; but he was not the less outraged in his self-love
that she should have been able to refuse him twice ; nor
had he ever cordially forgiven his father for requiring
him to make the last attempt.
His bride ran no risk of offending him by her display
of affable Impertinence towards Constance, He confided to her one day that Constance had been much in
love with him, they having been brought up a good deal
together ; and that, moved chiefly by compassion, he had
made her an offer, which she was quite Avilling to accept;
but his father had interfered to break off the match,
from not liking the connection, there being decldecl
insanity in the family, besides other objections,
Phillip's heart smote him for saying this when he saw
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the malicious, eager, cold-hearted curiosity with which
his elegant lady pursued the subject; on the day
appointed for them to arrive at the Chauntry, he would
willingly have avoided the visit if he could, but it was
too late; and he could only caution his wife as they went
along, not to allow Constance to perceive she was aware
of what had passed,
" Of course not, my dear Phillip," said she, putting on
her French gloves, " I would not be so gauche for the
world ; but I confess I am curious to see with what
countenance she will receive you. Poor little thing ! I
hope she will not be too much overcome; it will be a trial
to her, no doubt,"
Mrs, Phillip Marchmont spoke with smiling self-sufficiency, and in a thin, little voice which Avould have been
shrill had it not been carefully modulated by governesses
and elocution masters, and the hardness of its timbre disguised by the infantine tone to which she had been taught
to pitch It, Her words fell from the tip of her lips, and
she had a little laugh, which she had been told was captivating and sweet; but to dispassionate hearers it narrowly escaped being a giggle,
"You do not think there Is any danger that she
will poison me, do you ? " she asked, a moment afterwards, with affected alarm,
" Those mad people are
never safe, I am dreadfully afraid of anything like
Insanity,"
" My dear Henrietta, you are under a mistake, I never
said that Constance—Miss Herbert—was mad, I told
you that insanity was In the family, which is quite a different thing. You will find Miss Herbert a superior and
highly cultivated young woman,"
Phillip spoke as he felt—annoyed. His wife looked
at him with her inquisitive grey eyes, and then falling
back in the corner of the chaise, she said, with an appearance of pique,—
" Ah ! I see how It is. You have been more In love
with her than you will own, and you are already making
comparisons between us,"
" A n d do you not think the comparison must be
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In your ovm favour ? " replied he, kissing the tips
of her straw-coloured gloves with great gallantry,
" I assure you I never felt so proud in my life as I
am at the thought of presenting you to her,"
" I do not see that her dislike or approval signifies to
me in the least," replied the fair bride, with some disdain;
" indeed, any expression of her opinion can only be regarded as impertinent."
Phillip drojiped the subject. One of his father's
maxims was, " Never contend Avith women," and he
Instinctively adopted it. Shortly afterwards, the chaise
turned down the lane that led to the Chauntry.
" Is it not a quaint old place? " said PhiUip, somewhat
anxious to ascertain its effect on his bride,
" Yes ; but I expected something more baronial, more
like Haddon,"
Any other time, she would have declared It charming,
but her amiability had been somewhat acidulated.
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XLVIIL

CHAELES HEEBEET, Mr. Marchmont, and Constance,
were all waiting in the porch to Avelcome the new
comers. The eyes of the two women naturally sought
each other, Constance, in her black dress, without a
particle of ornament, except the narrow cambric ruff,
Avhich was scarcely whiter than the fair flexible neck It
encircled, looked so gracefully noble that Mrs, Phillip
Marchmont felt a pang of envy, which was the homage of
instinct to her superiority. The moment afterwards came
the reassuring consciousness of her OAVU elegance, and
the conviction that she must appear a very fine lady beside
this young Avoman in the provinces.
Constance embraced her guest with a warmth that
was meant to convey all the thoughts that had been
occupying her heart, but her emotion would not alloAV her
to speak. She looked at the woman who was in the possession of the happy destiny that might have been hers,
Avith an intense sympathy. At the first glance she
thought her as lovely as an angel, and all the elaborate
elegance of her toilet seemed in accordance with the
mignonne prettiness of her style. Her face was small
and childlike, with dazzling little teeth, and thin coral
lips that were parted in a never ending smile. A profusion of light golden ringlets fell down beneath her
bonnet, and she had the complexion of a beautiful wax
doll.
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A dispassionate observer might have seen at a glance
that she was a great fool, and discerned traces of an
obstinate temper underneath all the smiles and dimples
that played round her mouth. Her bright grey eyes,
too, had a gleam of maliciousness. But Constance was
not dispassionate.
She had made a romance about
Phillip's bride, and was engrossed by her OAvn Ideas,
She turned from his wife to Phillip, and gave him
her hand with frank and noble cordiality, saying,
" You are very good to bring her to see us so
soon,"
The grasp of her hand was full of the friendliest
Avelcome, if Phillip could have read It, but Phillip
could only feel awkward and embarrassed; he did not
know what to say, Charles Herbert had thrown off his
dressing-gown, and attired himself Avith care for the
occasion, and Mrs, Phillip AA'as agreeably surprised to
find so fine a gentleman Avaiting to receive her.
As to Mr, Marchmont, he kissed her with an ostentation of fatherly affection, and made minute Inquiries
about the journey, all which the young lady received
with the pretty minauderies of a spoiled child.
She made Phillip carry her dressing-case, and gave
emphatic injunctions to her maid to see that nothing
was left in the chaise; then, gathering up the skirt of
her delicate silk dress, and daintily holding her embroidered handkerchief and vinaigrette, she at length
tripped up the old stone steps with an air that she
Intended should be irresistibly fascinating to the three
gentlemen.
As they Avere crossing the hall, she turned to Constance, with the air of one who is politely addressing
another person's/emine de ehanibre, and said,—
" Perhaps you AVIU be good enough to shoAV me my
room."
Constance felt surprised at the tone and the manner,
but she did not comprehend the premeditated impertinence they Avere intended to indicate.
" Certainly, it is this Avay ; but do not think of dressing ; there is no one but ourseh'cs, and dinner will be on
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the table directly, I ordered it punctually, for I know
of old that Phillip does not like to wait for dinner."
" I cannot possibly sit down this figure; Dawson
Avould be in despair. Dressing for dinner is a point
mamma always insisted upon, and Phillip likes it. Will
you tell him that I have requested dinner may be
delayed for half-an-hour ?
And if you AA'IU send
Dawson to mo, I will make her be as expeditious as
possible,"
DaAvson entered at this moment,
" Oh, Dawson, you are there ! You must dress me
like lightning. Your master is impatient for dinner,"
"Can I render any assistance? " asked Constance, goodnaturedly, " I hope you will feel at home, and ask for
anything you want,"
" Oh, thank you ! I dare say we shall manage charmingly ; everything looks very nice. Now, Dawson,
quick! I will wear my light blue silk and blonde
fiounccs."
The mistress and the maid became alike engrossed by
the mysteries of the toilet, and did not bestoAv the least
attention upon Constance; who, after quietly glancing
round to see that nothing else Avas Avanted, left the
room.
Phillip took the announcement of the delay with the
most amiable complaisance, and even declared that he
should take adA'antage of It to make his OAVU toilet; for
" you see," said he, " Henrietta has ahvays been accustomed to live in a certain style. She and her mother
always dressed for dinner, even when they were alone,
ancl two footmen ahvays waited,"
" I fear the dinner AVIII not improve with waiting," said
Constance, as the two elderly gentlemen stood yawning
with ennui and hunger at being kept so much beyond
their natural hour of dining,
" All ! you see. Miss Constance, the aristocracy have
their own way of doing everything, and a projier style of
dress for every time of the day ; AVO in the country cannot
be expected to understand those niceties, but Mrs. Phillip
has lived In the midst of those things all her life. But
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you have not told me what you think of her. Is she not
a beautiful creature ? I am sure you will find her a
most affable and charming comjoanion, Avhen you come
to know more of her, A little high at first, perhaps ;
but that will wear off."
Before Constance could make any reply to this
address, the young bride made her appearance, elegantly
attired In a low, sky-blue silk dress and blonde
flounces, with her hair elaborated into a profusion
of ringlets. She tripped up to the two gentlemen,
and said, with a SAveetness that exasperated Constance,—
"Ah, I have kept you from dinner, and Phillip says
I am very naughty; but you will not scold me, will
you."
Charles Herbert murmured some polite speech that
Avas Inaudible; but Mr. Dilarehmont seemed enchanted,
and kissed her hand as he presented his arm to lead her
to dinner.
Phillip was preparing to take in Constance, when his
wife called him off to pick up her scarf, which she had
purposely let fall.
At length they were all seated at table. Old Nanny
was furious at the insult t h a t had been offered to her
dinner, which, although excellent at the beginning, hacl
greatly deteriorated by the long delay.
Constance
certainly sat at the head of the table and did the
honours as mistress of the house, but she was completely thrown into the shade by Mrs. Phillip, Avho
engrossed everybody's attention by her chattering and
minauderies, AA'hich seemed a source of perfect admiration to her husband and father-in-law
Constance, Avho had shrined Phillip in her heart with
so much reverence, and had led her life with the VICAV to
making it worthy of his approval, and who had considered herself, in her loving humility, as quite unequal
to him, wondered how he could tolerate so much affectation and ill-breeding ; but she had not yet got the length
of blaming him.
When the two ladies retired after dinner, the young

CONSTANCE HERBEET,

331

bride, having no one else to speak to, entertained Constance with the details of all the wedding splendour of
Avhich she had been the object, and described with
minuteness all the articles of her wedding outfit, not
omitting- a single dress, or the gloi-y of a single feather.
After the cambric, and the lace, and the embroidery had
been described, she launched out into the chapter of
wedding presents, which Avere enumerated and embellished with all the flowers of rhetoric that could be
lavished upon them. To listen to her, one might have
Imagined that the entire universe had no other object but
to glorify Mrs, Phillip Marchmont, She rattled on for
nearly an hour In this strain, when, suddenly starting up
from the sofa, she exclaimed,—
" I wish you would let me see over the house, I feel
quite curious to see It, It looks such a dear, quaint oldworld place ; and as it is my dower house, I feel a double
Interest In it. I suppose you have hved here a long
time ? "
"But—yes! the house belongs t o n s . I t has been iu
the family for many generations."
" A h , Indeed!" replied Mrs. Phillip, with a sweet
smile; " but I assure you that this house was settled upon
me on my marriage by that dear old Mr. Marchmont, who
Is a perfect love of a father-In-laAv ! He thinks that he
cannot do enough for me. From his description, I
expected to see something more Imposing ; but it is
a charmingly quaint old place, and you keep it in
excellent order. If we settle near here, I shall often
come and see how you go on, I consider you as my own
tenant!"
I t Avould be difficult to express the shock which this
speech caused to Constance, The words carried conviction with them, and were a key to much that had
perplexed her. She did not for a moment doubt the
truth of what Mrs. Phillip said. She felt choked and
suffocated, and could not reply one word. The other,
perceiving her confusion, said, with an affectation of
concern:—
" Dear me ! I hope I have not touched upon any
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family mystery ?
Perhaps I should not have mentioned I t ; but I could not Imagine that what was
the subject of my marriage settlement could be a
secret! "
" My father seldom speaks to me about business. I
was not aware of the transfer," replied Constance, with
as much composure as she could command,
" It Is
natural you should wish to see the house. Will you
come now ? "
In addition to her curiosity to see.her " dower house,"
as she called it, Mrs, Phillip felt a great cximfort In
mortifying Constance; and there was something In
the present situation that was extremely satisfactory
and pleasant to her,
" I confess I should like to see the house, If you
are equal to showing it ; and, after all, it Is perhaps
as well that you should know how things really
stand,"
This was said with a sweet smile, and In the most
innocent baby-voice: the words seemed to drop like
small pearls from the tip of her lips. She rose as she
spoke, and Constance by a proud effort, commanded her
trouble, and rose also. She lighted a bed-candle, and
preceded her guest.
They went through all the rooms except the one that
had belonged to Margaret.
" W h a t Is that ? Avhy may I not enter there ? " said
Mrs. Phillip, In her spoiled-child way.
" That room was my aunt's," replied Constance, in a
low tone,
" Oh ! aud I suppose you are romantic, and keep
it shut up as she left it.
Is there not a curious
oratory, with a beautiful painted Aviudow, attached to
It ? "
" There is a room that was once an oratory; but it is a
simple closet, with Avhite-Avashed walls, and the window
is very simple also."
" Phillip has told me so much about it, that he quite
touched my imagination. Your aunt was a A'ery superior
woman, I have heard,"
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The eyes of Constance flashed, and she felt Inclined to
make a scornful protest; but a profound contempt, in
which, however, there was no bitterness—only a perfectly
just estimate oi her visitor—stopped her, and she remained silent.
They had now seen all the house, except the part
occupied by the farmer and his family, and as Mrs,
Phillip had pretty well gratified her impertinence, she
the more readily consented to return to the sitting-room,
where the gentlemen had adjourned for coffee.
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CHAPTER XLIX.
THE remainder of the evening passed heavily enough.
Mrs, Phillip sat upon the sofa and coquetted Avith her
husband, shoAving off her minauderies for the benefit of
Constance; the two elder gentlemen Avere playing piquet
at a table a p a r t ; Constance sat silently knitting, for no
one seemed to need her conversation.
At length bed-time came ; and alone in her own room,
Constance Avas at liberty to sit doAvn amid the ruin of all
her day-dreams. Phillip's wife, Avhom she Avas to have
taken to her heart as a sister, was a silly, selfish Avoman,
about Avliom she could make no sort of charitable illusion.
How could Phillip haA'e been so blinded, so imposed
upon, as to admire her ! He could not read her character, or else surely he would have interposed to shield
Constance from her petty malice.
