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ONE LIFE, ONE LOYE.
CHAPTER I.
DKAMATIS rEESONiE.

"WiFS," cried Robert Hatrell, coming into the sunny merningroom where his wife and her daughter were sitting, the little girl in
the broad recessed window, with her tutor, puzzling over her first
French verb, while in front of the window a bed of pink tulips were
waving and nodding their rosy cups in the soft April wind. " Wife,
can you guess what good news I have brought you ? "
" Indeed, no, Rob, unless it is that you are going to take me for
a long drive—to Burnham Beeches, or the Forest, for instance."
She was not one of the indifferent, off-hand wives, who hardly
look up from their work or their book when a husband comes back
from his morning walk. She was not even one of those excellent
matrons whose affections are concentrated upon the nursery, for
whom babies have a higher claim than the bread-winner. Clara
Hatrell adored her husband, and was not ashamed to show her
affection for him in those trivial ways which mark the line between
love and toleration. She laid down her pen, rose from the little
Davenport, and went over to meet him as lis came flushed and
smiling into the sunshiny room.
" Better than that; ever so much better than that! "
" Not another diamond bracelet, I hope," she said, with a touch
of petulance.
He had a passion for buying things, an amiable weakness which
had been pleasant enough up to a certain point, but to which his
wife objected when it passed the limits of common sense.
" Ungrateful woman ! "
"You know, dear, I have more jewellery already than I care to
wear,"
B
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" I t is not a bracelet. It is not any kind of ornament for the
most ungrateful of women. Will that satisfy you ? "
The little girl never looked up from the indicative mood. The
glory of beginning a foreign language overcame her sense of weariness. The tutor never raised his eyelids from the eyes which watched
the child puzzling herself over her book; but he was listening
intently all the same.
" Not quite, Rob. You have been buying something. I can see
it in the sparkle of your eye. You have been wasting a heap of
money upon some trumpery or other."
" I have not spent—or incurred a liability—to the extent of three
and sixpence since I left this house ; but I have heard something
which may lead to my spending three or four thousand pounds
before we are much older."
" The land! " cried Clara, clasping her hands. " My meadows,
my gardens."
"Precisely. Young Florestan has made up his mind to part
with some superfluous territory; and as soon as the lavpyers are
ready to sell I shall be able to buy the extra acres for which my
fair land-grabber has been pining."
"What rapture! And we shall be able to extend the riverterrace to twice its present length, and I shall have an Italian
garden—a real Italian garden—with marble balustrades, and Pan
and Syrinx, and walls of cypress and yew, and a long avenue of
junipers
"
" My dearest dreamer, your cypress walls will take thirty or forty
years to arrive at perfection."
" They will be something to look forward to in our old age; and
we shall have the pleasure of planning everything, and watching
the things grow. The garden will be our own creation, an emanation from our very selves. Adam and Eve would have tried harder
to be worthy of Eden if it had not been ready-made."
Robert Hatrell had the sanguine temperament, and had a knack
of adopting any idea of his wife's with even greater enthusiasm than
her own. He was never more pleased than in pleasing her, yet
had marked tastes of his own—pictures, statues, foreign travel; a
man of no profession or pursuit, and of an energetic temper—energetic even to restlessness.
He was an only son, and had been lord of himself and of between
three and four thousand a year at an age when most young men are
still dependent upon parental benevolence. He had left Oxford
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without a degree, but with a reputation for considerable talent of
an artistic, social, and generally intangible character; he had
travelled and amused himself for half-a-dozen years, enjoying independence, health, and high spirits to the uttermost. He had had
his adventures, his disillusions, and his disappointments during that
long holiday ; and he had only sobered and settled down on marrying
one of the prettiest girls of her season, a girl fresh from a Buckinghamshire valley, where her people had been lords of the soil before the
Wars of the Roses. She had practically no money, but she came
of a race which claimed kindred with Hampden. She had the calm
and chaste beauty of the Florentine Venus ; she neither flirted nor
talked slang; and she knew no more about racing or cards than if
she had been still in the nursery. In a word, she was a girl whom
Wordsworth or Milton would have accepted as the fairest type ot
English girlhood ; and Robert Hatrell considered himself very lucky
in winning her for his wife.
His father had been a civil-engineer—a genius, successful in all
he touched. The rewards of his profession had been large and
rapid, and had tempted him to overwork, which resulted eventually,
after many notes of warning, in an appallingly sudden death.
Robert inherited with the engineer's fortune the engineer's ardent
temperament, which, on his part, showed itself in superfluous
energy—a feverish activity about trifles. There were times when, in
spite of fortune, happy home, and idolized wife, he felt that he had
made a mistake in his life, that it would have been better for him
to have worked hard and had a career like his father's. He read
of the two Brunels and the two Stephensons with a pang of
regret.
But on this bright April morning there was no shadow upon
Robert Hatrell's happiness ; no sense of a purpose and a career
missed; a hfe in somewise wasted. He talked of the additional
land as if it were the beginning and end of existence.
" It will just make the place perfect, Clara," he said. " You are
always right, love—we were terribly cramped when we made our
garden. The river-terrace is well enough, but we have no depth.
The grounds are unworthy of the house."
He opened a glass door and went out upon the lawn, his wife
following him. They stood side by side and looked first at the
house, and then at the garden, this way and that, and then at the
river.
Eleven years ago, on the eve of their marriage, he and Clara,
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riding together one morning, on the Berkshire side of the river,
between Reading and Henley, had discovered an old-fashioned
cottage in a good-sized garden, with a lawn sloping to the river.
There were a couple of meadows and an orchard behind the cottage,
di^'ided from it by a road, but the best part of the whole thing was
this river frontage of less than a quarter of a mile. The cottage
was to be let or sold, as a lop-sided board announced to the world
at large ; and the neglected garden gave evidence that it was a long
time since the last tenant had departed and left the place to gradual
decay. The lovers dismounted, found a door on the latch, and
explored the house, which was empty of human life ; albeit some
shabby furniture and a sandy cat in the kitchen indicated that a
caretaker had her habitation on the premises.
The thick walls, leaded casements, quaint old staircase and
corridor fascinated Clara. She was passionately fond of the river
and of the country in which she had been born and reared. Her
future home was to be in Chester Street, Belgravia ; but the exploration of the cottage suggested a delightful alternative.
" How sweet it would be to have this for a summer home, Rob ! "
she said; and Robert, who was at the period of his most abject
slavery, instantly decided that the cottage must be hers.
The negotiation of the purchase gave him something to do.
Alterations and additions and improvements would make a dehghtful
occupation for husband and wife after the honeymoon. The house
in Chester Street had been taken on a seven, fourteen, or twenty-one
years' lease; a most common-place busmess. It was furnished and
ready for them. Nothing more to do there. But this cottage would
afford endless work. He began to plan at once, even before he
knew the owner's name. Of course they must build a drawing-room,
and dining-room, and a couple of bedrooms, boudoir, and dressingroom on the floor above. The present sitting-room would make a
pretty hall by knocking down a lath and plaster partition, and
throwing in the passage. Those thick walls and great chestnut
beams were delightful. He saw his way to an artistic-looking house
for very httle money.
" I am nothing if not inventive," he said. " Remember what my
father did. Some faint trickle from that deep stream of intellectual
force ought to have come down to me."
" I'm sure you would be quite as clever as your father, and would
plan viaducts and things as he did, if it were required of you," said
Clara, admiringly.
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The cottage was bought, and was the plaything of the first and
second year of their married life—their chief amusement, occupation, and excitement. The cottage was always vrith them, and the
greatest pleasure of their foreign wanderings was found in bric-abrac shops, searching out strange and picturesque things for their
new home. At the end of those two years the cottage was no
longer a cottage, but a spacious and luxurious house, of moderate
elevation, with many gables, a tiled roof, and tall chimney stacks.
Mr. Hatrell had remembered Buskin's axiom that no house can be
picturesque in which the roof is not a prominent feature. The
garden had been made as perfect as its narrow hmits would allow;
but everybody felt, and many people said, that the house was too
large and too handsome for its surroundings.
They had occupied it for nine years, and the daughter who had
entered it a year-old baby was old enough to learn her first French
verb, although her education had been conducted in a very leisurely
manner; yet only to-day had come the hope of possessing the
adjoining land, which had been in the hands of trustees until two
or three months ago, when the heir had come of age.
The trustees had been unable to sell, and the heir had been
unwilling to sell, but a month at Monte Carlo had brought about
a change of tactics, and this morning Mr. Hatrell had seen the land
agent, and had been told that young Florestan would be glad of
an offer for so much of the home farm as might be wanted to
perfect Mr. Hatrell's holding.
"You will understand that as there is a river frontage, and the
land is eminently adapted for building, we shall want a good price
for it," said the agent.
" Let me know your price vsdthout an hour's unnecessary delay.
I'd rather not make an offer. I can't be buyer and seller too,"
answered Hatrell; and then he walked home at five miles an hour,
brimming over with delight, triumphant at having such news to
carry to his wife.
They looked this way and that, and talked, and pointed out
boundaries and distances. Those dear old chestnuts in the hedgerow must come down; the river-terrace must be continued along
there; the meadow would have to be levelled into an upper and
lower lawn; and there must be stone balustrades and flights of steps,
" I'm afraid it will cost a fortune," said Clara.
" We can afford to do it, dear, now we have given up the house
in Chester Street."
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They had discovered two or three years before that a London
house was a useless expense—an incubus even, since it obliged
them to live in town when they would rather be in the country.
They both infinitely preferred life in Berkshire to life in Belgravia,
so on the expiry of the first term of the lease they gave up the
house, and sold the bulk of the furniture to the incoming tenant.
And now they could spend as much of their time as they hked in
the house by the river, and could winter in Italy or Switzerland
without any scruples of conscience. When they wanted to reside
in London there were hotels ready to receive them; and, on the
other hand, they could enjoy many metropohtan pleasures while
resident at River Lawn, since the journey to the West End took
very little more than an hour.
The child had stuck to her book with dogged determination while
her mother and father were indoors ; but the sight of them standing
on the lawn was too much for her. Their animated gestures filled
her with curiosity. What were they pointing out to each other ?
What could they be talking about ?
Her tutor laid his long white fingers upon her shoulder, with the
slow caressing touch she knew so well.
"Where are your thoughts flying, Daisy?" he said gently.
"We shan't manage our two tenses if you don't attend better."
" I'm rather tired," said the little girl, " and I want to go to
mother."
" Let it be one tense, then, only one ; but it must be quite perfect.
Shut your book, and tell me the French for ' I am.' "
"Je suis," replied Daisy, watching those sunlit figures on the
lawn—her mother in a gown of cream-white woollen stuff, with an
orange-coloured handkerchief knotted loosely round her neck.
The tutor—tutor for love, not gain—never looked up. Dreamy
at the best of times, he was in an unusually meditative mood this
morning. He seemed to be giving a small portion of his brainpower to the child, while all the rest was lost in a labyrinth of
thought.
The present tense, indicative mood, of the verb " etre " was
repeated without a hitch.
" Good," said Ambrose Arden; " we wiU have the imperfect
tense to-morrow. And now you may run in the garden for half an
hour, before we read our English history. Perhaps you would like
to read out of doors."
" Very much, if you please, Uncle Ambrose."
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She put her arms round his neck, and laid her soft cheek against
his silky hair. He had pale auburn hair, which he wore rather long;
his skin was as fair as a woman's. Hair and complexion, and the
clear bright blue of the large dreamy eyes, gave something of
effeminacy to his appearance; but his features were large and
boldly cut, a longish nose inclining to aquiline, a strong chin, and
vnde, resolute mouth. He was tall and broad-shouldered, but had
the stoop of a bookish man, whose life was for the most part sedentary. AU his movements were slow and deliberate, and his full,
deep voice had slow and deliberate modulations—a legato movement
that answered to the gliding movements of his figure.
Daisy flew out to the lawn, like an arrow from a bow. She had
her mother's hazel eyes and her mother's vivacity, slim, straight,
and swift as Atalanta, with dark brown hair flying in the wind.
Ambrose Arden rose slowly, and sauntered after her.
" May I inquire the cause of all this excitement ? " he asked, as
he approached husband and wife.
" Didn't you hear just now, you man of ice ? " Robert Hatrell
exclaimed laughingly. " Can it be that mundane things have no
interest for you, that you have only ears and mind for the abstract ? "
" I heard something about Florestan's land."
" Precisely. Had you been more keenly interested in the welfare
of your friends you might have heard that I have now the chance
of buying the additional ground my poor Clara has been pining for
ever since we made our garden."
" I am very glad," said Arden, quietly.
" You don't look a bit glad," said Clara.
" I am one of those cold-blooded people whose faces do not
express what they feel. I am heartily glad, all the same—since you
and Hatrell are glad."
" Oh, it is Clara's business. This place is Clara's creation. She
can do what she likes with it," said Hatrell. " I'll have Cruden
over this afternoon to plan the new garden."
" But, my dear Rob, is it worth whUe to begin our plans before
we are even sure of the ground ? " remonstrated common sense in
the person of his wife.
" We are quite sure. It is only a question of a hundred or two,
more or less. Florestan wants money, and he can spare the land;
we want the land, and we can spare the money. There is always
so much time lost in beginning anything. I'll send for Cruden at
once."
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"Yes, and you and Mr. Cruden will have planned every detail
before I can make a single suggestion," said Clara. " I know your
impetuosity of old."
" My love, the new garden was your idea, and you shall carry it
out in your own way," replied her husband, " but we may as well
see Cruden's plan. He is the best man in this part of the country
for a job of that kind. We will do nothing without your approval."
Clara gave a little impatient sigh. She knew so well for how
little her approval would count when once the landscape gardener
and his men were set at work; how httle pause or leisure there
would be for thought or taste, and how the whole business would
be hurried along by her husband's impatient temper till all was fixed
and completed—for good or ill. And she knew that the loveliest
gardens she had seen had been the slow and gradual growth of care
and thought.
Mr. Cruden, however, was a prince among nurserymen. He had
taste and knowledge, and many acres of nursery ground ; and, if he
were but allowed time, all would no doubt be well.
Ambrose Arden stroUed down to his favourite seat under a weeping willow, which overhung the river and made a tent of tender
green above a rustic bench and table. There were cushions
scattered on the ground under the tree, and there was a doU sitting
with its sawdust back propped up against the trunk. These and
various lesson-books indicated that the spot was Daisy's chosen
resort. Here in fine weather she carried on her education, under
the affectionate guidance of her father's friend and neighbour,
Ambrose Arden.
When they bought their cottage at Lamford, Mr. and Mrs.
Hatrell found Mr. Arden estabhshed ui a small, square brick
house on the opposite side of the road, one of those ugly, useful
houses which people used to build seventy or eighty years ago
amidst loveliest scenery, houses which imply that at a certain
period of Enghsh history the sense of beauty was dead in the
English mind. Houses, as square and as unbeautiful, are built by
the dozen nowadays on the outskirts of French provincial towns,
and seem the natural outcome of the small bourgeois retired from
business. Time and the mild, moist atmosphere of the Thames
Valley had dealt kindly with this sordid building, and had covered
it from basement to roof with roses, passion-flower, woodbine, and
trumpet-ash. So clothed, and standing in the midst of an oldfashioned garden, it had assumed a certain humble prettiness, as the
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commonest labourer's cottage will, when it has time to ripen. It
was quite good enough for Ambrose Arden, the Oxford scholar, the
man who had carried off some of the chief prizes of a university
career, but whose name, from a social point of view, had been
written in water. Even the men of his year had scarcely heard of
him, or at most had heard of him as a poor creature, who neither
rowed nor hunted, nor spoke at the Union, nor gave wines;
a creature who only sat in his rooms and read.
He came to the square brick house at Lamford, a widower with
one child, a boy of three' years old. He had married a parson's
daughter in a village among the Welsh hills, and had lived with her
in that quiet, far-off world until their brief married life ended in
sudden darkness. Her son was just beginning to run alone, when
the young mother, who had never given up the pious and charitable
ways of the vicar's daughter, took the contagion of a deadly fever
by a sick-bed in a remote homestead, hidden among the hills, too
far for the elderly vicar to carry words of hope and consolation.
Ambrose Arden's wife had taken the duty of visiting these people
upon herself. The woman's husband had an evil repute, was
known to have ill-used his wife, and she was dying of some
mysterious disease, alone and friendless. Amy Arden went daily
to visit her, Ambrose walking with her, and while his wife read or
talked to the sick woman, he sat on a little rustic bridge that spanned
a trout-stream hard by, reading the book he always carried in the
pocket of his shooting-coat. Never had Ambrose Arden been
known to leave his house unsupplied with intellectual food of some
kind.
Whether the dying woman's malady was contagious, or whether
the house itself reeked with drain-poison the doctors never decided.
All Ambrose knew was that his young wife fell a victim to her own
large-hearted charity. From her childhood she had ministered to
her father's flock, and she was stricken with death in the path of
duty.
Mr. Arden left the rustic cottage in the Radnorshire village, in
which he had lived for three years in comfort and refinement upon
a very small income, which he had inherited from his mother.
He was an only child, the last, as he supposed, of a race that had
slowly exhausted itself; a race of gentlefolks who had neither toiled
nor spun, and who had done very little to distinguish themselves
in the busy places of this world. They were a Cheshire family, and
they had lived on their own land and had seen their importance
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and their means gradually decaying, from generation to generation,
without being moved to any strong stand-up fight against adverse
fortune. Some of them had been soldiers, and some of them had
been students, not undistinguished in the records of the Universitj';
but the active temper which can redeem the fortunes of a race had
been unkno'svn in the house of Arden.
Ambrose fled from Radnorshire with a great horror of the soil
on which he left the grave of his dead wife. He had been very
fond of her, not with a passionate or romantic attachment, but with
a mild and in some wise fatherly affection, appreciating the sweetness of a most perfect character. She had never been more to him
than a dear and tenderly loved friend; and his afiection at the
beginning of their married life had been as placid, temperate, and
serious as the love of grey-haired Darby for grey-haired Joan after
their golden wedding. It did not seem within the capacities of the
student's nature to care passionately for anything outside the world
of thought.
He went to London and lived in a lodguig near the British
Museum for about half a year, while his infant son was cared for
by a Httle stay-maker nt Roehampton, who had about half a rood
of garden-gi'ound behind her cottage. The boy throve well enough
in this humble home, and Ambrose used to walk to Roehampton
every Sunday to look at him. All his weekdays he spent in the
Reading-room of the Museum.
One day he discovered that his boy had grown very fond of liim.
He cried and clung to his father at parting; and then it first entered
into his father's mind that he might make a home for his son, and
for his books, which had accumulated rapidly since he had lived in
London, the temptations of the second-hand bookshops being irresistible to a man for whom the world of books was almost the only
world.
The valley of the Thames was fairer and more familiar to the
Oxonian than anj'' other part of England. It was also within reach
of the great Reading-room ; so it was on the banks of the Thames
that Ambrose Arden looked for a home. He found a cottage and
a good old garden lor thirty pounds a year, and, as his prowlings
about the lamplit streets within a one-mile radius of the Museum
had made him familiar with a great many brokers' shops, he had
no dififtculty in getting together the few articles of furniture necessary
for the establishment of a widower with an infant son. A carpenter
from Henley put up pitchpino shelves for the student's existing
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library, and provided space for future purchases, and with his books
and his son Ambrose Arden settled down to that dreamy life which
he had now been leading for between eleven and twelve years.
The Hatrells made their neighbour's acquaintance casually one
summer evening on the river, where the student was sitting in a
punt with his boy, the father absorbed in a book, the boy fishing,
moored to the willowy bank, and where Robert Hatrell was sculling
his wife slowly towards the sunset, in his capacious skiff, the strong
rhythmical stroke bearing witness to the time when he was one of
the best oars in the University eight. The casual acquaintance
soon ripened into an easy and familiar intercourse, and with the
passing years intimacy became friendship. The two men had been
at Oxford together, albeit they had no memory of having ever met
there. They had some tastes in common, although one was all
energy, the other all repose. Mrs. Hatrell was a voracious reader,
and looked to Mr. Arden for counsel and help in the choice of
books. By the new lights afforded by his wide knowledge of the
best authors, she found many a pleasant short cut to a higher level
of thought and culture than governess or professors had revealed to
her. She grew to depend upon him for intellectual guidance; and
it was with delight she accepted his offer to educate her only child
after his OVSTI plan.
" It seems almost absurd to see you wasting your time upon that
child," she said, feeling some compunction at the beginning of
things.
" I have plenty of time to waste, and Daisy's education will
serve as amusement and relaxation for me. Now that Cyril is at
Winchester I have no young thing to lighten my life except Daisy."
" But to see you teaching a child of seven seems rather like
setting a Nasmyth hammer to crack a nut."
" One of the boasted merits of the Nasmyth hammer is that it
can crack a nut. Let me think that I have not lost the lightness
and delicacy of a mind which can understand the -workings of a
child's brain.
The mother submitted, and was grateful; and it gradually became a familiar thing to see Ambrose Arden, the grave student of
seven and thirty, whose magnum opus was to make a revolution in
the history of philosophy, bending over the brown-eyed child, and
teaching her history upon his own plan, which was to begin in the
valley of the Euphrates, and travel gradually downward through
the ages, from the dim fairy- land of the East to the finished civiliza-
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tion of modern Europe. He had a genius for simplification, and
contrived to make the broad outlines of ancient history clear and
interesting even to that infant mind. He had travelled over all the
same ground with his boy, Cyi-il, who was now distinguishing himself at Winchester, whence he came nearly every saint's day to see
his father.
CHAPTER

II.

CONFIDENCES.

THE moon rose at nine o'clock that evening, and Robert Hatrell
sauntered into the garden after dinner to smoke and meditate upon
the projected improvements. With him action was eveiything,
and reverie, however pleasant, rarelj^ lasted long. To-night the
meditative mood lasted no longer than a single cigarette. That
finished he opened a httle gate in the kitchen garden, and strolled
across the road. Another little gate admitted him into his neighbour's garden, and he went straight to the open window of the
roomy parlour which Ambrose had converted into a study, by the
simple process of lining it from floor to ceiling with books. An old
knee-hole desk occupied the centre of the floor, and three chairs and
an old-fashioned sofa completed the sum of the furniture. It looked
a snug and congenial room for a student, shabby as it was, in the
light of the shaded lamp by which Ambrose sat reading, unconscious
that any one was looking in at him.
" Shut your dusty tome, old book-worm, and come for a stroll in
the moonlight," said Hatrell. Whereupon the student rose and
obeyed him without a word, like a man of weaker wUl obeying one
of stronger will.
A cigarette was offered and taken, and then the two men walked
along the road in silence, broken only by a common-place remark or
two about the weather and the night, until Robert Hatrell said
abruptly—
" Are you sure it was the same man ? "
" The man you have described to me ? Assuredly it was. What
other man should know your story? "
" No, perhaps not. I doubt if there is any one else who would
know."
" The whole matter is easy enough to imderstand. This man is
one of many, all on the verge of starvation, refugees of the Com-
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mune, who have been dragging out a miserable existence in London
since last May—nearly a year. I, who am a Republican and a
Nihilist in theory, have sympathies with these men who have tried
to reduce theory to practice. So I whipped up a few pounds, your
fiver among others, and took the money to a public-house in Greek
Street where my friends assemble of an evening, and distributed it
among them, in accordance with their necessities. WhUe teUing
these poor wretches the source of the money I happened to mention
your name, and the man followed me into the street afterwards and
questioned me about you. I naturally refused to answer questions
which I considered impertinent, and then he told me his story."
" And of course made the worst of it ? "
" He told it in a vindictive spirit."
" And you think, perhaps, that I ought to have acted differently—
that Claude Morel, the chemist's assistant, ought at this moment to
be my brother-in-law? "
" My dear Hatrell, a man's relations with women are just the one
part of his life which no other man has the right to question, and in
which counsel and opinion are worse than useless."
" That's no answer," exclaimed Hatrell, impatiently. " Why
don't you say at once that I ought to have married a milliner's
apprentice and had that man for my brother-in-law ? "
" He would not have been a very agreeable connection, I admit,
in practice, although in theory all men are equal. There are plenty
of men of as low a grade socially whom I would accept as my friend
and equal to-morrow—but not Claude Morel. The fellow bears the
brand of Cain upon his forehead. It was men of his stamp who
made the Commune what it was. He was one of their speakers,
the intellectual element, the force that set other men's brains on
fire. I was sorry to see great hulking, honest fellows under his
influence. I could read the history of last year's riot and murder
in that little room in Soho. A very dangerous man, your Claude
Morel."
" Yet you think he ought to have been my brother-in-law," said
Hatrell, slashing at the flowery bank with his stick, harping irritably
on the question.
" No, no, no! Since you were not so far entangled with the
sister as to
"
" But I was entangled. I loved her, man. Yes, I was over head
and ears in love with that milliner's apprentice; and had more than
half a mind to fling prudence to the winds and marry her. She
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was very young, very confiding, and altogether innocent. Yes,
a grisette in Paris, and innocent, God knows how long that would
last. She had left her native village less than a year before I met
her; had travelled to Paris to find her brother, who had apprenticed
her to a milhner in the Rue Neuve des Petits Champs. We met by
purest accident in a street crowd; she hustled and frightened in the
mob. I happened to protect her. I walked home with her, ever
so far—beyond the Bastille—and so began an acquaintance which
might have ended—God knows how—if that young man had not
tried to force the running. I have to thank his violence, not my
prudence, for my escape, and for my sweet English wife. I shudder
to think of the difference such a marriage as that must have made
in my life."
" That depends upon the strength of your love," said Arden.
" I can imagine a man loving so deeply and truly as never to regret
having married beneath him."
" No, Arden; repentance must come. It is the after-taste of
passion; and a gentleman's love for a peasant girl can be only
passion at best."
" That depends upon the gentleman."
" Ah, you are in your provoking mood to-night, I see. Did this
fellow tell you what has become of his sister—whether she is dead
or living ? "
" No, he went into no particulars, nor did I encourage him by
asking questions. He talked of broken promises, broken hearts,
a blighted life, pride, and cruelty—talked as you may suppose
a Communist, nurtured upon Le Pere Duchesne, would talk of an
English gentleman who had, in his idea, compromised and disappointed his sister. I cut him as short as I possibly could, only
I considered it my duty to let you know that the man is in London,
and that he threatens to hunt you out and revenge his sister's
wrongs—her supposed wrongs, we will say—in some way or other."
" That means lying in wait for me at the comer of a London street
to shoot me, or to throw vitriol in my face, I suppose," said Hatrell,
with a scornful laugh. " I must take my chance of the bullet or the
vitriol."
" It may be only an empty threat; but I own I don't like the
man's physiognomy or his history, and I recommend you to be on
your guard. It might be wise to try and get him out of the country.
I dare say he would emigrate to one of the colonies if emigration
were made profitable to him."
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" Arden, do you think I am such a poltroon as to buy my life from
a foreign bully ? He threatened me in Paris, and I turned him out
of my room neck and crop. He wanted to frighten me into a marriage
with his sister by pretending to believe that I was her seducer.
But that was not the worst. When I told him that marriage was
impossible he insinuated that there might be other arrangements.
A wealthy EngHshman in love with a girl of inferior station might
make such a settlement as would ensure the comfort and respectability of her future life, without the legal tie. In a word, the man
was, and is, a scoundrel. He knew that I was rich, and he wanted
to make a market out of me. Don't you know that chantage is
a profession in Paris ; a profession to which a lazy scoundrel looks
as the one royal road to competence ? And he found that I was
not a singing bird. Whatever debt I owed to my little Toinette, it
was not one that he could force me to pay. And do you suppose
that now, fourteen years after, I would reward his bluster with the
concession of so much as a sixpence ? If you do think so poorly of
me, Arden, you must be a very bad judge of human nature."
! " Perhaps I am wrong, but I have your wife to think of as well as
you. What if this man were to come here and tell his story
"
" To my wife ? Let him. She will believe no man's word
against mine. Indeed I have talked to her about Antoinette; or at
least I have told her, half in sport and half in earnest, that I was
once in love with a grisette: and I am not afraid to tell her the
whole truth, that in my salad days, two years before I saw her fair
young face, I was very hard hit by that same grisette, and trifled
with her longer than I ought, and had even half a mind to marry
her, and only pulled myself up sharp when her brute of a brother
interfered. I need not tell her that I sent the girl a hundred pounds
in my farewell letter, and wished her a good husband in her own
rank of life, who would respect her all the more for that dot, and
for the knowledge that I could sign myself in all sincerity and
honour her faithful friend. Ah, Ambrose Arden, you who have
given your heart to books can never imagine how this foolish heart
of mine ached as I wrote that letter."
" I ovm that I have lived more among books than among human
beings; yet I can conceive the possibility of an overmastering love
bearing down all barriers, weighing caste and circumstance as
feathers in the scale against passion. But what I cannot conceive is
that such intense feeling can be transient, that such a love can ever
give place to another."
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"Ah, but you sec I do not pretend that my fancy for Antoinette
was ever a grande passion. My heart ached at throwing her oft',
but the heartache came as much from my sympathy with her in
her disappointment as from my own sense of loss. I was never
really in love till I met Clara."
" She accepted j^our hundred pounds, I suppose ? "
" I hope so. It never came back to me; but as I received no
acknowledgment from my poor httle friend it is likely enough her
brother intercepted my money and her letter, counselled her to
refuse the gift indignantly perhaps, and then put my bank-notes in
his pocket. I believe this fellow to be capable of anything sneaking
and infamous."
"And you never heard of Antoinette after that letter? "
"Never. I left Paris the next day. The city seemed dull and
dark without the light of those southern eyes. It was in autumn,
the dead season, and I went off' to Petersburg, and thence to Odessa
to look at my father's work there, and to feel sorry I was not as
good a man as he. The air has turned chilly. Will you come in
and play a rubber ? "
" With pleasure."
They turned and went back to River Lawn. They went in by
the hall door into that roomy, low-ceiled hall which had formed the
greater part of the basement of the original cottage, and which was
a triumph of engineering skill on Mr. Hatrell's part. Ponderous
cherry-wood beams supported the ceiling, which was further sustained by two oak pillars carved in a bold and vigorous style of art
which looked as if it had been executed under the Heptarchy. A
procession of short-nosed Druids and Saxon kings, with Boadicea in
her chariot leading the way, encircled those stunted pillars in a
diagonal line, and many an erudite person had expatiated upon
their antique preciousness until silenced by Robert Hatrell's uproarious laughter.
To-night in the shine of the lamps the hall glowed with the vi\-id
hues of Italian stripes and Persian embroidery, and throun-h the
open door the large airy drawing-room revealed its more delicate
colouring and cool sea-green draperies. Mother and daughter were
sitting at a small round table, with the light of a reading-lamp concentrated upon their bright eager faces, as they arranged the pieces
of a large puzzle map, the child intensely eager to forestal her mother
" Oh, mother, you've put India next to Russia—one so hot and
the other so cold. That can't be right," cried Daisy.
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The round Chippendale card-table was set ready at a respectful
distance from the fire. Two shaded lamps shed their mild radiance
upon the cards and the markers. The rubber was a nightly institution, and there were few evenings upon which Ambrose Arden did
not come in to take his part in the game, he and Mrs. Hatrell playing against the master of the house, who Hked no partner at whist
so well as dummy. Clara and her partner were in perfect sympathy
in their dishke of cards, and therefore they both played an unimpassioned, ineffectual, and often inattentive game, which left Robert
Hatrell master of the situation. He played with a fervour and
vigour which would have carried a Bill through the House, or
silenced an enemy's fort; and he enjoyed the eager, rapid hour's
play with an enjoyment which was exhilarating to his companions;
and then, the hour having ended in his triumph, and the complete
humihation of his opponents,'_he would rise from the table, exultant
and beaming, and pace up and down the room, talking as few men
can talk, with a rush of eloquence even about small things.
When the three players had taken their seats Daisy came to say
good night, having stayed up till half-past nine—a prodigious indulgence.
She kissed her mother and father, and then went to Mr. Arden,
and put her arms xound his neck and kissed him almost as fondly
as she had kissed the other two. He detained her for a minute or
so while Hatrell was dealing for the always favoured dummy.
" Shall we have the imperfect tense to-morrow, Daisy ? "
" Yes, I nearly know it now. I shall quite know it to-morrow."
" And to-morrow wiU be to-day; and even these kisses of yours
wiU be in the imperfect tense—won't they, pet ?—things that have
been. God bless mother's treasure. Good night 1 "
He said the words almost reverently, with a touch of deeper
feeling than is usually given to fatherly good nights. Robert Hatrell
had not even looked up from the cards when his child kissed him.
It was a pretty domestic picture in the cheerful hght of lamps
and fire—the three figures at the table, so calm, so reposeful, with
such passionless countenances, the child's vivid face moving amidst
them, looking with rapid glances from one to the other. Family
affection, unclouded peace, unquestioning love, could hardly be
more perfectly expressed than they were that night in Robert
Hatrell's drawing-room.
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CHAPTER III.
BEFOIJE THE COEONER,

IN the Evenmg Standard of Wednesday, July 7,1872, appeared the
following: —•
MTSTEEIOUS DISAPEEAEANCE.—Much anxiety is being felt by the
family and friends of Mr. Robert Hatrell, of River Lawn, Lamford,
near Henley, who has been missing since last Monday afternoon.
He left the Union Bank, Cockspur Street, at three o'clock on tliat
day, in company with a friend, intending to walk fo Lincoln's Inn
Fields; but he was accosted in Cranbourne Street by a middle-aged
woman of genteel appearance, whom he accompanied in tlie direction of Greek Street, after taking le^ve of his friend. He had in
his possession a parcel of Bank of England notes to the amount of
some thousands, and it is greatly feared that he has been made
away with on account of this money. The poUce have been on the
alert since yesterday morning, but up to a late hour last night no
discovery had been made.
The following notice appeared in the Times on July 8 :—
DREADFUL M U E D E B IN DEN^JAEK STEEET, BLOOiiSBriiT.—The

mystery of Mr. Hatrell's disappearance has been solved, and the
worst fears of his famUy and friends are reaUzed. On the 30th ult..
a foreigner, of respectable appearance, representing himself as a
journeyman watchmaker, employed at Mr. Walker's, CornhiU, took
a second-floor back bedroom at Xo. 49, Denmark Street, paying
a week's rent in advance. He appeared to be a person of orderly
and sober habits. He was out of doors all day, and he went in and
out morning and evening without attracting any notice from his
fellow-lodgers. He waited upon himself, and always locked his
door before going out. There was therefore no curiosity excited
by the fact that his room remained closed during the whole of last
Tuesday, and although no one had seen the lodger in question, it
was supposed that he had gone out at the usual hour in the morning
and had let himself in at the usual hour in the evening. The house
is in the occupation of three difi"erent famihes—the first floor being
occupied by a working taUor, and the front room used as a workBhop for three or fo r men. The foreigner, who gave the name of
Saqui, and representi d himself as a French Swiss, from the depart-
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ment of the Jura, had been accommodated with a latch key. It
was only at six o'clock yesterday morning, when the landlady
knocked at the door of the second-floor back, with the intention
of asking her lodger to leave his room open in order that she might
clean it during his absence, that suspicion was first aroused. His
hour for leaving the house was supposed to be about seven, and not
being able to obtain any reply at six, the woman concluded that he
had been out all night, and proceeded to inquire of the other lodgers
•when he had been last seen, she herself not having seen him since
Monday morning—when he passed her in the passage at a quarterpast seven on his way out. No one remembered having seen him
or heard any movement in his room since Monday afternoon, when
one of the men in the tailor's workshop had seen him pass the open
door on his way downstairs. Suspicion being now aroused the door
was broken open, and a terrible spectacle met the view of those
who entered the room. A man was found lying on the floor,
stabbed through the heart. He had been stabbed in the back, and
there were three wounds, two out of which were deadly. No
weapon has yet been found, but, from the nature of the wounds, it
is supposed that they were inflicted by a double-edged knife. The
body was surrounded by the bedclothing, which had been stripped
off the bed and spread about the murdered man so as to absorb the
blood that might otherwise have stained the ceiling below. Death
must have been instantaneous. The deceased was a man whom
few antagonists would have cared to attack single-handed. His
pockets had been rifled, but his clothing was not disturbed, and
identification followed almost immediately upon the tidings of the
murder being conveyed to Scotland Yard.
Mr. Hatrell had-drawn a considerable sum of money out of the
bank, and was on his way to a sohcitor's office in Lincoln's Inn
Fields, to complete the purchase of an estate, at the time he was
decoyed to Denmark Street.
'. The police are actively engaged in the pursuit of the murderer,
and are said to be already in possession of an important clue. A
reward of five hundred pounds has been offered by the family ot
the deceased.
Extracts from the Report of the Inquest, published in the Times
of the following day, July 9 :—
Colonel MacDonald stated that he was an intimate friend of the
deceased, and that he had lunched with him at the Army and Navy
Club on Monday, the 5th inst. Deceased was in particularly high
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spirits during luncheon, being much elated at the prospect of passing
into immediate possession of a smaU estate adjouiing his own
grounds on the banks of the Thames. The estate was under ten
acres, but the situation of the land was exceptional, and the amount
to be paid for it was large—close upon four thousand pounds. He,
Colonel MacDonald, could not remember the exact sum.
After luncheon he offered to accompany the deceased to the
bank, where he was to cash a cheque for the purchase-money, and
from the bank—the West End branch of the Union Bank of London,
in Cockspur Street—he offered to walk with him to Lincoln's Inn
Fields, the deceased being somewhat in advance of the hour named
for the interview with the vendor's sohcitors. He and the deceased
had been at Eton together, and he was, he beUeved, one of !Mr.
HatreU's oldest and most intimate friends. They were in the habit
of meeting frequently hi London, and he had often visited Mr.
HatreU in his house in Buckinghamshire.
CoEONEE: Were you with the deceased at the counter of the
bank when he cashed his cheque ?
COL. !MACDONALD : I was standing at his elbow at the time.
Did you observe where he put the notes ?
He put them into a Russia leather note-case, which he placed in
his breast-pocket. He was wearing a frock coat. I advised him
to button his coat, more in jest than in earnest, as I considered the
money perfectly safe where he had placed it.
When you left the bank with him, did you observe any suspiciouslooking person hanging about upon either side of the street ? Had
you any reason to suppose that your friend was watched.
Not the slightest. But I do not mean to state as a fact that there
was no one lurkmg about or watching him. The idea of such a
probability never entered into my mind. There was nothing out of
the common in two men going in and coming out of a bank. The
fact of Mr. HatreU carrying some thousands could only be known to
any one from previous information.
Did anything occur on your way to Cranbourne Street to suggest
the notion that you were being followed ?
Nothing. But if we had been foUowed the fact would, in all
probabiUty, have been unnoticed by either of us. We were engaged
in conversation the whole time, and we were passing through a busy
part of London. Nothing happened to my knowledge out of the
common way untU we entered Cranbourne Street, where a middleaged woman, of respectable appearance, approached my friend and
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spoke to him in French. He stopped to answer her, and I drew
a little way off while they were talking.
Did you hear much of their conversation ?
Very little. I was standing with my back to them, looking into
a print shop. I am not much good at the French language, and
they were speaking French all the time.
Was it a long conversation ?
It seemed longish to me. I was waiting for my friend, and had
very little to engage my attention. I don't suppose the conversation really lasted ten minutes.
You must have overheard something. You know some French,
I suppose ?
I overheard enough to know that the woman was talking of some
person who was very ill, in a dying state, as I understood, and who
wanted to see Hatrell. The woman seemed to be pleading for this
dying person. I heard the name Antoinette repeated two or three
times in the course of the conversation. Hatrell walked a few
paces further with me after this, leaving the Frenchwoman waiting
for him. He told me that he felt himself obliged to go with this
woman to see some one—an old acquaintance. The visit would be
a matter of less than an hour, as the house was not far off; and in
the meantime he wanted me to go on to the solicitors in Lincoln's
Inn Fields, to explain his unavoidable delay, and to assure them
that he would be with them half an hour after the appointment,
which was for four o'clock. " I shall take a hansom as soon as
I have—seen this person," he said. " It is an urgent case—sickness
—destitution." I reminded him of the large sum of money on his
person, and asked him if the woman was known to him. He told
me that she was—indirectly. She was nearly related to the person
he was going to see, who was an old acquaintance. "You don't
suppose I'm going to be decoyed and murdered ? " he said, laughing ; and, upon my word, with his magnificent physique and perfect
vigour of health and manhood, he seemed about the last man whom
any one would try to decoy, in the heart of London and in broad
daylight. The idea seemed as preposterous to me as it did to him.
He told me I could carry the money to the solicitors myself if I
liked, an offer which I laughingly declined; and so he left me,
never to be seen by these eyes again, as a living man. The witness
was here deeply affected, and the coroner paused for some moments
before continuing the examination.
Did you see the direction in which the deceased and his companion went away ?
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Yes. I turned to watch them. They went into Cranbourne
AUey.
That was the last you saw of them ?
Yes. There was one thing which I observed on my way towards
St. Martin's Lane which, it has since occurred to me, might have
some bearing upon my poor friend's fate. As I passed a smaU
ItaUan coffee-house a few doors from the spot at which Hatrell and
I parted, I noticed a man standing in the doorway, looking down
the street in the direction of Cranbourne Alley, and it seemed to
me, on after consideration, that he was standing there for a purpose,
on the watch for something or some one in the street. He had a
more intent look than a casual idler would have had. I crossed the
road almost immediately after I observed this man, and I loitered
a little on my way to St. Martin's Lane, looking at one or two shops."
As I waited at the corner with my face towards Long Acre, a hansom
passed close by me, and I recognized the man being driven in it as
the same man I had seen at the door of the cafe.
v
Should you know the man if you were to see him again ?
I'm afraid not. It was the expression of his face that struck me
—not the face itself. He had a keen, eager look, like a man in a
desperate hurry. The cabman was driving very fast, the wheel
almost grazed me as the cab shot round the corner.
In what direction was the cab going ?
Towards St. GUes's Church.
That would be in the direction of Denmark Street, would it not ?
Yes. It is the way to Denmark Street. I walked over the
gi'ound this morning.
The witness appeared deeply affected, but gave his evidence in
a straightforward and business-like manner.
You had known the deceased from boyhood, you say. Did you
know anj'thing in the history of his hfe calculated to throw any
light upon his conduct in so readily accompanying this foreign
woman to Denmark Street ?
Nothing.
You had never heard of his having relations with a person called
Antoinette ?
No. I never heard of any one by that name. But I have heard
him speak of a girl in Paris ^vith whom he was in love two or three
years before his marriage.
Do you suppose that there was an intrigue between him and
that girl I
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I think not. He spoke of her quite frankly, and on one occasion
in the presence of his wife, to whom he was most devoted. I remember that upon that occasion his romantic passion for the
Frenchwoman was joked about by husband and wife. I do not
for a moment believe in any dishonourable connection in his past
life.
But you think that Antoinette may have been the name of the
girl he admired ?
I think it very likely.
And that the name was used as a lure to get him to the house
in Denmark Street ?
I have no doubt that it was so.
When did you first hear of his disappearance ?
Early the following day, when I received a telegram from his
wife, asking for information about him. Mrs. Hatrell knew that
her husband was to lunch with me on Monday, and naturally
applied to me when first she took alarm.
A member of the firm of solicitors in Lincoln's Inn Fields gave
evidence as to the appointment made by the deceased for the
payment of the purchase-money, £3,865, and the execution of
the conveyance. This witness described the arrival of Colonel
MacDonald with the message from the deceased, and the surpiise
that was felt at Mr. Hatrell's non-arrival, it being known to the
firm that he was a man of punctual and business-like habits, and
particularly anxious to pass into possession of the property in
question.
The Bank clerk who cashed Mr. Hatrell's cheque, deposed to
the amounts and numbers of the notes, and stated that the police
were already in possession of these numbers, and on the alert to
discover any attempt that might be made to dispose of the notes
either in England or on the C ontinent.
Mrs. Moore, the landlady of the house in Denmark Street,
described the appearance and characteristics of the foreigner who
engaged her second-floor back bedi'oom on the Thursday preceding
the murder.
He was a very civU-spoken man. He looked quite the gentleman. He spoke English like a foreigner, and I believe he was a
Frenchman. His way of talk was quite difi'erent from a German
gentleman, in the tailoring, who occupies my first floor. I should
certainly have put him down as a Frenchman, and he told he was a
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French Swiss, from the neighbourhood of Neuchatel, and that he
worked for Mr. Walker, of CornhiU. I couldn't have wished for a
more respectable lodger. He off'ered me a week's rent in advance,
as he was a stranger, and I did not hesitate about taking him.
There was nothing repulsive or disreputable in his appearance—
nothing that set you against him ?
Nothing. He told me that he should want no attendance, as he
was used to waiting upon himself. If he wanted a cup of tea he
would take the teapot down to my back kitchen—I don't burn any
fire in the front room in summer time—and would boU up my
kettle. All he would want would be for me to clean his room once
or twice a week.
Did he bring any luggage ?
Only one small portmanteau. The police have taken that away.
It was opened in my presence, and there was nothing in it except
an old pair of trousers, a brush and comb, and a few foreign books
and newspapers.
Were you at home on the day of the murder ?
Yes, I was indoors all that day.
Yet you did not see or hear the deceased come into the house ?
I was in my back kitchen most of the day doing my weekljwash.
Could you not hear people go in or out of the street-door when
you were in the back kitchen ?
Yes, I could hear them going along the passage and upstairs, but
I wasn't likely to take notice of who went out or came in. The men
from the tailor's workshop used to go in and out and up and down
at all hours. There are other lodgers in the attics, and an old lady
and gentleman in the parlours. I might have noticed a stranger's
step, perhaps, if I had been on the listen, for I knew the footsteps
of most of the lodgers ; but I was very busy with my wash, and I
didn't take much notice.
"^Tiat was the state of the room when you and Mr. Schmidt
broke open the door ?
The deceased was Ij'ing on his face, stabbed through the back.
The bed curtain was drawn. A counterpane and blanket had been
dragged off the bed and placed round the deceased so as to sop up
the blood.
Was there anything to indicate that the murderer's clothes or
hands were bloody when he left the room—any smears upon the
door, or traces of bloody footprints on the floor ?
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There wasn't a sign of anything of that kind, but there was
bloodstained water in the wash-basin, and a towel stauied with
blood on the washstand. The police examined the room.
Should you know your lodger if you were to see him again ?
I could swear to him anywhere,
John Smallman, journeyman taUor, deposed to having seen the
Frenchman go downstairs some time on Monday afternoon. He
took notice of the fact, as on Friday and Saturday the man had
been out all day, and was supposed to be in constant employment
in the watch-making trade. He laughed and told one of his mates
that the Frenchman had been keeping St. Monday. He could not
say the precise time at which he had seen the man pass the landing,
but knew that it was some time after four, and that the church
clock hard by had not struck five. He generally went out for
his tea when St. GUes's Church clock struck five.
Did you notice anything peculiar about the appearance of the
man as he passed the landing ?
No. He walked with a bit of a swagger, and he was whistling
softly to himself as he went downstairs. He was whistling that
tune French people are so uncommon fond of.
The MarseiUaise, perhaps, you mean ?
No. It was the other tune—Young Dunoy.
Partant pour la Syrie f
Yes, that was it.
Had you or any of your mates struck up an intimacy with this
Frenchman—had you got into conversation with him upon any
occasion ?
Not us. He was a very close party, and seemed to think himself a good bit above the rest of the lodgers. He'd only been in the
house a few days before the murder.
Did none of you see him after that Monday afternoon ?
None of us. I don't believe he ever entered the house after he
left it that time.
A cabman, who had come forward of his own accord, deposed to
having driven a man from Cranbourne Street to the corner of
Denmark Street about half-past three o'clock on the afternoon of
the murder. The man haUed him from the pavement in front
of an Italian coft'ee-shop. He told him to drive as fast as he could
go, and he should have double fare. He did drive fast, getting over

26

One Life, One Love.

the distance in about five minutes, and the man gave him a florin.
He got out at the corner of the street nearest the church. Witness
stopped to see where he went, and he saw him enter a house on
the right-hand side of the street, which he had since identified as
the house where the murder was committed. AYitness beUeved that
he would be able to recognize the man in question. He was a darkcomplexioned man, between thirty and forty, rather a good-looking
man, and he looked like a foreigner—French or Italian, most likely
Itahan.
The medical evidence indicated that two out of the three wounds
had pierced the heart and that death must have been almost instantaneous. The deceased was a very powerful man, heart and lungs
sound as a bell. Such a man could not have been attacked singlehanded, unless taken completely off his guard.
There were other witnesses examined, and the inquest was
adjourned for a week, the usual order being given for the burial of
the deceased in accordance with the desire ofhis friends.
The adjourned inquiry evolved very little additional information.
Much of the original evidence was repeated, but no new facts had
been discovered relative to the murderer, except Mr. Walker's
repudiation of any knowledge of such a man's existence. No man
of that name had ever been employed in Mr. Walker's workshops
in CornhiU. The poUce had up to this time totaUy faUed in their
efforts to trace either the missing man, or the missing notes. The
murder not having been discovered untU a day and a half after it
had been done, the murderer had had ample time to cross the
Channel before the police were on his track. He would probably
endeavour to dispose of the notes in Holland or in Germany, and
perhaps leave Hamburg or Bremen for America. The London
police were in communication with their brotherhood on the
Continent, and all suspicious departures from Havre, MarseiUes,
Antwerp, Hamburg, Bremen, or any of the principal ports would
be noted. The large reward which had been offered by the widow
of the deceased was calculated to stimulate the energies of Scotland Yard; but the efforts of Scotland Yard resulted only in the
following up of various false scents, all alike leading to disappointment and disgust.
The one scent which, if it could have been foUowed whUe it was
warm, should have led to the apprehension of the murderer, was a
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lost scent, because the lapse of time had made it cold before the
Scotland Yard pack could be laid on.
Ten days after the murder there came communications from the
Credit Lyonnais at Nice, from the Credit Lyonnais at Cannes, and
from Mr. Smith's bank at Monte Carlo, which disposed of the
question as to what had become of the money which should have
been paid for young Squire Florestan's river-meadows, the bundle
of notes which Robert Hatrell had pocketed so gaily that summer
afternoon after his cheery luncheon at the Army and Navy Club.
In the morning of July 7 an elderly woman had called at the
Credit Lyonnais at Cannes to exchange two notes of £500 each for
French money. She was a person of ladylike appearance and
manners, spoke French with a Parisian accent, and impressed the
cashier as a personage to whom the utmost respect was due. She
was very particular in exacting the fullest rate of exchange for her
thousand pounds, and seemed to take a miserly delight in the trifling
profit made on the transaction. She informed the cashier, en
passant, that she had hired a villa in the Quartier de Californie, and
that she required the greater part of this money to pay half the
season's rent in advance. She added also, en passant, that the
people of Cannes were usurious in their insistance upon payment
beforehand from a tenant whose integrity and whose means it was
impossible to doubt. This was said with an air of quiet dignity
which confirmed the cashier in his idea that he was dealing with a
" personage."
These details were communicated later in confidential talk with
the detective who foUowed up the clue ; the main fact telegraphed
to Scotland Yard v/as the fact that such and such notes had been
turned into French money.
From Monte Carlo came an account of a larger transaction. An
elderly lady of aristocratic appearance had called at the English
Bank there late on the afternoon of July 7, and had changed three
Bank of England notes for £500 each, taking in exchange French
notes, twenty franc pieces, and those large gold pieces of a hundred
francs, which make so fine a display in a rouleau on a trente et
quarante table. Here, as at Cannes, the cashier had been impressed
by the lady's distinction of manner and perfect savoir /aire. The
easy way in which she handled a five hundred pound note indicated
long experience of wealth. A gambler evidently, thought the
cashier, but a woman rich enough to afford to gamble without any
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sordid anxiety as to the result; a person whose presence did honour
to the delightful Uttle settlement on the rock.
From Nice came a third telegram. Elderly woman exchanged
two notes, such and such numbers as advertised, for £500 each, and
one, also number as advertised, for £250, on July 8, at 11 o'clock
a,m., at the Credit Lyonnais.
A letter foUowing the above telegram informed the authorities of
Scotland \''ard that the elderly woman in question was of distinguished appearance, speaking French perfectly, and supposed by
the cashier to be a Frenchwoman. She had alleged as her reason
for changing the notes that she had bought a plot of land at Beaulieu, with the intention of bmlding a vUla there, and she preferred
to pay for it in French money. The owner of the land, she added,
was an ignorant man, who seemed never to hvae seen a Bank of
England note ; and there was also the advantage upon the exchange.
Again, as at Cannes, the distinguished elderly lady showed herself
eager for the utmost profit upon the exchange.
The money taken from the murdered man was thus accounted
for—within a hundred and fifteen pounds. The odd money being
in smaller notes might easily be disposed of without leaving any
trace in the memory of the people who received it. There could
be very little doubt that the elderly lady of Cannes was identical
with the elderly lady of Nice and Monte Carlo. Her description as
given by the three cashiers tallied in every particular, especially in
the trifling detaU of a rather noticeable mole just above the outer
corner of the left eyebrow, and in another detaU as to the lady's
hands, which were remarkable for their whiteness and delicacy of
form—^hands which had gone a long way towards suggesting the
idea of the lady's patrician birth and refined breeding to the minds
of the three cashiers.
One of the cleverest detectives in London charged himself with
the task of following the trail of this nameless lady, taking up the
thread at Nice after a quarter-past eleven upon the 8th July, which
was the time of her latest recorded appearance.
It needed a good deal of close work in the way of inquiry at
nearly every hotel in the city to discover that an elderly Frenchwoman of good appearance spent the night of July 7tli at the Hotel
des Princes, that she arrived by the late train from IMonte Carlo,
that her only luggage consisted of a hand-bag, neither large nor
heavy, that she went out soon after ten o'clock on the morning of
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the 8th, lunched in her own room at twelve, and left the hotel at
half-past twelve in a cab, which was caUed for her at the door,
carrying her bag with her, after diJy paying her bUl, Neither
porter nor waiter had observed the number of the cab, nor had any
one heard her direction to the driver. It was supposed she was
going to the raUway station, and the hour at which she left suggested
that she was going in the Rapide which leaves VentimUle at six
minutes past eleven for Paris. As the aforesaid Rapide stops at
nearly every station between Nice and MarseUles the lady's range
of country—as to choice of where she should alight—would be wide;
but the local idea was that any person so iU-advised as to leave
Nice was hardly likely to stop tiU he or she came to Paris. Between
Nice and Paris there was practicaUy nothing—a monotonous progi-ession of orange orchards, sea-shore, and wooded hiUs; an insignificant watering-place or two—Cannes, St. Raphael—a shipbuilding
settlement—and a seaport; but for pleasure, for gaiety, for movement, for the lovers of opera, playhouse, and little horses, absolutely
nothing.
The intelligent detective visited Monte Carlo and saw the cashier
at Mr. Smith's Bank. He went into the rooms and talked to the
attendants. He met an acquaintance or two, also bent on business;
but he could find out nothing more about the elderly lady.
He went to Cannes, and put the Cannes cashier through a kind
of Socratic dialogue in the way of close questioning, but could get
no more than had been already told. A house-to-house visitation
of the hotels resulted in the discovery that an elderly Frenchwoman,
traveUing alone, had descended at the Hotel de France at half-past
seven o'clock in the morning of the 7th, arriving doubtless by the
train which leaves Marseilles an hour after midnight. She had
breakfasted alone in her room, had gone out before eleven, had
lunched and paid her biU, and left the hotel in a cab a Uttle before
two o'clock in the afternoon.
There was nothing to show where the woman had gone when
she left Nice. Inquiries at the station there had been without result
of any kind. Whether she had set her face towards the Italian
frontier—or whether she had gone by Marseilles to Paris, or had
stopped at MarseiUes, or had turned westward and crept by slow
trains down to Biarritz or Bordeaux—there was no power could
help the intelligent gentleman from Scotland Yard to discover. She
was gone. From her appearance at the Hotel de France at Cannes
to her disappearance from the Hotel des Princes at Nice she had
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been alone. Of whomsoever she might be the accomplice, she had
been trusted to carry out her mission uncontrolled and unwatched.
" The bond between her and the murderer must be very tight,"
mused the detective, " or he would never trust her with the whole
of his plunder. It's my belief that she has gone to Paris, and that
he was to meet her in Paris; but how to look for a man of whose
antecedents I know nothing, and of whose appearance I know only
the vague impressions of three or four people who aU describe him
differently, is a problem beyond my capacity."
He thought it worth his while, nevertheless, to spend t'ne best
part of a week in Paris, and in professional circles where, if
ingenuity and long experience of criminal ways and windings could
have helped him to a clue, he might liave obtained one; but no
clue was to be found.
All the detective's researches among doubtful characters and the
places which they are known to haunt; all his long hours of patient
hanging about at railway stations, in cellars where they make music,
at bars where they drink mysterious liquors caUed by eccentric and
alarming names, and in this suspected quarter and in that, were but
fruitless labour. He could see nothing, and he could hear nothing,
of any man answering to the description of the man who had
announced himself as a Swiss watchmaker at the Denmark Street
lodging-house.
'The detective pursued his researches at Havre, but he could
obtain no trace of any such person lately embarked on one of the
numerous American and other steamers which leave that port.
Such a man might have saUed unnoted, as there was nothing distinctive in the description of the murderer to mark him out from
the common herd of superior mechanics.
"It's hard lines for a man to let such a chance slip through his
fingers," the detective said to himself, " but I don't believe any man
will ever grow rich out of the Denmark Street murder. The job
was too neatly done, and the people in it were too clever."
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CHAPTER IV.
HOW WOULD SHE BEAE

IT?

THE public 'interest in the fate of Robert Hatrell gi'adually diminished, and finally expired before summer leaves were withered and
dead, dying for want of nutriment. The crime in Denmark Street
had made a profound sensation, first because the victim was a man
of means and position, and above all a man of unblemished character ; next, because it was a shock to society in general to discover
that a man of undoubted courage and powerful physique could be
assassinated in broad daylight, in a decent London street, amidst
the going and coming of respectable working people, and that his
murderer could escape unchallenged with his plunder.
There were a good many leading articles in the newspapers upon
this subject. The Denmark Street mystery was served up to the
British Public, which gloats over all such mysteries, with every
variety of journalistic sauce; and the British Public were told, as
they had been very often told before, that they were living in a
corrupt and degenerate age; that such crimes as the Denmark
Street murder were the natural outcome of luxurious habits in the
upper middle classes, and of unspeakable corruption among the
aristocracy, whereby the great city of London had become a hotbed of sin, in which the criminal instincts of the masses grew and
gathered strength to destroy. The British Public was informed
that a wave of crime was passing over England, and that a savage
lust of blood and gold was in the air; and the British PubUc was
furthermore called upon to take warning by these monstrous
developments of our nineteenth century civiUzation, and in a
general way to mend its manners.
These voices crying in the wilderness of London life the British
Public heard with but a languid interest. The one fact that did
interest society, after the natural curiosity as to the why and the
how of Robert HatreU's death, was the fact that London was not
altogether a place devoid of danger to human life even in broad
daylight, that a man might at any unguarded moment be lured
within four walls and stabbed to death. There were those who
argued that there must have been some dark page in Mr. HatreU's
history, or he would not so readily have followed an unknown
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messenger on the strength of a woman's name. There must have
been something in the dead man's relations with the woman called
Antoinette, which made it a matter of life and death to him to go
wherever she summoned him. Otherwise, bearing in mind that lie
was on his way to an important business appointment, and that he
had four thousand pounds in his breast-pocket, it must needs seem
strange that he should be so easily turned aside.
So argued Society, shaking its head sagely at dinner-tables, whore
men and women's natm-al interest in the tragedy of human life
sometimes gets the better of that Chesterfieldian refinement which
would exclude such subjects of conversation from polite assemblies.
Summer was gone, and it was late autumn, and the outside worlil
had forgotten Robert Hatrell—had forgotten him just when his
widow was waking from a long, dull dream of agony to the reahty
of her irreparable loss.
The woods along the vaUey of the Thames were clothed in russet
and gold, and CUeveden's glades were strewn with fallen leaves.
The mists of autumn rose in the early evening, pale and phantomlike, along the river-meadows, and the tramp of the horses on the
tovrpath and the ripple of the water against the sides of the barge had
a ghostly sound in the obscure greyness, through which boat and
horses came slowly, as if moving in secret under the veU of night.
It was a mild and lovely day at the beginning of October when
Clara HatreU left the house for the first time since her husband's
funeral on the eleventh of July. She had insisted on foUowing him
to his grave in Lamford Churchyard, and she had borne herself with
extraordinary fortitude throughout the funeral service, had stood
by the grave till the last ceremony had been performed, had seen
the wreaths of summer flowers laid on the coflSn lid; and then she
had gone quietly back to the house where the happiest years of her
married life had been spent. She had gone to her room without a
word, save one gentle murmur of thanks to the sister who had been
at her side on that trj'ing daJ^ Her sister followed her upstairs,
heard her lock the door of her room, and after hstening outside for
some minutes went down to the drawing-room where the cleiLrvman of the parish, the family lawyer, and Ambrose Arden were
assembled.
" I don't know what to do about Clara," she said anxiously;
" she has locked herself in her room, and I don't feel that it is rig'at
to leave her alone. Yet I don't like to force myself upon her.
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One cannot tell what to do for the best; it may be better, perhaps,
that she should be alone with her grief."
"Mrs. Hatrell is a woman of deep religious feeling," said the
priest. " She will not be alone. She has been borne up wonderfuUy this day. The same Power will be with her in the solitude of
her room. It might be well to leave her alone for an hour or so,
Mrs. Talbot. After a quiet interval of prayer she will better feel
the comfort of your sympathy."
" Yes, I think you are right. I wiU leave her to herself for a
time, poor dear thing ! "
Mrs. Talbot was an elder sister, who had married six years before
Clara made her debut in society. She had married a rising physician
who had now risen to the" fashionable level, and was one of the
most popular doctors at the West End of London. Mrs. Talbot
had a nursery and a schoolroom to look after, and a widely comprehensive visiting list, beginning with duchesses, and dwindUng
down to struggling young women m the musical, literary, and
dramatic line. She had an exacting, albeit a kind and generous
husband; and she had so much to do and to think about at home
that she had not been able to devote any considerable part of her
life to her sister's society. She came now in this hour of calamity
as an act of duty; but she was not altogether in sympathy with
the household at River Lawn, had not altogether grasped the full
measure of love which had ruled between husband and wife, and
thus could not fathom the depth of the widow's sorrow. She had
comforted a good many widows in her time; and her general
experience had been that, however they might distress their friends
by the intensity of their grief during the first half of the first year
of widowhood, they generally surprised their friends by their rapid
recovery in the second half.
Dr. Talbot was one of the British Public who opined that there
was something more than met the eye of the coroner or the
coroner's jury in the relations of his deceased brother-in-law with
the person called Antoinette. Questioned searchingly by his wife
on the subject of his suspicions, he replied that the case was
obvious enough to any one who could read between the Imes;
and with this occult phrase Mrs. Talbot was constrained to content
herself.
There was no famUy assemblage to which Robert Hatrell's will
had to be read. He had stood almost alone in the world, without
any relation nearer than second cousins. The second cousins
D
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expected nothing from him, and had made no sign since his death,
except in the way of letters of condolence to the widow.
"My unfortunate cUent made his wiU immediately after his
marriage—or I should rather say that he executed his will after
his marriage—for the will was di'awn up at the same time as the
marriage settlement," explained Mr. MeUadew, the famUy soUcitor.
" He leaves the bulk of his estate in trust for his wife for her life,
with succession to his children share and share ahke. As there is
only one chUd, she wiU inherit aU at her mother's death. The wDl
gives the trustees power to anticipate some portion of the estate,
•with Mrs. HatreU's consent, for the marriage settlement of anj' son
or daughter. By a codicU made in the beginning of last year, M".
Hatrell leaves his house and the land appertaining to it to his wife,
absolutely, with power to purchase conterminous land to the amount
of ten thousand pounds out of the corpus of the estate."
" He always hankered after Florestan's land, poor fellow," said
Mr. Reardon, the Rector. " Strange that he should have met his
death on the very day when he was to complete the purchase of the
adjoining meadows. The codicU gives Mrs. Hatrell power to make
the addition. That is a fortunate circumstance."
" Fortunate," exclaimed the lawyer. " Do you think she will
find it in her heart to remain in a place so associated with her
husband ? "
" I hope she will not leave my parish. There are people who fly
from a spot where they have been happy with those who have been
taken from them; but there are others who cling to the place where
they have loved and been beloved. If I am any judge of charactei-,
Mrs. Hatrell belongs to the latter type, and she will remain in the
home associated with her husband."
" I believe you arc right, Mr. Reardon," said Ambrose Arden, in
his calm, leisurely tones, looking up from a volume which he had
taken as if mechanically from the table near his elbow. " I believe
Mrs. HatreU's gentle and adhesive nature wUl find comfort in
famUiar things—after a time. I should be very sorry if it were
otherwise. I should be very sorry to lose so kind a neighbour, and
above all, to lose my dear little friend and pupil, Daisj'."
" Poor Uttle Daisy !" sighed the Rector. '• What a blessed thing
that she is too young to know the extent of her loss, or the manner
of her father's death ! "
" That she must never know," said Arden, firmly.
Mr. Reardon looked doubtful.
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" D o you suppose this terrible story can be hidden from her
always ? " he asked. " I fear not. She may be kept in ignorance
of the truth while she is a child under her mother's eye, but when
she advances to girlhood and mixes with other girls—when she goes
to school
"
" She will not go to school," interrupted Arden. " Any one
would be mad to expose her to the tittle-tattle and folly of a pack
of schoolgirls. I wonder you can suggest such a thing, Rector."
" Well, we will say there shall be no school in her case. Though
for an only child that means a lonely, self-contained, and not overhealthy girlhood. But the time will come when she must mix with
other people, and go about in the world, at home and abroad. Do
you think no officious acquaintance wUl ever be indiscreet enough
to talk to her, in pure sympathy, about her father's death—taking
it for granted that she knows all that can be known about it? "
" That is a long way to look ahead," said Arden. " I hope she
will grow up a light-hearted, happy girl, her mind so well furnished,
her memory so full of interesting things, that should the evU you
apprehend ever come to pass she may be strong enough to bear the
shock. In the mean time I trust that all her friends in this place,
from the highest to the lowest, wUl do their best to keep her in
ignorance of everything except the one fact that she has lost a good
and afl'ectionate father."
While this conversation was going on in the drawing-room, Mrs.
Talbot was stroUing about the garden to get rid of time, in accordance with Mr. Reardon's suggestion that it would be well to leave
the mourner to herself for an hour or so. The lawn and river, the
ffowers and shrubs were in the perfection of their summer beauty,
clumps of roses, hedges of roses, standard roses, dwarf roses, blush
roses, climbing roses, made the glory of the long, narrow lawn, and
between the la-wn and the river there was a terrace with great green
tubs containing orange trees ranged at regular intervals.
There
was a flight of steps leading to the river at each end of the terrace,
and at the western end, with its back to the setting sun, there was
a summer-house of classic form, in Portland stone, a summer-house
which in Italy would have been marble. At the eastern end of the
terrace, and on a lower level, there was a capacious boat-house,
containing a couple of outriggers, a punt, and a skiff", and the level
roof of this boat-house had been a favourite lounging place of
Robert Hatrell and his friends—a place on which to talk and smoke
in the summer twilight, as the pleasure-boats went down to Henley.
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^>Irf. Talbot had seen her husband and the dead man sitting therein close confidential talk on a summer evening after dinner, while
she and her sister strolled up and down the terrace, or stopped to
feed the white stately swans and their soft grey cj-gnets. She
almost fancied she could hear the mellow sound of Robert HatreU's
laughter as she walked there now. What a joyous, frank, expansive
nature ! What a happy life! wanting nothing that this world can
give of comfort and delight; endowed with streng-th, intellect, good
looks, fortune, perfect health, and a wife who adored him. And
he had been stabbed to death in a shabby London lodging by an
unknown hand. It was only a fortnight ago that Emily Talbot and
her husband had been dining at River Lawn. They had gone
down for a single night in the very flush of midsummer, just to
smeU the roses, just for a few hours' respite from London gaieties
and London smoke, as Clara had expressed it in her letter of
invitation. There had been only the Rector and Mr. Arden to
meet them, the two men now in the drawing-room with the lawyer.
'J'hey had been a most sociable party, full of talk, Hatrell expatiating
upon his plans for the arrangement of the land which was so soon
to be his, and in higher spirits than usual.
There had not been a cloud on the horizon; and Mrs. Talbot,
who loved Harley Street and all her London pleasures, had for once
in her Ufe gone back to town reluctantly.
•' It is curious that Robert and Clara can live like hermits in tlio
height of the season," she told her husband. "But really this
morning, when we were leaving, I almost envied them their quiet
domestic life in that lovely place."
And now the bond that held two lives was broken, and joy was
gone like a dream when one awaketh.
Mrs. Talbot was pacing slowly along the terrace, depressed bv
these thoughts, when a shriek rang out upon the summer an ; sucii
a cry of agony as her ears had never heard untU that hour. The
sound came from the open window of her sister's bedroom, the
large bow window, which was one of Robert HatreU's numerous
improvements. She rushed into the house and ran upstairs, but
quick as she was Ambrose Arden and the Rector were there before
her, and the former was in the act of breaking open the door as she
reached the landing.
He had implored Mrs. HatreU to open the door, and there had
been no answer, so he put his shoulder against the panelling and
wrenched the door off'its hinges.
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Clara Hatrell was sitting on the floor in the middle of the room,
with a heap of her husband's letters—her lover's letters, for they
had all been written before marriage—scattered about her. She
sat with her hands clasped upon her knees, her eyes fixed, and
staring into vacancy. Her dishevelled hair fell about her shoulders
in a wild confusion, as if her hands had been clutching and tearing
at it. Emily Talbot knelt down by her and spoke to her, trying to
soothe her, gathering up the tangled hair with gentle hands, pressing
tenderest kisses upon her burning forehead ; but she took no notice,
her eyes remained fixed in that sightless gaze, her fingers were still
locked together in the same convulsive grasp.
" She does not know me," cried Mrs. Talbot, horrified at that
awful look, which made her sister's face like the face of a stranger;
" oh, God, she has gone mad!"
«
*
*
*
«
For more than six weeks after the funeral Clara Hatrell lived in
the darkness of a distraught brain. More than once during that
period she hovered on the brink of the grave, and there were dismal
hours in which her doctor and her nurses lost all hope. Life and
reason were alike in peril, and there was many a night when
Ambrose Arden sat in his study, trying to read, but never able to
leave off listening for the footfall that might bring him fatal tidings.
During this season of fear he rarely went to his bedroom tUl the
sun had risen above the long level meadows towards Henley Bridge,
and often the sunrise found him walking in the lane between his
cottage and River Lawn. It was the dreariest time of his life since
the short, sharp agony of his young wife's fatal Ulness. He had
nothing to distract his mind from the one subject which absorbed
him. His little pupil had been carried off by her aunt, and was at
W^estgate-on-Sea with a bevy of cousins, all older than herself.
His son's vacation was being spent with the old grandfather, in
Radnorshire. He had planned the visit at the beginning of Mrs.
HatreU's Ulness. The lad's company would have been irksome to
him in this time of fear. He preferred to be alone while he faced
the dread possibiUty of a fatal issue. No one could have helped
him to bear his agony, the agony of fear for the life of the woman
whom he had loved in patient subjugation—in such perfect mastery
of himself as never to have awakened suspicion in those among
whom he lived his everyday life—ever since he first looked upon
her fair young face.
No one had ever guessed his secret; not the husband, whose
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fiery temper would have been qaick to kindle into flame, had there
been but the lightest cause for jealousy; not the wife, whose purity
would have been quick to take alarm at a word or a look; not the
friends, who lived in intimate relations with the family. No one
had suspected him. Yes, one perhaps had divined his secret. One
pair of clear, candid eyes had read his heart. Once, in a moment
of expansion, his pupil and playfeUow clasped her arms round his
neck and murmured in his ear, " I love you, because you love
mother,"
CHAPTER V,
D A I S Y ' S D I A E Y S E V E N YEARS AFTEE,