In vain she looked back through every incident of the
day; she could not find one single instance of kindness
or consideration, or even an indication that he remembered the past. She Avept bitterly, Avith a child-like
sense of unhappiness, and a faith in tears that people lose
as they grow older in sorroAv. But blaming Phillip was'
not the way to grow comforted herself, and she began to
take herself to task. It Avas she who Avas selfish and
exigeante. How should Phillip understand all the petty
jealousies aud rivalries of AVomen ? His attention to his
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wife was all right and n a t u r a l ; she tried to praise him
for it. Then the thought crept in, that perhaps Phillip
had married in pique ; men ahvays felt bitterly mortified
by a refusal; and how should he know her entire and
intense devotion to him ? She had been cold, haughty,
unlovable. If Phillip had married unhappily, It was all
her fault—she had been the cause of a l l !
When she had reached this pitch in her meditations,
and was able cordially to blame herself, she felt comforted. Phillip was still excellent—all she had ever
thought him, and, in addition, was In Imminent risk (as
she thought) of being made very unhappy by the wife he
had chosen ; so much the more was there need for her to
be faithful to him : he would yet need and value her
friendship. She would trample down her OAVU selfishness,
and be noble and strong for his sake !
Resolutely she strove to shut her eyes to the actual
fact of things. It is only the highest stage of heroism
that can admit the wedge which begins the separation
between us and our cherished idols. AVe try to uphold
them in their shrines, and cannot let them fall long after
we have discovered that " there is no help in them."
The next morning there was to be a long ride, to show
Mrs. Phillip the estate and surrounding country,
Constance excused herself from accompanying them,
and her plea was readily admitted : no one Avanted her,
Mrs. Phillip went up stairs to get ready, and Constance
stood at the parlour window, gazing out upon the "Nun's
AValk," Avhen Phillip entered the room.
" Oh, Constance, AVIU you trust me AvIth the key of
Aunt Margaret's room ? Henrietta has set her heart
upon seeing- the oratory."
He paused in some confusion ; the inconvenience of his
request seemed suddenly to strike him.
" You see," he continued. In a tone of apology, " she is
such a child, and has been spoiled all her life. She is
different to you."
He looked at her as he said this with an expression
she well remembered, and the tone of his voice Avas
gentle,—such as it had been in the old days of their in-
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tlmacy. It had been his great charm, and it had not
lost Its spell; it signified, however, no more than that he
wished to soften his abruptness, much as he Avould have
begged pardon of a stranger against whom he "had
pushed accidentally.
To Constance, however. It seemed an Indication that
he still cared for her. Before she could reply, however,
Mr, Marchmont came to say that the horses had been
brought round, Mrs, PhilHp entered Immediately after
him, equipped in a beautiful riding-habit, and the most
becoming hat and plume imaginable. Constance went to
the porch to see them mount. Mrs. Phillip took an
immense time to draw on her gloves, and to mount on
her saddle, and it was then a long time before she would
dispense with the assiduities of the three gentlemen.
She certainly looked a very pretty creature, and sat
her horse remarkably well. She Avas In high spirits,
and laughed a little silvery laugh as she nodded to Constance, and hoped that no one would run away with her
in their absence !
This laugh jarred horribly on Constance, who stood
there feeling herself belonging to nobody, of no consequence to anyone—bitter tears sprang to her eyes. Yes!
this was her place—alone, and left outside all the circles
that loving hearts draw round home. What had she
ever done that it should be so ? AVhy was she to be
treated like a criminal and an outcast ? She felt proudly
that she was worth so much more than that smiling,
malicious woman who had just rode away; that she
could be so good, and strong, ancl loving, in all the
relations from which she was cut off for ever ; and with
every pulse in her heart beating and throbbing with passionate life, she was condemned to a long, dreary, joyless
stagnation! Oh, how cruel and unjust the universe
seemed ! A blind, deaf fate ruling all; nothing to appeal
to—nothing to pray to—all the agony of her bleeding
heart of no account or significance, except to her own
sense of suffering ! All was purposeless, objectless, bewildering misery !
The teaching of her aunt, and exhortation to trust a
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Heavenly Father, who afflicts In wisdom, and pities His
children, and hears them when they call upon H i m : —
all this belief, which had hitherto built up her courage,
and. lain at the bottom of her sorrow, was now SAvept
aAvay, and seemed a wild mocking fancy, A black,
frightful atheism fell upon her soul. Where was God,
that she should believe in him? The horror of desolation fell upon her; she was alone, and her OAvn misery
was the only reality she could grasp.
But even at this moment the sense of her OAVU suffering faded before the sharp, cold, spiritual darkness which
closed round her, killing all faith in the meaning which
she had hitherto discerned In life. This struck upon her
soul with an ineffable pang, beyond any sorrow that had
befallen her. I t was the opening of a "lower deep,"
Avhich threatened to swallow her doAvn quick. The
horror of that moment was unspeakable; she looked
round in mad affright: the trees, the fields, the country,
the singing-birds, all suddenly seemed to stand out in
hard mechanical reality, devoid of any other meaning
than what appeared. No, there Avas no refuge, none; no
God, no help, no hope !
She staggered into the garden, and flinging herself
upon the damp grass, she shrieked aloud in her despair.
She alone, alive and conscious m the midst of a hard,
stony, unconscious universe. The mad, unspeakable Fear
clove the depths of her soul like lightning; it was not
to be endured and live. Stunned and blasted she lay
upon the grass : consciousness for a Avhile gave way.
She was at last aroused by Nanny, who had come out
to seek her,
" Oh ! Miss Constance, what are you doing, to lie
there without bonnet or shawl ? How can you be so
imprudent! You will have caught your death of cold."
Constance started to her feet Avith an air of bewilderment,
" Oh! good gracious, Miss Constance, you look dreadful ! have you seen a spirit ? Come in and go to bed ;
you are not fit to be up,"
22
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" Oh ! no, I am quite well; how long have they been
gone?"
" I Avill tell you what it is," replied the old woman ; " I
AA'as Avith your aunt, who is gone, In all her troubles, and
I knoAV the look of them again in you. You are just
fretting yourself to death for the sake of a selfish, goodfor-nothing, set-up jackanapes—let him be as he is, he is
not Avorth your minding, nor his fine lady-Avife (who is
no lady at all) either."
A strange smile passed over the face of Constance;
that grief had quite been absorbed in the horror that,
like deep sleep, had fallen upon her,
" That is a very little thing, Nanny,"
" Well, that is r i g h t ; I am glad you can think so; but
noAv come in-doors and change your things,"
Nanny led her like a child into her own room, and
made her lie doAvn, enjoining her upon no account to rise
until she came to call her. No sooner had the door
closed behind old Nanny, than Constance arose from the
bed, and scarcely conscious of Avhat she did, knelt down
Avith the instinct of habit, and buried her face In the bed
clothes. She uttered no words, but there she knelt in
her helplessness and deep need ; the tears fell heavily
doAvn her cheeks like strong rain; they were her only
utterance. By degrees the violence of them abated, the
calm of exhaustion fell upon her, and she slept.
It Avas late in the day when she awoke; the storm had
OA'erpast, but it had left her weak and broken.
" Cast me not aAvay from Thy presence,"
rose almost unconsciously from her lips.
The deep dread that had fallen upon her made all
other sorrow that the world contained apjoear as nothing
in comparison.
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CHAPTER L.
OLD NANNY entered with a cup of warm jelly, and a
plate of her own peculiar biscuits, which Avere as thin
and as white as writing paper.
" Dear, dear ; now. Miss Constance, did I not beg of
you to lie still. You are not one bit fit to be up ; but
drink this before you begin to dress. I expect they will
be back before long,"
" Oh ! thank you, Nanny, this Is very good,"
" I am glad of It, darling; but now keep up your
spirits, and do not give in to that conceited, upstart
little madam. She will think you are fretting after
her husband, for I'll be bound she knows that he came
courting to you before ever there was a thought about
her; that fine mincing waiting-maid of hers has been
asking me no end of questions about you, but I made
short work with her, and begged her to go to her lady's
chamber, for that I could not cook with the like of her
looking on,"
"Well, Nanny, I am all the better for that jelly; and
I will dress now, if you will stop and help me,"
" I reckon she will be dressing when she comes; she Is
made up of fine clothes ; but. Miss Constance, could you
not smarten yourself up a little? You have plenty of
chains and brooches, ancl I cannot bear to see you put out
with her finery,"
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" No, Nanny, they would not suit mourning, and I dare
say she enjoys being better dressed than I am, so why
should I hinder her. People do not get much to make
them happy in this world,"
" Indeed they do n o t ; and it seems to me as If everybody got hold of what does not suit them, and would
have made somebody else glad enough. But I will tell
you how It is ?—those who don't want a thing are sure
to have it, and those who want, must not have. Things
are queerly ordered in this world,"
Old Nanny was not a sceptic, nor a grumbler In
general, but she was very indignant to see the manner
In which her young lady Avas treated. She considered
Phillip a false-hearted, worthless fellow, quite beneath
her mistress; but that did not prcA'ent her being very
jealous of his want of attention to her,
" Miss Constance, you look j ust perished, I doubt you
caught a cold. You must wrap yourself Avell up. You
can wear this scarf, it will keep you Avarm,"
And
Nanny unwrapped a sumptuous crimson Cashmere scarf,
which she put carefully round Constance, She did not
leave her until she had pulled the most comfortable easy
chair close to the fire, and seen Constance seated in i t ; and
even then she lingered about the room, unwilling that
she should be left alone.
The riding party did not arrive until it Avas quite
dusk.
Their ride had been extended to show Mrs.
Phillip more of the country, and to call upon the
family at Willesdale Chase, Avho Avere old friends
of Charles Herbert's, and distant connections of Mrs,
Phillip's,
Of course, no dinner could be thought of until Mrs,
Phillip had adorned herself to her heart's content. On
this day it pleased her to affect a pretty rustic simplicity,
and at the end of three-quarters of an hour, she made her
appearance In white muslin, trimmed with blue libbon,
and white roses In her hair.
She was In high spirits, and a A'ery good temper, A
fashionable, portionless girl like herself might AVCU be
delighted to find herself possessed of a beautiful estate, in
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addition to all the eclat of being a bride, and all the
flattery and admiration which her husband and father-inlaw had lavished upon her. Her vain little head was
completely turned. She entered the parlour, where Constance was dreamily waiting, with a mincing affectation
of amiability,
"Are we not shameful people to have kept away so
long! W h a t have you done with yourself all the day ?
Phillip and I were wondering whether any one would
have made a descent upon the house, and carried you and
old Nanny off to America! But what a superb scarf!
Where did you get it ? "
She appeared to think it quite impossible that Constance could possess any thing valuable or handsome.
Her tone of surprise was much what it Avould have been
if she had discovered the same article in the possession
of her maid. She could not endure to see anyone else
possess what she did not,
"Oh, Phillip!" she cried. In a childish, petted voice;
" I must have a Cashmere scarf like this, I cannot exist
without one,"
Phillip did not appear to hear; but Charles Herbert
said, " I am sure Constance will be very glad to give you
hers, since you admire it. I t Is one I brought from India
myself long ago,"
Constance made no reply to this proposal; and
Mrs, Phillip, though she looked covetously at the
costly scarf said, " O h ! I could not think of robbing
Constance; It is too precious for one woman to give to
another,"
The summons to dinner cut short the conversation,
which had reached a somcAvhat embarrassing point.
After dinner, the evening passed much as the previous
one had done, in that Mrs, Phillip engrossed all the talk
and all the attention, Chaides Herbert, however, instead
of sitting doAvn to ecarte, dcA'oted himself to her, paying
her the most assiduous attentions, and flattering her
with a timid deprecating air, as if he were endeavouring
to pay his court to some one Avho had poAver to harm him
greatly.
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Phillip took a book, and seemed Inclined to sleep;
but Mr, Marchmont addressed himself to Constance,
which his fair daughter-in-law no sooner perceived, than
she contrived to claim and engross all his notice, throwing Constance completely in the shade, as though she
were a young woman allowed to sit in the parlour on
sufferance.
This behaviour did not mortify Constance to-night:
she Avas quite Indifferent to it; neither did Phillip's
neglect cause her any heartache,—that nerve had (at
least for the present) ceased to quiver. But she was
greatly troubled by her father's strange and, as It
appeared to her, undignified behaviour. I t was so
unworthy of his age and position; and Mrs, Phillip
received his attention with an Impertinent, careless
politeness, which scarcely veiled her contempt and indifference. The more assiduously Charles thought to flatter
her, the more indifferent the lady became.
At length she rose, with a slight yawn, and said, " I
daresay it Avould amuse you, Constance, to look at ray
jewels, and some of the beautiful presents I was telling
you about, Phillip, darling, if you will ring, Dawson
shall bring my dressing-case, and I can pack it at the
same time, as Ave start so early to morrow "
The dressing-case was brought, and Mrs. Phillip displayed, with affected Indifference, all the glittering ornaments she possessed, with the names of all the fine
people Avho had presented them, Charles Herbert listening and admiring with an anxious Imbecility of face that
struck Constance very painfully,
"There are many beautiful jewels here," said he,
bowing with old-fashioned gallantry; " but, in my
opinion, the owner is the greatest gem of them all."
H e so evidently desired to propitiate her, that it was
painful to see so young a girl treat him with insolent
Indifference; it bespoke such a cold, hard nature lying
underneath those superficial smiles,
" I hope I shall have better fortune with my jewels,"
said she, as she began to replace them In their white
satin oases, " than the poor dear Marchioness of TyraAvly.
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You must know that she is just the very ugliest old
woman in the world, and as miserly as she is ugly,
Her diamond necklace was superb ; but then her neck,
when she wore it, was so red and Avrinkled, that one
could think of nothing but Sinbad's expedient for
making the Rocs descend to the Valley of Diamonds!
She had a star-shaped ornament of sapphires which Avas
especially magnificent; it used to hang as a pendant
ujion her capacious bosom.
There was a Maltese
cross of rubies, the like of which has seldom been
seen, and a tiara set with all manner of the A'ery
finest stones, besides no end of other ornaments. With
all these fine things, she Avas a stingy, miserable old
woman, who used to practise the most absurd hardships
and economies. If she AA'Ould only have sold her least
little diamond, she might have lived sumptuously to her
life's end, but she could never have found it In her heart
to spend the money,
"Well, only imagine her despair when all these fine
jewels were stolen in one night, no one knows how, and
not the slightest trace has ever been discovered of them,
from that time to this. They vanished so completely
and mysteriously that they might all have been dissolved, like Cleopatra's pearl. No suspicion fell on any
one in particular, ancl so far as can be ascertained, they
have never been offered for sale. That great bank
robbery took place about the same time, which has
never been discoA'ered either. If the old Marchioness
would only have offered a lino rcAvard, it Avould have
brought some tidings of them; but, Avould you believe it,
that wretched old woman could not be Induced to offer
any specific sum ; she thought the reward offered by the
bank would serve her purpose as well. For, she said,
when those concerned in the bank robbery were discovered, those who stole her jewels would not be far
off; the consequence is, that she has kept her money
and lost her jewels, which Avere worth a king's
ransom."
During this history, Charles Herbert exhibited great
signs of discomfort, and moved listlessly about the
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room in a manner quite Inconsistent with his previous
devoted attention to every Avord that fell from her lips,
ancl Avas, in fact, quite Impolite. Before she had concluded, he beg-an to stir the fire furiously, and upset the
fender and fire-irons with a crash extremely startling.
EA'crybody made an exclamation of surprise. A stop
was effectually put to the conversation, for Mrs. Phillip,
in her alarm, snapped the string of a pearl bracelet, and
the beads went rolling- in all directions upon the floor,
and, of course, every one was called upon to assist in
recovering them, Avhich occupied until bed-time. Contrary to his usual habits, Charles Herbert retired also,
instead of remaining for a time with Mr. Marchmont.
Constance Avas thankful to be alone, but she Avas too
thoroughly worn out to feel at once disposed to retire to
bed, and wrapping herself in her dressing-goAvn, she sat
down in a large easy-chair, until she should recover a
little energy.
She was aroused by a soft, timid knock at her door,
Avhicli was repeated the moment after with a suppressed
impatience. She rose to open It in some alarm, and found
her father.
He made her a sign to be silent, and came in,
carefully closing the door after him Avith mysterious
caution,
" Are you ill ? is anything the niatter ? " she said,
anxiously.
" Hush ! no, nothing. Only I Avisli to consult you Avhat
Ave ought to do about Mrs. Phillip."
" AVhat of her ? does she need anything ? "
" N o , " replied Charles, in a solemn Avhisper, placing
his candle-stick upon the dressing-table, and looking
Avith a sort of embarrassment at his daughter. " But
do you not think that Ave ought to make her some
present ? it seeras to mo that she expects it, ancl it will
conciliate her. My dear child, Ave must conciliate her ;
It Is of the greatest consequence; and I thoug-ht if you
Avere to give her your Indian scarf that she admired, it
AA'oulcl bo suitable."
" I have not the least desire to conciliate Mrs, Phillip.
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There is no reason why she is to be conciliated, except
that she is very disagreeable and ill-bred, which, as she
is to go away to-morrow. Is of little consequence. That
Indian scarf belonged to my mother, and I shall certainly
not give it away to Mrs, Phillip,"
" Oh, dear ! oh, dear !" said Charles, In a whimper ;
" and you refuse to give up that scarf to save your poor
old father from clanger, perhaps from r u i n ; how cruel
and ungrateful you are ; I never expected such conduct
from you,"
" If it were to do you any good, I would give up anything I possess, and that you knoAV quite well, but I shall
not give anything as a bribe to Mrs. Phillip ; it would,
besides, be entirely useless. If she can cause us any
annoyance, and if she feels disposed to use her poAver,
she will not be withheld by gratitude for a scarf, or for
any other gift that could be bestowed. You are quite
mistaken if you fancy she Is a woman to be ' conciliated.'
Besides, what is it she can do to harm us ? "
" Oh, dear! oh, dear! you are so violent, AVhy do you
speak so cross to me ? I am your father, and you ought
to obey me, I vnll be obeyed," said Charles, in a tone of
querulous complaint,
" 1 have no intention to be either cross or violent, but
I wish to know what it is that you fear from Mrs, Phillip ?
Can you not trust mo ? "
" That I knoAv best—she can do us the greatest
harm, and Ave must conciliate her, I tell you—she can.
Oh, dear ! how very obstinate you are. She can
drive us out of this house to-morrOAV, if she chooses,"
Charles spoke this in a nervous desperation, and
looked anxiously at Constance to see how she took it,
" Who gave her the poAver ? and since Avhen has it
ceased to be your OAVU house ? "
" That is not your concern ; I will not be questioned ;
it was for your good—all intended for your good, and you
fly out upon me in this manner! Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! I
Avish I Avere dead; I wish I had never been b o r n ! " and
he began to wring his hands in an excited manner,
Constance looked at him with anxious alarm, he
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appeared to be at once so feeble and so vehement.
She endeavoured to soothe him, and asked no questions
that were likely to touch on painful subjects, for she
ascribed all his dread of Mrs. Phillip to a morbid idea
which he had taken up, as he was constantly taking up
others. She tried to persuade him to go to bed, promising to think over his proposal before morning, and
begged him to let her assist him to undress.
Gradually he became more calm, but he would not
allow her to go near his room; and tho very proposal
seemed to excite such terrible fear in his mind, that she
desisted ; and haA'ing Avith some difficulty prevailed on
him to take some medicine Avhich had been prescribed for
these occasions of nerA'ous terror, she persuaded him to
retire to his OAvn room,
A painful sense of anxiety pressed upon her mind ;
she felt that trouble Avas nigh at hand, although she
AA'as completely in the dark as to its nature, or the
quarter Avhence it was to arise. It completely withdrew
her thoughts from her OAA'II personal sorroAV, Full of
vague forebodings, and in deep depression of spirits, she
at length lay doAvn in bed: all mental energy or A'itality
seemed extinct Avithin her; she fancied she was too
miserable to sleep, but utterly Aveary and exhausted,
she fell into a slumber, through Avhich she was still
conscious of being very miserable ; and her anxiety took
the shape of an endless argument,—the continuation
of her IntervicAV with her father,—which she was obliged
to pursue the Avhole iiiglit Avithout arriving at any
conclusion.
The next moniing- she rose early; she scarcely needed
to aAvake. Breakfast had been ordered an hour before
the usual time, as Phillip ancl his wife Avere to depart
immediately afterwards.
Before she Avas dressed, a
message was brought from her father to beg she would
come into his room.
She found him in bed : ill, and very low. He was in
such a state of bodily and mental prostration as to be
quite unable to rise. He Avas terrified at the idea of
seeing Mrs. Phillip again, and he had sent for Constance
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to entreat her to protect him, and to keep Mrs. Phillip
out of his room if she should Avish to bid him good-bye.
There was something pitiful in this abject, cowardly
shrinking from the sight of a young g i r l ; but Constance
was alarmed at the change that had come over him in
the course of a n i g h t : his face looked shrunken, and he
seemed many years older than on the previous day. An
expression of anxious Imbecility marked his countenance
and attitude : he seemed to be breaking up,
" Be everything that is attentive and polite to Mrs,
Phillip, for m e ; do not let her be offended, but tell her I
am ill. You must protect me, Constance, and you must
conciliate her. I shall not be here long to be a charge
to anyone. Don't let me be turned out of this house
before I am dead, and then it does not matter what
becomes of me,"
H e spoke in the childish, whining voice so distressing
to listen to in the aged.
Constance tried to pacify him—promised to keep ]\frs,
Phillip away if she proposed to come, and said she would
send Nanny to sit Avitli him, AVTien he was a little calmer
she left him, and went doAvn stairs, resolved to obtain some
insight into the mysterious power which Mr. Marchmont
held over their destinies.
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CHAPTER LL
TjiERE was not the least danger that Mrs, PhllHp would
persecute Charles Herbert Avith any polite attentions.
She and her husband had had a pretty sharp quarrel,
the remains of Avhich were not dispersed when they
assembled at Ihe breakfast-table, Mrs, Phillip looked
exceedingly cross. All the thin sugar of smiling SAveetness hacl quite disappeared. She was almost ugly, and
showed hoAV little attraction she would possess after the
first bloom of gratified vanity had Avorn off.
She was rude to her falher-in-laAv, rude to Constance,
snappish to her husband, and occupied the whole of
breakfast-time in declaring they should be too late for
dinner at her grandfather's, and wishing that they had
gone yesterday,
Phillip looked sulky and annoyed at her childish pertinacity, but ate bis breakfast In silence, Mr, Marchmont
looked on with bis impassible stony eyes, and spoke in
his softest voice, but made no attempt to divert the subject.
Phillip had lost this his first quarrel; not that he
particularly cared for the subject of it, but it was the
first shock his self-complacency had ever received.
The quarrel had begun, like so many others, quite by
accident. He had said, whilst shaving, that It would
only be polite in them to ask Constance and her father
to come and see them some time, Mrs, Phillip chose to
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resent this as a high breach of her privileges to invite
whom she pleased, and as a sign that he was still In love
with that half-mad girl, who, besides, did not move in
the position of life in which she chose to make her acquaintance. She exhibited all the resources Avhich a
shrewish tongue and a malicious temper can give to a
cunning, artful woman.
Phillip's experience in such warfare was—nothing;
and for the present time he bowed beneath the torrent of
words he had unluckily called forth. He was much
afraid lest his wife should embarrass him by some gratuitous and undisguised insolence to Constance; and he
made his peace as well as he could, by declaring that he
never wanted to see Constance again, and that he had
only Intended what he proposed as a matter of form.
But Mrs, Phillip was in an ill-humour, and Avould not
cede Its privileges a moment sooner than she pleased.
She left the table without apology as soon as she had
finished her own breakfast, Phillip appeared a little
relieved. H e had the grace to feel ashamed of his Avife's
rudeness, and Inquired from Constance after her father
more in the old style of their intercourse, and expressed
a lame sort of hope that they might see her when they
should be settled In their new home.
But it was too late; Constance Avas no longer to be
charmed with looks and tones. She had entered upon
deeper anxieties than any that concerned him.
The chaise came to the door, Mrs, Phillip tripped
down, fully equipped for her journey; her maid followed,
laden with the innumerable objects that filled the carriage
whenever her mistress chose to travel. The boxes had
all been packed upon the chaise, the dressing-case with
all its treasures was safely bestowed, and then Mrs,
Phillip found a moment to take leave of her hostess,
which she did much as though she had been leaving
an inn,
" Good-bye, Miss Herbert, You have given us a
pleasant visit, I fear we have given you much trouble,
I shall never pass this way without calhng, I hope your
father will soon be better,"
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She Avas busy gathering up the folds of her rich silk
dress, and stepping Into the chaise ; both her hands were
engaged, which might be the reason Avhy she did not
offer to shake hands with Constance; and Avhen she was
seated, she was so much occupied in arranging all her
things, that she never looked at her, Mr, Marchmont
she had already embraced with the affected empressement
of a dutiful daughter, Phillip said, " Good-bye, Constance," and sprang in after his wife; the directions were
given to the post-boys, the door was shut, and the chaise
drove under the old archway, carrying Avith it all the
hopes and dreams that had lighted up the life of poor
Constance! Y e s ; she Avas noAV entirely without any
illusion or ho]oe about Phillip or about his Avife, She
did not regret it; but she felt very bare and joyless
among the realities that were left, and amongst which
she was imprisoned, with no hope of escape. Her love
of Phillip had gone away out of her life; it Avas not
Phillip that she regretted—it Avas the habit of loving
Avhich had suddenly been suppressed.
But there was her conference Avith Mr, Marchmont,
He was prejiaring to walk away towards the fields. She
ran after hira and called him back. She must know the
Avorst that was hanging over her.
He turned, and looked surprised as he heard her voice.
" Is it anything I can do for you ? or that you wish
to say to me ? " he asked, in his Ciuiet, suppressed voice.
" If you would only give me a few minutes' couA'ersation."
He bowed, and turned back v>ith her.
" Oh! Mr. Marchmont, will you tell me the worst at
once ? AVhat is it that my father fears ? AVhat is your
hold over him, that you have the power to turn us out
of this house, Avhich I thought was ours ? I only heard
from Mrs. Phillip, accidentally, that it was settled upon
her as her 'doAver house.' "
Mr. Marchmont looked at her for a moment, and
paused; then, apparently making a resolution, he said,—
" I t is best you should know everything, as your
father every day becomes more unfit for business. He
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parted with this property to mc, many years ago, for a
sum of ready money and an annuity. I t was then agreed
he should keep possession of the house for the term of
his natural life. Subsequently, more money was advanced, on condition that he Avould yield possession whenever I chose to claim it, Mrs, Phillip wishes to have
the house altered, and fitted up for a summer residence,
I spoke about it to your father, yesterday,"
" But you will never turn him out of the house which
had been his own so long ? " cried Constance, " and for
the mere Avhim of Mrs, Phillip,"
" Business is business," replied Mr, Marchmont, In a
dry, imperturbable manner, " I purchased the right of
possession at a moment's warning. H e brought his ruin
on himself"
" But how ? I fancied he had a large income."