CYRIL says he thinks I could write a novel. I have read so many
stories, so much poetry, and I am such a fanciful creature. I hope
that isn't another way of saying that I am silly and affected. One
never quite knows what a University man means. They seem to
liave a language of their own, made up of cynicism and contempt
for other people. CyrU is such a curious young man; he always
seems to mean a great deal more than he says. At any rate, he has
said ever so many times this summer that I ought to be able to
write a novel. How I wish I could! How delightful it must be
to invent people and make them alive; to live in their lives and in
their adventures; to move all over the world in a beautiful day
dream; not dim and confused, and blurred and blotted with
absurdities, like the dreams of slumber, but clear and vivid with the
light that never was on land or sea!
I only wish Cyril were right; but alas! he is wrong. I have
tried ever so many times. I have begun story after story, and
have torn up my manuscript after the second or third chapter. My
heroine seemed so foolish and so feeble, there was no life in her.
She was like those dear dolls I loved so, that never would sit up,
not even against the wall, but always flopped over on one side or
the other, as if their lovely waxen heads were too heavy for their
awkward, sawdust bodies. She was every bit as limp. My hero
was better, but I'm rather afraid he was too much like Rochester
in " Jane Eyre," where he wasn't the very image of Guy Livingston.
What men those were! Guy was nicer—he would have shown oft
best at a dinner party or a ball. Mr. Rochester comes nearer one's
heart. How I could have loved him after he went blind ! Happy
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Jane—to be so heroic and steadfast, to go out into the cold bleak
world and be nearly starved to death, and then to have h«r own
true love after all. That was something like a destiny!
No, I'm afraid I shall never write a novel. There is something
wanting. Invention, I suppose. But I am very fond of writing,
60 I have made up my mind to write my own life. My adventures
would hardly fill a chapter—not if I began at my cradle. I never
went to a hard and cruel school like Jane Eyre. I never knew
what it was to be hungiy, except after a long walk; and then it
was only a pleasant hunger, tempered vfith the knowledge that fiveo'clock tea and hot buns and brown bread and butter were waiting
for me at home. No, I have no vicissitudes to write about, but
I can write about those I love, my impressions of people and
scenery, and books and animals.
How big a volume I could fill upon one subject alone if I were
to write about mother and all her goodness to me, and the happy
years I have spent with her for my chief companion! It seems
only yesterday that I was a child and she used to play with me at
all sorts of games, just as if she were another little girl. I fancied
she was enjoying herself just as much as I was. She would play at
visiting, and dinners even, than which I cannot imagine anything
more wearisome to a grown-up person. To pretend to eat a grand
dinner off" little wooden dishes, with painted food glued on to them,
curious puce-coloured joints and poultry, and pink and gTcen tarts
and puddings; and to make conversation and pretend to think
eveiything nice; and to ask for a second help of a wooden leg of
mutton. How dreadfully bored she must have been! but she
endured it all like a martyr.
We used to play battledore and shuttlecock on the tennis lawn
for hours at a stretch. She could run faster than I tUl a year or
two ago. She says now that those battledore contests kept her
young. Every one says how young and girlish she looks, more like
my elder sister than my mother. Indeed, strangers generally take
her to be my sister.
How pretty she is! pretty is too insignificant a word. She is
beautiful. I know no one with such a lovely complexion—clear
and pale, with a rosy flush that lights up her face suddenly when
she is animated. Her large hazel eyes are the loveliest I ever saw.
They have so much light in them; and her smile is like summer
sunshine.
But I must begin the story of my life in those days when I was
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just old enough to understand all that was going on round about
me, and to be sorry when those I loved were sorry; and that will
bring me only too soon to the saddest part of all my Ufe—the time
when my father was taken from us.
Let me try and recall him vividly in this book while I am still
able to remember him exactly as he was, so that when I am old
and memory grows dim I may find his image here, as one finds a
rose in a book, dry and dead, but with its beauty and colour and
velvet texture still remaining.
What a splendid looking man he was! not like Guy Livingston
or like Edward Fairfax Rochester. There was nothing dark or
rugged, or repulsive about my dear father, and, indeed, although
one's heart always goes out to a rugged, repulsive man in the pages
of a novel, I don't know whether one would take quite so kindly to
Brian de Bois GUbert, or even to Rochester, in real life. ]\Iy father
was like David, of a pleasant coimtenance, ruddy and fair to see.
I can bring his face and figure before me like a vision, when I shut
my eyes in the sunshine and fancy him walking across the lawn to
meet me, with the blue of the river behind him, as I used to see
him so often in the happy days before I went to Harley Street.
He was tall and broad-shouldered, upright, with an easy walk.
He took long steps as he came across the gi-ass, swinging his oak
stick, the stick he used in his long tramps to Henley or Reading, or
across the fields and woods to some out-of-the-way vUlage. He
was almost always out of doors in summer—alone, or with mother
oftenest with mother—walking, driving, rowing, playing tennis.
He was not too old for tennis. Yes, there is the bright frank
face, and the smiling blue eyes—honest English eyes. His portrait
in the library, and the photograph that hangs beside my bed mav
help to keep his features clearly in my memory, but it seems to me
as if I never could have forgotten him even if there had been no
picture of him in existence. It is hardly a question of memorv.
His face lives in my heart and mind.
He was fond of me. One of my earliest recollections is of \\'m"
at the end of a punt among a heap of soft cushions, while my father
walked up and down with the long heavy punt pole, and moved the
great clumsy boat over the bright blue water, sometimes turning
into a quiet backwater, where he would moor his boat, and sit and
smoke his pipe in the sunshine, and talk to me in a slow, dreamy
way between the puffs of tobacco, or let me talk to him. Oh, how
I used to chatter in my little shriU voice! and what questions I
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used to ask him, question after question! and how puzzled he used
to look sometimes at my everlasting "why," and my everlasting
"what!" Why did the sun shine, or why did the river make the
boat move, or what were the flowers made of? Dearest father,
how patient he was with me. He used to laugh off my questions.
He never explained things, or taught me the names of the flowers,
like Uncle Ambrose. Our life together was a perpetual holiday.
He taught me how to fish for dace and minnows out of the stem of
the boat, and I was very happy with him. It all seems like a
dream of happiness now as I look back upon it, but it is as fresh in
my memory as the most vivid dream from which one has only just
awakened.
Sometimes these happy mornings were Sunday mornings, when
mother was at church. If Sunday happened to be a very warm
day, father would begin to yawn at breakfast time, and would say
he did not feel inclined for church, and that he would go on the
water with Daisy; and then I used to clap my hands and rush off
to get my sun-bonnet, and before mother had time to make any
objection we were off to the boathouse to get the pole and the
cushions. When the church bells began to ring from the old red
brick tower we were gliding ever so far up the river, on the way to
our favourite backwater, where father used to sit and read his
Sunday papers, while I worried the little happy, dancing fish under
the willows.
Silvery darting creatures, swift as light! How glad I am now
that I caught so few of them!
Yes, he was very good to me. He used to talk of days when
I should be grown up, and when he would take me to parties
andbaUs. "Your mother and I are saving ourselves up for your
first season, Daisy," he said; " that's why we are living like
hermits."
Yes, he was good, and I loved him dearly; but perhaps I loved
Ambrose Arden almost as well, only in another way.
I don't think any little girl of seven was ever so honoured as to
have a man of vast learning to teach her to read and write; unless
it was some little princess in the days when a man like Fenelon
was not thought too good to be tutor to a Dauphin. Uncle Ambrose
taught me from the very beginning. It was his whim and fancy to
do so. He is a man of such laborious habits that he takes no
account of trouble; and in all the years he has laboured at my
education I can never remember one impatient word, or even one
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impatient movement on his part. I have lost patience often, I, the
learner; he,.the teacher, never.
I can just remember how I came to call him Uncle Ambrose. 1
used to call him Mr. Arden—Misser Arden, at least, for it was
before I could speak plainly. One day he told me not to call him
Mr., it was too formal between him and me. " CaU me Ambrose,"
he said; and then mother looked up from her work and said that
would never do. A little girl could not address a man of his years
and learning by his Christian name.
" I am not quite so elderly as I seem," he said, laughing; " but
if you think Ambrose too familiar, let it be an imaginary uncle, and
let her call me Uncle Ambrose. AVill that do ? "
" Yes," said mother, " that wUl do very well." So from that
time forward he was Uncle Ambrose, and he is Uncle Ambrose to
this day, just as kind, and good, and devoted as he was when I was
a little girl, with bare arms, short petticoats, and a sun-bonnet. He
still occupies himself about my education, although he is a much
more distinguished person than when he began the task. He has
published three books smce then, books of the very highest literary
character, which have made him a reputation amongst the learned
and the refined in England and on the Continent. Reviewers have
written about him in several languages; his success has been
undisputed; his name is quoted with Darwin, and Spencer, and
Max Miiller. In a word he is a famous man. And yet he is
content to go drudging on at the task of educating a frivolous girl
like me. We are reading Duruy's " Histoire des Grecs " together
this summer, and mth it we are reading Grote's "Plato" and a
selection of the Dialogues, in Jowett's magnificent translation. The
little Greek that I know helps me to appreciate the beauty and
grace of the English rendering. I should like to kiss the hand that
wrote that noble book.
*
*
*
#
*
How suddenly, how awfully that happy life with my father came
to an end ! I remember that summer morning when he left us soon
after breakfast to go to London and complete the purchase of Mr.
Florestan's land. We breakfasted in the garden, in an open tent on
the lawn, and we were all so happy. Father talked of nothing but
the land and the new garden which was to be laid out immediately.
The ground had all been laid out already on paper. The plans
were in the library on father's writing-table—drawings of terraces
and balustrades, vases and statues lightly sketched in with that
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beautiful touch which makes almost any house charming before it
is buUt. Everybody had seen the plans, and had talked about them,
and argued and advised; and my dear father had talked them all
down with his grand ideas of an Italian garden. Uncle Ambrose
quoted Lord Bacon's Essay on Gardens. I remembered the very
words a year ago when I began to read Bacon. They came back
to me like the memory of a dream. I was only a child, but I used
to sit and listen to everything that was said, and think and wonder.
Father kissed me at the gate before he got into the T-cart that
was to take him to the station. Thank God for that kiss! He
looked back at mother and me as he drove away. He looked
round at us with his beautiful smUe, and called out gaily, " I shall
bring the title-deeds home for you to look at."
He had asked mother to meet him at the station in the evening.
She was to drive her ponies, and she was to take me with her if she
liked. On those long summer days I used to sit up tUl nine o'clock,
and I used to sit with mother and father whUe they dined. My
aunt Talbot protested sometimes against what she called overindulgence, and said I was being spoUt, and should grow up oldfashioned. I don't know about the spoUing, but perhaps I have
grown up old-fashioned. I could not have been mother's companion
in aU those happy years if I had not been fond of many things that
my couskis don't care for.
We went to the station, mother and I, in good time to meet the
train that was due at a few minutes before seven. We were there
about a quarter of an hour before the train was due ; and we walked
up and down the long narrow platform in the evening sunUght,
talking about father and his enthusiasm about the new garden.
" It was my fancy, in the first instance," said mother; " but your
father is so good to me that I have but to express a wish, and he
immediately makes it his own. If I were to ask for a roc's egg,
like the Princess Badroulbadour, I believe he would start off to
Africa to look for one."
I remember laughing at the idea of the egg.
" A roc's egg would be as big as aU our house, mother. Wouldn't
it be funny if some one sent us one ? "
There were very few people at the station, and we walked up and
down and talked as merrily as if we had been in our ovra garden.
Presently an electric bell began to ring, and then a porter came out
and rang a beU on the platform in fi'ont of the little waiting-room,
and then the train came slowly in, and mother and I stood looking
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at the faces in the carriage windows. There was seldom any delay
in finding out father among the arrivals. He was always one of the
first to open the door, and always on the alert to see us.
But on this evening we looked for him in vain. Three people
got out of the train, and the train M^ent on, and mother and I were
loft standing on the platform, disappointed and unhappy. The next
train to stop at Lamford was not due until ten minutes to nine—too
late for dinner, too late for the sunset on the river—a long, long
time for us to wait.
" I must drive you home, Daisy," said my mother, " and then I
can come back to meet your father."
I tried to persuade her to wait there and let me wait with her—
the idea of home and bedtime was distasteful to me. I could see
that my mother was vexed and troubled. I clung to her as she
moved to leave the station.
" Let us wait for father ; I'm not tired ; I'm not hungry. Do let
us wait for him, and all go home together."
It was a lovely evening; the sun was still bright, the stationmaster's little garden was full of sweet-scented flowers—roses,
clove carnations, and sweet peas.
" There may be a telegram at home," said my mother. " Yes, I
have no doubt he has sent me a telegram."
That idea seemed to decide her. She put me into the carriage,
and drove home as fast as the ponies could go. I was a little
scared at the pace we travelled along the dusty roads and lanes;
but we reached home safely, and then came a fresh disappointment.
No telegram.
I was sent to bed at half-past eight, and mother went back to the
station. I couldn't sleep, but lay listening and waiting in the
summer dusk in my room next mother's dressing-room. I got mv
good nurse Broomfield to leave my door open, and I listened for the
return of the carriage.
When I heard the wheels I ran out upon the landing in mv
nightgown, and stood at the top of the stairs listening, expecting to
hear my father's voice directly the door was opened, but I only
heard my mother speaking to the butler.
" Your master has not come by the nine o'clock train, Simeon.
There is no other train tUl after midnight. You will have to sit up
for him, and to arrange a comfortable supper. He may not have
found time to dine in London."
I ran downstairs in my nightgown, bare-footed, and tried to
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comfort poor mother, for I could teU by her voice that she was
unhappy. She took me in her arms and cried over me, and we went
upstairs together, she scolding me a little for leaving my bedroom,
but not really angry. I knew that she was hardly thinking about
me. I knew that she was miserable about my father.
That was only the beginning of trouble. She was up all night,
walking about her own room or going downstairs and out into the
garden, and to the gate, to listen for his coming. AU night at
intervals I heard her going up and do-^n, and the opening and
shutting of the heavy hall door. The butler and one of the maids
sat up all night. Mother told Simeon she felt sure his master would
come home, by road, in the middle of the night even, rather than
leave her in suspense. Such a thing as his breaking an appointment
with her had never happened before.
It was broad daylight when I cried myself to sleep—so unhappy
for mother's sake, so frightened, without knowing why, about my
father.
Motlier left the house early next morning to go to London with
Ambrose Arden. She did not come back for three days, and then
my Aunt EmUy came with her, and mother was so altered that I
hardly knew her. She was di-essed in black, and her pale face had
a stony look that made me tremble. She scarcely spoke to me or
noticed me, but my aunt took me on her lap, and told me that a
great sorrow had come upon me.
My father was dead.
I would not believe it for ever so long. I had heard of people
dying, but they were old people who had been Ul for a long time,
or weak little children, and even they had been ill for a good many
days and nights before the end came. But my father was weU and
strong and happy when he sat in the cart waving us good-bye wth
his whip. My aunt saw that I did not beUeve or did not understand her; and she told me slowly how my father had died suddenly in London when he was on his way to a lawyer's office to
buy Mr. Florestan's land. He was dead within a few hours after
he drove away from our gate. I had no father now. Nothing
could ever give him back to me upon this earth. If I were to
spend aU my Ufe in prayers, never to rise up off" my knees while I
lived, my prayers would not give him to me for five minutes, would
not gain me so much as the sound of his dear voice calling me from
the lavra.
My aunt took me to London with her that afternoon, and I think
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what I felt most in the midst of my sorrow was the thought that
mother did not mind parting with me. She hardly looked at me ;
she put away my arms from her neck almost angrUy when I clung
to her crying, and entreating her to let me stay with her. Her
eyes looked over my head when she said good-bj'e to me at the
door, as if she saw something a long way off", some horrible thing
that froze her blood and made her dumb.
I can understand what she felt now, and how in her grief she
was hardly conscious of rjy existence, and that she did not really
care whether I went or stayed. I can sympathize with her now.
She has told me how she hardly missed me in those days of agony
—only awaking sometimes as if out of a dream to wonder that my
place was empty. W^e had been so much together, I running after
her ever}'~where like a lap-dog, she never tired of me, or impatient
with me; and yet in that overwhelming sorrow she almost forgot
that she had a daughter. She has owned as much to me; and I
have never felt wounded or angry that it should have been so with
her, since I have been able to understand the nature of such a grief
as hers. But at the time I was heartbroken by her coldness.
Aunt Emily took me to London, and gave me over to the nurses
and governesses in her house in Harley Street. It is a very large
house, the largest in the street, I believe, and it was buUt for a rich
nobleman when Harley Street was new, and there was nothing but
fields and country vUlages to the north—no Regent's Park, no
squares and terraces, and never-ending streets as there are now.
It is a tine old house, with panelled walls and decorated ceUmgs,
and large rooms at the back; but it seemed, oh! such a dreary
house to me after our garden by the river, and our bright, gay
rooms.
"Father is dead, and mother doesn't love me any more," I caid
to myself again and again, as I sobbed myself to sleep in the strange
bedroom, where the very curtains of the bed were an agony to me
because of their strangeness. I had never been parted from my
mother before. Wherever she and my father wont they had taken
me with them.
My cousins are all older than I, and they had to work very hard
under a French and a German governess. Fraulein taught them
music and painting; and Mademoiselle taught them French,
attended to their wardrobes, with a useful maid under her, superintended their calisthenic exercises and dancing lessons, and was
" responsible for their figures." I cannot help putting that phrase
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in my book, for I heard my aunt use it very often. Her great
desire was that her daughters should be accomplished and elegant
in all their attitudes and movements.
" I expect them to be statuesque in repose, and graceful in
motion," she said; and it gave her almost a nervous attack when
she saw Clementina sitting with her toes turned in, or her feet and
ankles twisted into a knot under her chair.
There is no malice in saying that Aimt Emily's idea of education
was the very opposite to that of Uncle Ambrose. He taught and
trained me to be happy in solitude, as he is, to be good company
for myself, and to find new interests every day in books. Aunt
Emily wished her daughters to shine in society, to talk French and
German, and to play and sing better than any other girls in her
circle, and above aU to make the very most of their personal
advantages. She is very candid in the expression of her ideas, and,
makes no secret of her views upon education, so there is no harm
in my recording them in this journal, which nobody is ever to read,
so I might be as malevolent as I like without injuring an^'body.
Mother says that I am very uncharitable sometimes in my ideas
and judgments, and that a large-hearted charity is a virtue of age
i-ather than of youth. I know that I am quick to see the weak
points in the characters of my friends and acquaintances, and I dare
say I am just as blind to my own defects.
It is a lucky thing for Aunt Emily that her five daughters are
all good looking, and two of them decidedly handsome. A plain
daughter would have been an actual affliction to her. All the
ugliness of the family has concentrated itself in her only son, my
cousin Horace, a very plain boy. But fortunately he is scientific,
and promises to be a shining light in the medical profession; at
least that is what his father and mother say of him. He has made
a profound study of sanitation, and he can hardly talk to any one
five minutes without mentioning sewer gas. He is always altering
the lighting or the drainage or the ventilation in Harley Street, and
his father complains that his experiments double the rent.
Horace was eighteen when my father died, and whUe I was at
Westgate with my cousins and the two governesses he used to come
down on a Saturday and stop tUl Mondaj^, and I must own to my
diary, which is a kind of lion's mouth into which I can drop any
accusations I like, that he gave himself great airs to his sisters and
the governesses, and was altogether very disagreeable.
Those summer weeks at Westgate were the unhappiest period of
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my life. I look back at them now I am grown up and wonder that
I ever lived through them. My cousins were kind to me in a
condescending way, as was natural from big girls to a little girl, and
the governesses were very sorry for me, and tried to comfort me;
but there was no comfort for me on the face of the earth without
my mother; and night after night I dreamt of my dead father, and
woke to the agony of knowmg that I should never see his beloved
face or hear his dear voice again, except in dreams. I thmk grownup people forget how keenly they grieved and suffered when they
were children, and that they never quite understand a child's grief.
I know that when either of the governesses tried to console me she
always made me just a little more miserable than I was before she
took me on her lap and talked to me about Heaven and my father.
I heard by accident, as I was not intended to hear it, that my
mother was very ill, dangerously ill; and I was so unhappy about
her that after entreating again and again with passionate tears to be
taken to her, I made up my mind to walk to London and from
London to River Lawn. I had looked at the map of England
sometimes when mj'' cousins had their atlases out, and I knew that
to reach Lamford I must go through London. I lay awake all
night thinking of how I was to get away when the governesses and
the maids were engaged, and when I might creep out of the house
without being seen. I believe I should have really started on this
journey, but for the arrival of my Uncle Ambrose, who came upon
me suddenly on the day after I had heard of my mother's illness,
and who found me sitting crying alone on the sands.
His was the first voice that brought me comfort; it was upon his
breast that I sobbed out my grief, untU the burden seemed lightened
somehow. Pie told me that my mother was out of danger now,
and that she would soon get well, or at least well enough for me to
go home and be with her again, and he said I must try and be a
comfort and a consolation to her in the days to come.
I told him I was afraid my mother had left off loving me since
father's death. She had not seemed to mind my going away, while
I was heart-broken at leaving her. And then he tried to make me
understand how in a great grief like my mother's all things seem
blotted out, except that one overwhelming loss. He told me that
a dark curtain had fallen over my mother's mind; and that I should
find her changed from the happy woman I had known in the happy
days that were gone.
" But the curtain wiU be lifted by-and-by, Daisy," he said, "and
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you wUl see your mother's joyous nature return to her. No grief
lasts for ever. A year is a long time even for a great sorrow; and
in a year your mother will begin to forget."
He meant this for consolation, but my tears broke out afresh at
the thought that my father would be forgotten.
" I shall never forget him," I said.
" No, my darling, he will live in your memory and your mother's,
but your memory of him wUl be sad and sweet, instead of bitter
and cruel. He will have taken his natural place in the past, and
his shadow will not darken the present as it does now."
" Let me go home soon," I said, clinging to him, when he was
leaving Westgate later in the afternoon. " Pray, pray, pray let it
be soon."
" As soon as ever your mother is well enough to see you, darling,"
he promised.
I had always been fond of him. He had always had the next
place in my heart after my father and mother, but he seemed nearer
to me than ever after that day, and he has never lost the place that
he took then, or the influence that he had over me then in my
desolation.
I spent three more weary weeks at Westgate after this. Aunt
Talbot was with a fashionable party in the Highlands, Uncle Talbot
was part of his time in Harley Street and part of his time rushing
about England and Scotland by express trains to see his most distinguished patients. I used to hear my cousins talk of the places
he went to and the people he went to see—gi-eat people, all ot
them. He had the life and sanity of Cabinet Ministers and Bishops
in his special custody, and he made them obey his most severe
orders in fear and trembling. I used to sit and listen idly in my
wretched, low-spirited state while my cousins and the governesses
chattered about aunt's gowns and uncle's patients, and I remembered
as children remember things in which they take no interest.
At last the happy day came for my going home, and here came
Uncle Ambrose to fetch me. " How good it is of you to come so
far!" I told him. " You must have other things to do besides
coming to fetch me."
" There is no other thing in this world that comes before my
duty to my little pupil and her mother," he answered, in his low
sympathetic voice.
We went off" to the station in an open fly together. I'm sure my
lively cousins must have been very glad to get rid of a crying chUd
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that used to mope m corners and sit at meals with a melancholy
face; but they couldn't be gladder to part with me than I was to go
away. I had tried to take interest in their lessons when the German
governess urged me to employ my mind, but their lessons seemed
so duU and difficult compared with Uncle Ambrose's way of teaching
me. The Fraulein was always grinding at grammar—whUe, except
so far as learning my French verbs, I hardly knew what grammar
meant; but, without vanity, it is only fair to Uncle Ambrose to say
that at ten years old I knew a great deal more about the history of
the world and the people who had hved in it than my Cousui Dora,
who was eighteen. And even in those days I knew something
about the great poets of the world, of whom Dora and her sisters
knew nothing; for Uncle Ambrose had told me aU about Dante, and
his wonderful history of heU and heaven; and about Goethe, and
his Faust; and he had read Milton's story of Adam and Eve and
the fallen Angel who tempted them, and Shakespeare's " Tempest,''
and " As You Like It," and " Midsummer Night's Dream " aloud
to me, to familiarize my ear and my mind with poetry, while I was
stiU a child, he said. I had to thank his kindness for all I knew,
and for being a better companion to my mother than I could have
been if I had had a Fraulein and a MademoiseUe to teach me.
When we were sitting in the railway carriage, and the sun was
shining fuU upon Uncle Ambrose's face, I noticed for the first time
that there was a great change in him since the summer. I had
been too excited and busy to take notice of it before; but I saw
now that he had grown thin and paler, and that he looked older and
very iU. I put my arms round him, and kissed him as I used to do
in the dear old days. "Poor Uncle Ambrose," I said, "how sorry
you must have been! I love you better than ever, dear, because
j^ou are so sorry for us." His head was leaning forward on his
breast, and he gave one great sob.
That was his only answer.
How distinctly I remember that journey, through the clear September light, by great yeUow corn-fields, and the blue bright sea,
and then hop-gardens, and orchards fuU of fruit, and then houses
and houses, and houses, and then at last the air grew dull and thick,
and the sun seemed dead, and this was London !
Uncle Ambrose was silent and thoughtful all through the journev
which seemed so long—oh, so long, as if it would never come to an
end and bring me to mother and home ! I have been to the Highlands since then, and to the Riviera, but those journeys were with
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mother, and they did not seem half so long as the journey from
Westgate to London, and across London to Paddington, and from
Paddington to the little station at Lamford, where we waited for
father that evening—for father who was never, never, never coming
home to us again.
At the sight of the station, and the station-master's garden—
which was aU of a blaze with dahlias and hollyhocks now, where
the sweet peas had been blooming—I burst into tears. They were
the first I had shed since I left Westgate; but the sight of the
garden brought back the memory of that evening when I walked
up and down with mother, and when we were both so gay and
happy, talking of father, and of what he would say and how he
would look when we saw his face at the carriage window.
I have but to shut my eyes, even now, after seven years have
changed me from a child to almost a woman, and I can see the
station lying aU among the meadows by the river side, and I can see
my father's face as I expected to see it, smiling at us as the train
came in—dear, well-remembered face which I was never to see
again upon this earth.
There was a carriage at the station to take us home, but mother
wasn't in the carriage. When he saw my disappointment. Uncle
Ambrose told me that she was still an invalid, and had not gone
beyond the garden since her illness.
" You wUl have to comfort and cheer her with your loving little
ways, Daisy," he said; " but you will have to be very quiet and
very gentle. It is not long since she could hardly bear the sound
of any one's voice. You wUl find her sadly changed."
" More changed than j^ou are ? " I asked.
"Much more. Think how much more trouble she has gone
through than I have had to bear."
" But you look as if you couldn't have been more sorry," I said,
for indeed I had never seen such sadness in any face as I had seen
in his that day.
»
«
*
*
*
Mother was lying on a sofa by the drawing-room fire—the evenings were beginning to be chiUy, and she was an invalid—wrapped
in a large white China crape shawl, one of father's gifts, which I
remembered ever since I could remember anything. There was
a middle-aged woman in the room, neatly dressed in black, with a
white cap and apron, whom I afterwards knew as one of mother's
nurses. She had had two nurses all througli her Ulness, one for the
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day and the other for the night; for there had been one dreadful
time when it was thought that she might try to kiU herself if she
were left alone.
Yes, she was changed, more changed than Uncle Ambrose. She
was wasted to a shadow, and there was no colour in her face. Even
her Ups were white. Her beautiful hair, which father had been so
proud of, had aU been cut off, and she wore a httle lace cap, which
covered her close-cropped head, and was tied under her chin. Her
poor hands were almost transparent.
She gathered me up in her arms, and she kissed and cried over
me, and I thought even then that it did her good to have her little
daughter back again. She told me years afterwards that those
tears were the first that had brought any sense of relief with them.
She lifted me into a comer of her sofa, weak as she was, and she
kept me there tUl my bedtime. She had my supper laid upon a
little table by the sofa, and she fed me and cared for me with her
own feeble hands, in spite of all the nurse could say, and from that
night I was with her always.
" You don't know what it is to me to have my little girl again,"
she said to the nurse; " you don't know what it is to feel this frozen
heart beginning to melt, and to know that there is something left
in this world that I can love."
She said almost the same words to Uncle Ambrose next day when
he came over to River Lawn soon after breakfast, to give me my
morning lessons, and I thought he looked more and more sorry as
he stood hstening to her, -with his hand upon the little pUe of books
which he had brought over from the cottage. He answered mother
with a smile a minute afterwards.
"Yes, it is a blessed thing to know we can love and be beloved,"
he said.
Mother told me afterwards that there was a reason for his sympathizing with her in her sorrow more than any other friend. He,
too, had lost his nearest and dearest, his good and devoted younw
\vife, after a brief iUness, almost as suddenly as her loss had come
upon her. He, too, was alone in the world, but for an only child,
his son, of whom he was doubtless very fond. But, mother added,
there were times when she fancied that he was fonder of me than
of his own son.
»
•
•
•
•
Our lives went on very quietly after that day, and from that aay
I was mother's only companion. We have never been parted since
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my desolate days at Westgate, and we have lived almost out of the
world. Mother says that next year when I shaU be eighteen she
wiU have to go into society for my sake, and that she wiU not be
able always to go on refusing invitations to garden and tennis parties
all along the river banks from Maiiow to Reading. It wUl be only
right for me to see a little more of the world, mother says, and to
mix with girls of my own age. I suppose I shall like it when the
time comes, but I have no longing for parties, or dances, or fine
clothes, and my cousins in Harley Street say I am the oddest girl
they ever met with, but that it is no wonder I am odd considering
the eccentric manner in which I have been educated.
I have been so happy, so happy with mother in all these years,
so fond of our pretty house, which grows prettier every year under
mother's care, and our gardens, which are looked upon as model
gardens by all the neighbourhood. People come and ask to see
them, as a great favour; which is rather hard upon mother and me
who love seclusion.
For seven years Uncle Ambrose has gone steadily on with my
education, never missing a day, except when some slight iUness has
made either him or me unfit for work. As punctuaUy as the clock
strikes ten he appears at the little garden gate nearest his cottage.
If the weather is warm we sit in the summer-house, or under the
great wUlow, which grows and grows and grows, as if it were a
magic tree. If it is not summery enough for sitting out-of-doors, we
work in the morning-room upstairs.
Yes, we have been happy together, mother and I, but we have
never forgotten father; we never have come to think less of our
great loss. Saddest thoughts have mixed with our happiest hours.
We never have forgotten him; we never can forget him. Many
women as beautiful and as young-looking as my mother would have
married again within two or three years of a first husband's death;
but she has never given a thought to any other man than him, and
she never wiU. Once I ventured to ask her if father was her first
love; if she had never cared ever so little for any other lover; and
she told me that he was the first who had ever spoken to her of love.
She was only eighteen when she married; she was only nineteen
when I was born. She and my father fell in love with each other
at first sight—like a Prince and Princess in a fairy tale.
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CHAPTER VL
D A I S Y ' S DIAEY.