" Possibly. He gambled, and would have been disgraced
had I not assisted him; but the evil day is come at last,
and the sooner you remove him the better. You have
your own house still; take him home and watch him
Avell, He will not recover here."
" How soon do you wish to drlA'C us aAvay ? "
" I will give you a month. The sooner it is done the
better, depend upon it,"
"But, Mr. Marchmont, do you know what It Is you
are saying ? to leave the Chauntry in a month! it will
kill my father. I cannot bclieA'e you serious."
" Y o u r father has had money,— an ample consideration—it Is only just he should go. Have you anything
further to say to me ? I shall be happy to render you
any assistance that is In my power. You had better
break it to your father without delay. I cannot lose the
Avorth of my money,"
He spoke In a IOAV, suppressed, quiet tone,—there AA-as
not the slightest inflection in his voice, nor any look of
speculation in his eyes, AA-hich Avere like surfaces of slate,
without depth or lustre in them. His face was stupid
and impassible. All the interest he had ever allowed
himself to feel in Constance, now that she was no longer
included in the group of his OAvn personal relationships,
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was gone, and transferred to the woman who had become
his son's wife. Constance was noAv a mere item in his
business transactions with her father, and he would have
seen her turned into the streets with as little emotion as
he would have seen a heap of dust and plaster cast out
from a house he had ordered to be taken down.
The man had contracted this mode of viewing all
human feeUngs that might suffer In the enforcement of
his rights and claims in the way of business; naturally
cold-hearted and intensely selfish, he had now become
utterly passionless and insensible to pity or sympathy.
He had no ill-will to Constance, ancl nothing but contempt
for her father. His manners had always been reserved
and quiet, and Constance saw no difference in them at
this moment than when he had been most friendly; and
this monotonous quietness was more terrible than any
violence could have been.
" But, Mr. Marchmont," said Constance, rousing herself after the stupified pause that followed his last AA'ords,
" you surely are not going away thus ? I cannot speak
to my father, nor show that I have any cognizance of his
transactions with you. From you the communication
must come. He will feel less humiliated. As a matter
of business, it ought not to come from me."
" I have no objection; he is in liis bed-room, you say.
I will go now."
He turned from her, and entered the house; their conversation had taken place be.side the gateway, Avliere she
had stopped him. Constance remained like one in a liad
dream. She looked round at the old house Avitli its
gables and quaint chinmeys, at the farm-yard, and the
Lime-tree AA'alk beyond, as if they Avere seen in a mirror.
She could not believe that Avhat she had heard within the
last few moments was true, or that it ever could come
to pass. She every moment expected something to
UAvaken her. She walked slowly to the house, and went
through into the garden, and sat dreamily down upon a
bench beneath the sitting-room AvindoAV. In a short
time she was rejoined by Mr. Marchmont, who appeared
as much discomposed as his nature AVOuld allow.
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" How was your father when you left him this morning ? Did you notice anything remarkable about him ? "
" Nothing, except that he seemed very low and nervous,
as though he was afraid of something,"
" Well, he Is mad now—quite mad. If I did not know
him to be a strictly temperate man, I should say he had
delirium tremens. You must have a keeper for him.
You cannot manage him alone. Who has seen him this
morning besides yourself? "
" No one but Nanny, when she took his breakfast,"
" H a s anything happened to frighten him? Has he
had any letters ? There Is some mystery at the bottom
of it, I found him sitting on the floor with his back
against the wall, raving that no one should enter. H e
was very violent, and I had great difficulty in making
him recognise me ; then he crept back to bed quietly
enough. But It cannot go on, you must have a keeper
for him. He may break out again any minute, and do
himself or someone else a mischief Is there anyone
about the farm who could be brought in to attend on
him?"
" I will go to him," said Constance, quietly; " I am
not afraid. H e will be made AA-orse by the sight of a
stranger. He cannot endure anyone to enter his room,"
" So, so. Well, he must be removed as soon as possible. You cannot keep him In your own house ; he had
better be taken to an asylum."
"There is no one in the world to care for him but
m e ; and now that the doom is come upon him, I AVIU
attend upon him until it overtakes me also,"
Constance spoke with a patient despair that might
have touched anyone Avho beheld her. She seemed to be
quite alone in the world, and no one to care what she
did,
Mr, Marchmont was thinking how this new Incident
would interfere Avith his plans,
" T h a t is mere romance. You have no legal claim
upon m e ; but in this respect, I shall take upon me to
act as your guardian, I am going to London on other
business, I think I know a suitable person to assist In
23
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taking charge of your father until some final arrangement can be made. You are too young to turn your
OAvn home Into a mad-house."
" I ncA'cr will consent to his going elsewhere. My
home is his, so long as he lives,"
" If he should be violent," continued Mr, Marchmont,
as though she had not spoken, " a couple of the farmserA'ants should be at hand, I will see to that. Do
not manifest any alarm, if you can help it."
Constance, though Avith a beating heart and sickening
dread, entered her father's room, but with entire composure of manner. She hacl expected to see she knew
not what, and was inexpressibly relieved to find him
lying quietly in bed,
" Ah, Constance ! Is it you ? I thought you Avould
never come. W h a t has old Marchmont been telling
you ? I frightened him famously, I think. He won't
come here again in a hurry."
'• He says he is going- to London in half-an-hour.
The horses are being- saddled now."
"Going to London is h e ? " cried Charles Herbert,
joyfully. " That is r i g h t ; a good riddance of him!. Are
you sure he is going ? "
" Quite sure, I hear the sound of the horses now
In the yard,"
" Go and see him off, and bring me word Avhen he is
really gone. I AVIU not believe it until you tell me."
Constance thought it best to humour him, and Avent
aAvay accordingly. She found Nanny in great agitation
and terror, but quieted her by saying that her father
seemed much as usual, and that she believed he had
only been playing a trick on Mr. Marchmont to drive
him away. She spoke as cheerfully as she could. There
Avas no time to tell Nanny the other intelligence which
had come upon her that morning, it would take some
time to communicate. Mr. Marchmont and his groom
had departed, and she must return to her father.
When he found that the man he feared was really
gone, the change that passed over him was indescribable.
His abject terror passed aAvay, and be became like a
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child dellA'ered from the fear of punishment, quite quiet
and gentle, He refused, however, to get up, and Avould
not have Constance out of his sight for a moment. H e
talked to her rationally, and seemed to be relieved that
she at length knew that the Chauntry was passed away
from them. He entered Into excuses for his conduct, and
it seemed a great relief to speak upon the subject. H e
declared that the desire to rehabilitate her fortune had
been his chief Inducement to gamble, and repeated again
and again that it was for her sake.
Only one thing struck Constance as strange. H e
talked a great deal, and without any of the reserve
which was habitual to him; but behind all that he communicated so freely, there lurked something else. Once
or twice he appeared to approach it and then left it.
The tAVO things taken together made her fear that there
was something amiss with him, but he Avas so submissiA'e
and gentle, so different to what she had feared, that,
combined with the immense relief of having lost their
visitors, she felt almost happy.
Every hour that passed increased her confidence In
herself, and In the consciousness that she was gaining an
ascendency over her father. She believed, too, that she
now kneAV the Avorst that hung over them, and it Avas a
relief from the dull, vague presentiment that had haunted
her in spite of her day dreams. She experienced the
fact that realities, however sombre or painful, have a
certain strength in them that is better than all the enervating sweetness of dreams and hopes.
During the afternoon her father slept a little, and she
wrote to Mrs, Harrop a detailed account of the events of
the last few days, events which seemed to place the gulf
of many years betwixt her and her past life.
At night she retired to rest at her usual hour; her
father seemed quite well, and to wish it. But the next
morning he Avas worse; much excited, and muttering a
great deal to himself; extremely restless; making violent incoherent exclamations from time to time, as if
under the dominion of some painful thought. It had
struck him in the night, that Marchmont suspected tho
23—2
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secret of his possessing those jewels, and had gone to
town to give information, and Avould return with officers
of justice to search the house. All grew clear and
plausible as he dwelt on this idea. He grcAv entirely to
believe it, and in the morning he Avas nearly in a brain
fever, from the incessant Avorking of his thoughts as to
Avhat he should say, and hoAV ho should act Avhen they
arrived.
Constance and Nanny persuaded hira to get up, Avliich,
for a time, dissipated his black spectres, but they returned
again ancl again; not as things he positively believed,
but they seemed probable. H e had so much reason to
fear the Avorst, that he began to bellcA'C his own imaginations,
Mr, Marchmont did not return the next clay, Avhich
was a respite to every one, and Charles began to be more
composed. His reason Avas vacillating-, but It Avas not
yet overthroAvn. Ho slept AVCII that night, and aAvoke
the next morning quite able to discern the difference
between mountains and clouds. But he appeared to
cling to Constance as his only protection from some
dread uncertain danger, and he would not suffer her to
leave him for an instant.
The eA'cning of the third clay Mr. i\Iarclimont returned,
and brought Avith him a young man of about six and
twenty; depressed, shy, and slightly deformed. His
long straight hair Avas dry and pale : his face had a
painful expression of suficring and suppressed emotion,
but Avitli all this there was a look of intellect and cultivation.
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CHAPTER LII,
THAT night, after she had at length attained the haven
of her own room, harassed and worn out by the incidents
of the day, Constance, too Aveary to undress herself, sat
clovA'ii in the large chair that had belonged to her aunt.
No longer called upon for exertion, all the difficulties
that surrounded her came thronging before her, black
and shadowy as the flickering fantastic shadows that the
fire-light sent into the corners of the room and upon the
walls, from the quaint old furniture.
The sense of her own helplessness crushed her down;
she felt, too, so ignorant of Avhat she ought to do as
regarded her father. That his mind was falling, had
been failing for some time past, was now evident. She
had no one at hand to whom she might turn for counsel
or assistance ; she stood alone in the world, but it was
no vain self-pity that touched h e r ; If she had only
knoAvn the right thing and the best thing to do, she had
plenty of courage to follow it out in action.
Almost unconsciously, she Avondered that Phillip should
so completely have vanished from her thoughts ; but It
was not of herself that she was thinking, but only how
she could do right In this new and terrible emergency of
her father's breaking-up. Suddenly, like a black veil
falling upon her, came the deep gloom of the dreadful
thought that had atruck her that day in the garden ;
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I F there were no God ? no Heavenly Father ! Again
that doubt shivered to the depth of her soul, the A'ery
earth seemed to be moved from beneath her feet.
It Avas no theological difficulty, no pride of intellect,
but a deep, black, insane disbelief that cut her life away
from its anchorage, and left her driftmg in darkness and
the shadow of death. She had always had a strong,
natural piety, a childlike confidence in prayer : as a child
might go to its father, it Avas her instinct and consolation in all her grievances.
As to the doctrines Avhich she had been taught. It had
never occurred to her to doubt them, or that they could
be doubted. Morbid scepticism, or aspirations to find
some other rule of life, were not the fashion in that day,
and had never been suggested to her by any influence
from without. She desired no respite from the stern
duties under Avhicli she had to lead her life. Poor child,
it Avas strength, not respite, that her soul Avanted; and
Instead of Life, the shadovvr of Death had fallen upon
her. Intellectual scepticism has a certain pride of life,
the active exercise of the power of mind—searching out
and satisfying " obstinate questionings " AvhIch AVIU take
no denial. It is a course of intellectual exercise—healthful, necessary even to certain natures—but to Constance
It Avas dreadful. She sat cowering in the chair, with her
face hidden in her hands, every nerve quivering with the
"terror that made her afraid." She Avas poAveidess to
fight against it, for it could not be grappled Avith by any
reason or Avisdora of her own. The agony of the moment
was terrible ; she uttered no Avords, but surely every
breath was a dumb cry for help ; and the help came.
Constance started, thrcAv back the long hair that had
fallen over her face aud shoulders, and raised her head
as a sudden thought flashed upon her.
" Surely," she exclaimed aloud, " I am going mad ! and
this is the shape the madness takes in me ! This thought
is not true, then, It is only MAD ! "
The intense relief that followed to the poor child, as
this solution to her terrible doubt occurred to her, Avould
bo difficult to describe; it tiatisfied her at once: she knew
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that madness hung over her life, and now she had
obtained a glimpse of Avliat it really meant, but the fear
of going mad was as nothing compared with the strange
and terrible question that had covered her soul with its
blackness.
She once more endeaA'oured to arrange Avhat she had
to do on the morrow, but her physical strength Avas exhausted. She began to doze, ancl at last recognised that
the first thing that needed to be done by her, Avas to go
to bed and fall asleep as fast as she could. It is a
motherly provision of nature, that
" The blessed barrier betwixt day and daj-,"

generally gives us a pause to revive our strength before
any great strain upon our faculties.
The next morning she awoke quite ready to meet
whate\'er the day might bring forth.
When she descended to breakfast, Mr, Marchmont Avas
alone In the room: he was making some calculation in
his note-book, and did not see her,
" Ah !" said he, looking up as he returned the book
to his pocket, " I hope I see you Avell, How is your
father this morning ? "
" I scarcely know; he refuses to get up ; but he Is
quite rational, and seems calmer. He is much perplexed
Avhy you have brought that young man here, AVhat is
his name? I did not catch it last night,"
"Scott—Cornelius Scott; you will find him of great
use during your father's removal; you could not manage
him yourself,"
" He looks ill, and very unhappy," said Constance,
" You may say that—he and the world have not hit it
together exactly—and the world being the stronger of
the two. It has gone pretty bard Avith him. His father
was the manager of that bank Avhich Avas robbed some
eighteen months ago. His room was discovered to be
on fire : suspicion fell upon him that he had conniA'ed at
the robbery, and set his private room on fire to conceal
tho fact, Tho evidence told against him, though I think
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he was only a weak fool; he had nothing to do with the
robbery, but he was frightened, and lost his head, I
believe he set fire to the place to stop all examination,
for fear any suspicion should fall on him. Of course he
ran into the danger he feared. He was tried and transported. This son was In an excellent situation in a
Government office; he lost It in consequence of his
father's affair, and has been badly enough off ever since ;
he has his mother to keep as well as himself. H e is a
good felloAv, but very soft, and fancies that everybody has
read his father's trial,"
Mr, Marchmont spoke In his low, suppressed, even
voice, and his eyes never vai-ied for an Instant from their
stony, unwavering gaze. He did not add that the young
man came to him for next to nothing, and did the work
of two clerks,
" P o o r young m a n ! " said Constance, compassionately,
" 1 haA'e often Avondered what becomes of the rest of a
family when the head of it has committed some dreadful
crime. I t must, I think, be the hardest of all calamities
to endure, to have one's name disgraced in a court of
justice, I cannot imagine how people survive it,"
" O h , I don't know; they are soon forgotten, and then
they creep about again. But about your father's journey?