I SOMETIMES thmk mother hardly makes enough of Uncle Ambrose
or of his goodness to me. I know she is grateful to him, and proud
of my progress, which is aU his work. But now and then it seems
to me that she keeps him too much at a distance, instead of treating
him as if he were her brother and really my uncle. She very
seldom comes into the morning-room while I am at my studies there,
and there are many days when he leaves the house at one o'clock
without having seen her. Once in a way she asks him to stop to
lunch, and when she does I can see his pale, fair face hght up
suddenly with a flush of pleasure, and he is fuU of life and talk at
luncheon, he who is generally so calm and placid, hke deep water;
and after lunch he lingers and Ungers in the garden or in the drawing-room, till mother is obliged to ask him to stay to tea; and after
tea he goes away slowly and reluctantly, lingering to the very last
lingering at the gate if it is fine weather, and mother and I go out
with him to say good-bye.
He is so fond of us both! It is the little gate in the fence near
his cottage at which we say good-bye to Uncle Ambrose—not the
gate by which father went out that summer morning, never to come
back to us again.
That which was brought back neariy a week afterwards was not
my father. That which lies under the grave that mother and I
keep bright with flowers is not my father. We know that he is
living stUl—somewhere. Living, or waiting in a placid sleep for
the awakening to the new life. We know not how, we know not
where; but we believe that he is Uving stUl, and that we shall see
him again.
As I grow older, and my education goes on, and absorbs more of
my master's valuable time, I wonder aU the more at the sacrifice
which he makes and has been making so long for my sake. When
I think that he is a man whose books are valued and praised by the
greatest thinkers of his age, a man who might win distinction hi
almost any walk of literature, I am amazed at his willingness to
waste so great a part of his life upon my insignificance. It is all
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the more wonderful, perhaps, because, although when he came to
live at Lamford he was a poor man, he is now a very rich man, a
distant relation having died in America some years ago and left him
a large fortune.
I hardly know when the change in his circumstances arose, he
himself made so hght of the matter. It was Cyril who told me one
clay that his father was rich.
"Did you ever know such a man as my father," he said, " to go
on living in that ugly old cottage when he might have a house in
Park Lane and a country-seat into the bargain, if he hked! "
I asked if Uncle Ambrose was really very rich.
"Really, and reaUy, and really, I believe," answered Cyril,
" though he has never condescended to enter into particulars with
me; but a Yankee fellow at Oxford told me all about the man who
left father his fortune, and it was a biggish pile—that's the Yankee's
expression, mind you, not mine."
Cyril is at Christchurch, Oxford. He spent his last long vacation
in Sweden and Norway. He has promised me that he wiU spend
the next long, or at any rate the earlier part of his time, at Lamford,
and that he will take me about in his boat, and that I shall help him
with his classics.
I'm afraid this is only idle compliment to me; but Uncle
Ambrose says I really might be of some use to Cyril in reading
Horace and VirgU with him, and that I know both those poets better
than many undergraduates.
If I do I have to thank Uncle Ambrose for my knowledge, and
most of all for teaching me to love Latin poetry instead of to hate
Latin grammar.
CyrU is sometimes just a httle incUned to find fault with his
father for living in the small ugly house to which he came in his
poverty; but as he has a very hberal aUowance, can go where he
hkes for his vacations, and is never denied anything by the most
indulgent of fathers, he feels that he has no right to complain.
"I'm so afraid that other fellows will take it into their heads that
my father is a miser," he said one day, " when they find that I have
no home to which I can invite them, and that my father mopes
away his life in a cottage by the Thames. And the worst part
of the business is that most fellows in the University know every
yard of ground between Henley and Oxford, and must know
Lamford."
I told him that a man could not be said to mope away his life
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when he had wiitten two books which had been read and praised
all over the civiUzed world.
" WeU, no doubt with some men the books count for something, and
they put my father down as an eccentric scholar, Uving his own
retired life, for his own pleasure; but you see there are more fools
than sensible people in the world, and the fools must think my
father is too fond of money to spend it like a gentleman. I dare say
they fancy that his wealth came to him too late in life, and that
poverty's penurious habits had got burned into his very nature."
" What does it matter what mistakes people of that kind may
make about your father ? " I said. " We know that he is a gentleman in every act and thought of his hfe; and that if he does not
spend money upon things that please other people, it is only because
he cares for higher things, which don't cost money or make a great
show."
"You are right there, Daisy," answered CyrU, "and there are
some things he cares for which don't make a show, and do cost
money—his books, for instance. There are two or three thousand
pounds sunk in his library—rare books, old books, new books.
Oriental books, Uning the waUs of every room in the cottage. Upon
my word, now, I can scarcely take my bath of a morning without
splashing a tall copy of the Fathers; and yet I can't get him to
make up his mind to buUd a house to hold his treasures. Perhaps
when the last inch of waU-space is fUled he wiU begin to think about
a change of quarters."
Cyril is not hke his father. He takes after his mother's famUy,
1 ,iin told. He has not his father's fair skin and blue eyes, or his
father's pale and silky hair, or his father's high and thoughtful brow.
His eyes are dark gray, his hair is dark brown, his features are
smaUer and sharper than his father's—a keen, clever face, I have
heard people caU it; not the face of a thinker and di-eamcr hke
Uncle Ambrose. Some call CyrU handsome, and some do not.
He has a very kind and bright expression, and is always very good
to me. He is taU and straight and tremendously active, a first-rate
oarsman, and, I am told, a good shot. He is very fond of Radnorshire and his mother's people, and I think he likes mother and me,
though we do not see him very often. He laughs at my education,
and says that father would have made me a blue-stocking if Nature
had not insisted upon making me something else,
I wonder what that something else is ?
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Father's grave is in the churchyard at the other end of the
vUlage—such a pretty, picturesque sleeping-place for the beloved
dead! There is one corner of the churchyard which is separated
from the river only by a strip of waste land covered with rushes,
and by a low stone wall, clothed with mosses and lichens, gray, and
gold, and green—a dear old wall, with fine small-leaved ivy creeping
over it here and there, and with fairy-like spleenwort growing out
of the interstices of the stone. Just in the angle of the waU nearest
the river lies my father's grave, under the shadow of a great wiUow,
like my tree on the lawn. It was because of that tree my mother
chose the spot. Father had always talked of the big weepingwUlow as Daisy's tree, and mother knew that he was fond of it for
his little daughter's sake. So he Ues under Daisy's tree, and his
only monument is a low red granite cross, with his name and the
date of his birth and death. No text, no verse; nothing to say
how much he was beloved ; only a blank space for mother's name
when she is laid beside him. All the rest is garden. Mother thinks
the garden teUs best of our love for him who lies there, because it
is a changeful living thing, and not dead and immutable, like letters
carved in marble.
Mother and I do aU the work of this little garden with our own
hands. No one else is allowed to touch it, and the flowers change
with every change of the seasons—from Christmas roses to the pure
whiteness of the chrysanthemums in the late autumn; and our
garden is always lovely, and full of freshness and perfume. Fair
weather or foul, one of us goes there every day. We never miss a
day while we are at Lamford. When we are away the garden is
left to itself; and when we come back we have to make up for an
interval of neglect. We had rather there should be neglect and
decay for a Uttle wMle than that hireUng hands should cultivate
father's garden.
That corner by the river is very lonely, the most remote from the
church and the vicarage, and the path by which people go to
church. I have sat there for hours and no one has ever come near
me ; though I have heard the boats going by, and people talking as
they rowed past the little rushy waste outside the waU. Nobody
can see me from the river when I am sitting there, for father's tree
makes a great green tent, just as my tree does on the lawn at home.
Sometimes I hold the soft, drooping greenery apart and peep out at
the boats going by in the sunlight, whUe I sit in cool shadow.
Many and many an afternoon have I spent here with my books
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and my Scotch deerhound, Roderick Dhu, more solitary, more
secure from interruption than if I had been at home, where any one
of the few friends vrith whom we are intimate might drop in upon
me. In the churchyard I have my life aU to myself, to read or to
think, and I prophesy that a great deal of this diary will be scribbled
on the grassy bank under the low wall by my father's grave. There
is a little hollow nook aU among the ivy and bramble and fern,
which is my own particular seat, and I can study there better than
anywhere else.
One day Beatrice Reardon came and found me out in my nook,
came sailing up to me in her boimcing, noisy way, flourishing her
racket.
" So I've found you at last, D," she said. She is one of those
girls who can never call anything by its right name, and she frequently calls me D. " Simeon told me you were out for the whole
afternoon, but I thought I should unearth you. Come and make up
a set."
" Now you have found me, perhaps you'U be kind enough to lose
me again," I answered. " I should have thought that even j-ou
would understand that when I come to sit by my father's grave I
like to be alone, and I don't hke tennis rackets."
I don't often lose my temper, but I do think Beatrice Reardon—
though no doubt she means well—is a gui who would have exasperated Job. There are times when I feel that a continuance of
Beatrice's society would be worse than boils.
"You're a morbid, disagreeable little D," she said, "and you'U
find out you're mistaken before you're thirty; for by that time your
moping, solitary, cross-grained ways wUl make you look forty, and
then you'U be sorry."
She marched off with her racket on her shoulder, singing " Gather
your roses whUe ye may," in her loud mezzo-soprano voice, the
voice of Lamford and two vUlages beyond, and I am happy to say
she never invaded my peaceful corner again.
Here I read the sixth book of the Eneid, and here I read Dante
untU I felt as if I were more familiar with the world of shadows
than the world of realities. Here I learnt those odes which Uncle
Ambrose chose for me in my little Horace, and my favourite bits
from the Georgics, and my favourite Eclogues. Here I read Milton
and Shakespeare, The spot is fuU of lovely images and haunting
fancies.
We have very few friends, though mother is obUged to be civU to
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a good many acquaintances scattered about the happy river, between
Henley Bridge and Caversham Weir. She visits very little—only
in the quietest way at the houses of her oldest friends, the people
she knew best in my father's time. The only families of whom we
see much are the Rector's and the Doctor's, for mother's charities
bring her in contact with both, and as there are girls in both families
I have been invited very often to play tennis or to join in water
picnics, or any other homely festivities. I have never gone to
parties at either house since I was a chUd, and the girls laugh at me
for my solitary bringing-up : but mother and I have been too happy
in our own quiet way for me to think that I lose much in staying
away from the Reardons' birthday dances and hobbledehoy parties
out of doors and in.
Not a hundred miles from Lamford there is a big red house by the
river, called Templemead, which once belonged to a noble family,
and which is now occupied by Mr. Copeland, who coaches young
men for the Army. Some of the young men are the sons of noble
families, and many of them are rich, and I'm afraid I must say that
most of them behave badly. The Rector says animal spirits, I
say bad manners. The Rector says that as I have never had a
brother I don't understand young men's ways; and certainly,
judging by Cyril's account of the goings on at Christchurch,
young men must be extraordinary creatures, with the oddest ideas
of pleasure.
Cyril says that if Mr. Reardon had not three daughters to marry
he would not be quite so charitable in his opinion of Mr. Copeland's
young men; but I don't think our dear old Rector is a contriving
sort of person; and I don't think one ought to be too hard upon
Mrs. Reardon for giving so many tennis parties, and CindereUa
dances, and blind-man's-buff" parties, and water picnics; for three
daughters to marry must mean hard work for any mother.
Mrs. Tysoe, the doctor's wife, has two sons and only one
daughter; so there is not nearly so much excuse for her; and I
must say she does make rather too much of those unmannerly
hobbledehoys from Templemead; nor can I conceal from my dear
Diary that Laura Tysoe's conversation would be more entertaining
if it were not aU about Mr. Copeland's young men.
I am afraid my Diary is going to develop all the worst propensities in my nature—above all, the propensity for thinking too much
of myself and looking down upon other people. A Diary is such a
safe confidante ; and it is such a comfort to know one can say just
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what one likes without any fear of having one's sUly babble babbled
about and made sUUer by one's dearest friend.
So, dear Diary, I mean to scribble just what I like in your nice,
smooth, white pages: and when my foolishness has aU run off' in
pen and ink, I have only to turn the key in your neat little brass
lever lock, and my secrets are as safe as if they were shut up in the
heart of the biggest pyramid.

CHAPTER VII.
SHE AXSWEEED, " STAY."
SEVEN years! Robert HatreU had been lying in his grave seven
years and a day, and Ambrose Arden was slowly pacing the riverterrace which the dead man planned in the pride of his heart whUe
his murderer was lying in wait for him somewhere in the big city
yonder, far away to the east, where the bright blue sky changed to
a duU and heavy grey. Ambrose Arden and Clara HatreU were
walking side by side upon the broad, gravel terrace between two
rows of cypresses; she with a slow and hstless step; he suiting
his pace to hers, but by no means Ustless, intent rather, watching
every change in the pensive face, every shade upon the fair
forehead.
Seven years and a day had he been lying in his gi-ave—seven
years and seven days had gone by since he was found stark and
cold, in a " two pair back " bedroom in a shabby lodging-house near
St. Giles's church, a wonder and a mystery to aU England. For
seven years his widow had mourned him, missing him and regretting
him every day of her Ufe—albeit calmly content in her quiet lot
with the daughter she adored—brooding over the tragedy of his
death, brooding over the cruel destiny which had sundered so perfect
a union.
Her sorrow was in no wise diminished by the years that had
come and gone—her memory of the beloved dead was no less vivid
than it was before the first flowers had bloomed upon his grave.
He was stUl ui her mind the one loved and lovable of men—her first
and her only lover. Time had brought calmness and resignation;
but Time had not weakened love.
Ambrose Arden, walking by her side in the sultry stillness of the
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July afternoon, knew her heart almost as well as she knew it
herself.
Seven years had made little alteration externally in Robert
HatreU's widow, or in Robert HatreU's friend. At six and thirty
Clara Hatrell was still a beautiful woman, so much the lovelier,
perhaps in her calm maturity for the seclusion and repose of her
widowhood.
The cares and excitements of the woman of society had not
written premature wrinkles on the broad white brow. The disappointments and vexations of the fashionaable world had not dravwi
down the corners of the mobile mouth or pinched the perfect oval
of the cheek.
Ambrose Arden was exactly the man he had been seven years
before—fair complexioned, dreamy-eyed, with the scholar's bent
shoulders and with the scholar's measured accents. A remarkablelooking man always, and a fine-looking man in spite of those
stooping shoulders and the slow meditative walk; a man to attract
the admiration and the love of women, as being different from his
fellow men, and with something of that power which women call
magnetic in his thoughful eyes—so blue, so clear, with the colour
and transparence of childhood, yet with such an unfathomable depth
of thought.
Seven years, and in all that length of months and weeks and days
he had been this woman's slave ; and she knew it not. Day and
night, waking or sleeping, near or far, he had adored her; and she
knew it not. Seven years since her husband's death, and how many
years before ? Only since the hour he first looked upon her, when
it had been to him as if the heart within him, a strong and passionate
heart—whose forces he had never known till that moment—leaped
suddenly into life and linked his fate with hers for ever.
He had married a fair young wife, and he had been a good and
tender husband. He had truly and tenderly mourned the early
dead. But till he met Clara HatreU he knew not what passion
meant.
.
He knew not, and could never hope to know, what it was that
made this woman different from all other women upon earth, the
one supreme mistress of his life, whom to serve was destiny, whom
to love was a necessity of his being.
And so for seven years and more before her husband's death, and
for seven years after, he had been her idolater and slave; she
nothing knowing—accepting his quiet attentions as calmly as she
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took a basket of hothouse flowers from her gardener, asking no
questions of her own heart or of his, thinking of him only as an
amiable eccentric, who lived at her gates because it was his fancy
so to live, who gave one-third of his life to the tuition of her child,
because it was his whim so to waste himself.
Her kindnesses to him had been of the slightest, for in her
widowed loneliness it had behoved her to keep even so old a friend
somewhat aloof, lest the little world of Lamford should begin to
have ideas and speculations about her and her daughter's teacher.
She had kept her Ufe completely apart from the life of pupil and
master, and had on rarest occasions offered hospitality to the man
to whom she owed so much. To his son she had been more frankly
kind, treating him almost as a son of the house, and letting him feel
that he was always welcome. Even to CyrU's coUege friends her
house had been open, and he had in no wise stretched his privileges ; though there were occasions upon which he was glad to take
a boating friend to River Lawn rather than to his own cottage
home, with its shabby furniture, and atmosphere of over-much
learning.
Thus had he worshipped her, faithfully and silently, for fourteen
j^ears, just the length of Jacob's servitude for Rachel; and she was
still afar off, cold as marble, unresponsive, unconscious of his love.
It was a hard thing to have been so patient, and to have waited so
long, and to be no nearer the goal—to feel the golden years of
manhood sUpping away like thoso faded lUies yonder drifting with
the current, flowers which some careless hand had plucked and
flung away. It was hard. It was more difficult to be patient now
when he felt the glory and strength of life beginning to wane. Was
he to be an old man before he dared ask for his guerdon—he who
had done so much to wni his beloved ; who had sacrificed for her
sake all that other men care for ?
To-day his heart was throbbing with a new vehemence, and
there was a fire in his thoughts that must needs burst into a blaze
before long. Everything in life has its limits ; even the patience of
a man who loves as Ambrose Arden loved.
"Daisy grows prettier, and more womanly every day," he said,
after a contemplative sUence of some minutes. "You must not
waste her life as you have wasted your own—since your bereavement. I conclude that you intend to go into society next season, if
only for her sake."
" I have been thinking about it," Clara answered quietly, " and T
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suppose it must be so. Poor child, she has seen very little of the
world, but we have been so happy together, so completely united,
that I do not think my Daisy will ever regret her solitary girlhood.
However, everything must come to an end," with a faint sigh, " so
I have asked my sister Emily to look out for a furnished house at
the West End, in Wilton Crescent, or somewhere about there, and
if she can find one that Daisy and I like, I shaU take it next
January. You must come and see us in our new home," she added,
smiling at him with her calm and friendly smile.
" I should seem like a fish out of water among smart people."
" You might feel bored by their frivolity, but the smart people
would be very glad to know you. They must all have heard of
your books,"
" Heard of them, yes: read them, no, I fancy there are not
many smart people who care for the makers of books—only the
intellectual few, the stars of the smart world, who have found time
to cultivate their minds as well as to shine in society."
" CJTU will come to us often, I hope," she said cordially. " I
shall have to give parties, and I must have a day for caUers, It
will be aU very dreadful,"
This time her sigh was deep and long,
"Why dreadful?" he asked. "You who are still young, still
beautiful, and rich enough to indulge your caprices, are not a woman
to shrink from society."
" Am I not ? Oh ! Mr. Arden,, how can you be so short-sighted ?
Do you think it will be no ordeal to me to face strangers ? Do you
forget that I am the widow of a man who was cruelly and mysteriously murdered, and whose murder set all England talking and
wondering ? I shrink with horror from the thought of going into
society, knowing that people will whisper about me, and point me
out to each other in every room I enter. But that isn't the worst!
Daisy wiU hear. Daisy will be told the dreadful histoiy we have
kept hidden from her. Here people are kind and considerate,
and they have respected her feelings—but in London it wUl be
different."
" True, she cannot be so fenced round and protected in society as
she has been among your few intimate friends here," answered
Arden, thoughtfuUy, " but seven years are a long time. Dynasties
are forgotten within a lesser period. Look at France, for instance,
and see how little trace is left of a faUen empire, and a suicidal war.
Tout passe, tout lasse, tout cas.se. That tragedy which made so
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deep a mark in your life is forgotten by the world at large. I do
not think you need fear any annoyance either for yourself or Daisy.
But there is one way by which you could put a barrier between the
present and the past, if you would but take that way."
His pale face flushed as he drew nearer to her, his eyes lighted
with a sudden fire as he laid his long white hand upon her shoulder,
stopping her almost imperiously, looking down at her with a resoluteness that gave to his face something of the eagle look which
belongs to conquering natures.
" What way ? " she faltered, perplexed by that sudden change in
a famiUar face.
" Take my name instead of yours. Let Robert Hati-ell's widow
vanish in Ambrose Arden's wife. Clara, I cannot be eloquent where
all I value on earth is at stake. I love you—I have loved you ever
since—no, I dare not say how long. Only remember that I have
never offended you by one whisper of my consuming love. I have
waited, waited, waited, untU it seems to me that my life is like the
children of Israel's pUgrimage through the desert—so long, so weary,
so far from the Promised Land. Let me not be Uke their leader.
Let me not die with the haven of my hope seen dimly in unattainable distance. I have been patient, have I not ? I have never
offended j-ou, Clara."
" Offended me ? no ! You have been a kind and devoted friend,"
she answered quickly, " but I never thought you wanted to be more
than a friend. Nothing was further from my thoughts—nothinsr "
she went on, in an embarrassed manner ; and then, with a sudden
transition to warmest feeling, she exclaimed, " You know how I
loved him. You know how dear his image is to me. It would bo
treason to care for any one else. It would be cowardice to take
another name. I am the widow of Robert Hatrell, of him whom
some devil murdered. Marry again ! Call myself by another name !
Why, to be true to the past I ought to give up all my future life to
one continuous endeavour to bring his murderer to justice."
" My dearest, in plays and in novels murderers are brought to the
scaffold by devoted women like you, after any interval the novelist
or dramatist may find convenient, but in real life there is onlv one
kind of machinery that works, and that is the much abused police.
When the police, stimulated by the offer of a large reward, cannot
find a criminal within seven years from the date of the crime, j-ou
may be sure the criminal is safe. The odds are that the murderer
who is not caught within a week has saved his neck. In the case
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of my lamented friend the assassin was a man of peculiar audacity
—prompt, resolute, unflinching, and there is strong reason to believe
that the murder in Denmark Street was not his first crime."
" Not his first ? " cried Clara HatreU, with a sudden vehemence
which startled her lover. " Then it will not be his last crime ; and
he wUl be caught sooner or later, Uke the man in Vienna the other
day."
The man in Vienna was a professional murderer who had been
trapped like a wild beast after a series of crimes. When trapped,
condemned, and assured that his case was hopeless, he made a &11
confession of his guilty deeds, gloating over the revolting details,
proud of having struck horror to the hearts of his fellow-men.
"He wiU be caught some day," said Clara Hatrell, "just as that
Austrian was caught, red-handed, and he wiU confess his catalogue
of crimes."
The scholar was silent for a few moments, and then answered
quietly.
" Such cases as those are rare; but, as you say, the murderer
may confess some day. Clara, it is time you drew a veil over that
dark and cruel past; it is time you took pity on the man who loves
you. Oh, my beloved, I have no words to tell my love. I have
given you years of my life where other men give words. I have
waited seven years ; and now I feel that I have spoken too soon."
There was a marble bench near the spot where they were
standing—an antique seat which had been brought from Rome to
adorn Mrs. HatreU's garden. Ambrose Arden staggered a few
paces forward and flung himself upon this bench, and there, with
his face hidden in his hands, sobbed out his passion, with sobs
which shook his powerful frame, and sweUed the veins upon his
clasped hands.
That agony of giief touched Clara HatreU with sudden pity. He
had been so good and true ; and it was love, devoted love for her
which had chained him to the dull monotony of a life^ that was a
puzzle to the people who knew his talent and his means. It was
for her he had sacrificed himself, for her sake he had educated her
chfld as never chUd was educated before. And he had been her
husband's trusted friend and adviser; her husband's better sense.
What more faithful friend, what wiser counseUor and guide could
she choose for herself in the labyrmth of life ?
What should she say to him? Was she to bid hnn wait and
hope, or to teU him plainly that she could never be his wife ? She
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had vowed no vow to remain single aU her life; for it had seemed
to her in her fond regret that a second marriage for her was of aU
things upon this earth the least possible. There had been no
spoken promise to her chUd; but Daisy had taken it for granted
that her mother would be constant to the dead, untU death reunited
the broken bond, until she should he down by his side, his true
wife in the grave.
Pity and gratitude moved her profoundly at sight of Ambrose
Arden's agony. He fought against his weakness, as a strong man
tights his foe, untU those convulsive sobs came at longer intervals,
and the powerful shoulders ceased to heave. At last, with a final
struggle, he dashed the tears from his eyes, rose from the bench,
and stood before her, calm and stUl, but disfigured by the vermUhon
stain upon his eyeUds and the deathly pallor of cheek and Up.
" Forgive me for having made a fool of myself, Mrs. Hatrell," he
said huskily ; " I ought to have known better. I ought not-to have
trusted myself to speak. How you must despise m e ! "
She held out her hand to him, with a gentle seriousness.
"Despise you?" she repeated gently. " Can you think me so
base as not to be grateful for your patient friendship, and for your
love? But you should not have spoken to me of love. You should
remember that my heart is buried in my husband's grave—yet
beUeve, at least, that I am not ungi-ateful. Let us be friends as we
have been in the quiet years that have come and gone since his
untimely death."
"No, no, Clara—that passive bliss—that paradise of the dead—
is over. Friendship is too thin a mask for passion. I could not go
on acting my part—after to-day. It must be aU or nothing."
She hung her head, and the slow tears roUed down her cheeks.
She did not love him, but she felt herself bound to him by a
friendship that ought to be lifelong, and her heart brimmed over
with womanly compassion.
" It must be all or nothing, Clara," he repeated, stUl holding the
hand that she had given him in assm-ance of friendship. " I must
leave you at once and for ever, or stay with the hope of winning

you."
" Stay," she answered gentiy.
•
«
•
•
He duied at River Lawn that evening for the first time since
Robert HatreU's death, a cosy httie party of three, his pupU pleased
to have his company, and fuU of affectionate attentions to him all
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through liie repast, complaining of his want of appetite, his
indifference to certain dishes which Cyril liked, and which were
really worthy of his notice. They dined in one of the old cottage
rooms, a room with a low ceUing, an old-fashioned dado and
chimneypiece, and a bow window, the best parlour of the original
building. The dining-room had been very little used during
Clara's widowhood.
They took their coffee in the verandah, in front of the drawingroom, enjoying the beauty of the night and the newly risen moon.
" Shall I play you a little Mozart ? " asked Daisy : and without
waiting for an answer she left them and seated herself at the grand
piano, from whence she could see them dimly, as they sat in the
shadow of the clematis and magnolia which overhung the verandah.
She was not a brUUant pianiste, having given only her leisure
hours to music; but she played with delicacy and expression, and
as she had been content to devote herself for the most part to one
composer, she had learnt to interpret his compositions with feeling
and understanding.
" Mozart is enough for one lifetime," she said, when her cousins
ridiculed her limited repertoire, being taught by a master who
discovered a new Sclavonic composer every quarter. " I never
hope to play as weU as be ought to be played if I go on working all
the days of my life."
The clever fingers flew over the keys in the light and airy Fisher
variations. The round white wrist moved with easy grace in the
passages for crossed hands, the player looking straight before
her aU the time at those two motionlet:s figures between the lamplight and the moon.
How earnestly he bent over her mother as he talked! how stUl
her mother sat, with slightly drooping head ! and how odd that on
this one day m seven years her mother should ask him to dumer,
and aUow him to spend the evening in a long tete-a-tete ! She had
kept him at such a distance hitherto that any departure from the
old habit seemed strange.
«
*
«
«
•
It was Daisy's custom to spend half an hour or so in her mother's
room before going to bed. These two, who hved together always,
had so much to say to each other that the day seemed insuflScient
for confidential talk, and if the girl happened to be deprived of her
nightly tete-a-tete she would complain that she saw nothing of her
mother, and was altogether hardly used.
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On this particular evening, after Mr, Arden had wished them
good night and strolled across to his cottage on the other side of
the lane, the mother and daughter walked up and down the terrace
two or three times m the moonhght before going indoors for good;
and then the doors were shut and locked, and the lamps were put
out, the River Lawn sank into darkness, except for five Ughted
windows on the first floor. Three of these windows, which opened
on a wide balcony, belonged to Mrs. HatreU's bedroom and boudoir,
the other two were Daisy's, and the lamplight shone through artistic
terra-cotta muslin curtains which the ghl had draped with her own
hands. The boudoir was one of the prettiest rooms in the house.
It had been planned and furnished by Robert HatreU as an offering
to the wife he admhed, and both Clara and her daughter loved it
aU the more for the sake of the love that had presided over its
creation. Here, in the subdued Ught of a shaded lamp, Clara sank
somewhat wearily into a deep armchair, and sat sUent, whUe Daisy
moved about the room, looking at the water-colour studies on the
wall—a Surrey lane by Birkett Foster, a girlish head by Dobson,
a street corner in Venice by Clara Montalba—or, Ughtly touching
the books, the Dresden china boxes, and Indian bronzes on the
tables, in idle restlessness.
"You look tired to-night, mother dear," she said presently,
watchful of her mother's troubled face.
" Yes, dear, I am very tired."
" And yet you have not been beyond the gardens to-day. It
must be the heat that tired you. I was so glad you asked Uncle
Ambrose to dinner, for once in a way. You are not very hospitable
to him, you know. He does not get much attention from you in
return for all his goodness to me."
" You know I am grateful to him, Daisy; but you and I living
alone together can hardly be expected to entertain gentlemen."
" Why, mother, you surely don't suppose that people would talk
if he were to dine here every day. "What a strange idea ! Uncle
Ambrose. A confirmed old bachelor."
"People are more ready to talk than you would ever suppose
Daisy. Mr. Arden is not an old man."
" Not in years, but he is old in thoughts and habits. He is not
like other men."
"No, he is not Uke other mea. He has deeper feelings than
most men. Come here, darling, and be quiet if you can. You
make me nervous whUe you are moving about and touching things."
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" I will be a very mouse for tranquUUty, mother dear," cried the
girl, sinking into a half-sitting, half-kneeUng position at her mother's
feet.
The mother caressed the dark brown hair, tenderly touched the
broad forehead, above hazel eyes that were like her own—eyes that
looked wonderingly at her, seeing an unwonted trouble in her face.
" Daisy, would it distress you if—if—in time to come I were to
marry again ? "
"Distress me? No, mother. It would be only natural that you
should marry again—you who are so handsome and so young-looking—if you could meet any one good enough for you. No, I am not
such a selfish, ungrateful daughter as to be distressed at any change
which would make your life happy. I should be jealous—no doubt,
horribly jealous, after having had you aU to myself—and I should
hate the man. I hate him already in anticipation, without knowing
what he is like or where he is coming from, or when he will come.
But don't be frightened, dearest, for your sake I should do my best
to behave admirably, and I would try and school myself to tolerate
the
" She screwed up her lips as if some abusive epithet were
on the point of utterance, and ended in a loud, clear voice with the
monosyllable " MAN !"
" But what if it were some one you like already—some one you
love, Daisy ? "
" Some one I love—a man! Why, that could be only one man
in the world—Uncle Ambrose," exclaimed Daisy, gazing at her
mother with widely opened eyes, surprised and half incredulous.
" It is Mr. Arden who urges me to marry him. No thought of a
second marriage would ever have entered my head but for him."
" Uncle Ambrose! What an absurd idea! " said Daisy, slowly.
" Uncle Ambrose!"—Ungering over the name. " Uncle Ambrose
in love, like a young man! It seems almost ridiculous."
" Girls of seventeen think that hearts are cold and numbed with
age at forty," said Clara HatreU; " but it is not always so. There
are attachments that outlast youth."
" Yes, mother dear, I can quite understand that, and if it had
been the colonel of a cavalry regiment—a fine, handsome man who
had distinguished himself in India, with an iron-grey moustache—•
or a politician, a man of the world—I shouldn't have been a bit
surprised to hear that he was madly in love with you. But Uncle
Ambrose! A man who only lives to read books that other people
don't read, and brood over questions that other people don't under-
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stand! I could never imagine such a man as that in love. He has
talked to me of his wife, and of his grief when he lost her; but I
could hear in his placid way of talking that he had never been in
love with her—^not as Rochester was in love with Jane, or Ravenswood with Lucy," concluded Daisy, whose examples and pictures of
•life were all taken from her favourite novels.
' "WeU, Daisy," I was of your opuiion yesterday, and I, too,
thought Mr. Arden incapable of a romantic attachment; but now
he has shown me his heart—such an unselfish, devoted heart—a
heart which beats only for you and CJTU and me. He is not happy,
Daisy dear. His lonely life is kiUing him, though people think he
is a recluse by choice. He longs for a fuller life—for a home. He
asked me to marry him, after waiting seven years to prove his
fidelity to me, and his respect for the friend he lost in my dear
husband. If I refuse we shaU see him no more—you wiU lose your
kind master."
" And if you say ' yes' he wiU live with us always," exclaimed
Daisy. " I have often thought you unkind for turning him out of
the house when he evidently longed to stay. I have even thought
yon ungrateful; but it would be very grateful of you to marry him."
" You talk as if you would Uke me to marry him, Daisy. Would
3'ou really?"
" Yes, I really would, for his sake, because I think he deserves a
good deal more attention than you have ever shown him. Only
there is one thing
"
"What is that, p e t ? "
" I could never call him father. I could never speak the word I
spoke at the gate that fatal morning when my own dear father bade
us good-bye. He would be Uncle Ambrose to the end."
There was a sUence, during which the mother sat with downcast
eyeUds and thoughtful brow; perplexed, uncertain, wavering
between two opinions; and then Daisy began again with a startling
suddenness.
"You would be Cyril's mother, and I should be his sister. It
would be very nice to have such a clever brother."
Another silence; another sudden burst of speech from Daisj'.
"There is one question I have not asked you," she said impressively. " Do you love him ? "
" I answered that question in advance, Daisy, a year ago, when
we were talking together on this spot, just as we are talking
to-night, I told you then that your father was my first love, and
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that he would be my last. That is as true now as it was a year
ago ; it wiU be true to the end of my life."
"Poor Uncle Ambrose!" sighed Daisy. " I have always pitied
a man who marries a widow. You know what Guy Darrell says
in 'What WUl He Do With I t ? ' 'Nothing so uisipid as a heart
warmed up.' And yet that very Guy DarreU marries a widow,
after aU. Poor Uncle Ambrose! But you don't disUke him, do
you, mother?"
"Dislike him? No. He is the one man I would choose for a
friend and counsellor. I respect and admire him for his fine
character—so free from unworthy ambitions, so single-minded—and
for his intellect. There is no one I would sooner have as my friend
and companion—no one whom I would rather obey."
"In those things where women do obey their husbands," said
Daisy, making a wry face. " I am not over fond of that word
' obedience;' and I hope, if ever I marry, my husband will not
have the bad taste to pronounce it in my hearing. Dear, dearest
one," with a sudden change to earnestness, " there are tears streaming down your checks. Are you unhappy, mother? "
"No, love, only troubled and undecided. I want to act for the
best."
" Then I really think you ought to marry Uncle Ambrose. He
is so devoted to us both, and he knows so much; and it will be very
nice to have him and CyrU by our fireside on a winter evening."
Mother and daughter kissed with tears, and Daisy sobbed out
her emotions on her mother's breast; and the end of this confidential talk was Clara Hatrell's promise to marry the man who
adored her.

CHAPTER VIIL
DAISY'S HOXEYTMOON PIAEY,

IIow strange life is! The change that has come in mj^ life came
so suddenly that I fancied I should never be accustomed to the new
state of things; yet after a little more than a month I feel as if
Uncle Ambrose had lived with us for years, and as if I had always
been one of a united famUy of four instead of the other half of mv
mother's soul.
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In my thoughts of her I have always called her what Horace
called Virgil—Animm dimidium mese.
Have I lost her now that she is Ambrose Arden's wife; or rather,
how much of her love and her sweet companionship have I lost ?
NaturaUy there is a loss. I cannot be to her quite what I was
before she gave herself to a husband who worships her, who seems
jealous of every thought and every moment she gives to any one
but himself. We can no longer live like Hermia and Helena,
before Puck set them by the ears. We are no longer more hke
sisters than mother and daughter, as people used to say we were in
the old days which begin to look so far away. No, it must be
owned there is a loss, and a loss that I shall feel all my life ; but
it is not so great a loss as to make me unhappy; for I know my
mother loves me as truly and fondly as ever, and that she would
not part with me for anjihing in the world. I know that Uncle
Ambrose thoroughly deserves her love, and that he is doing his
utmost to win it. I know that to me .he is a good and true friend,
and that I am never tired of his society. I know that the atmosphere of love in which I have lived all my life has lost none of its
warmth and brightness. I know I am a girl in a thousand for good
fortune, and that I ought to be very grateful to Providence for all
my blessings.
As I have failed in all my attempts to write a novel, I mean to
make this journal the book of my life, and to put aU of my thoughts
and aU my farrcies uito it. I shaU describe things as vividly as
ever I can; so that when I am an old woman I can look back upon
the history of my life, and find my youth stUl fresh and bright in
these pages.
Let me record the great event which has made so marked a
change in my mother's life—her second marriage. It is a very
curious sensation for a girl to stand by and see her mother married.
It seemed to me always as if time had gone backwards, and mother
were a girl again standing on the threshold of Ufe.
Uncle Ambrose was a most devoted lover, and would hardly let
my mother out of his sight durmg their very short courtship. When
mother accepted him I knew that a short engagement was very fir
frnm her thoughts. Gratitude prevailed %vith her, and rather than
lose BO valued a friend she consented to take him as a husband; but
when she gave that consent last July she certainly had no idea of
marrying him early in September.
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However, those serious and placid people are much more persistent than impetuous characters, Uke my beloved father, for
instance; and Uncle Ambrose contrived to talk my dear mother
into an almost immediate marriage. Of course there was not the
least reason why they should delay their wedding ; for as both are
rich there could be no question of ways and means; and as neither
of them is young, it might seem a pity to lose time. Nor is mother
the kind of person to waste six months upon the preparation of a
trousseau. She is always charmingly dressed, though it is only
within the last year or two that she has consented to wear anything
but black ; and her wardi'obe is full of beautiful things—so it would
be idle vanity to wait for a heap of new clothes to be made, and
during that delay to lose the beauty of the autumn for her honeymoon tour.
It was decided at the very first discussion of the honeymoon that
I was to travel with them after the first week, which they were to
spend very quietly together at Folkestone, just to get used to the
idea of being all in all to each other. A great many places were
proposed and discussed, and finally it was settled that we should
spend the autumn in Switzerland, and go on to Italy in the beginning of the winter.
Where do you think we are going to spend the winter, dear
Diary ? In what particular city among all the cities of the world is
our home to be ? It is like a dream. I turn giddy at the very
thought of it. We are to winter in Venice. We are to Uve within
a stone's throw of the Doge's Palace and the Lion's Mouth. I am
to see the Bridge of Sighs so often, going backwards and forwards
in my gondola, that I shall get to think no more of it than I do of
Lamford Lock. Yes, it is enough to turn any girl giddy.
I want to preserve all the details of that wonderful day—my
mother's wedding-day. It was a perfect morning—as lovely a day
as there has been all through the summer, which ought to have been
over, but which was just then in its prime, for that first week of
September was hotter and brighter than July. The dear old church,
and the graveyard where father Ues, and the vUlage, and the river
were basking in a faint haze of heat, which hung over all things,
like a bridal veU. Mother and I drove to church together, she very
pale, and with a distressed look about her beautiful mouth, which
made me feel sorry I had not begged and prayed her not to marry
again; for I felt that her heart was with her first love, lying in his
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grave under the willow, and not with the man who was so soon to
be called her husband.
She looked lovely, in spite of her marble whiteness—lovely, but
not like a bride. Her soft fawn-coloured sUk gown harmonized
with her rich brown hair, and became her admirably. So did the
little fawn-coloured bonnet with a bunch of corn-flowers. She was
dressed for the journey to FoUtestone, where they were to arrive in
time for dinner. There were no wedding guests, except Aunt
Emily and her husband, my cousins, the Reardon girls, the Rector
and his wife, and good old Mr. MeUidew, my father's lawj'cr. I
carried mother's sunshade, and I was to hold her gloves while she
was being married.
Everything had been kept so quiet, thanks to the Rector, that
very few people in the neighbourhood knew that mother and MrArden were going to be married, and only about half a dozen knew
that this was their wedding-day. So the church was almost empty.
There were no school children to strew flowers. There was nothing
in their pathway as they left the church but the sunshine, and the
shadows of the old yew branches that lay darkly across the path. I
think I like that utter simpUcity better than what people caU a
picturesque wedding. There was just one thing out of the common
in the whole ceremony. We have a fine old organ at Lamford, an
organ buUt in the reign of George the Second, but we have a very
poor organist. Great therefore was my amazement to hear a Gloria
of Mozart's played by a master-hand, as we walked up the nave;
and when mother and her new husband came out of the vestry, arm
in arm, the same master-hand attacked the opening chords of
Mendelssohn's " Wedding March " with a power which must have
startled and thrUled everybody in the church, as it startled and
thrilled me.
•' " Whoever that was, it wasn't Mr. Parkins," I said to CyrU, as
he handed me into the second carriage—Mr. and Mrs. Arden—
oh, how strange it seems to write it!—having gone away in the
first.
" It was not Mr. Parkins. It was I\Ir. Daventry, the organist of
New, an old friend of my father's."
" What brought him to Lamford ? "
"Friendship. My father asked him to give us a touch of his
quality upon this particular day. He knows your mother isfunatica
per la musica, and he wanted to please her."
" I caU that a very delicate attention," said I, delighted.
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"Do you, child ? " exclaimed CyrU, in a scornful way. " Perhaps
you don't know that if it would please your mother for him to cut
his heart out, he would pay her that delicate attention just as
willingly as this."
" You are not jealous, are you, Cyril ? "
We had the carriage to ourselves by an accident. Beatrice was
to have gone with us, but had arrived at the church in a state of
bewUderment, and had got into the landau with Aunt Emily, Mrs.
Reardon, and my Cousin Flora, who grumbled all the rest of the
day at having her frock crushed by overcrowding.
"Jealous!" exclaimed Cyril; "no, I am not jealous, and I
admire my new mother "—how ready he was with that sacred name
—" almost as much as my father does. But I can't help pitying any
man as deep in love as my father. It is a spectacle of human weakness which, being human, one must pity and deplore, lest the same
thing should happen to one's self."
" I hope they wUl both be happy," said I. " I adore my mother,
and I love Uncle Ambrose; but I would rather have gone on caring
for him in the old quiet way, and have kept my mother all to
myself."
" Egotistical puss," said Cyril. " Do you know, Daisy, that you
have the egotistical nose—not a bad nose, in its way, but speaking
volumes for the character of the nosee. A pert nose—straight and
deUcate in Une, but with just that upward tUt which means vanity
and self-consciousness."
" I suppose now you are a kind of brother you are going to be
rude to me," said I.
"Decidedly. I mean to take every fraternal privilege," answered he.
And then, without a word of warning, he kissed me.
I was desperately angry.
" That is a fraternal privUege which you wiU please to forego in
the future," I said. " I adopted your father for my uncle when you
were a small schoolboy, but I never adopted you. And in our
enlightened age no one supposes that you are any more my brother
because your father has married my mother than you were yesterday
when they were only engaged,"
I " But just now you said I was your brother. What an inconsistent girl you are."
" I said a kind of brother."
" Not the real thing. Very well, Daisy, I hope you may never
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want to put me upon the fraternal level. I assure you that I don't
desire it."
This was so rude on his part that I lost my temper altogether.
" You are a SMUG," I said.
I trembled when I had uttered that awful word, expectuig that
he would want to annihilate me, but he only laughed, which was
worse.
" I am getting behind the scenes," he said; " and my first discovery is a vixen in the family."
We were at home by this time, and went in to luncheon.
It was not a very gay feast, though Uncle Ambrose looked
intensely happy. I had been surprised by his appearance as he stood
beside my mother at the altar.
He had been gradually changing for the better in his looks and
bearing ever since he was engaged, but on his wedding day the
transformation seemed to have completed itself. He who used to
stoop now carried himself with an erect and noble air. His clear
blue eyes seemed to have more colour in them; and, oh! there
was such a look of happiness in every Une of his face.
Then, as for his clothes, he who used to wear a coat that was
almost disgracefully shabby was now dressed to perfection, in a
style that was neither too young nor too old. I reaUy felt proud of
Uncle Ambrose as I watched him leave the church with my mother
on his arm, and later, when we were aU clustered at the gate to see
them start for their honeymoon. And then, as he bade me goodbye, I could but think of that other parting, seven years ago—the
parting which meant for ever.
The carriage drove away, with one of my shoes flying after it,
thro\vn by CJT-U, who has a great reputation for throwing the
hammer, and who threw my poor Uttle bronze slipper so as to lodge
it between the carriage and the lamp, like a decoration. I had to
hop back to the hall, which seemed so ridiculous that, whUe I was
ready to cry at parting with my mother, the absurdity of the thing
made me laugh instead, and then, three mimites afterwards, the
laughter and tears got mixed and I was sobbing hystericaUy on
Cyril's shoulder.
Aunt Emily took me away from him, and scolded me for beinoso foolish as to make such a fuss about such a brief parting.
" You will see your mother again in a week, you silly child "
she said. " One would think she was going to Austi-alia. Wliv
my girls a n d l are sometimes parted for six or eight weeks at a time."
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" But they are used to it," I answered ; as indeed they are, poor
things, and have been from their infancy. " It's different with
mother and me. We have never lived apart."
I ran upstairs as soon as I could slip away from the fannly party,
and had a comfortable cry in my own room, while Flora and Dora
played tennis with CyrU and Beatrice, They were all very noisy,
so I suppose they were enjoying themselves. Even though I was so
miserable I couldn't help noticing the difference between Beatrice's
country noise and Flo and Do's London noise. My cousms are
what people call stylish girls, and have a dashing, off-hand way of
talking and doing everything. Beatrice, on the other liand, has a
kind of lumbering vivacity, which I hope it is not Ul-natured to
compare with a brewer's horse in high spirits.
Aunt EmUy and the cousins were installed at River Lawn for
a week, and at the end of that week aunt was to take me to Folkestone to join mother and her new husband, and from Folkestone
we were to start for Switzerland.
Oh, how I counted the hours in that week, and how it seemed to
me as if those seven days and nights would never come to an end!
How I sickened of tennis and boating, and of aU the things which
amused my cousins! How I sickened even of CyrU, who used to
come across from the cottage at all hours, and who devoted himself
to Flora and Dora, and was very kind in asking me to join in their
boating excursions up or down the river! They used to start soon
after breakfast with a well-filled picnic basket, and land at any spot
they fancied, and eat their lunch in some picturesque corner, and
they came home to afternoon tea sunburnt to a degree that horrified
Aunt Emily.
"Are you aware that your complexions will never recover from
such treatment as this ? " she asked them solemnly.
Cyril was to start for his travels on the day I set out upon mine.
He was going to the Norwegian Fjords to fish for salmon. I cannot
understand the rage some people have for chilly, half-civUized
countries, where there are aU the glories and grandeur of the South
waiting to be looked at. Imagine anybody preferring Norway to
Venice 1 Cyril does. Venice is so triste, he said. And then he
promised me that if I were a very good httie girl, and sent him a
nice long gossiping letter every week, he would join us at Venice
for a week or so, just to see if I were dying of too much Paul
Veronese.
"You vnU be dosed with that feUow and his school," he said;
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"made to look up at ceUings tUl your eyes and your neck ache.
If people would only let one alone in foreign cities, travelling would
not be half such a trial as it is; but there is always the inteUigent
companion, bent upon improving one's mind."
CyrU had grown hlase, from having been aUowed to go wherever
he chose. He has seen all that is best worth seeing in Europe, and
a sunny corner of Africa into the bargain. He has traveUed aU
through Greece, and thinks no more of Marathon than I do of
Maidenhead. I sometimes think it has been a disadvantage for him
to have so much money, and that he would be ever so much nicer
if Uncle Ambrose had never come into his fortune. He is kind
and generous, and high-spirited; but he values himself just a little
too much; and he seems to think the world is hardly good enough
for him to live in.
Mother was at the station to meet me, when the train went
slowly over the housetops into Folkestone. How young and handsome she looked in her dark-brown taUor gown and neat brown
hat! and what a moment of bUss it was for me when she clasped
my hands and gave me one discreet little kiss!
"Are you happy, mother, and are you stiU fond of m e ? " I
asked, in a breath.
"Yes, to both foolish questions. See, Daisy, have you not a
word for
"
She stopped embarrassed, looking at her husband, who came up
at this moment, after having sent off his servant to help my maid
with the luggage.
" Yes, I have plenty of words for Uncle Ambrose," I said, giving
him both my hands. " Gracious! what a grand person you have
grown, and ever so many years younger! I think you must have
concocted one of those wonderfiU phUters that I have read about
in Horace."
"Yes, Daisy, I have drunk of a philter; but not one of those
nasty mixtures which wicked witches brew. My phUter has been
happiness."
" I reaUy half suspect you are a second Doctor Faustus, and that
you have made a bargain with the fiend," said I.
" If I had, Daisy, I don't think my consciousness of the compact
woiUd prevent my being happy," he answered, smUing at me.
We went straight from the station to the boat, only a few
yards, and then we sailed across a summery sea, and then came
a long, hot journey—for though we had left cool weather in
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England, there was a sultry atmosphere on the other side of the
Channel.
We were in Paris in time for an eight-o'clock dinner, and I sat
between mother and Uncle Ambrose ni one of the prettiest private
sitting-rooms in the Continental Hotel, with open windows facing
the big lamp-lit square, and the fountains and statues, and the
Champs Elys^es, in a glittering haze of summer mist mixed with
lamphght, and over aU the great purple sky flashing with stars so
briUiant and so large that they seemed hanging just above our heads.
They both seemed glad to have me with them. They both
seemed fond of me. After dinner Uncle Ambrose took me for
a walk, and showed me Paris by lamplight, while mother sat and
rested, and read the last new book which he had bought for her at
the station. There never was a happier girl than I was that balmy
September night, hanging on to Uncle Ambrose's arm and devouring Paris with my eyes. We walked as far as Notre Dame, and
stood in the quiet, open space, looking up at the great dusky towers,
so grand, so old, so rich in saintly and historical images.
He told me all about the building of that mighty cathedral, and
how it had slowly risen from its foundations, and grown and
ripened into beauty, like a great oak in the heart of the forest,
almost as gradually, almost as quietly. And then we looked at the
river, and then we walked slowly back to the hotel.
I felt so happy when I went in; but one look at my mother's
face, as she sat starhig straight before her in the lampUght, dashed
aU my happiness.
" Clara!" cried Uncle Ambrose. " What is the matter? "
She pointed to the novel she had been reading, v/hich lay open
on the table.
" How could you choose such a book as that for me ? " she asked
reproachfuUy.
" I chose the book because it has made a great success in Paris.
See, ninety-ninth thousand I Isn't that a guarantee that the story
is worth reading ? "
" It is a revolting story—the story of a murder—in a low lodginghouse in the cit^—a murder that was never avenged."
"Don't you hke murder stories?" I asked. " I enjoy a murder
if it is a reaUy good one—a mysterious murder, which keeps the
reader wondering aU through the book."
" Never talk m that strain, Daisy, irnless you want to disgust
me," answered mother, more sternly than I ever remembered her
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to have spoken to me in her life. " Do you think a crime which
desolates a home and wrecks a Ufe—or many lives—is a thmg to
be talked of in that spirit? "
" Oh, but poets and dramatists would be poor creatures unless
they were able to describe great criminals. Look at Macbeth, for
instance. Some critics caU Macbeth the finest of aU Shakespeare's
plays, and I reaUy think it is my first favourite among them aU."
" Stop, Daisy," said Uncle Ambrose, with his hand upon my
shoulder. "Don't j^ou see that your mother is tired and nervous?
It is past eleven, and we are to do a great deal of sight-seeing tomorrow. You had better bid us good night."
I kissed the poor pale face, which had changed so sadly since
dinner time, and went off to my room, where my maid was waiting
for me.
I had shared mother's maid untU now, but now I have the
undivided ser^^ce of my good nm-se Broomfield, a buxom person
of eight and thirty, who has been graduaUy educatmg herself into
a lady's maid, and who has nothing to do except look after my
wardrobe, and brush my hair, and walk out with me sometimes,
when I cannot have mother's company.
My head was a little troubled as I laid it on my strange piUow,
troubled about my mother's trouble, which seemed more than the
occasion accounted for. If I had known then what I know now
I should have understood that look of horror in her eyes as she
lifted them to her husband's face while she pointed to the open
book.
Oh, what a blessing it was not to know! and how I wish Providence had suffered me to remain in happy ignorance, as my mother
wished! But there are always officious people in the world to take
tilings out of the hands of Pro^idence; or, at least, it seems so.
We had been nearly a month in Switzerland moving quietly from
place to place and thoroughly enjoying the beauty of everj'thing,
all the more because of Uncle Ambrose, who was hke a walking
encyclopsedia, teUing me all I wanted to know about everything
and everybody, talking most delightfuUy about Voltaire, Rousseau,
Gibbon, and aU the Lake Leman poets and phUosophers, and
quoting whole pages of Tyndall on the Alps and Glaciers.
My mother had no more nervous fits after that night in Paris.
She seemed thoroughly happy, and pleased with my enjoyment of
everything. Sometimes a shade of melancholy would creep over
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her at the thought of years ago when she had been in these places
with my father, and there were days when she had a listless air, as
if she were weary of life, in spite of the love that watched her footsteps and wrapped her round like an atmosphere. I wonder if all
husbands are like Uncle Ambrose. There is an intensity in his
devotion to my mother which shows itself in every act of his daUy
life; and yet his affection is never intrusive, it never touches the
ridiculous. I think very few people at the hotels where we stopped
guessed that they were a honeymoon couple. Mother is sUent and
reserved amongst strangers, and Uncle Ambrose has always the
thoughtful air of a student. At the National, at Geneva, there
were some Oxford men who were very much impressed when they
found out who he was. I heard them talking about his books one evening in the reading-room when I was looking through the Tauchnitz
novels. I felt quite proud to think that the man they were praising
was the man who had stooped from his high estate to educate me.
I wonder whether it was for mother's sake—whether he
worshipped her from the very beginning, even in my dear father's
lifetime, with the same worship that he has for her now—a hopeless, distant love in those days, without expectation or thought of
reward. I can but think that it may have been so, that no lesser
feeling would have induced so learned a man to devote himself to
the training of an ignorant little girl.
It was at Lucerne that the secret of my father's death was
revealed to me. It happened only the day before yesterday, and
yet I feel as if it was ages ago. I was so occupied with the
novelty and delight of this beautiful country until then, that I had
not found time to open my diary after I left England; but now I
come to the book for relief from my pent-up agony. I have not
had one happy moment since that revelation; and yet I have been
obliged to appear as happy as ever, for fear my mother should find
out what I am brooding upon, and be reminded of the one great
sorrow of her life. Oh, what a sorrow it must have been! What
an awful haunting memory! It is wonderful to me that she could
ever smUe again, or take any pleasure of hfe, or think of anything
except that one dreadful fact.
I know now how my father died—why he was snatched aWay
from us without an hour's warning. I know that he was cruelly
murdered by an unknown hand; and that his murderer is walking
about the earth at this day, undiscovered and unpunished; unless

82

One Life, One Love.

God's vengeance has faUen upon the wretch iu some mybterious
way that we know not.
We were at the Schweitserhoff, at Lucerne. The weather was
lovely, and we had spent the day on the lake, and in the evening
after dinner we all went out to the portico in front of the hotel.
There were some Tyrolose musicians playing under the trees by the
lake, and I thought of that curious story of Tolstoi's—of the poor
wandering musician and the cruel people at the Schweitzerhoff, who
Ustened and applauded, but never gave him a sou. And then the
poor creature went strolling about the town, where the teUer of the
story followed him, to take him back to the Schweitzerhoff" and
treat him to champagne, much to the indignation of the company
in the coffee-room.
I reminded Uncle Ambrose of Tolstoi's story, which we had read
together. We were sitting in the deep shadow of the portico, looking
out at the moonlit quay, and listening to the Tyrolese musicians,
one of them playing upon the Streich-zither while the others sang.
Presently Uncle Ambrose and my mother went for a turn on the
quay, leaving me sitting in my dark corner at the back of the
colonnade. They asked me to go with them, but I had walked and
run about a good deal in the afternoon, at Altdorf and FlueUen,
and I told mother I was tired, and would rather stay where I was.
I was sitting in a dark corner, enjoying the music, and unobserved
by anybody. There were two rows of people in front of me.
" Do you know who she is ? " asked a man sitting very near me,
as my mother moved slowly away on her husband's arm.
"Her name is Arden—a very attractive woman, is she not?"
returned his companion.
" Decidedly handsome ! But don't you know who she is ? "
" I only know that the man she is walking with is her husband,
and that their name is Arden. I saw it in the visitors' book this
morning."
"Didn't you notice another name bracketed with it? I did."
" What name ? "
"Miss Hatrell, the lady's daughter. She is travcUing with her
mother and her stepfather. Mr. and ]\Irs. Arilen have only been
married a month. I saw the marriage in the Times."
" But what about Miss Hatrell ? "
" Do you mean to say the name has no association in your mind V ''
" Not the slightest. I never knew any HatreUs, so far as I can
remember."
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"Perhaps not, but I don't think you can have forgotten the
mysterious murder in Denmark Street, St. Giles's, which everybody
talked about six or seven years ago. The man murdered was a
country gentleman who had gone up to London to cash a big cheque
in order to pay for an estate he was buying. He cashed the cheque
in Pall Mall, but he never reached Lincoln's Inn Fields with the
money. He was intercepted on his way and lured to a lodginghouse in Denmark Street, where he was found next day stabbed
and plundered by an unknown hand. It was one of those murders
which baffle all the endeavours of the police, and bring discredit
upon the force."
" Yes, I have a faint recollection of the affair—the Denmark
Street mystery, I think they called it. I had utterly forgotten the
man's name. Do you say that this Miss Hatrell is a relation of the
murdered man? "
" Only his daughter. Mrs. Arden was his widow until a month
ago, when she married the man who is walking with her over there
in the moonlight. I have some friends at Henley who talk about
her. She has a place on the banks of the Thames, where she has
hved in retirement since her husband's murder."
" Was it never known who murdered him?"
"Never. The motive was plunder, of course. The murderer
got clean off with his bootj^, in the form of Bank of England notes,
v,'hich were cashed in the South of France before the bankers in
that part of the world had heard of the crime. The murderer got
a start of eighteen hours or so before the crime was discovered—
just margin enough to allow of his turning the notes into hard cash."
"Were there any arrests made, or was anybody suspected? "
" Oh, as far as that goes, there is no doubt that the man who
committed the murder was a foreigner who took a room in the
Denmark Street lodging-house for the express purpose of murder.
He lured his victim there by the use of a woman's name—the
name of some Frenchwoman of whom Hatrell had once been fond.
He did the deed unaided, in the broad light of day, and then he
locked the door of his room, and went downstairs and out of the
house, as coolly as if he had gone home to fetch some implement
of his trade and were only going back to his workshop. This, I
believe, is the last that was ever seen of him."
" No doubt he is knocking about Europe somewhere," answered
the other man. "Who knows? He may be here to-night. The
Schweitzerhoff would be a capital resort for a man who was wanted
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by the police. The very pubUcity of the hotel would be his safeguard."
I sat there cold and trembling while they talked, oh! with such
callous indifference; as if it mattered nothmg that an adored
husband and father should be lured away to some horrid den and
crueUy murdered. And then the dear face came back to me in all
its brightness—the happy smile—the candid gray eyes. The loved
voice sounded again in my ears, just as if my father had that instant
called to me from the garden. Oh, how conld my mother get over
such a blow as that ? The wonder was not that she had grieved
dreadfully, but that she had ever ceased to gi'ieve. And nothing
had been done. His death was unavenged; his murderer was
walking about the world unpunished. Yes, as that man said, he
might be in Lucerne to-night.
I did not cry out, or faint, or do anything to create a disturbance.
For a minute or so there was a rushing in my ears, and the pillars
of the portico seemed to rock; and then my head grew cool and
clear again. But I felt that I could not go on sitting quietly there;
and I started up and asked one of the men who had talked about
my father to make way for me, and I broke through the double
range of sitters somehow, and ran down the steps and away towards
the cathedral, and then up the hiU at the back of the hotel. I
wanted to get away from the crowd, from my mother and Uncle
Ambrose, from every one and everything, just to be alone with my
thoughts of my dear dead father.
The narrow path up which I went to the top of the hUl was
quite deserted at this time. I stood on the hUl-top alone, looking
down at the lighted city, so picturesque in its stUlness, the quaint
old roofs and gables, and market squares and narrow streets, which
it had been such a delight to explore with Uncle Ambrose only
yesterday, but which I looked at now with dull, unseeing eyes.
PUatus lifted his snow-crowned head above the further shore of the
lake, and over aU there was the clear light of the moon, clear vet
soft, leaving gi'cat gaps of densest shadow, black depths where the
lamps twinkled here and there, singly or in clusters of warm red
light, which seemed a relief after the coldness of the moon and
stars.
I had noticed aU these things the night before, when I stood in
the same spot with Uncle Ambrose. I noticed them mechanically
to-night, while my heart beat loud and fast, with a passionate
longing to do something, weak, inexperienced girl as I was, that
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should slowly, laboriously, surely lead to the punishment of my
father's murderer.
"How is it," I asked myself, "that one murderer escapes, and
that another, who seems to leave but the shghtest indications to
lead to discovery, is arrested within a week of his crime ? What
is it that makes the chances of criminals so uneven, and how is it
that the police, who in some cases seem to exercise a superhuman
inteUigence, seem in other cases helpless and blundering almost to
the verge of idiocy ? "
I had heard this question discussed within the last few weeks in
relation to a mysterious murder in Liverpool, and I had taken an
intense interest in the subject—a morbid interest, jUncle Ambrose
told me, when I talked to him about it. He reproved me for
occupying my mind with a ghastly story. I reminded him that the
story of this murder was no more ghastly than the story of Agamemnon's murder, or of the string of murders in " Macbeth," and
that one might as well be interested in real horrors as in fiction.
Little did I think then that there would come a day when I should
have a stronger reason for brooding upon this ghastly subject.
I stayed on the Mil a long time, forgetting everything except the
horror that had been made known to me that night—forgetting
most of aU that my absence would alarm my mother. I was
startled at last by the cathedral clock, which began to strike the
hour. I counted the strokes, and found that it was eleven o'clockI had been away from the hotel more than an hour.
I hurried back, and on the way met Uncle Ambrose, who
scolded me for going out alone at such a late hour.
" Your mother has been anxious and agitated about you, Daisy,"
he said. "How came so wise a person to do such a foolish
thing?"
" I don't know—I forgot," I said.
" Where have you been all this time ? "
" On the hiU up there, looking down at the town."
" My dear Daisy, how could you forget that your mother would
be alarmed at your disappearance ? "
" I forgot everything."
And then I told him what I had heard an hour ago in the portico.
I asked him why the cruel truth had been kept from me during all
those years ? I looked at his face in the moonlight, and saw more
trouble there than I had ever seen in my Ufe before.
" It would have been cruel to teU you the truth, Daisy. The
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greatest curse of life is the existence 'of idle chatterers, who must
always be baBbUng about otiier people's business. If wishes could
bear fruit, it would be bad for those men you overheard to-night."
I had never heard such anger in his voice as I heard then.
" God only knows the pains your mother and I have taken to
keep this sorrow from you," he said. " We have pledged aU who
knew you and were about you to silence. We have hedged you
round with precautions. And yet, in one unlucky minute, tho
prurient gossip of a wonder-monger frustrates aU our care."
" I am glad I know," I answered. " Do you think I wanted to
live in a fool's paradise ?—to beUeve that my father died peacefuUy
in the arms of a friend, when he was brutally murdered? You
don't know how I loved him, or you would know better than that."
I was angry in my turn—and now tears came, the first which I
had shed since I heard the story of my father's death—tears of
mingled anger and grief. I seized Uncle Ambrose by the arm. I
was almost beside myself.
"You were his friend," I said, "his closest friend, almost Uke a
brother! Did you do nothing to avenge his death ? Nothing,
nothing?"
" I did all that mortal man could do, Daisy. I stimulated the
police to action by every means in my power. I did not rest tUl all
that could be done had been done. It was in concert with me that
your mother offered a reward large enough to set all Scotland Yard
on the alert. If the murderer escaped, be assured it was not
because his pursuers were careless or indifferent. Had he been a
prince of the blood royal the endeavour to solve the mystery of his
death could not have been more intense than it was."
" What idiots the detective police must be ! " I exclaimed.
" No, they are not idiots, Daisy, though it is the fashion to caU
them so whenever a notorious criminal evades pursuit. There are
some uncommonly clever men among them, and there are some
uncommonly clever captures and discoveries made by them. But
now and then they have to deal with a criminal who is both clever
and lucky, and that was the case with the wi'etch who murdered
your father."
"TeU me aU about his death—every detaU," I said.
" What good wiU it do for you to know, Daisy ? " he asked in his
pleading voice ; just as he used to talk to me years ago when I was
a child, and inclined to be naughty. " For God's sake, my dear
girl, try to forget aU you heard to-night. Think of your father only

Daisy s Honeymoon Diary.