You had better remove him at once, before he grows
worse. He can understand reason as It Is, and the
quieter It can be done the better,"
Constance looked in amaze at the man who could speak
thus coolly of the total ruin and uprooting of her father,
Avith whom he had lived on such terms of Intimacy for
years, Mr, Scott entered the room at that moment,
looking timid and unhappy—a chronic unhappiness, that
was beyond comfort, Constance spoke to him kindly,
and gave him his breakfast. But she did not remain at
table ; she went to her father.
She found him in a state of restless impatience, and
very anxious to know " who that young man was ? and
why Marchmont had brought him there ? Some scheme
of his,"
Constance told hira Avhat she had beard, and was
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shocked and alarmed at the effect It had upon her
father.
He cowered beneath the bed-clothes, and the perspiration stood In beads upon his forehead,
" H e shall not come here," said he, " I won't see him.
Keep him away from me !"
"But, my father, we must leave this house; and I
cannot send away the young m a n ; he belongs to Mr,
Marchmont,"
" I tell you, Constance, it will kill me to leave this
house, Marchmont took advantage of me. He made
an iniquitous bargain. H e dare not go Into a court of
law ; and I will defy him,"
H e spoke in a hard, excited voice, and with violence,
Constance tried to suggest her house in Yorkshire, and
said how much she wished him to see it, and IIOAV much
she desired to go there herself. But it took no effect.
He continued to talk with great excitement, and dropped
words that alarmed Constance—revealing dimly (cA^en
though she believed them the Avorkings of delirium)
some guilty mystery that lay in the past of his life,
and which was the reason of his opposition to leaving
the house.
I t Avas a terrible complication of her anxiety and perplexity. She hoped that it was only a fixed idea—a delusion of his diseased brain ; but she had a sickening Instinct that there was some foundation for what he said.
All her life she had had a dull fear that her father had
done something wrong. Even as a little child, he had
seemed to her like one suffering the penalty of remorse
for some hidden deed. As she grew older she had
j-easoned the idea away; but now it recurred with the
force of a certainty,
" W h a t is it you fear? W h a t is it you have done,
father? Tell me, and I will do my best to help you.
Of what are you afraid ? "
" Afraid ? I fear nothing. No one can find aught
against me. You forget yourself, I do not understand
such language. Go away—go,"
A knock came to the door. Old Nanny stood AvIth a
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letter in her hand—a letter Avith a foreign post-mark.
I t was directed to her father. She hesitated about
giving it to him, but he caught it from her hand.
The reading of it agitated .him dreadfully. He Insisted
on being left alone. To pacify hira she went away. No
sooner had the door closed than he got cautiously out of
bed, and began to examine carefully the part of the Avail
he had built up. To his excited fancy it seemed as
though everyone Avho entered the room must have their
attention attracted to this spot, and he heartily wished
he had left the room as it was. He began to imagine
the dressing-room as he had left it, and what would be
found, if the doorway Avere broken through. All the
caution and pains he had expended were forgotten, or
were at least vain to reassure him, it Avas now quite Impossible to rectify anything, and all his efforts at concealment seemed like sand running through his fingers,
AA'hich he Avas powerless to retain,
Charles Herbert might be a weak, worthless man, but
his present sufferings, arising from Avhat was so nearly
guilt, and Avhich, if discovered, Avould bring upon him
all the ignominy of a crime, were so intense, that his
worst enemy must have pitied him. The fear, the helplessness, the horrible anxiety, dissolved his whole nature
into abject cowardice. All his bones seemed out of
j o i n t ; his strength was as water ; his arms fell poAvcrless, and CA'ery nerve was unstrung; a horrible sickness
possessed him ; he walked Avith hasty, staggering steps
about the room, his knees refusing to support his Aveight,
If he could only have got through the Avail to see how
things Avere ! But there Avas nothing he could do.
He attempted to drag a heavy press to put before the
book-case Avith Avhich he had already barricaded the
entrance to the fatal closet, but his eager and trembling
fingers seemed to melt away like snow wlienever they
tried to grasp it. A knock that came to the door
sounded to his ears like the thunder of doom. After a
pause, Avhicli seemed to him an interminable suspense,
Constance came softly in, bringing a basin of hei tea.
There AvafJ nothing terrible In her lookf!, but the Avretched
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man hid his face, and uttered a cry of startled, despairing
fear, like an animal brought to bay.
Constance spoke gently; but he did not listen.
Whilst she was endeavouring to rouse his attention, she
was again called cut by old Nanny, who beckoned to her
with mysterious vehemence,
"There is a fellow down stairs, AA'ho is just come.
H e says he must see the master. An ill looking chap
as ever you could see, AVhat must be done ?—Avhat had
we best do ? "
" I don't know, indeed. AVhere Is Mr. Marchmont ? "
" He is gone out, and that Stranger felloAV along with
him."
" I will go down myself, and see if he will tell me his
business."
" Ancl I will stop Avith master and see if I can get him
back to bed: he is as cold as a robin."
Constance found a hard-featured, sinister-looking man
standing before the fire, neither clean nor respectable in
his attire—a kind of man not to be readily asked to sit
doAvn in any house Avhere business or ill-luck brought
him. Constance instinctively drew back. AVhat could
such a man as this have to say to her father ?
" M y father is ill—can see no one, AA^IU you tell
me your business ? " said she, in a severely composed
manner,
"No, my young lady; I cannot tell you my errand.
Your father would not thank me for doing so, I must
see him, and at once,"
" B u t he is ill, in a fever—he is not quite himself.
Indeed, he cannot receive you."
" He has had a letter this morning, has he not ? "
" He has."
" A n d been Avorse since, p e r h a p s ? "
" He Avas ill before."
" I know all that ails him. He will be better after I
have spoken to him. Show me to his room at once,"
" B u t indeed it will be dangerous. It may kill him
to be startled Avith the sight of a stranger !"
" All nonsense ; and, besides, If it -were to kill him, as
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you call it, twice over, I still must see him'! Show me
to his room, or I shall find it for myself,"
" Let me at least go and prepare him ? "
" No, no ; better not. He would be barring the door,
and then we should have to break it open, and make the
devil of a noise. I will go noAV,"
Constance wished to gain time, until the farm servants
came to their dinner; but the stranger put her on ono
side, and proceeded, without further paidey, up stairs.
The first door he opened was the door of Charles's bedroom. He opened it AA'ithout knocking ; Charles was in
c[uerulous altercation with Nanny; the curtain of the bed
concealed him. The stranger paused; but only for an
Instant, and passed at once into the full light, standing
like a spectre before the scared and excited vision of
Charles !
In an Instant his weakness was gone! Uttering a
cry hke a savage beast, he sprang upon the stranger's
throat, and flung him to the ground ; his head in the
fall struck heavily against the sharp corner of the heaA'y
oak press, which Charles had just dragged from Its
place.
The stranger, without a cry or groan, lay like one
dead !
Constance ancl Nanny gave a cry of h o r r o r ; and
Charles Herbert Ecemccl suddenly startled to conscious.V^ss of Avhat he had done.
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CHAPTER L I I I .
BEFORE the shock of fear and astonishment which
such a scene caused could subside, Mr. Marchmont
entered the room. His imperturbable calm did not
seem disturbed in the least. He went up to the prostrate
man, and turned over his face.
Apparently It was not strange to h i m ; for he said,
quietly,—" Ah, indeed. How came he here at this time ? "
'ihen, addressing Constance, he desired her to summon
the farmer and a couple of his servants to remove the
man, " A n d you," said he to John Scott, who had folloAved him on hearing the noise of the scuffle, but Avho
lingered timidly at the door, not knowing Avhether to
enter or not, " you will attend to him, and dress the cut
in his head. I t looks ugly enough; but I do not think
he will die of it—nothing short of hanging ever kills
such rascals ! Will you," said he, speaking to Nanny,
" see that some place is prepared for him ?—a hay-loft
will be quite good enough. He can do no harm just at
present; bnt when he comes to himself a little, your
sih'er spoons will not be safe If he comes In their way,"
He spoke in the quietest manner, as If he were issuing
the most ordinary directions; but he looked aside, for
the sight of the blood that had flowed from the wound
in the man's head, made him feel uncomfortable. He
could have k'lllcd anyone Avho crossed his plans or stood
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In his way, Avith perfect Indifference; but he could not
endure tire sight of a cut fingei'.
The farmer and two of his labourers came hastily to
the room at the summons of Constance, looking stupidly
curious. They were followed by the farmer's Avife and
the maid-servants, Avho began to ejaculate in different
keys of wonder and h o r r o r ; but they were speedily
silenced by Mr. Marchmont, who sternly desired them
not to be fools, but to go and fetch a bucket of Avater to
clean the boards.
All he directed was done in an incredibly short time,
for no one ever disobeyed JMr. Marchmont; there was a
tone in his suppressed, quiet voice, which made people
feel that it would be better for them to do Avhat he
ordered. AVhen the room was once more cleared—for
even Constance had been sent aAvay, to look for linen
and bandages—Mr. Marchmont Avalked up to the bed,
where Charles Herbert lay coAvering under the bedclothes, trembling, and not daring to look up. Mr,
Marchmont stripped them down.
Charles Herbert
Avrithed like one touched suddenly with a burning iron,
and endeaA'oured to hide his face.
"Now, tell me the meaning of all this. How comes
that man here, and Avliy did you try to kill him ? "
Charles felt Mr, Marchmont's eyes upon him. They
compelled him to raise his head and reply to him.
" 1 am sure I don't know," he Avliimpered. " Do not
look so dreadfully at me. He is a bad man, and came to
threaten me. Do tell me you AVIII protect me."
" We will see about that afterwards. Tell me first
why he came to threaten you. This letter AVIU tell me,
perhaps."
He took the crumpled paper that Avas clutched tightly
in one of Charles's hands. It contained very few lines,
but they were sufficient to e.-splain all that had occurred.
The letter was dated from America.
" SIR,—The bank having oft'ered a fresh reAvard of one
thousand pounds for any information touching the great
robbery a year-and-half ago, this comes to say, that if
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you pay me that sum, I will not endeavour to obtain the
same by giving the information I possess. A friend of
mine (one you have had dealings Avith before now) will
Avait upon you and make arrangements for receiving the
money.
" I am, your well-wisher,
" J. M.
" Mr. Charles Herbert."
" So, my old acquaintance, John Maryland—a precious
scoundrel—and this friend of his, with Avhom you haA'e
had dealings, has ventuj-ed his neck in a noose by coining
here,—he must have expected something more than his
share of the reward. HOAV came you connected Avith
them ? You had better tell me at once."
Mr. Marchmont Avas really surprised, and very desirous
to hear the facts, but nothing except a cold, peremptory
indifference could be discerned in his tone.
" I did not rob the bank. I kncAV nothing about it,"
whined Charles, turning about uneasily, to escape from
the inquisition of those cold, passionless eyes, Avhich were
fixed upon him,
" How came you to have any dealings with these men,
and what have you done that puts you in their power ? "
" Nothing, nothing,—I swear I haA'e done nothing, and
they will hang me. Oh ! what must I do ? "
" Tell me where the money and the jewels are concealed," replied Mr. Marchmont, Avitli that perspicacity
of insight into things that had made his fortune in life.
" If you did not join in the robbery, you have received
some of the proceeds, and concealed your knoAvledge,
AA'hich makes you an accomplice. My good friend, you
have been a great fool, and iii attempting to deceive me,
you are only adding to your danger. Tell me exactly all
that has happened."
Charles Herbert's senses appeared to be melting- away
in abject t e r r o r ; and he seemed incajoable of comprehending what Avas said to him ; but Mr. Marchmont's
will concentrated for a moment his scattered faculties,
and he gave a tolerably clear account of tho transaction
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by which he became the luckless possessor of such fatal
treasure,
" A n d where is it n o w ? " asked Mr, Marchmont, as
Charles concluded. But that secret Avas the very core of
his life;—he was entirely unable to utter it. H e fell
into a violent fit of weeping and trembling, until the
bed shook under him. Constance entered the room to
ascertain how her father was, aud stood in ten-ified surprise at the condition in Avhich she beheld him,
"Miss Herbert, you had better retire, and keep all
others from this chamber. This is no scene for you;
leaA'e me to deal alone with your father,"
" You are killing him," replied Constance, passionately.
" You are driving him to madness by some secret knowledge you possess ohout him. You see that he cannot
resist you; it is Avorse than murder. You shall not
torture him, I AA'III remain, I haA'e the right to do so;
and before me you dare not question him, lest I, too,
should obtain some knowledge of your ways."