?}"]

as you have thought of him hitherto ; as one who was taken from
you in the flower of his years, and who sleeps quietly in his grave,
honoured, loved, and lamented. The manner of his death makes
little difference. It was swift and sudden, a merciful death—without deathbed horrors, or prolonged pain. It must have been an
almost instantaneous death."
"You know all about it, and I want to know, too," I answered.
" If you won't tell me I shall find out the truth for myself. I know
the date of my father's death, and I have only to get the newspapers
for the following days, and I shall learn all that can be learnt about
his murderer, and the circumstances of his death."
" You are obstinate and foolish, Daisy," he said. " It would be
far wiser to blot the horror of the past out of your mind for ever.
Your father's sleep is just as sweet as if he had perished by the
slow and painful decay which darkens the end of life when men live
to what is called a good old age. A good old age ! as if age and
decay could ever be good! I wonder at your want of phUosophy.
I thought I had trained my pupil better, and that whenever you
should come to know the worst your own calm reason would show
you that death by assassination is no more dreadful than any other
form of death."
" It is more dreadful—infinitely more dreadful—for it robbed me
of my beloved father. He would be with us now—he might be
with us for long years to come—but for the wretch who killed him.
It is easy for you to preach resignation, for you have been the
gainer by his death."
I was too angry to think of the cruelty of my words, or of my
base ingratitude towards the truest friend I have in the world, after
my mother. I could think of nothing but my father's hard fate,
and my own most bitter loss.
"That wiU do, Daisy," said Uncle Ambrose, in a voice that
sounded like a stranger's. " So long as you and I Uve you can never
say anything more cruel than that."
" Or more ungrateful," I cried, throwing myself into his arms.
" I am a wretch, a thankless wretch."
He soothed and comforted me, assuring me of his forgiveness.
He could make every allowance for a heart so tried as muie. Yes,
it was a hard thing to have lost so dear a father, so good a man.
"For God's sake don't think that I faUed in regard for your
father," he said. " Although our ideas of life were so different—he
all action and vivacity, I dreamy and self-contained—he was the
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best friend I ever had, the man I liked best in the world. Yes, I
have gained by his untimely death, gained a pearl bej'ond price, the
one dream and deshe of my Ufe. I can never palter vith facts
there, Daisy. Y^ou and I must understand each other and beUeve
m each other, if I am to stand in a parent's place for my dear pupil
and friend. There shaU be no sophistication on my part. I have
told you why your mother and I have laboured to keep the manner
of your father's death hidden from you; but now you have discovered so much I will not stand in the way of your knowing all,
since it is j^our wish
"
" It is my wish—my most ardent wish."
" Very weU. When we go back to England I wiU give you the
report of the inquest, which will teU you every detail. I wiU give
you a collection of leading articles, which wUl show you how easy
it is to speculate and conjecture and theorize about a crime, and
how very difficult it may be to find the criminal. I have all these
papers for you to read, and you shall be allowed to read them, but
under protest. I know that it is not well for you to brood upon
that sad event."
" I shall brood less, perhaps, when I know more," I told him.
And then he implored me to say nothing to my mother about
this dreadful past, which had tried her so terribly.
" God knows what would happen if her sorrow were to be
brought too vividly back to her by any display of emotion upon
your part," he said. " She must never be aUowed to talk about
that dreadful time. Her life and her reason were both in danger.
ChUd as you were you must have seen what a wreck she was when
you went home from Westgate. You must have known how slow
she was to recover health and spirits."
I promised him that come what might I would never afflict my
mother by any allusion to my father's death; and then once more
I pleaded for pardon for my foolish and thankless speech.
" My child, how can I be angry with you? " he said, in his grave
and gentle voice, the voice I have loved from my bab\'hood almost.
'- V\"hat can be more natural than that you should love your father,
and regret him, passionately and fondly? Only teU me, dear,
honestly, are you sorry that your mother has made my life happy?
Are you sorry that she has allowed me to stand iu the place of the
father you have lost? "
I told him no, a thousand times no. Next to my father and
mother, he was the person I loved best upon this earth, and I was
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very glad to have him bound to me for all my life as my guardian
and friend.
" There shall be no One ever nearer or dearer to me," I told him.
" But you must be Uncle Ambrose to the end, I cannot call you
father,"
CHAPTER IX,
DAISY'S DIAEY IN MILAN.

LuCEENE was very gray and dim when we bade it good-by? yesterday mornmg, the last day of November; but when we had climbed
nearer the snow peaks the sun shone out over the beautiful white
world above us and the dark lake below, and the rest of the journey
to the mouth of the great tunnel was like a journey in fairyland.
What could be more exquisite than to go winding upward and
upward into the great heart of the mountain, and to look down on
vUlage roofs, and winding streamlets, and bridges, and rocky gorges,
and vineyards, and gardens, and church towers, even so far below
the wonderful iron road that was taking us towards the skies ? I
felt so sorry when that part of our journey was over; and though I
longed to find out what Italy was like, I felt very sad as I sat at the
snug round table in the little station, the last Swiss station, and
sipped a farewell cup of coff'ee with mother and Uncle Ambrose.
It was a disappointment after leaving sunshine and blue skies
above the Swiss snow-peaks to find Italy gray and rainy, with just
that incessant drizzling rain which one has known from one's childhood as the mark of a hopeless wet day, and which has been
politely caUed a Scotch mist. Of all the things I had thought to
meet with in Italy a Scotch mist was the last; but there it was, and
nothing would have reconciled me to the grayness and the rain
except the red cotton umbreUas, which were delightful, and which
made me feel I was in Italy.
Next to the red umbrella, as an Italian institution, came the
herceau, the verdant colonnade made by vines trained over cane or
Avire, leafy arcades which I saw in every garden, and in front of the
humblest houses—sometimes on the tops of the houses, sometimes
forming a loggia on the upper story. The vine leaves were turning
yellow and red with the touch of autumn, but they were stiU green
enough for beauty. The bell-tower in every village church was
another sign that we were in Italy; and then by-and-by we came
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upon the great dark blue lake lying in the bosom of mist-wreathed
hUls, and mother and I agreed that but for the beU-towers, the
hcrceaiix, and the red umbreUas of the peasantry, we might have
fancied we were in the Trossachs.
And so, as Mr. Pepys says, to Milan, where we steamed into a
great metropolitan-looking terminus, and saw Cyril waiting for us
on the platform in the glare of the electric light.
He had gi-own tired of the North, and had written to his father
to propose joining us on our journey to Venice, and with this
intention he had made his way to Milan, amusing himself here and
there as he came, exploring odd nooks and out-of-the-way spots.
He was looking in high health and very happpy, I thought, as he
stood smiling at us in the electric light.
"Well, wee modest flower," he said, addressing me in his usual
grand manner, after he had shaken hands with mother and Uncle
Ambrose. "Welcome to the ancient kingdom of Lombardy. I
wonder if you are as enraptured with Italy as you were before your
foot had ever touched the soil ? I'm afraid upon such an evening
as this you'U find Milan uncommonly like Glasgow."
He took us to a fine roomy landau which he had engaged for us,
and we left the man and the maids to look after the luggage, and
drove off to the Hotel de la Ville, in a narrowish busy-looking street
that might have been Fleet Street or the Strand for anything distinctive that I coiUd see in it under that gray rainy atmosphere.
Y''es, there was one superiority over Fleet Street in spite of the rain
and the mud, and that was the electric light, which fiUed aU the
city of MUan with its silvery radiance, so that the night was like
unto the day.
The head waiter at the hotel told us that there had been three
weeks' rain, and I found afterwards that this fertUe plain of Lombardy, which I am told is very lovely in spring, owes its chief
beauty to the damp and cloudy winter climate.
At any rate I was in Italy, and the very idea was full of delight.
I kept telling myself that this was Italy, and trying to cheat myself
into brief forfetfulness of the dreadful story on which vay mind had
been fixed ever since that night at Lucerne. It was to be only
brief forgetfulness, for I had resolved to confide all my troubles to
CyrU, to whom I could talk freely.
Oh! what a painful efl'ort it had cost me to keep my feeling's
hidden from the dear mother, with whom till now I had shared
every thought and every fancy ! In spite of my cndea^nur to seem
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happy and untroubled, she discovered that there was something
wrong, and I had to pretend that young-lady-like aUment, neuralgia,
from which I am thankful to say I have never suffered. I was
conscience-stricken at the thought of my own falsehood when I saw
mother's anxiety. She almost insisted upon calling in a doctor, so
I had to reassure her by a prompt recovery. I told her the pain
was quite gone, but that the climate had rather a depressing effect
upon my spirits. This accounted for my talking very little, instead
of talking almost incessantly; and this accounted for my sitting in
my corner of the carriage, thinking, thinking, thinking, all through
that long railroad journey.
I have always Uked Cyril, but I never felt so glad to see him as
I felt that night at MUan. I wanted so much to talk to a man who
knew the world, and a man to whom I could express myself freely,
without any fear of inflicting an unpremeditated wound, as I had
done in the case of Uncle Ambrose. So after dinner I asked Cyril
if he would take mo for a walk, and show me the outside of the
cathedral; to which request he assented very good-naturedly, only
bargaining for a cigarette in the hall before we started. We had
dined in our sitting-room on the first floor, and we all went down
into the gay-looking vestibule after dinner, and took our coffee at a
little table, in a corner where we could look on at the people coming
in and going out.
Was mother happier than I? Had she forgotten the dead?
Those were two questions which I could not refrain from asking
myself as I sat by her side that evening, our first evening in Italy.
She looked so young and so beautiful that night, in her calm,
reposeful attitude, as she sat slowly fanning herself and idly watching the shifting groups in the spacious vestibule. Her brown
brocade gown, with its sable coUar and bordering, made her look
like an old picture. The aristocratic-looking head, with its crown
of dark auburn hair, rose out of the deep soft fur like a lily out of a
cluster of leaves. Her hazel eyes seemed to have sunlight in their
clear darkness. She looked utterly calm and happy; and assuredly
if a husband's devotion could make a wife happy her happiness was
well founded. Such gentle deference, such chivalrous affection
must be very rare in the history of men and women, if I may judge
by the stories of domestic misery that I have heard, and by the few
married couples I have known.
There is the dear old Rector, for instance, a delightful being for
all the world outside the Rectory, but a pestilence to his wife.
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There is Dr. Tysoe, always grumbling about his dinner, and wanting
to have the cook discharged instantly if a joint is not roasted to a
turn. Then there is Dr. Talbot, a man in whom Society delights,
but who is always irritable or out of spirits at home ; whose sudden
appearance in the drawing-room casts a cloud over his family, and
seems palpably to chill the atmosphere.
No, in my brief experience I never saw the perfect and ideal
husband whom we occasionally meet in a novel, tUl I saw my
mother's husband, Uncle Ambrose.
He is not a bit like Rochester, though he has Rochester's commanding inteUect. He is more like a spiritualized John Halifax;
and I who have known him all my life know that his placid temper
is no honeymoon garb to be put off by-and-by. I who have known
him all my Ufe know that he is the most delightful companion, the
most unselfish and sympathetic friend—a man always abreast with
every intellectuul movement of the age, a man rich in resources,
keenly interested in art and science, as well as in dry learning.
' There never was a son less like his father than CyrU. He is as
much unlike in temperament as he is in person. Uncle Ambrose is
all thought, Cyril is aU action. He is like my own dear father in
his energy and movement, as full of Ufe and activity as if there
were quicksilver in his veins. He is eager for knowledge; but he
loves best the knowledge that comes to him from the Ups of men ;
the knowledge that can be gained amidst the life and movement of
the big, busy world. CJTU is not the least hke anybody's ideal.
He would never serve as a model for the hero of a novel.
Yet in spite of the absence of the poetic element, Cyril is vorv
nice, and one cannot help Uking him. He sings delightfuUy. He
is always gay and bright; although he affects to have exhausted
every pleasure. He is the most inquisitive person I ever met with
—always wanting to know everything about everybody.
He is generaUy considered good-looking, indeed some people
insist upon caUing him handsome. He has gray eyes in which the
light sparkles and dances when he is amused at anything. He has
curly brown hair—hair which curls obstinately, however closely it
is cropped, Very pretty hair, hair which suggests the poetical temperament, a suggestion which Cyril certainly does not realize. He
has a sharp, inquisitive nose; he caUs mine tip-tilted, and I am sure
his has the same upward inclination—but it is a very nice nose aU
the same, and it has no affinity to the snub or the pug. He is tall
and sUm, with moderately broad shoulders, and quick, active move-
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ments, and he always dresses weU._ I believe he considers himself
an authority upon dress, and he is certainly very severe upon other
people.
I took his arm, and we went out into the drizzUng rain. There
were a great many shops open, late as it was, and they looked
lovely; but my mind was too full of serious things for me to be
easily distracted.
" Take me first to look at the cathedral," I said ; " and then take
me into some solitary place where we can talk quietly."
"Gracious, madam, what an alarming request!" he cried. " I
think we had better get the sacristan and his keys and go down into
the crypt where St. Charles Borromeo lies in his silver shrine. I
cannot conceive any other place solemn enough to match the
solemnity of your tone."
" Don't laugh at me, CyrU ; I am very serious."
He looked down at me, with a startled, inquisitive air.
" What is it, Daisy ? " he said very sharply, almost angrUy ; " a
love affair ? "
" No, no, no. There is nothing further from my thoughts tonight than love."
" I am glad to hear it. When a young lady is an heiress, and
something of a feather-head into the bargain, one is easily alarmed."
" You have no right to call me a feather-head, when your father,
one of the cleverest men in Europe, has educated me," I said
indignantly.
" My dearest child, book-learning is not wisdom," he answered ;
" and a grain of worldly knowledge is sometimes more useful than
a pound of book-knowledge. I know that you are far in advance
of the average girl in your acquaintance with European literature.
I know that you have read more than some college dons, and that
you are an excellent linguist, and altogether deeply, darkly, beautifully blue. But all the same, you have not learnt the alphabet of
the world in which you Uve. AU that kind of knowledge has yet
to come."
" It is a hateful kind of knowledge," I said angiily.
" My child, you can't get on without it," he answered, with h.3
superior air.
We were in the great open place in front of the cathedral, by
this time, and I stood breathless with wonder, looking up at that
matchless building. I have been told since that the exterior, which
looked so lovely in the bright white Ught, against a background of
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dull gray, is over rich in decoration, that those innumerable statues
of saints and martyrs, angels and archangels, priests and prophets,
are a waste of power; but to my uneducated eye there was not a
touch of the chisel that seemed superfluous ; not a niche or pinnacle
that did not seem a necessary part of the vast scheme of splendour.
I told Cyril what I thought, as we walked slowly up and doAvn,
surveying the mighty church from different points of Aiew; and then
we crossed the square, and he took me through the lofty brightlooking arcade, and then into a quieter part of the city, beyond the
great opera-house and Leonardo's statue. Here the houses were
large and palatial, and there were no more shops, and very few
people walking about.
"Now, Daisy, for this confidence of yours, which is not about
love," he said kindly.
" I want you to tell me aU you know and all you think about my
father's murder," I said.
" What! they have told you, then ? "
"Nobody has told me. I heard two men talking about my
mother and her first husband."
" And their talk revealed the secret that had been kept from you
so carefulty. Hard lines! "
" I am glad I know. It was hateful to be kept in the dark—
loving my father as I did."
" Dear chUd, what good can it do j^ou to know ? "
" Only this good—that I can look forward to the day when his
murderer wiU be discovered and punished."
"I'm afraid that day will never come, Daisy. A pursuit that
failed seven years ago is not likely to succeed hereafter. Your
mother offered first five hundred and then a thousand pounds
reward for the conviction of the murderer, and some of the sharpest
brains in London were engaged in the attempt to find lum. Thov
failed ignominiously ; and I take it there is only one chance of his
being brought to book."
" And that is
"
"His being arrested for some new crime. The cool deliberation
with which the deed was done, the quiet way in which the man got
off and disposed of his plunder, argues the professional murderer.
He may commit more murders in tho course of his professional
career, and sooner or later his work may be clumsily done, or his
luck may change—and then, perhaps, when the rope is round his
neck, he may confess himself the murderer of your fiither."
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" Tell me all you know about the man—and the crime."
" My dearest chUd, I know very little," he said. " Seven years
ao'o I was at Winchester, a careless young scoundrel, thinking more
of cricket and football, and ot my chances of a scholarship, than of
my friends; although I think you must know that I loved your
mother and your father next in this world to my own father, and
the dear old grandad in Radnorshire. Seven years ago my father
was a poor man, and I was ever so much more ambitious, and ever
so much more wiUing to work, than I have been since he came into
his fortune. I'm afraid I was a selfish young beggar in those days ;
but I felt the shock of your father's death very deeply, in spite of
my egotism. I was mentally stunned by the blow when I took
up the London paper and saw that my father's friend had been
murdered, and thought of the desolation in that happy home, the
misery of that once happy wife. River Lawn was my ideal home,
Daisy. I had never been able to picture to myself a fairer domestic
Ufe than that of your father and mother, with my sweet brown-eyed
Daisy flitting about in the foreground, Uke a ray of sunshine incarnate. If you had changed into anything it would have been into
a sun-ray. I felt the full force of the catastrophe, Daisy, and I
devoured the account of the inquest, but the detaUs have grown
dim in my memory. I only know that your father was lured into
a shabby lodging, upon some shallow pretence, and there murdered,
and robbed of nearly four thousand pounds."
And then he argued with me as my stepfather had argued. He
tried to make me think that the history of my father's death was
a history which I ought to forget. He used almost the same words
that Uncle Ambrose had used at Lucerne when my heart was bursting with grief and indignation. Nothing that either could say had
any power to alter my feelings.
Cyril and I walked for a long time in those narrow streets of tall
stone houses, with great sculptured doorways, and here and there
the glimpse of a garden seen dimly through a vaulted arch. I shall
never think of the city of MUan as long as I live without thinking
of my father's ghastly death, or without recalling the dreary sense
of helplessness that came upon me last night as I walked by Cyril's
side and heard his sophistical arguments m favour of oblivion.
To-morrow we go to Verona—city of many memories; and after
a day or two devoted to mediaeval architecture, we go on to Venice,
the dream-city.
Uncle Ambrose has given me half a dozen books about the city
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of tho Doges to read at my leisure, and he is always ready with his
own storehouse of information, which seems to me to hold more
than all the books that were ever written. He has a memory equal
to Lord Macaulay's, I verUy beUeve.

CHAPTER X.
D A I S Y ' S DIAEY IN VENICE.
CHAELES DICKENS'S unfailing artistic instinct was never truer than
when he described this city as a dream. It is a dream—a dream
in marble and precious stones and gold—a dream lying on tiie
bosom of the blue, bright sea—a dream of shadowy streets, where
every glimpse of garden seen above a decaying wall which once
was splendid, has a look of fairyland. Oh! those little bits of
greenery, an orange tree, an aloe or two, how they tell where all
the chief beauty of the place is in marble ! Uncle Ambrose laughed
at me once because I screamed with delight at the vision of a
boughy orange tree nodding over an angle of wall in one of those
narrow canals, where the sun hardly enters. The green leaves and
waving branches seemed strangely beautiful amidst that wonderworld of stone.
Vv'e stayed for a week at Danieli's, and now we are in an apartment of our own, on the first floor of a palace which is next door
but one to Desdemona's house—the house in which she was born
and reared, I suppose, and from which she fled with her ta^vny
warrior. She was about my age, I believe, but much simpler and
more confiding than I am. I don't think I should ever fall in love
with a famous soldier for telling long stories about his fights and his
travels, unless he were of a fairly presentable complexion. Poor
little Desdemona! I gaze up at her windows every day from my
gondola, and wonder which was her nursery window, and which
her schoolroom, and whether her mother was a more agreeable
person than her father.
I wonder, by the way, what kind of father Shakespeare had.
Judging by old Capulct, Brabantio, and one or two other specimens
I should conclude that the woolstapler, glover, or butcher of Stratford-on-Avon was not the most indulgent or amiable of parents.
The Shakespearean idea of paternal government is not allurin"-.
We have been nearly four months in Venice, and have seen the
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city under many and widely difi'erent aspects. We have had days
and weeks of almost summer brightness; we have had intervals of
wind and rain and wintry gloom. We have visited every nook and
corner of the city, have seen every picture and every shrine, have
read and reread, and in some instances understood, our Ruskin.
We have explored the neighbouring islands; we have dawdled
away sunny days on the Lido; we know the Armenian Convent by
heart; and Cyril has reproached me with having established what
he calls a system oiflirtage with the dearest old monk in the world.
How fuU this region is of memories of Byron, and how prodigious
an influence a poet can exercise over the minds of men when he
has been lying half a century in his grave! We think and talk of
Byron at every turn. In the Doge's Palace, on the Bridge of Sighs;
on the Lido, where he used to take his morning ride; on the staircase, where Marino Faliero's noble head rolled down the bloodstained marble, to testify for all time to the ingratitude of nations;
in the convent where he spent such happy, innocent hours learning
the Armenian language—everywhere one finds the traces of his
footsteps or the shadows which his genius clothed with beauty.
Mother is growing tired of Venice—no, that is impossible.
Nobody could ever weary of a place so full of loveliness—a place
whose every phase is poetry incarnate in marble. She is not tired
of Venice; but she begins to weary for home—the famUiar house
and gardens she loves so well, where every room and every pathway and tree and shrub are interwoven with the history of her
happy married hfe—the days before calamity came upon us. I
think I can understand her feelings almost as weU as if she and
I were, indeed, what we have sometimes been taken to be. I think
I can read my mother's heart as well as if she were my sister.
I believe she is happy with Uncle Ambrose. I beUeve that his
society is as delightful to her as it is to me, that his chivalrous
devotion gratifies her as it would any woman upon earth. I believe
that she is grateful to him and fond of him, and that she has never
repented, and is never likely to repent, her second marriage. But
all the same do I know that her heart goes back to the old love.
I found her a few days ago sitting with my father's photograph on
the table before her. She was sitting looking at it, with clasped
hands, and tears streaming down her cheeks. She was so absorbed
in sad thoughts that she did not hear me enter the room or leave it.
She was talking of River Lawn in the evening; and I fancied
that her mind had been dwelling on the old happy days, and that
H
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even in the midst of this beautiful city she felt sad and lonely. She
has seemed all at once to grow languid and Ustiess, and to feel no
more interest in scenes and buildings whose interest seems inexhaustible to me. I only hope she is not iU. I have questioned her,
but she assures me there is nothing the matter. She never was in
better health, but she is haunted by visions of the old home where
so much of her life has been spent.
" I dreamt of your father's grave last night, Daisy," she said; " I
dream of it so often, so often! "
I could not teU her that I too had had my dreams, not of the
grave, but of my father himself^horrible dreams sometimes, filled
with vague shapes and imknown faces. I had seen my father
struggUng with his murderer; I had seen the cruel blow struck;
but I had never been able to remember the murderer's face when I
awoke, though it seemed sometimes in my dream to be a face well
known to me.
I can see that Uncle Ambrose is perplexed and uneasy about my
mother, and he too seems to have become indifferent to Titian and
Paul Veronese.
This being so, I am thrown upon Cyril for society in my rambles
and explorations, and he and I go roaming about these delicious
waters in our gondola—our own gondola, buUt on purpose for us,
and to be sent to England after our return. How surprised Beatrice
Reardon and all the rest of them wiU be to see us in this mysteriouslooking boat, with its swan-like prow and black curtains—a boat
which seems to have been designed on purpose for mystery and
romance.
My good old Berkshire nurse and maid goes everywhere with me,
as a kind of duenna, and exists in a perpetual state of wonder. I
doubt if she is altogether awakened to the loveliness of Venice ; and
indeed she told me the other day that she could not think much of
a city which had not one broad street in it. Milan, she admitted,
was a fine town, but Verona she considered " a hole," and she considers Venice decidedly inferior to Henley.
" I Uke the Rialto Bridge, Miss Daisy," she said, ''because there's
a bit of Ufe there, -with the shops and the people, and I like the
shops in St. Mark's square, though I should like them better if the
shopkeepers didn't stand at their doors and tout for customers,
which is an annoyance when one wants to look at things in peace
and hasn't no thought of buying anything. But even that isn't up
to the PaUerroyal in Paris."
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It will be seen, therefore, that Broomfield's tastes are essentially
modern. Poor soul, she is so patient and so good-tempered in
going about with me to churches and odd out-of-the-way corners
that haven't the faintest interest for her. She stands smiling blandly
at the pictures and statues, whUe Cyril and I are deep in our Hare
or our Ruskin, peering into every detail.
CyrU is capital. He has an ardent love of art, and, indeed, he
seems to like everything that I like.
We have long confidential talks about ourselves and other people,
about the past and the future—how strange that one so rarely talks
of the present!—as we sit in our gondola, lazily gliding over the sunlit water, scarcely conscious of the movement of the boat. Sometimes we talk French, sometimes Italian, in which I am anxious to
attain facility. It is one thing to be able to read Dante, I find, and
another thing to express one's own thoughts easily. The language
we talk makes very little difference to Broomfield, who sits poring
over her Daily Telegraph, or knitting one of those everlasting
wooUen comforters which she provides for her numerous nephews
and nieces. Cyril and I are as much by ourselves as if Broomfield
were one of those sculptured seraphim which the Israelites used to
have in their houses to symbolise the deity they worshipped.
CyrU's Oxford days are over. He has taken his degree, and has
I believe done very well—though he has not swept the board, ho
teUs me, like Mr. Gladstone or Mr. Goldwin Smith, as he intended
to do when he was at Winchester. And now he has to think of
what he shall do with his life.
" I think I shall go to the Bar," he said, "because a man ought
to have a profession of some kind, and I rather like the idea of the
Bar—foUowed in due course by the Bench. And the Bar has
advantages for a man who does not want to be a slave in the golden
years of youth. The Bar is a profession in which a man can take
it easy."
I am afraid Cyril has a slight incUnation to idleness—or rather,
perhaps, that he has a distaste for any systematic and monotonous
work. He is far too active and energetic to waste his days in laziness, but he likes to occupy himself according to the caprice of the
hour; and then no doubt he is influenced by the knowledge that
his father is a rich man and he an only cliUd.
We were talking the other day about Uncle Ambrose's fortune,
and his almost eccentric indifference to wealth, which would have
been such a delightful surprise to most men in his position.
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" I found out a most extraordmary fact connected v.ith my
father's inheritance," said CyrU, " a fact which reveals an indifference that is really abnormal. An American I met at Oxford got
into conversation with me about my connection with America,
through my father's kinsman. He told me that old Matthew
Arden, of Chicago, died early in April, '72, and that as his property
was aU of a most simple and obvious character, my father must
have passed into possession of it within a month or two after his
death. Now, I distinctly remember that the first I heard of the
change in our circumstances was on All Saints' Day, when I went
home from Winchester for twenty-four hours' holiday. My father
told me then that a great-uncle, with whom he had kept up an
occasional correspondence, had lately died in America, an old
bachelor, and a man of considerable wealth, accumulated in trade,
and that he had appointed my father residuary legatee. I was a
great deal more excited by the change from poverty to wealth than
he was, I never saw a man so unmoved by the idea of large
means, or so indifi"erent to the things that money can buy. That
indiff"erence has never been lessened; but I beUeve now that he
has a wife and daughter to think about he will take more pleasure
out of his wealth and spend money royaUy. I hear of a house in
Grosvenor Square, which has been bought, and is being renovated
in the Adamesque style we are all so fond of."
" A house in town would be rather nice," I said, " but I hope
Uncle Ambrose does not mean to take us too much away from
Lamford. That is the home I love."
" In spite of its sorrowful associations ? "
"Yes. I don't want to forget my father. I think to try and
forget the loss of one we love is only a selfish way of pleasing- ourselves at the cost of our dead. We owe a duty to our beloved
dead—the duty of long remembrance."
I had heard a good deal about the house in Grosvenor Square,
and had seen sketches of the rooms and their decoration. 'There
were to be occasional departures from the Adamesque character
notably in the hall and staircase, and the room on the half flight.
These were to be Moorish, with a good deal of perforated sandalwood and Oriental drapery. I heard my mother discussing the
colouring and decoration with Uncle Ambrose, and I was often
caUed into councU; but I was just now too completely steeped in
the loveliness of Venice to take a very warm interest in any London
house. 'What I sighed for was one of those fifteenth-century palaces
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which I saw given over to business purposes, manufactories for
carved furniture or Venetian glass, store-houses, show-rooms, workshops—palaces in which painters hke Titian had lived and worked,
palaces where the waUs stUl show the armorial bearings of historic
famihes. Oh! to think that the roof which once sheltered a Doge
should ever be vulgarised by trade.
CyrU laughs at my horror of trade, and reminds me that Venice,
in the days of her greatest splendour, was a city of traders, and
that now she is dependent on reviving commerce for her resurrection from poverty and decay.
Yesterday Cyril and I had a grand excursion aU to ourselves, or
with only my duenna Broomfield to make a third; dear old Broomfield, who always looks the other way when we are talking confidentially. I dare say she wonders what we can find to talk about
—first in one language and then in another. Cyril's Italian is of
the poorest quality, by the way, and very limited in quantity, but he
pretends that he likes to hear me talk, and he pretends to understand
me. Our chief confidences, however, are in French, a language in
which he is quite at home. Indeed, here it is I who am at fault,
for to tease me he often persists in talking Parisian, which is quite a
different tongue to the French in which Racine and Boileau wrote.
We started early, on a morning that was more Uke June than
February. We had our own gondola, and our two men, looking
deUciously picturesque in their black livery and yellow silk scarves.
They are both dear creatures, and have become a part of our
family. Paolo is a bachelor, and he is to accompany the gondola
to Lamford, and live and die in our service; but Giovanni has a
wife and two babies, so we do not import him. It wUl be an
agonising moment when I have to bid him good-bye, I save my
dessert every night after dinner, and give it to him next morning
for his hamhini, and his face becomes one broad grin of delight
when I hand him my little offering. One could not venture upon
such childishness with a Thames waterman, whose only idea of
kindness from his superiors begins and ends with beer.
'•
We had a most delightful picnic-basket, enough for the whole
party, and we were to go to Torcello, and to be free till sunset.
Oh, how like a fairy tale it was to go gUding over that blue lagoon,
passing Murano and its chimneys, and Burano and its lace factory,
and gliding on and on by wUlow-shaded banks tiU we came to aU
that is left of the mother city of Venice !
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We landed in a narrow creek, among sedges and alders, and
long rank grass, and I could have almost thought I was in a backwater at home; but within a few paces of our landing-place stood
the octagonal church of Santa Fosca, and the museum which caUs
itself a Municipal Palace, and just behind them the cathedral, very
plain of aspect outside, but grand and beautiful within.
After a very conscientious visitation of the two chm'ches, and
a rather superficial examination of the marble reUcs in the museum,
we went in quest of a picturesque spot fcr our picnic; and having
found a bower of alders on the edge of the meadows, where the
cattle were feeding quietly in the sweet, flowery grass, on ground
that was once the city of TorceUo, we lunched as it were tete-a-tete
with the Adriatic; for in front of us we could see nothing but the
bright blue waters and the painted sails of some fishing-boats,
shining crimson, and purple, and orange in the noonday light. We
lingered long over the deUcious meal, in air that was far more
exhUarating than the champagne which CyrU persuaded me to
taste, and which he himself drank with much gusto.
I told him that I thought it a horrid thing to see a young man
drinking champagne, and pretending to be a severe judge of the
particular vintage. I considered such a taste odiously suggestive
of some overfed alderman, feasting in the city.
" You wiU be taking turtle next," I said.
"Why, you silly puss, we often have turtle at our lunches in
Tom Quod," said he. "Do you suppose we wait for grey hahs
and red noses before we learn to appreciate the good things of this
life ? An undergrad. is as good a judge of turtle and champagne as
any alderman who ever passed to the luxuries of Mansion House
through a long apprenticeship to boiled beef and beer."
We sent Broomfield off" to find our gondoliers, whUe we two
wandered along the edge of that verdant shore, with our feet almost
in the sea.
" Now we have lost sight of the churches, we might almost fancy
ourselves on e desert island," said I.
" I only wish the fancy were true," said he. '• I should revel
in a spell of summer idleness on a desert island; if we had onlv
enough to eat."
! " 'That last condition takes the poetry out of the whole thing,"
answered I.
" Oh, but you would not have us left to starve until we began to
look at each other and wonder which bit was the nicest,"
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" Or the least nasty. No, that idea is too awful; it is one of the
dreadful mysteries of human degradation that we can never understand till we are brought face to face with Death. Oh, it is so
dreadful to think that the mere blind clinging to life can change
men into wUd beasts. And yet the thing happens. You have
fiUed me with horror by the mere suggestion."
" Daisy, you have too vivid an imagination. You look at me
as if you saw the potentiality of cannibaUsm depicted in my countenance. You and I wUl visit no island more savage than Prospero's,
and there it seems there was always enough to eat."
" Prospero was an enchanter, sh."
"And Miranda was an enchantress—for Ferdinand, at least.
Over him she flmig earth's most potent speU. WiU you be my
Miranda, Daisy ? "
We were standing on that quiet shore, the waves curUng, azure
and emerald and sUvery bright, up to our very feet. We were as
much alone as Ferdinand and Miranda can ever have been on
their enchanted isle, and—he had the supreme impertinence to put
his arm round my waist.
I believe that kind of thing has happened to Beatrice Reardon
almost as often as the toothache; and my cousin Flora has told me
that it is sometimes done at dances, in a conservatory where there
are palms and tree-ferns, after supper; but such a thing has never
occurred to me, and it took my breath away,
" Be my Miranda, Daisy," he went on, in such a charming voice
that I forgot to be angry with him, or at any rate forgot to express
my indignation. "Let me be your Ferdinand, and all the world
will be my enchauted island. It is the fairy who makes the speU."
" I don't quite foUow your meaning," I said, stupefied by
amazement at his audacity.
" Oh, Daisy, what a horrid thing to say!" he exclaimed, evidently
hurt. " I thought you were romantic and full of poetry, and you
answer me as if you were made of wood."
He took away his arm from my waist in a huff". I believe if he
had left it there any longer he would have given me an angry
pinch. His whole countenance changed.
" I can't quite understand you, Cyiil," I said very meekly. " I
thought you and I were to be brother and sister."
" You know you thought nothing of the kind. Miss. You refused
to accept my father as a father, or to caU him by that name. You
told me very distinctly on the wedding-day that I was not to have
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the privUeges of a brother, and I rephed that I had no desire to
stand upon that footing. And now that the happiest months of my
life have been spent with you ; now that I am over head and ears
in love, you pretend not to understand, you make beUeve to be
stupid and apathetic. It is very cruel—more cruel than words can
say—if you have been fooling me aU this time."
I don't know exactly what I said after this. I think I must have
apologized for my stupidity, for he certainly forgave me, and put
his arm round my waist again, and kissed me, not in the boisterous
sort of way that he kissed me in the carriage after mother's wedding,
but gently, and even timidly, so that I could not find it in my heart
to be angry.
"Are these my Miranda's lips?" he asked; and I think I said
that it might be so if he pleased. And then w-e went slowly,
slowly, slowly back to the creek where we had left the gondola;
and I beUeve we were engaged.
Broomfield looked at us in a most extraordinary way when we
took our seats opposite her, as if she reaUy guessed what had
happened, which was hardly possible. Our dear good men had
eaten an enormous luncheon, and they sang their dehghtful songs
all the way back to Venice.
The sun soon began to steep everything in gold—islands, water,
distant mountains, and the wonderful city towards which we were
going, and the painted saUs of the fishing-boats, and the clouds
floating in the azure sky—azure that changed into opal—gold that
changed to crimson, as the beU-tower of St. George the Greater
rose out of the level tide, and the lamps on the Piazza began to
gleam Uke a string of diamonds.
CyrU is a very impetuous person, and before we sat down to
dinner he had told Uncle Ambrose and mother that he and I were
engaged, and that he would not forfeit that privilege to be the
Doge—if the Ducal power of Venice were to be revived to-morrow.
Late in the evening mother came into my room and sat with me
for nearly an hour by the wood fire. She told me that nothing
would please her better than that Cyril and I should love each
other well enough to take upon ourselves the most solemn tie this
earth knows. Her seriousnesis made mo very serious, and almost
frightened me,
" I am pleased that you should be engaged even earlier than I
was, Daisy," she said, " and that you should not be hardened and
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spoilt by the experience of the world, where girls learn to be selfish,
and vain, and self-seeking. I am pleased that you should be
engaged to your first lover, in the very freshness and dawn of your
life. It is too early to think about marrying, but a year or two
hence
"
"Oh, not for ever eo many years," I cried. "Pray don't talk
about getting rid of me. I want to stay with you, mother, Y'ou
are all in all to me. You are not tired of me, are you ? "
" Tired! No, my darUng. It wUl be a sad day for me when my
bright bird leaves the home-nest; but I married very young, Daisy,
and my wedded Hfe was aU gladness, hxi. engagement should not
last too long, even when the lovers are as young as you and CJTU,
Two years wUl be quite long enough. In two years you wUl be
nearly twenty."
"That sounds dreadfully ancient," said I ; for indeed it seems
that one has done with youth when one is out of one's teens.
Mother gave me her smaU pearl necklace on my thirteenth birthday, and I was so proud of myself, and thought myself quite a
personage because I was in my teens; and now here she was
talking coolly about my soon being twenty, and old enough to be
turned out of doors,
" Two years wiU be no time," I told her. " I would rather be
engaged for ten, so that I may stay at River Lawn with you."
" Who knows, dearest, if you need ever leave River Lawn," she
answered sweetiy. " I have always thought the French much
wiser than we in their domestic arrangements, because they are
not afraid to keep their children under the famUy roof when they
are married; and thus the bond of parentage grows stronger instead
of weaker, and the littie diildren of the third generation grow up
at the feet of the old people, I have heard Englishmen say that
this plan can never succeed with us; and, if so, one cannot help
thinking that there must be some want of affection in the English
heart. Now, in your case, Daisy, there is every reason that your
married life should be spent in your mother's home, since you are
to marry my stepson."
" Dearest, dearest mother," I exclaimed, giving her a hug which
would have done credit to a young she-bear, " how sweet and how
wise you are ! I am very glad I accepted CyrU. I see now that
he is just the very best husband I could have chosen."
" My darling, how tightly you talk," said mother, almost reproachfully. "Your stepfather a n d l are naturaUy pleased that you and
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Cyril should have chosen each other; but that is not enough, not
nearly enough. Nothing is enough unless you love him truly and
devotedly, with your whole heart and mind, as I loved your father."
" I suppose I like him as weU as I could like anybody," I
answered, rather frightened at her grave looks and earnest words.
" Liking is not enough."
" WeU, perhaps I love him. I know I have been very happy
with him ever since we came here—so happy as to forget—every
idea of sorrow or trouble in the world," I said, checking myself
confusedly; for the thing that I had forgotten more than I ever
thought I coiUd forget was the dark story of my father's death.
" I have been quite abandoned to happiness, but I don't know how
much Venice may have had to do with that, and whether I shaU
care quite as much for CyrU when we get back to Lamford."
" My love, be serious," urged mother, looking painfuUy grave.
" Seriously then I believe I love him as weU as I shaU ever love
anybody."
" Daisy, you talk hke a coquette, and not hke an earnest woman."
"Dearest, don't be shocked with me. It all seemed like a dream
or a fairy tale to-day, when CyrU and I stood on the beach in the
sunshine, with the waves making music at our feet. If you had
heard how lightly he asked me to be his wife—indeed he never
once mentioned the word—^you would not wonder that I am incUned to speak half in jest about this solemn business. Let us take
the situation lightly, mother, and if after a year or two we should
happen to grow tired of each other, why, we can apologize, and
drop back into the position of brother and sister."
" No, Daisy, that will not do—there must be no engagement—
there must be no semblance of a bond between you—unless you
and he are both sure of your hearts. No hay hurlas con el amor.
Good night, dear. Pray to God for guidance. Remember marriage
means for ever. As a bond or as a stigma it marks a woman's hfe
to tiie end."
I felt miserable after she had left me; but I did what she told
me to do. I knelt down and prayed to be guided and led in the
right way—led to choose the fate tiiat should be best for my own
happiness, and for my mother's. The thought that I need never
leave home if Cyril were my husband, made him seem to me the
most perfect husband I could have.
Scarcely had I risen from my knees, when I heard the distant
dip of oars, and the music of a guitar and a couple of mandolines,
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accompanying the song CyrU and I are so fond of The sounds
came nearer, slowly growing out of the stiU night—the melodious
phsh-plash of the oars, the silvery tinkling of the mandolines, the
deeper tones of the guitar, and a fine baritone voice which I fancied
I knew.
" WUl they pass, will they stay ? " I asked myself, throwing open
my window, and hiding myself behind the velvet curtain, where I
could see without fear of being seen.
The moon was near the full, and all the palaces upon the
opposite bank were bathed in silvery hght, and along the broad
open canal a gondola came gliding, Ut with coloured lanterns, which
danced and trembled in the soft breeze. It came nearer and
nearer, till it stopped under my window, and then the mandoUnes
and guitar played a famUiar symphony, and the voice I knew very
well began Schubert's " Gute Nacht."
He—it was CyrU, of course—sang the serenade beautifully.
Music is one of his greatest talents, inherited from his mother; for
I doubt if Uncle Ambrose could distinguish " God Save the Queen "
from " Robin Adair."
He sang that lovely melody to perfection, or it seemed perfection
on the moonlit canal, with those fantastic Chinese lanterns trembUng
in the soft, sweet wind. I feel assured it was on just such a night
as this that Desdemona eloped with her Moor.
When he had sung the last notes and the mandoUnes had tinkled
into sUence, he stood looking up at my window, as if he were waiting for some token of approval.
What Desdemona would have done under the same circumstances
floated upon me in an instant. I crept to the mantelpiece and
chose a hly from the vase of flowers, and, stiU hidden by the curtain,
flung it out of the window.
He caught it very cleverly; and then, after a pause, the oars
dipped, and the mandoUnes began to play the serenade from " Don
Pasquale," and the gondola moved slowly, slowly down the canal,
he singing as it went.
I wonder if the other inhabitants of Venice considered him a
nuisance ? There was a man at the table d'hote at DanieU's who
caUed Venice " a smelly place "—that was all he had to say about
the most enchanting city in the world. Such a man as that woiUd
be sure to object to a serenade.
Cyril and I were solemnly engaged this morning. We were
plighted and pledged to each other for Ufe, and when we marry we
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are to have our own suite of rooms in Grosvenor Square, the whole
of the third floor, which is to be decorated and furnished according
to my taste. This means that CyrU and I are to choose everything;
for, of course, I should not be such a selfish wretch as to choose
without deferring to him.
At River Lawn we are to have the east wing, and mother wiU
buUd more rooms if ever we fancy we want them. And the gondola
is to be ours—the gondola in which CyrU sang last night.
I feel as if the gondola were a personal friend.