" Miss Herbert, you are excited: the scenes you have
witnessed to-day liaAc been too much for you. I t is absolutely necessary that your father should reply to my
questions. Do not Avaste your strength In womanish
appeals. You AVIII need it all. HOAV is your patient ? "
" Constance ! Constance ! do not leave me," said
Charles Herbert, endeavouring to grasp her hand,
" I will not leave you, I Avill take care of you," she
replied, soothingly, smoothing the rumpled pilloAvs and
adjusting the bed clothes, as though Mr, Marchmont had
not been present.
"Miss Herbert, I must insist upon your withdrawal.
You do not know all that is at stake."
" You can tell m e ; if it concerns my father, it concerns
me also."
For the moment Mr. Marchmont was baffled : almost
unconsciously to himself, that cold, cynical man shrank
from allowing her to see the sordid shabblness of his
soul. H e did not wish her to see the profit that he
purposed to himself from her father's position.
It
was a sentiment struggling against a matter of fact.
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He walked up and down the room in displeased silence,
whilst Constance sat beside her father, endeavouring to
soothe and reassure him.
After the lapse of a short time, old Nanny came up,
pale and trembling,
" Oh, Miss Constance! Miss Constance ! What Is to
come of all this ? There are men from Bow-street down
stairs. They are come for the master, and to search the
house,"
Charles Herbert heard these terrible words, but he.
neither moved nor spoke,—he was struck with paralysis,
" Mr, Marchmont, look at my father, he is d y i n g ! "
cried Constance, In an agony of terror,
" So much the better; there is nothing but disgrace,
if, indeed, there be not a shameful death before him.
You wished to knoAv all. H e was connected with the
great bank robbery, and the officers are come here, upon
Information, to search the house for the stolen property,"
Mr, Marchmont spoke bitterly; he was excessively
annoyed at the turn matters had taken.
He went down stairs to the parlour, where the
two officers had already commenced their search.
They were decent-looking men, with determined Impassable countenances, of a peculiar cast, and eyes that
took in everything around, without appearing to look at
anything. They knew Mr, Marchmont, and Mr, Marchmont knew them, extremely well. I n a few words he
told them all that had occurred, and that In the wounded
man they would find the individual they wanted about
the robbery, but that neither he nor Charles Herbert
were In a condition just then to give any information.
The search began, and was conducted in the most
scientific manner, but, of course, not a trace of the stolen
property could be discovered. There remained only
Charles Herbert's bed-room unsearched, and they proceeded thither, A certain feeling of humanity prompted
them to leave that until the last,
John Scott had come at the summons of old Nanny,
He was quite unaware of the presence of the officers in
24
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the house until they entered the bed-room ; the distress of
Constance and the critical state of her father absorbed
his attention,
Charles had opened his eyes, and
recovered In some measure his senses ; but he could not
speak, and the whole of one side was powerless,
" Who, what are these persons. Miss Herbert ? I t Is
as much as your father's life Is worth to be disturbed
now, and they must not enter,"
Constance shook her head,
"They are officers of justice, Mr, Scott, let them do
their duty. There is some fatal mystery; they will find
nothing here,"
The two men looked at Charles, lying like one already
dead, and at Constance. They felt as much pity as men
habituated to do their duty and assist justice to take her
course could feel, but It did.not delay their proceedings
for a moment.
" We are sorry to disturb you. Miss, but we are obliged.
If you know of any secret place where the old gentleman
keeps his money and other matters, it might save time
and some disturbance if you were to show us. I t AVIH
make no difference in the end, for we shall be sure to
find it."
" I know nothing of any secret place," said Constance,
" a n d you Avill find nothing."
But as she spoke, a horrible spasm of recollection came
over her. She remembered all the mysterious doings of
her father when they first returned to the Chauntry,—
how he had bricked up the door of his dressing-room,—
all the jealousy he had shown of anyone even entering
the room—all that had ever struck her as strange in his
manner; and the horrible conviction seized her that it
was all connected with this business, ancl that the officers
were on the right track !
All that had vaguely puzzled her about her father had
now its explanation, and the fixed idea AvhIch, as a child,
had associated her father with " some crime committed,"
took away all surprise from this terrible moment. She
knew that all Avas true !
All strength left her limbs; they hung loose and
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quivering Avith the keen agony that darted through
her. She sunk down upon the bed In a waking trance,
knowing all that passed, her senses quickened to a
morbid consciousness, but entirely incapable of moving
a finger.
The men rapidly examined all the drawers of the
wardrobe, ransacked the old-fashioned bureau, and took
it dexterously to pieces in search of secret drawers and
double boards, but nothing appeared. Every article contained In it was subject to scrutiny. The furniture Avas
examined to see if, by any posibility, anything could be
secreted.
At length the officers approached the bed. Charles
lay motionless, but his eyes were fixed with painful
Intentness upon the corner of the room Avhere the
bricked-up door Avas to him quite visible above the
bookcase he had placed before it. One of the officers
was struck Avith his look, and foUoAved the direction
of it.
" It is somcAvhere in that corner; see how he tries to
look away now Ave are Avatching."
" Don't you see that he is dying ? " replied the other.
" Folks always fix their eyes in that way. I have seen
scores die, and they all do so. The property Is stitched
up in the mattress, depend on it."
" Anyway, let us see what there is in that corner first.
He will be dead before we have done. Give him a chance
to die in peace if he can."
They moved the heavy bureau, assisted by Mr. Marchmont, who felt an intense curiosity in the result of the
search, although he was far from guessing how nearly it
affected his own interest.
" There has been a door bricked up here, and no mistake," said one of the men, " It is not bricklayers' work
this,"
The bricks were speedily removed, and the door,
securely fastened, stood revealed,
" We are coming- to something now, I shoulcl say^"
The door soon gave Avay; and they looked into a
small, shallow drecniug-room, or "powdering closet," as
24—2
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It was called, descending a step from the bed-room. I t
Avas quite dark, for the window had been bricked up.
As their eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, they saAV
nothing- but a very small fireplace, and a cupboard let
into the wall, containing only an old empty hat-box. The
men looked at each other with rather blank faces ; there
was noi a place Avhere anything could be concealed, and
the plentiful cobwebs that covered the walls gave evidence
how long they had been undisturbed,
A tin saucepan, covered with rust, and nearly melted
into a shapeless mass, attracted Mr, Marchmont's
eye. It stood inside the bars, and all were rusty
together,
" AVhat is this ? " said he, lifting It, and carrying it to
the light. He scraped the sides with a knife, and looked
at it curiously for some minutes,
" Here is proof, if you need any, there has been either
gold or silver, or both, melted in this pot. There is
something to be found here, depend on it. Fetch a
candle, one of you,"
A shining point gleamed from a crevice in the floor, as
the candle Avas held about. It proved to be a small
diamond, which had apparently been dropped and trodden
in.
" AVe must take up the boards."
" The boards have never been touched since the
house Avas a bouse," said Mr. Marchmont,
" Look
under the hearthstone; it is there a man would hide
anything,"
" No mason ever laid this hearthstone doAvn, I'll be
bound," said the elder officer, who was Avorking energetically with the crowbar.
The stone was prised up, and beneath was disclosed a
lump of fused metal, covered AA'ith verdigris. A large,
leathern bag lay carefully tied up and sealed, and a
portfolio, which Avas nearly falling in pieces with damp.
The officers uttered a cry of exultation as they clutched
their prey.
Their cry Avas echoed by another, that proceeded from
the bed-room, a dull, inarticulate, discordant sound, as
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though from one struggling in nightmare. There was
something terribly frightful in it, for the men laid down
their prize to look whence It came, Charles Herbert,
conscious, but helpless, endeavouring to struggle with
his paralysis, had fallen off the bed ; his face Avas so
horribly distorted that none of those present dared to
look upon him. With the cry they had heard, his spirit
passed, Charles Herbert was dead,
John Scott, who had been assisting Nanny and another
servant to remove Constance, returned hastily at the
sound of that death cry. The officers, accustomed as
they were to sights calculated to try the nerves of
ordinary men, were struck with horror; and the perspiration stood in beads upon the forehead of Mr, Marchmont, who was ghastly pale ; the presence of Death had
stilled all the interests of the passing moment.
Mr, Marchmont was the first to recover himself.
" He Is quite dead, we have no time to bestow on h i m ;
place the body on the bed, and cover It over ; no one
must enter this room at present."
Mr. Marchmont had a singular horror of death; he
Avould not have lent his assistance in touching the dead
body for all the treasures that they had just discovered.
He turned his back Avith a shudder he could not conceal, aa
the two strong officers lifted the poor emaciated corpse,
decently composed the disturbed features, and drew the
sheet over them,
" He has made a good escape out of all this,"
" AVell for him that he has ; he has taken his secret
where we can never find it,"
Mr, Marchmont turned impatiently,
" Come, gentlemen, to business. John Scott, we have
found what may concern you ; come along,"
On opening the leathern bag, all the precious stones
were found as Charles had placed t h e m : one ruby and
sapphire cross was intact, he had spared it for Constance,
when he might give It to her with safety ; a label, written
in a Avavering hand, " T o my dear daughter, when I am
dead." In the portfolio Avere the ashes of half-consumed
bank notes. Apparently his heart had failed him before
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they were destroyed; the numbers, in some instances,
had escaped. On comparing them with the advertised
list, they were found to correspond.
The cross,
too, ansAvered to the description in the Hue and
Cry.
" We have found the right nest and the eggs In It,"
said one of the officers. " There AVIU be pretty nearly all
the property here."
" John Scott," said Mr. Marchmont, " this Is the
bank property, for the robbery of which your father
Avas so heaA'y a sufferer ; you are in a fair Avay to have
your name set fair again. I ahvays thought him innocent."
The poor young man bur.st into tears.
" Oh, my God ! my God ! how 1 thank Thee."
" I think Ave may come down stairs noAV," said Mr,
Marchmont, uneasily; " we have left nothing that conceriis anyone ; we can secure the closet door,"
"But, Mr, Marchmont, you Avill have to come along
AvIth us ; AAe' cannot lose sight of you,"
" AVliat have I to do Avith all this, I know nothing,"
" Possibly not, but read this ; you AVIII tell your own
story In the right placo; but you must come Avith us
now."
Half-hidden in the torn coA'er of the portfolio, and
partially consumed, Avas a paper, in Charles Herbert's
liandAvriting, containing the words, " Marchmont's share
in notes and jewels."
Mr. Marchmont was petrified, as Avell he might be.
There could be no mistake, the Avords Avere plainly
Avritten; it seemed a diabolical delusion; he knew
himself entirely innocent—but how to proA'e it ? The
Avhole fair fabric of his carefully built-u]^ fortune was
threatened with ruin through the cunning malignity of a
half-insane man.
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CHAPTER L I V .
THE officers first ordered themselves a plentiful supply
of refreshments, Avhich the length and nature of their
recent employment rendered peculiarly acceptable, and
then they dispatched a messenger to Chelmsford, for a
post-chaise, and a medical man to certify as to the possibility of removing their prisoner,
Mr, Marchmont sat apart, chafing terribly at the ncAv
aspect things had taken. He did not for a moment
entertain any fears as to the ultimate result to himself;
but he knew that in the process of Investigation many
transactions of his past life would inevitably be exposed
Avhich he had carefully shrouded from the light of day.
He knew, too,—none better,—that a court of justice has
a peculiar aptness for taking the shine of respectability
out of even the most innocent events of daily life, and he
felt that his dealings with Charles Herbert would bear a
very shabby and questionable appearance when exposed
In their unadorned reality.
All the beautiful respectability with which he had
electrotyped the base metal of his life and proceedings
was about to be melted off, and leave a sadly tarnished
name and reputation. I t Avas the only Nemesis that
could have found him vulnerable, except indeed the
loss of his money, Avhich was so carefully invested,
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however, as to be secure from anything less than a
revolution.
AVTiilst he was indulging in moody reflections, which
effectually ruffled the elaborate calmness he generally
maintained under difficulties, old Nanny came trembling
into the room. She looked many years older since the
previous day. Her head shook as with palsy ; all her
features were relaxed, and hung loose and feeble ; her
eyes were red with weeping.
" O h ! Mr, Marchmont," said she, "you surely are not
going to leave that poor young thing alone in this house,
with nobody to direct or advise her ? W h a t is she to
do ?—what are any of us to do ? Who is so fit as
yourself to give the orders about the funeral ? "
" My good Nanny, these gentlemen AVIII tell you that I
am obliged to go with them—that it does not depend
upon me to refuse."
" But do you call yourself a Christian, and talk of
going aAvay, leaving us to live or die, as it pleases God ?
The poor master always treated you as his friend, and will
you leave him to be unburied like a dog ? AVho is to
order about the burying, if you go away ? A heathen
Avould have more regard."
There was something so whimsical In Nanny's appeal,
Avhen taken in connection with the actual circumstances,
that the officers, albeit not given to seeing the ludicrous
state of things, gave a chuckling laugh—not an illnatured one, for they Avere really touched at the desolate,
forlorn condition of poor Constance, and death had
removed Charles Herbert from their charge.
" I tell you what, mistress, it is not altogether out of
love and free-Avill that this gentleman accompanies us, or
that we take him,—there is obligation on both sides; but
if there is anything that can be done or ordered before AVO
go, I am quite agreeable to delay our journey, 1 always
feel for females, I have daughters of my OAVU, AVheu
there is anything wrong, the heaviest end of the weight
is sure to fall on them."
" Ay," continued the other officer, " I have always seen
it so. Why it should be, I do not know, unless it is
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on eof the laws of nature, that the weakest must go to
the w a l l "
" I don't know what Is to be done," said Nanny,
querulously, " I am sure, I cannot advise : there is
no one to order how things shoulcl be done, I don't
know what is to become of u s ; I wish we were all dead
together! "
" Is there nobody at all you can think of, who would
come and take the young lady away ? "
"There is Mrs, Harrop, but she is a long way off';
and Mr. Delllncourt, who was so good to us when Madam
Margaret died, if he were here UOAV he would see after
things."
" Come, come, mistress, cheer up, ancl drink a drop of
this to keep a heart In you. Where do they live ?—^could
you not send for them ? "
"They are a long way off—a very long way off,"
repeated Nanny, dolefully.
"Well, Mr. Marchmont will, maybe, write a letter for
you ; and as we shall pass through Chelmsford, I will
send a decent fellow I knoAv there, to see after the funeral.
He will do it Avell, and honestly. Your old master will
be far better under ground than above it, I can tell you,
just now ; so don't grieve after him."
" The master might have some curious ways, but he
never was anything but a gentleman; and it is my
belief, and always will be, that he Avas imposed upon by
those who wanted their OAVU ends with h i m ! " said Nanny,
looking wrathfully at Mr. Marchmont.
" Ah, indeed! " said the officer, pricking up his ears
professionally; " and Avho imnosed on him, do you
think ? "
" I don't knoAV," said Nanny, in a sharp, suspicious
tone; " and if I did, I am not going to say.
But
there are some who have made a tool of him, or no
police-officers would have come near him to worry his
last hours."
Mr, Marchmont had the grace to rouse himself
from the contemplation of his OAVU concerns, and to tell
Nanny that if she Avould bring him the materials.
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he would write to Mrs, H a r r o p ; and suggested that if
John Scott were to take the letter. It Avould arrive much
earlier than in the course of post, as they lived in a cross
country.
"AVell, he is a kind-hearted, soft sort of body, and
maybe he would do it," said Nanny ; " and I would pay
his journey myself."
The letter was written, and after reading it carefully
through, the officer said that John Scott might ride with
them as far as London.
Nanny Avas still hurried and bewildered, but not cjuite
so distracted. John Scott on being appealed to, declared
his readiness to go.
A few moments afterwards the noise of wheels was
heard in the yard, and.the medical man who had been
sent for, entered the room where the officers were sitting.
One of them accompanied him to the loft, to ascertain
the state of the wounded man, whilst the other remained
to watch.
Mr. Marchmont, who maintained a sullen silence, feeling himself, as be did, in an extremely awkward and
altogether false position for a man like him ;—the consequences looked more and more doubtful and perplexing
the longer he reflected upon Avhat had happened. The
curses he mentally bestoAvecl upon the memory of Charles
Herbert were numerous and heartfelt, and It was very
fortunate for him that his final destination did not depend
upon !Mr. Marchmont's recommendation.
When the doctor and the officer returned, the former
gave it as his opinion that the wounded man might be
safely removed. He had been more stunned than hurt,
and the plentiful haemorrhage that had ensued had been
highly beneficial.
There remained, therefore, nothing to delay their departure. Mr. jSIarchmont and the other prisoner Avere
placed in the chaise; the officers looked at their pistols
loefore leaving- the house; one of them mounted the front
seat and the other got inside ; whilst John Scott was left
to drive the gig in AvhIch they had come doAvn from
London.
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I n this state Mr. Marchmont was driven away from the
place where for so many years he had looked forward to
establishing a Family that was to take root and flourish
In the country, and achieve honours and wealth—the end
of which, he had sometimes dreamed, might be—a peerage In the next generation.
The old Chauntry was once more left In silence, with
the last of Its long line of masters lying safe in death—
that sanctuary whence no warrant could drag him forth,
and whither no human inquisition could pursue him.
The doctor and Old Nanny returned to the bedside of
Constance, who had as yet exhibited no signs of consciousness.
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CHAPTER

LV

AA'HEN' Constance opened her eyes after her long fit of
insensibility, Nanny and the doctor were standing beside
her bed, anxiously Avati-huig her ; at one time they almost
feared that she Avould never Avake more. She looked
vacantly around, her memory was completely gone for
the time, she did not even recognise Nanny.
'• I t is as Avell, quite as Avell it should be so," said the
doctor, " h e r whole system has received a shock from
which it Avill not readily recover, and it is as AVCU that
her recollection shoulcl be shrouded for the present.
She must be kept very c^uiet, ancl nothing to startle or
to recal the past must come near her. Poor young
creature, she has suffered greatly. Has she no friends
or relatives to take charge of her ? "
" A s for friends, I cannot say," grumbled old Nanny ;
" I will tell you when they have proved themselves.
Them as should have stood by her in her trial haA'e
gone away like SUOAV in summer. We have sent
for some who have promised fair; but I tell you Avhat, I
begin to misdoubt all the world ; I don't believe there is
one person in It who is what they seem ; I used to trust
In God, and believe that he took care of folks, but seeing
Avhat I have seen, I have changed my mind. I believe In
the Devil, for he seems to get it all his oAvn Avay here,
now-a-days."
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The doctor, a formal, matter-of-fact Scotchman, without a grain of ideality, Avho took everything literally,
was much shocked at Nanny's confession of faith,
" I hope your mistress does not share your sentiments.
You are much mistaken in your estimate of things, I do
assure you ; such ideas are quite Avrong, However,"
he continued, himself turning his back upon Nanny in
disgust, " you AVIII see and give her one of these powders
every three hours, and if she should become at all
excited, you Avill adminster one of these doses of musk.
She will need great care and constant Avatching ; she
must not be left alone for a moment."
Having delivered these instructions in a dry, and
somewhat displeased manner, he took his departure,
promising to return the next day. He turned back to
say to Nanny, who had followed him down stairs :—
" Keep the funeral from her, whatever you do, and get
It OA'er quickly."
"Yes, Sir," said Naimy, curtseying. She wished to
tell him she was not such a reprobate as he had judged
her, but he Avas gone before she could begin her speech.
Madame Guyon says, in those strange records of
Spiritual Experience, that only Avhen people are stripped
of everything, even of themselves, and of all the qualities
that seemed most precious—when they are dead to all
hope of comfort—spiritually gone to dissolution, then,
and then only, are they in the condition to rise again to
a higher life than the one they have lost. There is a
profound truth in this mysticism, deeper than Avhat the
mere words convey. All who have experienced trials
Avill recognise the meaning that lies in them,
Constance at this moment Avas touching the lowest
deep of earthly desolation and bereavement; she Avas
stripped bare of all human comfort; her life, seen from
whatever point of view, looked a barren and lonely Avaste;
not a blade of hope or the faintest ray of human happiness could be discerned in any quarter ; even old Nanny
wished in her heart that she might die, and be buried
Avith her father, and so the whole family be laid at rest
together.
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The preparations for the funeral Avere hastened as
much as possible ; nothing beyond Avhat was strictly
needful to lay him beneath the ground was attempted.
All Avas ready by the time that the family vault in the
old churchyard at Ingatstone could be opened to receive
him.
On the second day after his miserable death, Charles
Herbert, Avithout a single friend to follow him to the
grave, was carried forth from the home of his fathers, and
laid beside them in their last resting-place,
A cold dull mist wrapped both earth and s k y ; the
clergyman shuffled hastily and lazily through the
service; which was not to be wondered at, for he
Avas an old man, and the small, drizzling rain penetrated
to the very marrow of his bones. It was as dreary an
inauguration into the invisible world as could well be
conceived.
The necessary forms were dispatched; the fees paid,
the few stragglers Avho had collected in the churchyard
to see the Squire buried, dispersed, making their
comments upon the change of times, and the sexton
Avas left alone to finish his Avork.
For several daj'S no tidings of any sort reached the
Chauntry ; it seemed altogether abandoned by the world
without. Constance still remained in a placid, dreamy
state of half-consciousness, AvliIch the doctor declared was
partly the result of his medicines, and that she Avas going
on well. But poor old Nanny was nearly worn out AvIth
grief and anxiety.
I t was the fourth day after the funeral, and Nanny
was sitting beside Constance, who had drojDped asleep in
trying to read her Bible, and AA'ondering why it gave her
no comfort, Avhen the door opened softly, and John Scott,
with his dress splashed up to the neck, stood beckoniiigto her on the threshold. She cast a hasty glance at the
bed to see if Constance were awakened, and then came
forward,
" Oh ! thank God, Mr, Scott, that you are come back ;
I thought surely some evil had happened to you; but
how came you back alone? AVhere is Mrs, Harrop ? "
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John Scott explained that the roads were so bad ancl
heavy Avith the rain, as to be almost impassable, and that
he had ridden forward to tell her that all Avas well, and
that Mr, and Mrs, Harrop were both on the way.
He looked III and wan with fatigue; Indeed, the truth
was, that he had scarcely eaten or slept since his
departure
" Oh! Mr, Scott, but you have been a good friend to
us ! But now sit you down and eat a mouthful, for you
need it, I hope now, please God, we will wear a way
through our troubles. But If that lass Is ever raised
up again, she will never be as she was before."
Whilst he ate, Nanny told him all that had happened
In his absence, which was a great comfort to her; her
enforced silence having been a greater trouble than she
at all suspected, and it Avas such a relief to find that
they were not destitute of people who cared for t h e m :
things already, to Nanny, looked brighter.
The next day brought Mr. and Mrs. Harrop, who
proved themselves true friends. Mr, Harrop made at
once all the arrangements for winding-up the family
affairs. John Scott Avas left in possession of the house
on behalf of Mr. Marchmont, to whom it appeared the
very furniture also belonged, except a fcAV personalities
that had been Margaret's. Constance was spared all the
pain of taking leave of familiar objects, or, indeed, from
all knoAvledge of what was going on. By the end of a
week everything was arranged, and the doctor declared
Constance able to be removed. In spite of his cold, dry
manner, he was glad that friends had at length appeared
to take charge of the poor young creature.
EA'crythlng Avas in readiness, ancl Constance, wrapped
in a large cloak, Avas lifted into the carriage, and the illstarred Chauntry Avas left behind to strangers.
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CHAPTER LVI.
W E must now return a little to !Mr. Marchmont; he
has had so much influence OA'er the individuals in this
story, that some account of his subsec^uent life and proceedings is indispensable to its completeness.
He Avas brought up boibro the sitting magistrate a t
Bow-street, AVIIO \A'as a personal acquaintance of his OAVU,

and a man who had been in the habit of dining at his
house. It Avas Avith lively astonishment that the AA'orthy
magistrate saw ^Mr, Marchmont in such a situation, and
could scarcely bellcA'c his ears when he heard Avliat was
the occasion; but as the solicitor for the prosecution
applied for a remand, aud iu the evidence contrived to
ferret out various facts connected with Mr. ^larchmont's
earlier career, Avhich proved his intimate dealings on
various occasions Avitli John Maryland, the writer of the
letter found in Chai-les Herbert's bed-room, a case of
suspicion was made out against him to justify his beingcommitted to Newgate to take his trial as aeeessory to
the robbery. ^Ir. Marchmont. by the advice ot his
solicitor, and the dictates of his OAVU shrewdness, " r e served his defence " until it should appear a little more
clearly the shape the indictment Avouki take, and he Avas
committed to Newgate accordingly,
]\Iany men who little expected it, both rogues and
honest men, have at various times found themselves
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within the walls of Newgate; but perhaps none were
ever more astonished at such a phenomenon than Mr,
Marchmont,
A man walking through the world, like that description of " Intrepid virtue " which all the world has read
hi the " Economy of Human Life," " with his head erect
above the clouds," and his feet tramplmg firmly \ipon
the " tiger flinging itself across his path," and stepping
suddenly there and then over the edge of a precipice
which he had not perceived, would perhaps be the only
individual likely to understand the full extent of Mr,
Marchmont's feelings under the unexpected combination
of circumstances which had sent him to Newgate!
He knew ttimself to be Innocent of all knoAvledge of
the transaction; but It was because he was in this
instance completely the victim of a moral casualty that
he felt his faith in himself shaken. In the early part of
his career, when " to put money in his purse " was the
chief object of his life, he had done several things which,
hoAvever they might be mitigated by the phrase of
" s h a r p practice," were far too questionable In their
details to make investigation at all desirable.
He had In those days piqued himself on keeping the
law at arm's length; but most men haA'e some page in
their history which, although it may throw great light
upon their character, is generally suppressed as " not
reading well In their b i o g r a p h y ; " so Mr, Alarchmont,
AvIth all his caution, had been no exception to this rule.
Years ago—so many that he chose to consider them
beyond the meridian of memory—he had been engaged
Avith John Maryland in a transaction which, although not
morally Averse than many others in Avhich he had been
a principal, had a more ugly and Indictable shape: it
concerned the affairs of a certain canal company, and
had been highly profitable—indeed, it was the first important lift on his road to riches that Mr. Marchmont
had met with.
He had quarrelled with John Maryland subsequently:
be had endeavoured to ruin him, and had failed. He
noAV found himself, after a lapse of years, tho companion
25
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of this man in a criminal Indictment! Who could calculate the damage that a A'indictive accomplice might
inflict?
This Avas the som-ce of Mr. Marchmont's
anxiety. His great hope was that John Maryland might
continue to keep safe out of the reach of justice.
A trifling incident added to his uneasiness. His precious morsel of Queen Anne gold, the talisman in which
he placed more faith than he would have owned to himself, slipped one day from his fingers, as he was In the
act of replacing it in its receptacle, and rolled Into a
rat-hole before his eyes, Avhence no efforts of his could
redeem i t !
He endeaA'oured to persuade himself that it was not
really of the slightest consequence, beyond the annoyance
of losing a coin he had kept so long; but reason Avas
vain—It fell on his spirits like an omen that his good
fortune had deserted him, and he could not shake it off.
The clcA'er solicitor to whom he had committed the
care of his defence, was surprised to see the loss of confidence In a man like Mr. Marchmont, and began to doubt
in his secret mind Avhether, after all, justice had not got
hold of the right criminal.