CHAPTER XL
A WOMAN WHO MIGHT HAVE B E E N HAPPY.
GILBERT FLOEESTAN, who came of age a few months before Robert
HatreU's death, was stiU a bachelor. He saw his twenty-eighth
birthday approaching, and he saw himself no nearer matrimony
than when he was twenty-one. His hfe in the interval had been
eventful, and he felt older than his years. He had entered the
diplomatic service under the best possible auspices, with famUy
interest and coUegiate honours in his favour. He had traveUed
much, and had spent the brightest years of his youth in vagrant
diplomacy, passing from one legation to another. He had loved,
and he had suffered; and now, at twenty-eight, having, as he
believed, got beyond the passions and illusions of youth, he was
estabhshed in Paris as an idler by profession, well looked upon in
the best society of the dazzling capital, and not unacquainted with
the worst.
He was not rich, as wealth is counted nowadays, when hardly
any man under a mUUonaire presumes to consider himself comfortably off". He had bread and cheese ; that is to say, landed property which brought him, nominaUy, two thousand five hundred a
year, actuaUy, about seventeen hundred. He was not ambitious.
He had lost father and mother before he was fifteen years of a^^e
and he had none but distant relations. The stimulus to eft'ort
which paternal pride and maternal love might have afforded was
in his case wanting. He had no sister to interest herself in his
endeavoiu's and to exult in his triumphs. He had no brotlier to
rouse the spirit of emulation in his sluggish temperament. He told
himself tiiat he stood alone in the worl<i. and that it mattered verv
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little what became of him—that he might go his own way, whether
to blessedness or to perdition, without hurting anybody but himself.
This sense of isolation had tended towards cynicism. He saw
the world in which he lived in its worst aspect, and cultivated a
low opinion of his fellow-men. His estimate of woman had been
of the lowest, since one never-to-be-forgotten April night in
Florence, when, standing in a moonUt garden, he heard a woman's
careless speech from an open window just above his head—speech
which told him with ruthless unreserve that the woman he had
worshipped as more than half a saint was an audacious and remorseless sinner.
Never till that night had Gilbert Florestan deliberately listened
to a conversation that was not meant for his ear; and on that
night he stood beneath the window-sill for less than five minutes.
He only waited long enough to be sure that he had not deceived
himself—that the speech he had heard was not a delusion engendered
of his own fevered brain. There, hidden amidst the foliage of
magnolia and orange, he stood and listened to the two who leant
upon the cushioned sill above him, looking dreamily out into the
night. No, there was no illusion. Those words were real—sUvery
sweet, though to him they sounded like the hissing of Medusa's
snakes. They told him that the woman he was pursuing with allconfiding love was the mistress of another man—that if she were
to yield to his prayers and marry him—a question which she was
now debating with her lover—the marriage would be a simple
matter of convenience,,and the lover would not be the less beloved,
or the less favoured.
" For thee, carissimo, it would be always the same," said the
sUver voice; and the music of the waltz in the adjoining ball-room
seemed to take up the strain. "Always the same—always the
same."
Florestan waited to hear no more. He left the garden of that
semi-royal villa, walked straight home to his lodgings in the Via
Cavour, packed up the lady's letters—those cherished letters, every
one of which—^from the tiniest note acknowledging a bouquet, to
the longest and most romantic amplification of the old theme, "he
loves me, he loves me not"—he had treasured in a locked drawer,
together with every flower he had begged from the clusters she
wore on her breast, every stray glove he had hoarded, and the
dainty Cinderella slipper for which he had paid more than its
Weight in gold to her maid. He did not write her a letter. He
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would not stoop so low as to give any expression to his anger or
his scorn. He had been deceived, that was all. The woman he
loved had only existed in his imagination. The beautiful face and
form which he had ignorantly worshipped belonged to quite a
different kind of woman. Perhaps there was no such woman—out
of a book—as the woman he had imagined, the woman of transparent soul and noble mind, the only woman he cared to win.
" I know you; good-bye."
Those five words were aU the explanation or fareweU which he
deigned to send her. He wrote them in his bold strong hand upon
a sheet of Bath post, and wrapped it round the packet of letters.
Then he packed them in another sheet, and sealed them with the
seal which had been set upon so many an ardent outpouring of his
passionate heart.
Yes, he had loved her, with all the fire and freshness of three
and twenty—with all the romantic fervour of a mind fed upon
classic Greek, and steeped in Italian poetry. He had come to
Florence a romantic youth, he left Florence a 'hlase, man of the
world; and yet now, five years after, in this bustling cosmopolitan
and distinctly modern Paris, the very thought of those old palaces
in which he had danced with her, those old gardens where they
had sat in twiUght and star-shine, moonlight and shadow, thriUed
him with the bitter-sweet memory of a delusion that had been
dearer than all the realities of his youth.
He had not been at Fountainhead, his birth-place by the river,
except for a week or a fortnight at a time, since he came of age
and sold the meadows adjoining River Lawn to Robert Hatrell.
But although he had been living abroad since he left the University,
he had never consented to let strangers inhabit the house in which
his father and mother had lived and died, albeit agents had been
desirous to find him an " eligible tenant." The house remained
shut up, in the care of his mother's faithful housekeeper, and her
nephew, a handy young man who helped in the gardens, where expenses had been cut down to the lowest level compatible •with the
preservation of the beauty of grounds which had been the chief
delight of young Mrs. Florestan's life. A woman takes to a garden
naturaUy, as a duckling takes to water, and cherishes it, and watches
it, and thinks about it as if it were a living thing. The worship of
flowers and shrubs is inherent in the female mind, and a woman
who did not care for her garden would be a monster.
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The house was old, as old as the Tudors, and it was just one of
those places which the modern mUUonaire would have ruthlessly
razed to the ground, or so altered, restored, enlarged, and beautified,
as to obliterate its every charm of age and picturesqueness.
Florestan was content to leave it alone in all its subdued colouring,
quaintness, and inconveniences of construction, teUing of a civilization long past, and of a life less pretentious and more domestic.
The gardens had all the grave beauty of an honourable old age.
Very little money had been spent upon them; but there had been
taste and care from the beginning of things, when they who planned
them had Lord Bacon's Essay on Gardens in their minds as a new
thing, and had known Francis Bacon in the flesh, and talked with
him of the trees and flowers he loved.
Vagrant diplomacy had carried Gilbert Florestan very far from
the old home in which his ancestors had dwelt from generation to
generation; but he kept the image of his birthplace in a corner of
his heart, and he would almost as soon have sold his heart's best
blood as the house in which his people had lived and died.
Paris suited his cynical temper at eight and twenty; a city
through which the whole civUized world passed and repassed; the
vestibule of Europe, the playground of America; a city in which a
man who only wanted to be a spectator of the life-drama could
have ample opportunity to study the varieties of mankind, nationalities, professions, wealth, and penury, beauty, and burning.
Mr. Florestan had a fourth floor in the Champs Elysees, an
apartment which he spoke of jocosely as his sky-parlour. NominaUy
the fourth, it was practicaUy the fifth floor, and the balcony commanded a bird's-eye view of the city, a vast panorama of white
waUs and gray and red roofs, through which wound the serpentine
coils of the dark blue river.
Although the rooms were so near the roof they were spacious
and lofty, and were furnished with some taste, Florestan's own
belongings—books, pictures, photographs, bronzes, and curios—
giving an air of comfort and individuaUty to the conventional Louis
Seize suite of tapestried easy-chairs and sofas, ebony tables and
cabinets. The rooms comprised an ante-room, where three large
palms and a Turkish divan suggested Oriental luxury, and which
served as a waiting-room for tradesmen and troublesome visitors of
all kinds; a library, where Florestan dined on the very rare occasions
when he dined at home ; a small smoking-room adjoining ; and a
spacious bedroom, with dressing and bath-room attached.
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Here Gilbert Florestan lived his own Ufe, received the few
intimate friends he cared about, and shut out all the great famfly
of bores. In the polite world of Paris he was known as a wellbom Englishman whose commanding presence and handsome face
were distinctly ornamental in any salon, and he was welcomed
accordingly with Parisian effusion, which he knew meant very
Uttie. In the demi-monde he was known as a young man who
had outhved his Ulusions; and in that half world he was a more
important figure than in the salons of the great. It must be owned
that he had a preference for Bohemian society, with aU its accidents
and varieties, its briUiant reputations of to-day, its sudden disappearances of to-morrow, its frank revelations, its absence of aU
reserve.
He painted cleverly, in a sketchy style, after the manner of the
Impressionists, and he was very fond of Art. Music and the
Drama had also an inexhaustible charm for him, and he loved those
out-of-the-way nooks and comers of the Art world where dweU the
men and women whose talents have won but scanty appreciation
from the great pubUc, and who have never been spoUed or Philistinised by large monetary rewards.
"Directiy an artist gets rich, there is a divine fire goes out of
him," said Florestan. " AU the spontaneity and the daring which
made him great is paralyzed by the greed of gain. He no longer
obeys the first impulse of his genius, the real inspiration, but he
sits down to consider what wiU pay best; the thing, good or bad, true
or false, which will bring him in the most sohd cash. He strives
no longer to reaUze his ideal. He studies the market, and paints, or
writes, or composes for that. And so dies the divinity out of his
art. His genius shudders, and flies the trader's studio; for once
bitten with the desire to make money, the artist sinks to the level
of the trader. He is no better than the middleman with his shop
on the boiJevard and his talent for reclame."
There is plenty of unrewarded talent in the great city of Paris;
and amongst painters and composers who had never reached the
monotonous table-land of financial ease, amongst joumaUsts, poets,
and vaudevillists, Gilbert Florestan found a httie world which was
Bohemian without being vicious, but which occasionaUy opened its
doors to certain stars of the demi-monde who would hardly have
been received in the great houses of the Faubourg St. Germain, or
the Faubourg St. Honor(5.
It was at a musical evening on a third floor in the Rue des
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Saints Peres that Florestan met two women, in whom he felt
keenly interested at first sight. They were mother and daughter.
The mother was distinguished looking, and had once been handsome ; the daughter was eminentiy beautiful. He was told that
they were Spaniards, natives of Madrid. The elder lady described
herself as the widow of a General Officer, FeUx Quijada, who died
when her only child, Dolores, was an infant. She had migrated to
Paris soon after her husband's death, and had lived there ever
since. Mother and daughter were both dressed in black, with an
elegant simpUcity which did not forbid the use of a great deal of
valuable lace; and Florestan noted that the elder lady wore
diamond solitaire earrings, and the younger a collet necklace;
which would not have misbeseemed the throat of a duchess.
Nowhere, however, could diamonds have shown to greater advantage than on the ivory whiteness of Mademoiselle Dolores di
Quijada's swan-like neck. Nowhere had Florestan seen a loveUer
complexion or finer eyes: but that which attracted him most in
the Spanish girl's face was her resemblance to the woman he had
loved, the woman who had deceived him, and weU-nigh broken his
heart. He was interested in her at first sight, and he begged to be
introduced to her and her mother.
They received him vith cordiality, perhaps because he was
the handsomest and most aristocratic-looking man in an assembly
where art was represented by long hair and well-worn dress-coats
on the part of the men, and by eccentric toilets and picturesque
heads on the part of the women. Madame Duturque, the giver of
the party, was the wife of a musical man who had written a
successful opera twenty years before, succeeded by several unsuccessful ones, and who now made a somewhat scanty living by
giving pianoforte lessons and pubUshing occasional compositions,
which he fondly believed to be as good as Chopin's best work, but
which were rarely played by anybody except his own pupils.
Clever people, musical or otherwise, liked good-natured little
Madame Duturque's parties, and as she did not inquire too closely
into the antecedents of any weU-mannered and pretty woman who
sought her acquaintance, people were met in her salon who weie
not without histories, and whose past and present existence was in
somewise mysterious.
The Spanish beauty and her mother were accidental acquaintances, met at Boulogne-sur-Mer the previous summer.
" Are they not charming ? " the little woman asked Florestan,
I
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whUe her husband, a grim-looking man, with a long, gaunt figure,
after the manner of Don Quixote, a long, pale face and long gi-ey
hair, was crashing out one of his noisiest mazourkas, in which the
tempo rubato prevaUed to an agonizing extent.
" They are of a very old CastUian family. A Quijada was
secretary or something to Charles the Fifth, and I know that they
are rich, though they live in a very simple style on a second floor
in the Rue Saint Guillaume."
"The young lady's diamonds look like wealth, mo't assuredly,"
replied Florestan ; " but how comes it that so lovely a woman, and
not without a dot, should be unmarried at five or six and twenty ?
She looks quite as old as that."
" Oh, she has had offers and offers. She is tired of admiration
and pursuit. Her mother has talked to me of the grand opportunities
she has thrown away. She is capricious—a spoUed chUd. She
does what she Ukes, and her mother is too fond of her to oppose
her in anything. They adore each other. It is a most touching
spectacle to see them in their modest interior."
"The mother looks as if she could hate as weU as love," said
Florestan; "there are some resolute Unes about those lips and
that prominent chin."
"Quite the patrician air, has she not? and remarkably weU
preserved too," said Madame, who was proud of her guests and
their diamonds.
It was not often such diamonds had appeared on the third floor
over a bootmaker's shop in the Rue des Saints Peres.
When the mazourka had finished in a tempest of double arpeggios
and a voUey of chords, Florestan contrived to get a Uttle conversa_
tion with Mademoiselle Quijada.
Her manners were certainly distinguished. She had a reposeful
air that contrasted agreeably with the Parisian vivacity which
Florestan knew by heart. Her voice was deep-toned and fuU,
and seemed just the one voice to harmonize with the dark and
luminous eyes, the somewhat heavy features and marble complexion.
She did not strike him as a brUUant or intellectual woman. She
suggested a statue warmed into life, but only a dreamy and
languorous life, which might at any hour fade again into marble.
He had a shrewd suspicion that she was unhappy; that the
diamonds and the adoring mother did not altogether suffice for
content. There was a pained look sometimes about the lovely,
sensuous lips; there was a droop in the sculptured eyelids which
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suggested weariness—weariness of life and of the world, perhaps,
or it might be that self-contempt which springs from the consciousness of a false position.
He was struck with her and interested in her, but she awakened
no tender emotion in his breast, no thriU of passion in his veins.
He could never love any woman who was like that woman. If
ever Love came to him again the divinity must wear a different
shape, must be as unlike his false love as one woman can be unlike
another.
" I cannot give parties like these pleasant gatherings of Madame
Duturque's," said Madame Quijada, by-and-by, when she was bidding
him good night, after he had ministered to her comforts by supplying her with a cup of very weak tea and a sugared biscuit; " my
daughter and I live in a very secluded way. But we are always at
home to a few intimate friends on a Thursday evening, and if you
should ever care to drop in upon our seclusion we shaU be charmed
to see you."
" Be sm-e, Madame, that I shall not be slow to avail myself of
that distinguished privilege," repUed Florestan; and his reply
meant more than such an answer usually means.
His curiosity, his interest in the side-scenes of Ufe, were aroused
by these two women, in whose existence he scented one of those
small social mysteries which he delighted to unravel. So beautiful
and so elegant a woman as Sefiorita Quijada would hardly waste
her beauty and her jewels upon such a shabby salon as Madame
Duturque's, if she were free of more fashionable assemblies. She
was evidently outside the pale, and with that hankering after
respectability which is the canker-worm of the disreputable, she
had greedUy accepted the unquestioning kindness of the musicmaster's wife.
""What do you think of those t w o ? " asked a young portrait
painter with whom Florestan was intimate, as the Spanish ladies
left the salon.
" I take them to be women with a history."
" Yes, and a dark one. Madame Duturque is an angel of
benevolence and simpUcity, and aU her wandering lights are of
purest lustre. She has entertained a good many demons unawares,
and I fancy in Madame Quijada she has got hold of a very sulphurous
specimen."
" The lady is handsome, and her manners are both dignified and
refined."
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" So are the manners of a Harpy, no doubt, when you meet one
in evening dress. I dare say Clytemnestra was a very elegant
woman, and Shakespeare's Lady Macbeth is one of the pohtest
persons in the world of poetry. I think I would as soon trust
my Ufe in a lonely Scotch castle with Lady Macbeth as on a third
floor in Paris with Madame Quijada, supposing that Madame
Quijada had any motive for poisoning me."
" You take a strong view," said Florestan, smiting at his intensity.
" I always take strong views. It is my trade to study the human
countenance, and I have made a particular study of those two faces
—mother and daughter. The daughter is a victim—the mother
is a devil of cunning and unscrupulous greed! Did you see the
diamonds they wore? Those are the price of a woman's soul.
The daughter has been sold to the highest bidder, and the mother
has been the huxter. That woman would do anything for gain."
" I am sorry for MademoiseUe Quijada, if there is any truth in
your supposition."
" So am I—sorry almost to tears. She is a stupid, beautiful
creature—with very little more inteUect than a butterfly; but one
is always sorry for a crashed butterfly; sorry for beauty trodden
underfoot. She is a woman who might have been happy. Yes, I
am sorry for her."
. Florestan lost no time in availing himself of Madame Quijada's
invitation. He went to the Rue Saint Guillaume on the following
Thursday evening, between eight and nine, very curious to see
what kind of home the Spaniard and her daughter had made for
themselves in the wilderness of Paris.
The house in which they lived was one of the oldest and possibl}'one of the largest in the old-fashioned street. It was assuredly
one of the most gloomy, a house with a stone courtyard, screened
from the street by a high waU. To enter the court after dark was
like going into an abyss of gloom, through which a lighted window
here and there shone faintly, muffled by curtains. For the most
part the windows were closed by Venetian shutters, through which
no ray of lamplight escaped. The porter who answered Florestan's
summons informed him that Madame Quijada's door was on the
left side of the second floor landing, but vouchsafed no further
attention, and he groped his way upward between the dim lamplight in the vestibule and the still fainter Ught of a lamp on the
first floor. The second floor had only the borrowed light from
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below, and he was but just able to distinguish the handle of the
door beU.
He was surprised at the door being opened by an elderly man
in Uvery—a very sober Uvery—who had the air of an old retainer,
and who conducted him through a lobby and an ante-room to a
spacious salon, where he found the two ladies seated, with a third
who sat in a corner somewhat overshadowed by the projecting
chimney-piece, a woman of any age between twenty and forty,
whose pale face and premature grey hair attracted Florestan's
attention. Seldom, if ever, had he seen a countenance which
bore in its every Ime so striking an evidence of past sorrow.
" That woman with the iron-grey hair must have suffered as very
few women are called upon to suffer," he told himself.
The beautiful Dolores was seated on a sofa on the opposite side
of the hearth, fanning herself with a languid grace which brought
into play the beauty of her hand and the brUUancy of her diamond
rings, and listening, or pretending to listen, to the animated talk
of a man whom Florestan recognized as the celebrated journalist
and novelist, Fraufois de Lomerac.
A petit creve of two or three and twenty, who sat on a pouf near
the sofa, lost in admiration of the lady's beauty and the journalist's
wit, completed the party.
Madame Quijada received him with much cordiality, Dolores
gave him the tips of her fingers, and Lomerac accorded him a
condescending nod. A man whose last novel had taken Paris by
storm could not be expected to put himself out of the way on
account of a casual Englishman.
Florestan took a chair near the lady in the shadowy corner, and
and then having talked for a few minutes with his hostess, gave
himself up to the contemplation of the room. In his mind
surroundings were always indicative of character, and he wanted
to see what the nest would say of the birds.
The salon was furnished with stern simplicity, and in a subdued
style of decoration and colouring that testified to the refinement of
the person who had planned and arranged it. The Louis Seize
armchairs and sofas were covered with old tapestry, in greenish
and grayish tones, softened by age. They looked like furniture
that had been brought from some old famUy home in the country.
There were three or four small tables, a sec»etaire in old walnut,
an Indian screen, and several vases fiUed with choice flowers.
Of those bibelots and chinoiseries that ornament the average
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drawing-room, there was no trace. Those choice flowers, which
at this season must have been costly, were the only embeUishment
of the somewhat sombre furniture. Chief among them was a
clustering mass of white Ulac in a vase of richly glazed delf that
looked like lapis-lazuli.
The spacious and lofty room with its neutral colouring, and air
of a departed century, would have been gloomy without these
flowers. They afforded the only touch of brightness and gaiety in
the picture.
" An affectation of simplicity with considerable expenditure in
superfluities, such as hothouse flowers and diamonds," mused
Florestan. " I wonder what it aU means? and I wonder what
site means?" he added, looking at the pale, sUent woman with
the large soft eyes, and t'ne iron-grey hair.
It might be that Madame Quijada saw his look, for she approached
at this moment and introduced him to the sUent lady, whom she
described as her niece, MademoiseUe Marcet.
" Louise is more than my niece, she is my adopted daughter,"
she said; " her father and I were brought up together on a smaU
estate in the neighbourhood of Marseilles, and my niece here was
born within sight of the Mediterranean."
" Ah, that is the sea, and that is the sunny shore we Englishmen
love as well as any spot of earth," said Florestan, addressing himself more to the niece than to the aunt; but the younger woman
took no notice of his speech.
" Do you see any likeness between my daughter and her cousin.
Monsieur ? " asked Madame Quijada.
" Yes, there is no doubt a hkeness," answered Florestan; " I can
trace it in the form of the brow and ui the expression of the eyes."
He waited, looking at MademoiseUe Marcet with a fiiendly
smUe, expecting her to speak; and then, keenly anxious to hear
her voice, he asked her an unmeaning question.
" Are you fond of Paris, MademoiseUe, or do you stiU regret the
olive woods and pine-clad hiUs of Provence ? "
" I have never left off" regretting them," she answered, in a
subdued voice, that struck him as fuU of a vague pathos, as if
sorrow had changed all the major tones to minor ; " and yet it
is so long since I saw them that they seem almost like the memory
of a dream."
" And you have never been tempted to revisit the South ? "
" No, Monsieur."
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" My poor Louise does not travel," interjected Madame Quijada ;
" she suffered nine years back from a serious iUness which shattered
her nervous system. She has been obliged to lead a very tranquU
life since then. She is our household fairy, the angel of the hearth,
an admirable housewife, but she cares very little for the outer
world. Except for her morning walk, before we lazy people are up,
or to hear an opera now and then, she very rarely leaves home."
" You are fond of the opera. Mademoiselle ? " asked Florestan.
" Yes, I love good music wherever it is to be heard, but the
opera most of all. It is another world. I forget everything while
I am there."
Her face kindled a Uttle as she spoke. The light was not a vivid
light, but it was at least an awakening from the dull apathy he had
noticed before.
" I should like to send you a box for the opera some night, if
you wiU aUow me," he said. " I know some great ladies who are
occasionally generous to me, when they don't care about occupying
their boxes. May I seize the first opportunity and send you one ? "
" I shaU be very grateful to you."
He was studying her face while he talked to her. The features
were deUcate and regular, the eyes were stiU beautiful; but
sorrow had ploughed deep Unes about them, and had set its mark
upon the broad white brow. Marred as it was by past suffering
he liked her face better than her cousin's. That type of sensuous
beauty which had held him captive five years ago had lost all
charm for him now. He wanted " the mind, the music breathing
from the face "—and in Madame Quijada's niece, with her iron-grey
hair, Uned forehead, and melancholy eyes, he saw a spiritual beauty
which enlisted all his sympathy. That idea of a great sorrow
suffered in the morning of life, and leaving its indelible mark upon
the sufferer, impressed him strongly.
He was floating about among his great ladies in one of the most
brUUant salons of Republican Paris on the following evening; but
he did not ask any of those luminaries for her box at the opera,
preferring to go to the Box-office and pay for one. It was quite
true that boxes had been offered to him; but the occasions had
been somewhat rare, and he had only put forward that idea in
order to lessen MademoiseUe Marcet's sense of obligation. He
wanted to give her pleasure, if he could, and he wanted to see
more of the curious trio.
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He sent the box ticket to Madame Quijada, expressing the hope
that she and her daughter and niece would attend the next representation of Gounod's Faust, which was fixed for the foUowing night.
The lady had told him that she seldom went out in the evening,
and he therefore counted on finding her disengaged. He added
that he should have the honour of visiting their box in the course
of the performance. He had secured a staU, so that he should not
appear to have offered the box to the beautiful Dolores with the
idea of exhibiting himself in her company for the whole evening;
but the precaution was wasted so far as Dolores was concerned,
for Madame Quijada's daughter was not in the box, when he looked
up from his place in the staUs to see how it was occupied.
Madame Quijada was in the place of honour, looking dignified
and distinguished in her Spanish mantiUa, fastened with diamond
stars, and beside her, simplj' dressed in a black gown and a MarieAntoinette fichu, sat Louise Marcet, attentive and absorbed, evidently
drinking in every note of the overture.
He had scarcely time to wonder at MademoiseUe Quijada's
absence when some one in the next row said, " How do you do,
Florestan? " and he was startled at finding his River Lawn neighbours seated exactly in front of him.
Mother and daughter were sitting side by side, the girl in her
simple white gown, with a bunch of Parma violets on her breast, the
mother in dark gray velvet and sapphires, placidly beautiful, with
Titianesque eyes and hair, assuredly one of the loveliest women
in that assembly, albeit her charms were in their summer maturity
and not in their vernal freshness. It is not granted to many
women to be perfectly beautiful at eight and thirty, but it had
been granted to Ambrose Arden's wife, and her husband's heart
thriUed with pride as he noted Florestan's admiring look, a look
which passed over the daughter to Unger on the beauty of the
mother.
Florestan's glance went back to the daughter presently, and
he saw that she too was lovely, with a loveUness which echoed
every note in the mother's beauty, only tiie tines were less
developed and less definite, the colouring was less briUiant. He
looked from the girl to the young man beside her, and recognized
CyrU Arden, whom he had not seen for some years.
There had never been anything approaching intimacy between
Florestan and the family at River Lawn; but there had been
acquaintance and exchange of ci^ilities from the commencement
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of the HatreUs' residence, when the owner of Fountainhead was
an undergraduate, subject to the dominion of guardians. He had
thus in a manner seen Daisy HatreU grow from infancy to girlhood,
and he noted the opening flower with admiring eyes. She seemed
to him the perfection of English girlhood. Her complexion of UUes
and roses, her hazel eyes and auburn hair, reaUzed his ideal of
EngUsh beauty ; albeit, as in her mother's case, the brUUancy of
the colouring recaUed the school of Titian rather than tho school
of Reynolds.
He murmm-ed a few words of congratulation to Ambrose Arden,
whom he had always regarded as a scholarly and inoffensive person,
a mere nonentity outside his library. He wondered much that
such a man could have won the heart of such a woman as Clara
HatreU.
He asked if they had just come from Lamford, and was told of
their Italian winter.
"We are going back to River Lawn almost immediately," said
Clara. " I am longing to be amongst my household gods."
"Even Venice could not make mother false to River Lawn,"
added Daisy.
"And are not you glad to go home, Miss HatreU?" asked
Florestan.
"Home is always sweet. Yes, I shall be glad to see all the
dear old things again—^garden, river, books, horses, and dogs,
and boats—but Venice was simply intoxicating. You know it,
I suppose ? "
" By heart. There are very few spots in Italy that I don't know.
There goes the curtain."
The curtain rose, and Florestan was sUent, deferring his visit to
Madame Quijada's box tUl the end of the act. He had looked up
once while he was talking to his friends, and had seen that lady's
keen black eyes watching him intently, whUe her niece, wrapped in
the music, seemed unconscious of all else, and certainly unconcerned
about him. He left his place after the curtain fell and went straight
to the box, where the open door suggested that he was expected.
" I am Sony not to see Mademoiselle Dolores," he said, when he
had exchanged greetings with both ladies.
" She sends you her best thanks for your courteous invitation,"
replied Madame Quijada, "but she very seldom goes out in the
evening. Our appearance at that good Madame Duturque's was
an exceptional event."
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" I t is a pity that so much beauty should be ludden from the
world," said Florestan.
Madame Quijada bowed her acknowledgment of this speech,
and returned to the contemplation of the audience. She seemed
to know everybody of consequence in that assembly—by sight;
but she recognized no one as an acquaintance.
" You were talking to some friends in the stalls just now," she
said to Florestan, with her eyes fixed upon the Arden party; " a
very handsome woman, with a handsome daughter. They are your
compatriots, no doubt? "
" Yes, they are English. The lady is my next door neighbour
on the banks of the Thames. She has lately manied for the
second time."
Louise Marcet followed the direction of her aunt's eyes, and
looked down at the stalls, where the two beautiful heads, with rich
auburn hair, were conspicuous in a central position. The orchestra
v.-as sUent just now, and Louise's thoughts were at Uberty.
" Is she a great lady in England, a lady of title? " asked Madame
Quijada, curiously.
" No, she is the wife of a commoner. She and her husband are
well off and of good family, but they are not great people."
" What is the lady's name ? "
" Arden. Her daughter is Miss Hatrell."
" HatreU!"
Louise Marcet repeated the name almost in a whimper. There
was something in her tone that startled Florestan, and he was stUl
more surprised on looking at her to find her ashy pale. Her aunt
saw the change in her face and rose quickly and supported her to
the back of the box, where she moistened her temples with eau-deCologne.
"The poor child will be better soon," she said to Florestan;
" she has been subject to these swooning fits ever since her illness.
Come now, Louise, you are better now, are you not? "
" Yes, I am quite well now. It was nothing."
" Oh, it was very nearly a faintmg fit. We have just escaped aU
the fuss and anxiety of a swoon. "What was it made you feel Ul—
the light and heat, or the excitement of the music ? "
" It was the light, perhaps. It gave me a kind of vertigo. And
I was so interested in looking at Mrs. HatreU," she said, pronouncing
the name with an accent which somewhat disguised it. " TeU me
about her," she went on, turning to Florestan. " She is your
friend, you say ? "
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" Yes, she is my friend."
" And she has married for the second time, lately ? "
" Quite lately—as late as last September."
" And she is happy? "
" I suppose so. She has gone through a great deal of trouble,
but I conclude that now she has a new husband she has forgotten
that old sorrow. Her first husband's death was a tragical one.
He was murdered in London, seven or eight years ago, by an
unknown hand."
" And has his murderer never been found ? " asked Madame
Quijada, with reviving interest.
" Never. I fear he never will be."
Louise had resumed her seat, and was gazing at the two fair
faces in the staUs, absorbed in contemplation.
" How old is Miss HatreU ? " she asked presently.
"About eighteen."
"Is she amiable?"
" Charming. I have never met a sweeter girl. I have known
her from her chUdhood, but we have not seen very much of each
other. I have been a wanderer on the face of the earth, as I think
I told you the other night."
" Yes," answered Louise, absently, with her eyes fixed on Daisy's
smUing face. " How happy she looks, and how good ! Was she
fond of her father ? "
" Very fond. She was only a chUd when she lost him, but she
was devoted to him and he to her."
" You remember him ? You knew him well ? "
"Fairly weU, and Uked him much. He was as frank and open
as the day—a man without guUe."
" I do not Uke that other man," said Louise, stiU looking down at
the staUs.
""Which man?"
" The second husband."
" Why not? How can you like or dislike at a glance ? "
" I always do. I liked and trusted you at the first glance. I
distrust him."
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CHAPTER XII.
FLOEEST.AN S MISSION.
FLORESTAN lunched with Mr. and Mrs. Arden on the day after their
meeting at the Opera. It was the lady who gave him the invitation. He had always been a favourite of here, since the time when
he sold the meadow, and earUer, when he had just left Eton for the
superior independence of the University; and in this busy Paris,
crowded with strange faces, she had been pleased to meet with a
familiar face—a face associated with the cloudless years of her first
marriage. Everji^huig was dear to her that brought back the
memory of that time.
Was she happy with her second husband? No, she was not;
unless gratitude and a placid submission to the decree of Fate mean
happmess.
She had drifted into this second marriage upon the strong tide
of Ambrose Arden's passionate love—a love which had gathered
force with each long year of waiting, and which had become a power
that no ordinary woman could resist. Such a passion, so exceptional in its patient endurance, its intense concentration, will compel
love, or at least the surrender of liberty, and the submission to
woman's destiny, which is, for the most part, to belong to some one
stronger than herself.
She had submitted to this mastery, and she was grateful for that
devoted affection which knew no wavering, which had lost none
of its romantic intensity with tho waning of tho honeymoon. No
woman could be heedless of such a love as tiiis, from such a man
as Ambrose Arden; and his wife was deeply touched by his idolatry,
and gave him back all that a woman can give whose heart is cold
as marble. Tenderness, deference, companionship she could give,
and she gave them: but the love she had lavisheil on Robert HatreU
was a fire that had burnt out. It was not in Ambrose Arden's
power to rekindle the flame.
Never smce the first year of her widowhood had her thoughts
recurred so incessantly to the past as they had done since her second
marriage. In her life with her daughter, they two as sole companions, someUiing of her girlish gaiety had returned to her. She
had become almost a girl again in adapting herself to a girl com-
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panion. In her anxiety to keep the burden of sorrow off Daisy's
youthful shoulders she had shaken off the shadow of her own sad
memories, and had given herself up to girlhood's small pleasures and
frivolous interests. But since her marriage—since her chief companion had been Ambrose Arden and not Daisy, a deep cloud ot
melancholy had come down upon her mind. The image of her first
husband had become a ghost that walked beside her path and stood
beside her bed. The memory of her happiest years had become
a haunting memory that came between her and every interest that
her present life could offer.
Thus it was that she had been eager to see more of Florestan,
and had asked him to luncheon at their hotel.
This time they were at the Bristol, and it was in a salon on the
second floor, looking out upon the Place Vendome, that they
received GUbert Florestan.
Daisy beamed upon him in a white straw hat trimmed with spring
flowers, and a neat little gray checked gown, made by one of those
epicene taUors who give their minds to the embellishment of the
female figure. She had a bunch of lilies of the vaUey pinned upon
her breast—a posy which Cyril had just bought for her in the Rue
Castiglione. They had been running about Paris all the morning,
Cyril protesting that the great city was a vulgar, glaring, dusty hole,
yet very delighted to attend his sweetheart in her explorations, and
to show her everything that was worth looking at.
" I hope I have satiated her with churches," he said; " we have
driven all over Paris, and have gone up and dovm so many steps
that I feel as if I had been working on the treadmiU. We wound
up with a scamper in Pere la Chaise."
" It was a scamper," exclaimed Daisy. " He would hardly let
me look at any of the monuments. They are all mixed up in my
mind, a chaos of bronze and marble, classical temples and Egyptian
obelisks—Balzac, Rachel, the Russian Princess who was burnt to
death at a ball, DescMe, Thiers, Abelard and H^loise. I could spend
a long day roaming about in that place of names and memories; and
Cyril took me through the alleys almost at a run."
" Why should a girl want to prowl about a cemetery, unless she
is a ghoul, and is mapping out the place in order to go back there
in the night and dig ? " CyrU protested, with a disgusted air. " I
would rather have to stand and wait whUe you looked at all the
shops in the Rue de la Paix."
The luncheon was a very lively meal, for both Cyril and Florestan
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were fuU of talk and vivacity, and Daisy talked as much as they let
her, leaving Arden and his wife free to look on and Usten. These
two had spent their morning together among the second-hand bookshops on the Quai Voltaire, where the scholar had found two or
three treasures in sixteenth-century typography, and where the
scholar's wife had hunted for herself among volumes of a lighter
and more modern character, and had selected some smaU additions
to the carefuUy chosen hbrary at River Lawn, a coUection which
had been growing ever since Robert HatreU's death had made her
in some measure dependent upon books for companionship.
After lunch Florestan suggested a pUgrimage to St. Denis, and
offered to act as cicerone, an offer which Daisy accepted eagerly;
BO a roomy open carriage was ordered, and Mrs. Ardei , her
daughter, and the two young men set out for the resting-place of
Royalties, leaving Ambrose free to go back to the bookshops.
"It isn't a bad day for a drive," said CyrU, as the landau bowled
along the broad level road outside the city, " but I am sorry that
we are pandering to Miss HatreU's ghoulish tastes by hunting after
graves."
There was more discussion that evening as to how long the River
Lawn party should remain in Paris. They had arrived from Italy
two days before, and while they were in Venice Mrs. Arden had
been anxious to return to England, and had confessed herself homesick. In Paris she seemed disposed for delay.
" I can't quite imderstand you, Clara," said her husband. "All
your yearning for home seems to have left you."
" I am as anxious as ever to go home; but there is something
I want to do in Paris."
"What is that?"
" Oh, it is a very smaU matter. I would rather not talk about it."
Ambrose looked at her wonderingly. This was the first time
since their marriage that she had refused to teU him anything.
He did not press the point, however. The matter in question
might be some feminine frivolity, some transaction with dressmakers or miUiners, which it was no part of a husband's business
to know.
Later on in the evening his wife asked a question.
" Does Mr. Florestan know Paris particularly well ? "
CyrU answered her.
" He tells me that he knows Paris by heart, and all her works
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and ways. He has lived here a good deal, off and on; and now he
has estabhshed his pied d, terre in the Champs Elysees, and means
to winter here, and to summer at Fountainhead. You wiU have
him for a neighbour, Daisy. I hope you are not going to make me
jealous by taking too much notice of him."
He spoke with the easy gaiety of a man who knows himself
beloved, and who is so secure in the possession of his sweetheart's
affection that he can afford to make a jest of the possibiUties which
might alarm other men. Daisy first blushed, and then laughed at
the suggestion.
" Poor Mr. Florestan!" she sighed, " no father or mother, no
sister or brother! Nobody to be happy or unhappy about I What
an empty hfe his must be."
" Oh, the fellow is lucky enough. He has a nice old place and
a good income. He is young and clever—and—^well—yes—I
suppose he is handsome."
Daisy off'ered no opinion.
"Decidedly handsome," said Ambrose Arden, looking up from
the chessboard at which he and his wife were seated.
Clara had never touched a card since the nightly rubber came
to an end with her husband's tragical death; but she played chess
nearly every evening with Mr. Arden, who was a fine player, and
intensely enjoyed the game. His wife played just weU enough to
make the contest interesting, and then there was for him an unfailing delight in having her for his antagonist; the delight of watching
her thoughtful face, with its varying expression as she deliberated
upon her play; the delight of touching her hand now and then as
it moved among the pieces; the delight of hearing her low sweet
voice. This life could give him no greater joy than her companionship. It had been the end and aim of his existence for long and
patient years.
Mrs. Arden sent Florestan a telegram next morning, asking him
to call upon her as eai 'y as he could before luncheon. Her husband
was going to attend the sale of a famous library, and she would be
free to carry out an idea which she had entertained since her meeting
with Florestan at the Opera.
Mr. Arden had not been gone more than a quarter of an hour
before Florestan was announced. Cyril and Daisy were sightseeing, and Mrs. Arden was alone in the salon.
She was sitting near one of the windows, with her traveUing desk
on the table before her.
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She thanked Florestan for his prompt attention to her request,
and motioned him to a seat on the other side of the writing-table.
" I am going to ask you to do me a great favour, Mr. Florestan,"
she said very seriously, "although our friendship has been so
interrupted and so casual that I have hardly any claim upon you."
All that was ardent and frank and generous in the man who
aff'ected cynicism was awakened by this deprecating appeal, and
perhaps stUl more by the pathetic expression of the soft hazel eyes
and the faint tiemulousness of the lower lip.
"You have the stiongest claim," he answered eagerly. "There
is nothing I would not do to show myself worthy to be considered
your friend. If we have not seen very much of each other we
have at least been acquainted for a long time. I remember your
daughter when she w-as almost a baby. I remember
"
He checked himself, as he was approaching a theme that might
pain her.
" You remember my husband," she said, interpreting his embarrassment. " It is of him I want to talk to you. I think you
are good and true, J\Ir. Florestan, and I am going to trust you with
the secrets of the dead. I am going to show you some old letters
—letters written to my dear dead husband—which I would not
show to anybody in this world if I did not hope that some good,
some satisfaction to me and to my daughter, might come out of the
light these letters can give."
"My dear Mrs. Arden, you do not surely hope that after aU
these years the murderer wiU be found through any clue that the
past can afford? "
" I don't know what I hope—but I want to find a woman who
loved my husband very tenderly and truly before ever I saw his
face. She was a friendless girl in this city, a girl who had to work
for her hving, but her letters are the outcome of a refined nature,
and I feel a melancholy interest in her. My heart yearns towards
the woman who loved my husband, and wb j might have been his
wife, but for difference of caste."
" Did your husband teU you about this youthful love affair? "
" He aUuded to it laughingly once or twice during our married
Ufe ; but I knew nothing more than that he had once been in love
with a French grisette, until the week before my second marriage.
I had a curious fancy before that great change in my life to go back
upon the past." There was a regretfulness in her tone at this
point which was a revelation to Florestan. " So I occupied myself
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for a whole m'ght, when every one else m the house had gone to
bed, m looking over my husband's papers. I had been through
them more than once before, and had classified and arranged them
as weU as I could; but I suppose I was not very business-Uke in
my way of doing this, for among some commonplace letters from
old coUege friends I found a tittle packet of letters in a woman's
hand, which I had overlooked before."
She opened her desk as she spoke, and took out a small packet
of letters tied mth red tape. There had been no sentimental
indulgence in the way of satin ribbon for the mUliner's poor Uttle
letters. The tape was faded and old, and it was the same piece
which Robert HatreU's ovm hand had tied round them.
" Please read one or two of those letters, and teU me if they
speak to your heart as they spoke to mine," she said, as she put the
packet into Florestan's hand.
He untied the tape, counted the letters, seven in all, and then
began to read the letter of the earUest date.
" Eue Chauve-Souris, Faubourg St. Antoine,
" 9th May.
"It was like a day spent in heaven whUe we were together
yesterday. I felt as if it was years and years since I had seen
green fields and blue water. Oh! the beautiful river, and the
island where we dined. I did not think there was anything so
lovely within an hour's journey from Paris. Ah, how good it was
of you to give a poor hard-working girl so much pleasure! I have
been in Paris more than a year, and no one ever showed me a
gtimpse of the country until yesterday. My brother was too busy
with his inventions, and there was no one else. I wonder at your
goodness, that you should take so much trouble for a poor girl;
and that you should not be ashamed to be seen with any one so
shabby and insignificant."
Three other letters foUowed, telling the same story of a Sunday
in the environs of Paris, of the woods and the river, and the rapture
of-being with him. GraduaUy the pen had grown bolder, and it
was of love the girl wrote to her lover—a humble, confiding,
romantic, girlish love, which took no thought for the moiTow, asked
no questions, suffered no agonies of doubt. She wrote as if her
happiness were to know no change—as if those Sunday excursions
to pleasant places were to go on for ever. She told him how she
had gone to mass before she m.et him at the raUway station, or the
K
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steamboat pier, and how she had prayed for him at the altar of the
Blessed Virgin.
The later letters had a more serious tone, and breathed the fear
that her romance must come to an end.
" It has been tike a dream to know you and be loved by you,"
she wrote; " but is the dream to end in darkness, and the long dull
life that would be left for me if you were to go away and forget
me? I suppose it must be so. I have been too happy to
remember that such happiness could not last. You wUl go back
to your own countiy, and faU in love with a young English lady,
and forget that you ever spent happy days on the Seine, laughing
and talking with your poor Toinette. You wUl forget the arbour
on the island where we dined in the twilight, while music and
singing went past us in the boats, whUe we sat hidden behind vine
leaves, and heard everything without being seen. Oh, how sweet
it was! I shaU never see any more stars like those that shone
upon us as we came from Marly one night, sitting side by side on a
bench on the roof of the train. I shaU never see the river in Paris
without thinking that it is the same river on which our boat has
drifted, oh! so lazUy, while we have talked and forgotten everything except our own faces and our own voices. AU that was
beautiful in the river and the landscape seemed not outside us, but
a part of ourselves and of our love."
There was more in the same strain, but later the key changed to
saddest minor.
" I know you cannot marry me; indeed, I never thought or
hoped to be your wife. I only wanted our love to go on as long as
it could. I wanted it to go on for ever, asking no more tiian to
see you now and then, once a week, once in a month, even—ah,
even once a year! I could live aU through a long dull year in the
hope of seeing you for one blessed hour on New I'ear's Day.
Is that too much to ask ? You cannot guess how little would
content me—anything except to lose you for ever. The day that
you say to me, ' Good-bye, Toinette, we shall never meet again,'
will be the day of my death. You are the better part of my life.
I cannot Uve without you. I think of you in every hour of the day.
I think of you with every stitch my needle makes through the
long hours in which I sit at work. The sprig of willow you picked
when we were in the boat last Sunday is like a living thing to mo
—as precious as if it had a soul, and could sympathize with me in
my love and my sorrow."
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Florestan read on tiU the last word in the last letter.
" Do those sad Uttie letters touch you as they touched me ? "
asked Clara.
" Yes, they are pretty tittle letters. They are fuU of a tender,
sentimental love which might mean much or Uttle. There is no
knowing how much reality there is in aU this sentiment. Women'
are actresses from their cradle. They can simulate everything—
love, or hate, or pride, or jealousy; nothing comes amiss to them.
But there is a pretty little air of self-abnegation in these letters
which takes my fancy, just as it took yours."
" I believe that the sentiment ia them is real," said Clara, " and
I want to know what became of this poor girl after the last letter
was written. I want to know whether she is living or dead.
Remember, it was her name that was used to lure my husband to
his death. There must have been some link between the murderer
and that girl."
" Ah, I remember. There was a woman's name mentioned."
" Yes, Colonel MacDonald heard the name. It was Antoinette.
He had heard my husband speak of a grisette with whom he had
once been in love."
" Do you think the girl was concerned in the murder ? "
" ^ h e girl who wrote those letters ? No, assuredly not."
" There are women whose slighted love turns to remorseless
hate," said Florestan.
" Not such a woman as the writer of those letters. She is so
humble, so unselfish. She accepts her fate in advance. No, I am
sure she was a good woman. I want to find her if I can, to help
her if she is poor and friendless. I want to find her for her ovm
sake; but stiU more for mine. She may be able to give the clue to
the murderer. Her name was used as a lure, and very few people
can have known that Robert ever cared for that girl. The man
who made that vile use of her name must have known of that old
love affair. He may have been the brother of whom she writes."
" My dear Mrs. Arden, would it not be wiser—in your circumstances, with new ties—a husband who worships you, a daughter
who adores you—would it not be wiser to draw a curtain over that
one dreadful scene in your life—that one terrible loss which you
suffered nearly eight years ago ? "
" I cannot! I cannot forget the man I loved with all my heart
and strength," exclaimed Clara, passionately. " Do you think
because I have married again that he is forgotten ? Do you think
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that 1 have forgotten his life which was so bright and happy, so
full of gladness for himself and others; or his miserable death ?
No, I have not forgotten! I have married a good man, whom I
honour and esteem. I am as happy as the most devoted love can
make me: but I do not forget. Ever since I found those letters
I have been brooding over the possibiUty of the mm-derer being
discovered by that woman's agency."
" Do you think that if her brother was the murderer she woiUd
betray him?"
" 1 think she would no more have forgiven his murderer than I
have—even if he is her brother."
" But she would hardly put a rope round his neck."
" Perhaps not. Only find her for me, if you can, Mr. Florestan,
and I shaU be deeply grateful. You who know Paris so weU, and
who are U%ing here, may have opportunities."
" If she is to be found I wUl find her. But these letters were
written more than twenty years ago, and the cleverest poUce-agent
in Paris might fail in tracing her after such an interval. Remember,
we do not even know her surname. The letters have only one
signature—Toinette."
" There is the address of the house in which she lived."
" That is the only clue. We must begin upon that."
"You are very good. You can miderstand, perhaps, why I
appeal to you instead of to my husband. In the first place, he is
a dreamer and thinker rather than a man of action. He knows very
little of Parisian Ufe, and he would not know how to set to work.
And in the second place, it might trouble him to know that my mind
had been dweUing upon the past."
" I understand perfectiy. I conclude that you have told him
nothing about these letters? "
"Not a word."
" There is one circumstance connected with your husband's death
which has always mystified me," said Florestan, after a thoughtful
pause. "How came the murderer, a foreigner and altogether unconnected with your husband's life at Lamford, to be so well
hiformed about his plans—to know that on such a day and at such
an hour he would be on his way to Lincoln's Inn with a large sum
of money upon his person ? The man's plans had evidently been
made some days in advance—the lodging was taken with one deadly
intent. The woman who acted as an accompUce must have been
taught her part in advance; the flight to the Riviera with the money
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must have been detiberately thought out, for there was not an hour
lost in the disposal of the notes. A littie hesitation, a few hours'
delay, and the poUce would have been able to track the plunder.
Everything was arranged and carried out with a diabolical precision
which argues foreknowledge."
" I have puzzled over the same question till my brain has reeled,"
answered Clara. "Some one must have given the information—
one of our servants—a lawyer's clerk, perhaps. I dismissed every
servant we had at that time, with the one exception of my daughter's
nurse, as soon as I recovered from my illness. I would not have
anybody about me who might even unconsciously have helped to
bring about my husband's death. AU our servants knew what was
going to happen. We talked of the purchase very often, and at
dinner on the evening before Robert went to London we discussed
his visit to the bank and to the lawyers, and his appointment to
lunch with Colonel MacDonald at the Club."
" It is just possible that the murderer was in your house that
evening," said Florestan, "and that he obtained detaUed information from one of your maid-servants. Women are such fools, and
women of that class will believe anything that a smooth tongue tells
them. It was the year after the war, a time when London swarmed
with exUed communists. It is possible that this girl's brother was
among them; that he harboured an old grudge against her lover;
that he took pains to find out all he could about your husband's
chcumstances, and, hearing of the purchase money which was to be
carried from the bank to the lawyer's office, conceived the daring
idea of a murder and robbery in broad daylight, in a house fuU of
people. I take it that the police would make some investigations
in your household, although the murder occurred in London? "
" I know very little of what happened at that time. I was too
iU to be told anything that was being done—and after I recovered
I had too great a horror of the past. I dared not speak about my
husband's death. Years have brought calmness. I can think of it
now—and reason about it—though I shaU never understand why
God cut short that happy life in so cruel a manner—I shaU never
understand the wisdom of my heavy chastisement."
Florestan was sUent, pitying her with all his heart, both for the
husband she had lost, and for the husband to whom she had given
herself in a loveless union. He had seen enough of Ambrose Arden
and his wife to divine that there was profound affection on the
husband's side, and on the wife's only the sad submission of a
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woman who has given away her life in self-abnegation, pit\ ing a
passion which she cannot reciprocate.
Daisy and her betrothed came into the room at this moment, she
laden with bunches of white Ulac and Mar^chale Niel roses, as
tribute to her mother. It seemed to Florestan as if Spring itself
had come dancing into the room, incarnate in that graceful figure
in a cream-coloured frock and saUor hat, shining upon him out of those
sunny hazel eyes, giving warmth and brightness to the atmosphere.
She shook hands with Florestan in the friendliest way—too
friendly to be flattering to a man who was accustomed to exercise
a somewhat disturbing influence upon the other sex. But a girl
who is engaged to be married has sometimes no eyes for any man
except her lover. Florestan had experienced that kind of thing:
and he had experienced the other kind of thing from girls who are
ever on the alert for fresh conquests, and who are only stimulated
to audacity by the knowledge that they have secured one man for
their bond-slave.
Daisy had no hidden thoughts. She was just as sunple and
unaffected, just as unconscious of her own charms as she had been
four years ago when she was stUl a child, with all a chUd's thoughts
and pleasures. How different she was from the type of woman he
had once compared with Dante's Beatrice, with Petrarch's Laura:
the splendid and grandiose among women, the Queen of Beauty in
the World's Tomnament! That magnificent type had for ever
ceased to fascinate GUbert Florestan.
He stayed to luncheon, half reluctantly, yet unable to resist his
inclination to linger. Ambrose Arden came ni from his book-sale
flushed mth triumph. He had gratified desires of long-standing by
the purchase of certain early editions of French classics—Villon,
Ronsard, Clement Marot. His son made light of the father's craze
for books with a certain imprint.
" What does it matter who printed a book, or where, or when ? "
he cried. " The book is only a voice—the voice of the dead. It
is a spiritual thing. It is the soul belonging to a body that has long
been dust. How can it matter what outward form the soul wears—
upon what kind of rags the divine speech has been prmted—what
kind of leather keeps the book from falling to pieces ? I am amazed
when I see people going into ecstasies about binding—except as
furniture to brighten a room. For a book I really care about, the
outward form is of not the smaUest account to me."
"You are young, Cyril," his father answered gently. "Youth
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has the kernel of the nut; age must be content with the husk. Old
men have to invent pleasures and passions. There is so much that
they have left behind them for ever."
" That is a very reasonable explanation of the coUector's mania,
my dear father," answered CyrU, " but it is a great deal too early in
the day for you to begin to meditate upon the consolations of old
age. The sun of your life is stiU in the meridian. Daisy and I are
like the young birds, just peeping out of our nests at the rosy glow
of dawn."
The River Lawn party left Paris two days after Clara's interview
with Gilbert Florestan, he seeing them off at the station, an attention which, to Cyi'U Arden, seemed somewhat superfluous. Superfluous also the basket of Mar^chale Niel roses which Florestan
handed into the railway carriage after the ladies had taken thenseats.
"You wUl have your own roses to-morrow," he said to Mrs.
Arden, "and if they are not quite so fine as these importations from
the south, I dare say you wiU Uke them better because they are
home grown. I shall think of you all at River La-svn, and of my
empty house close by."
" Why don't you come and fiU it? " asked Clara.
" I mean to do so before long. I shall give up vagrant diplomacy
and settle down as a smaU Berkshire squire. I begin to feel that
I am not of the stuff which makes ambassadors, and that a roving
life is all very weU tUl a man approaches his thirtieth birthday, but
begins to paU afterwards. My Paris is as famitiar as an old song—
I know all her tricks and her manners."
He shook hands with mother and daughter, said good-bye, yet
lingered and said good-bye again until stern officials ordered him off.
He loitered at the carriage door tUl the very last moment.
He sighed as he walked away from the terminus, and he was full
of thought through aU the dreary length of the Rue de Lafayette.
"Happy fellow, to be beginning life with such a girl as that for
his companion," he mused, thinking of CyrU. " She is so gentle,
yet so bold^ so fresh and frank and gay and clever—a chUd in
ignorance of aU base things; a woman in power to understand all
that is great and noble. If ever I care again for womankind my
love will be just such a girl as that. I wonder if there are many
such, and where they are to be found."
He wondered too, though he scarcely shaped the thought, whether