The trial was postponed, in the hope of entrapping
other parties connected Avitli the robbery; and, by the
curious fatality Avhich so often brings criminals into the
very den of justice, John Maryland actually ventured
over to England to negotiate the reward, and was apprehended. The others Avho Avere implicated were also
secured, and the trial came on.
So far as regarded Mr, Marchmont, the grand jury
Ignored the indictment against him, and he was immediately set at liberty; but the evil he feared overtook
him, nevertheless.
His old acquaintance and deadly enemy, John Maryland, chose to conduct his own defence; not from any
hope he entertained of obtaining an acquittal, but for
the opportunity that it afforded him of some revenge
upon Mr, Marchmont, H e knew his vulnerable points,
and had him into the witness-box, for no other reason
than by Irrelevant questions, and by abusing the latitude
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accorded to a man making his own defence, he contrived
not only to publish the fact of their former intercourse,
but to elicit the nature of his hold over Charles Herbert;
and though frequently reprimanded for consuming the
time of the Court In useless digressions, before he sat
down he had irremediably disfigured the fair face of Mr.
Marchmont's respectability, which was all he aimed at.
I t Avas not an entire consolation to Mr. Marchmont
that in those days the reward of burglary Avas hanging;
nor even that John Maryland and his companions were
not to be defrauded of their due. H e came out of court
that day, feeling that everybody knew him for the hard,
bad, cruel, and above all, the loiv-born man be was; and
he had not the comfort of the shelter of the slightest
self-deception as to the exceeding- unsightly object he
appeared. He saw himself, for the first time in his life,
with the eyes of others. His worst enemy—the man
Avhom he might have injured the most bitterly—Avould
have felt amply revenged, could he have known his feelings that day!
The reflected dishonour that would fall upon his son,
aff'ected him even more than the mortification to himself.
That young man, however, showed himself quite capable
of taking care of himself, and certainly did not fall a
victim to his filial piety.
H e was shocked and annoyed beyond measure at the
disclosures which had taken place. The stone had fallen
plump into the very midst of the beautiful glass-house
in which he dwelt before the eyes of society, viz,, the
position in the fashionable world into which he had
climbed in right of his own merits and his wife's connections. THE CHAUNTEY, of which he had been so proud,
had proved a fatal dowry!
He was, however, not entirely unequal to the emergency. He took the course of separating himself entirely
from his father in popular opinion, by declaring loudly
his own great scandal and distress at what had transpired ; he lamented pathetically the curse entailed upon
ill-gotten wealth, and made a parade of atoning for it by
handsome donations to all the charities most conspicuous
25—2
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to the public eye. Also, he built and endoAved a roAV of
alms-houses—AAhicli Avas less expensiA'e and looked quite
as well as if he hacl built a church ; he laid a threefold
varnish of respectability over his own proceeding-s; he
signified to his father that henceforth he could bold no
intercourse with him, and altogether conducted himself
with the most hard-hearted skill aud propriety Imaginable under such difficult circumstances.
There was hope for him that after aAvhile (if he did
not lose his property) he might again come to be looked
upon with complacency, ancl the affair, if recollected at
all, excite a certain sympathy that so respectable a man
should have had such a rascal for his father,
Mr, Marchmont did not entirely disapprove of this
conduct. He recognised it as the best course possible
under the circumstances, and as a touch of his OAvn
genius. To do him justice, he was A'ory glad that bis
son should make goocl his own position; but he did hope
that the official act of social repudiation would be accompanied by a few filial assurances and consolations administered in secret. He was quite willing to be sacrificed
ostensibly, but he desired and expected a fieAV marks of
affection from his son, as a thirsty man, lying sick aud
helpless, desires a draught of Avater; but they ncA'er
came, and Mr. Marchmont went away from England a
disheartened and miserable man.
He changed his name ; but his evil genius seemed to
have obtained the rule over him. It seemed to him as
though the birds of the air must whlsjier of his identity;
for go Avhere he Avould, he was recognised, and he had
become morbidly susceptible. He Avas not a Averse man
than he had ahvays been, but his success had departed
from him: he held himself aloof from everybody, and
fancied that he Avas avoided. The sense of isolation
preyed upon him, until one day he attempted to cut his
throat. As if he Avere destined to fail UOAV in whateA'er
he undertook, he did not cut it effectually, he only succeeded in inflicting a ghastly Avound, and Avas discovered
and subjected to medical treatment, which restored him
to life, with an ugly contraction of the muscles of the
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neck, Avhicli naturally attracted the attention of all who
saAV him. The rumour of his attempted suicide, coupled
with his solitary mode of life, added another shadow of
ill omen to his presence, and people greAv silent, or whispered together when he appeared.
He was an entirely miserable man, and as a last resource, took to drinking. I t did not make him any
happier, nor procure him any more social intercourse
Avitli his fellow-creatures. He had never possessed any
genial or jovial qualities, and people naturally shrank
from receiving an attempted suicide as a boon companion.
H e subsided Into a melancholy solitary sot, and after
dragging- out a fcAv miserable years, he finally died at an
obscure market-town in France, of delirium tremens.
Phillip Marchmont and his Avife attempted to establish
themselves at the Chauntry, after the exposure of the
trial had died out, succeeded by the over-growth of
many new scandals. The feeling against them in the
neighbourhood was, however, too strong for them to
stem. None of the country families called upon them,
or would take the slightest notice of them. The old
resident gentry bitterly resented that they had ever been
induced to receive the father, and it Avas some consolation
to their ruffled feelings to A'isit his sins upon the son.
They felt indignant, too, as at a personal injury, that
s-ach upstarts should have rooted out and dispossessed
the rightful family. In their disgust to the name of
Marchmont, they quite overlooked all that Cliarles
Herbert had done to bring his misfortunes ujpon his own
head.
After a short attempt to stand their ground, Phillip
Marchmont and his wife left the country. The Chauntry
lands Avere offered for sale, and were purchased by tlio
proprietor of the adjacent estate as a provision for his
younger son, who Avas going to be married.
But a melancholy tradition was associated Avith the
house. After the discovery of the stolen treasures, and
Charles Herbert's death, it Avas reported to bo haunted:
strange noises Avere heard there, aud old Gilbert Herbert
and hi;i idiot son Avcro t^aid to haant their old rooms.
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The house looked more lonely and dream-like than ever.
The architect Avho was consulted as to the possibility of
giving it a more cheerful aspect, discovered that the dryrot had made extensive progress in the walls and rafters;
it was, therefore, sentenced to be pulled down.
Some vestiges of Margaret's flower-garden, the " Nun's
Walk," and the avenue of Hme-trees, with some ruins
of the old gateway, still exist; but the old Cliauntry
itself has passed aAvay, though the tradition of it is still
preserved amongst the country people.
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CHAPTER LVII.
CONSTANCE continued for the remainder of that year an
Inmate with Mrs, Harrop, That excellent woman showed
herself still, as formerly, the same tender, wise, and
understanding friend. Whilst with her, Constance gradually recovered her health, which had been so rudely
shaken; and with her health, the tone of her sphits and
character became firm and calm. The dark clouds of
her past life had cleared off, leaving a clear, quiet sky
behind them, and she stood on the threshold of a new
life and ncAV duties.
Her whole nature appeared to have undergone a
change. Her character had become formed and firmly
knit. The vague aspirations and restless dreams of
youth had gone; but with them had departed also all
the vain hopes which, In their brightness and disappomtment, are the tax laid by Nature upon the buoyancy of
youth.
She had suffered so much, that henceforth she could
know no fear. She knew that nothing could be harder
to endure than what had already been laid upon her, and
this security Is no bad exchange for the fitful happiness
of passionate emotion; those who possess it, have purchased It too dearly not to knoAV Its worth. In person
she had grown lovelier than ever; her large, grave,
sweet eyes had a calm out-looking expression, as though
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they saw better things afar off. She Avas like one AVIIO,
after being shattered by pain and sickness, arises refreshed, and made Avliole out of a deep sleep.
The first instinct of her recovered strength was to take
up her life, and to do tlie Avork that naturally fell to her
lot. She was not objectless in life. She had, on the
contrary, a very clearly-defined position, and plenty of
occupation urgently awaiting her attention. Her place
in Yorkshire must be her home, ancl her presence there
Avas greatly needed.
AVhen she first spoke of departure, Mrs. Harrop endeavoured to dissuade her. She had hoped that she Avould
ahvays remain with them, and spoke eloquently of the
pleasure and comfort it Avould be for them all to live
together. But her husband agreed with Constance, and
strengthened her resolution. " If she had property, she
must do her duty by it," he said; and he thought Constance one of the most enviable Avomen in the world, to
be able to manage her estate for herself, and haA'e all
her own way as though she were a man. Of course, tho
oftener she came to see them, and the longer she stopped
with them, the better pleased ho would b e ; but .she
must stand in her own place, and take up her rightful
position.
There was no more to be said. In the beginning of
-spring, Constance prepared to depart from her kind
friends. Mr. Harrop Avas to accompany her, ancl it Avas
agreed that later in the year ]\Irs. Harrop should come
and stop Avith her as long as her husband Avould spare
hei'—until, indeed, he came to fetch her; and this prospect took away much of the present pain of separation,
Nanny, of course, Avent with Constance; she had greatly
recoA'crcd her health and strength during these blessed
months of rest.
Left alono in her OAVU house, Constance at first felt
depressed and lonely, but she Avas surprised to find hoAv
much she carried her own Avorld about with her: so different to Avliat it had been formerly, Avlien it Avas other
people and the place where they dwelt that made the
objects of her own life.
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She soon took root in new life, it had the real secret
of a home in i t ; she was needed there—she could not
go away elsewhere without something suffering or being
neglected by her absence; and that is a delicate flattery
to one's self-love and sense of duty at the same time,
which seldom appeals in vain. There were as many
country neighbours, and as much friendly Intercourse, as
she desired; accustomed as she hacl been to the life of
the Chauntry, she did not feel the desire for anything
more in the shape of gaiety or society,
*
Her lot Avas certainly, to all outAvard appearance, calm
and prosperous; those Avho did not knoAv her history
might haA'e thought it almost too free from ordinary
vexations and troubles to endure; but she had the draAVback ahvays exacted by Fate from all human prosperity.
She had clays of dai-kness, during AA'hich she Avas like the
picture of Faithful, in " Pilgrim's Progress," passing in
doubt, and dread, and desolate despondency, through the
valley of the shadoAv of death, a narroAV footing alone
dividing her from the madness that lurked In the
shadowy depths on either side.
These seasons were not of long duration, but she felt
always conscious of the dark presence that might at any
moment descend ancl over.shadoAv her beneath its fearful
wings.
To compensate, however, for these times of gloom, the
Intervening periods were so bright and cheerful, that
whilst they lasted, it Avas as though she could never knoAV
sorrow more.
During the lucid Intervals she enjoyed everything intensely; she seemed to enter into the very marroAV of
life. The knowledge that it was liable to be overshadoAved, only made her time of brightness more vivid.
As she advanced in life these seasons of blackness
came less frequently, and endured for a shorter time; but
they never entirely ceased to visit her. They served to
remind her that she had not made the sacrifice of her
life needlessly. She Avas cd one with herself. Once for
all she had accepted the conditions of her life, and she
enjoyed the peace that never fails to follow an entire
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obedience to whatever has been revealed to us " as meet,
right, and our bounden duty."
She looked calmly back, and could recognise that
when she Imagined at the time she had been making an
immense sacrifice, she had, in fact, been only making a
great escape; and very thankful she was, that she bad
not been allowed to marry such an entirely selfish man.
But when she renounced him, she renounced what she
candidly believed to be all the happiness that could ever
be offered to'her. She loved him with all the energy
of her nature, and she renounced him in obedience to a
sense of a higher obligation than personal happiness.
She had done so Avithout hesitation, and without any
Aveak endeavour to reconcile self-indulgence with selfdenial. That sacrifice of self, once made, Avas effectual
for ever. Never, through the whole course of her afterlife, did any storm of human passion come near to harass
her.
In early life, with an entire and perfect heart, she had
renounced the gratification of an intense affection, and
all idea of ever loving or being beloved again; and
because that act was perfect—not made Avith a treacherous
or divided mind—she had REST in her soul. It is the
divided heart that makes the misery and restlessness of
life,
A short time after Constance left Mrs, Harrop, her
mother died, somcAvhat suddenly; but it was a deliverance that could only be welcome, for the sake of all
parties,
Mrs, Harrop had two children,—a boy and a girl, and
as the estate Constance enjoyed came through Iklrs,
Harrop's ill-starred nephew, it was only reasonable and
natural that it should revert to the family, Constance
adopted for her heir her young namesake and godchild,
Avho was allowed to spend part of every year Avith her.
There was no danger that the heart or affections of Constance should lie dormant or go to rust.
Old Nanny died at an advanced age, quite reconciled
and contented with the lot that had been appomted to
her darling Constance,
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Mr, aud Mrs. Harrop lived long and happily together.
She once said to her husband,—
" If I had died of a broken heart, or gone into a convent when I was disappointed of marrying Charles Herbert, Avhat a number of good things I should have lost!
My dear, I am grown quite an old woman; but, upon my
honour, I am very glad to find myself allA'c!"
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L'ENVOY.
I F we have succeeded in articulating any principle in
this book, it is to entreat our readers to have boldness
to act up to the sternest requirements that duty claims
as right. Although it may at the time seem to slay
them, it will in the end prove life. Nothing they renounce
for the sake of a higher principle, will prove to have
been Avorth keeping,
AVe bid them farewell in the quaint words of H a r r y
Martin, which he wrote by way of an epitaph of himself,—
" Reader, if you ray AVOrds Avill onlj' trust.
You'll gladly do and suffer all you must,"

THE END.
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