13*5

One Life, One Love.

if the world were rich in girls as innocent and as bright, endowed
with aU the qualities that made Margaret HatreU charming, he
should be attracted to any other specimen of the kind as he had
been attiacted to her. He wondered whether it might not be the
individual rather than the type which had fascinated him.
He pondered these questions as if in a purely speculative mood,
but was careful not to answer them. They were doubts which
floated through his mind like cloudlets in a summer sky. And in
his mind there floated also the image of a girl's face, fresh and fair,
with no taint or tarnish of the world, no artificial embellishment of
paint or powder, pencU or brush, upon its pure young beauty. The
image haunted him long after the train had carried Clara Arden and
her daughter to Calais, long after they had settled down quietly at
River Lawn.
He did not forget the commission which Mrs. Arden had entrusted to him. He went to the Rue Chauve-Souris on the morning
after that leave-taking at the station, and found the house which,
if there had been no alteration in the numbering of the street
within the last twenty-two years, must once have sheltered the
girl who loved Robert HatreU.
It was a narrow house, with a shoemaker's shop on the ground
floor, kept by one of those smaU traders who do more in the way
of repairing old boots and shoes than of selling new ones. There
was a side door, which was open, and a narrow passage, leading to
a staircase, where there was just enough Ught to reveal the dirt and
shabbiness of the waUs, and the indications of poverty upon every
landing.
Florestan went to the top of the house without meeting anybody;
but he heard the voice of children upon the first floor, a domestic
quarrel upon the second, with voices raised to their highest pitch
in accents of recrimination, while on the top story a woman was
singing a monotonous sentimental melody, in apparent unconsciousness of the strife below. It was evident there were separate households upon each story.
The sing-song voice of the woman in the gaiTet was so suggestive
of a peaceful menage that Florestan took courage to knock at her
door, which was opened by the singer, a faded woman with a gentle,
long-suffering countenance, a washed-out cotton gown, and a little
cashmere shawl pinned across attenuated shoulders. A baby in a
cradle in the comer near the hearth accounted for the monotonous
chaunt which Florestan had heard outside.
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He apologized for his intrusion, and explained that he was in
search of a woman who had lived in that house twenty-two years
before. Would Madame direct him to the oldest inhabitant of the
house ?
" You won't have far to go to find her," answered the woman.
" There's only one lodger who has been in this house over two or
three years, and I fancy that she must have lived here since the
taking of the BastiUe. Nobody knows how old she is, but it
wouldn't surprise me to be told she was a hundred. If she has
sense enough or memory enough to answer your questions she
ought to be able to tell you anything you want to know about
former lodgers."
"Who is this person?"
"Mademoiselle Lafont, a poor pensioner of a noble famUy in
Touraine. She is a distant relation of the Marquis de Lafont, who
allows her a tiny pension. Her grandfather and grandmother were
guUlotined in '92, and her father was left a helpless lad in Paris.
She will tell you her story. She loves to talk of her youth and its
dangers. And though she has a very poor memory for events that
happened yesterday, she remembers the smaUest things connected
with her childhood."
" If that is the condition of her mind, she may have forgotten a
lodger of twenty-two years ago," suggested Florestan.
" I can't answer for that. I can only tell you that she must have
been in this house with your lodger. If you want to talk to her I
can take you down to her room. She is very poor, but her room
is always clean and neat. She has just strength enough left to
attend to that, and when her sweeping and dusting are done she
sits aU day by the window roUing her thumbs and talking to her
canary bird."
" Poor old soul! I feel interested in her from your description,
and shaU be much obliged if you wiU introduce me to her."
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THE woman looked at her sleeping baby to assure herself that he
was not likely to awake for the next few minutes, and then accompanied Florestan to the landing below, where she knocked at the
door of a room towards the front of the house. A feeble old voice
called to her to enter, and she entered, leaving Florestan outside.
There was a brief parley, after which he was admitted to a
narrow sUp of a room with a deep-set window, and a smaU fireplace
in the corner. The furniture consisted of an old walnut-wood
wardrobe, with heavy brass handles, much too large for the room,
a narrow bedstead, a comfortable armchair, and a smaU round table.
There was a closet on one side of the room, which served the old
lady for her toUet.
The waU space, where not obscured by the taU wardrobe, was
covered with old-fashioned prints and coloured hthographs, in which
might have been read " an abstract and brief chronicle of the time "
since the fall of the BastiUe, which was depicted in one of the most
noticeable of the engravings. They were for the most part scenes
of revolution or bloodshed, the Death of the Due d'Enghien, the
Days of June, the Coup d'Etat, the Execution of MaximUian, the
Commune. There were coarsely executed prints of half a century
ago, in marked contrast with the superior art of later years.
The old woman sat in her armchair by the window, neatly clad
in a black alpaca go^vn and a picturesque white cap, her missal and
rosary on the table by her side, and her canary chirrupping in his
cage in the window.
The withered old face had all the traces of good loots and of
good blood, and there was no lack of inteUigence in the keen gray
eyes which scrutinized the stranger.
" Take the trouble to seat yourself. Monsieur," said MademoiseUe
Lafont, pointing graciously to the only unoccupied chair, which
was placed opposite her own. " My good friend yonder "—with
a glance at the door through which Florestan's introducer had
retired—"tells me you want information about some former lodger.
I was bom in this house, and I have Uved in it nearly ninety years."
" That is a curious thing to happen in such a restless city as
Paris," said Florestan, interested in the sad old face, the duU
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and barren life. "How came it, MademoiseUe, that your life was
thus uneventful ? "
" There are many such lives in every great city. Monsieur—tives
that are of httle more account than the life of a Umpet on a rock.
My father was flung lUje a weed on the ocean of Paris, a lad of
sixteen, without friends or home. His father was an advocate,
prosperous, successful; his mother was a beauty, sought after by
the best people in Paris. All his boyhood had been spent in the
stormy atmosphere of the Revolution, but the troubles of those
dreadful years seemed hardly to have touched his home. His
father was in constant employment, and had a voice in the National
Assembly, where his eloquence made him a man of mark; his
mother's friends stiU flocked round her, except when now and then
the guiUotine made a sudden gap in the circle. The Dominicans
in whose house my father had been educated were broken up and
dispersed. He was at home in idleness, enjoying his life and all
the fever of the time—waiting till his father should have leisure to
take up the thread of his education, hoping to follow in his father's
footsteps as a successful advocate, fuU of beUef in the golden harvest
of that bloody seed which was being sown broadcast through the
fairest cities of France. Boy as he was he was already an ardent
politician, and had the entree of more than one club where opinion
was ultra red. One night he went home from a turbulent debate
at one of his clubs to find the servants in tribulation and his home
desolate. His father and mother had been arrested and taken to
the Conciergerie. Within a week they had both passed by the gate
which Fouquier TinviUe kept on the road to Eternity. Their more
fortunate friends were powerless to help them, or afraid to interfere.
My grandfather had neglected his private interests for the cause of
the RepubUc, and he died deeply in debt. Creditors took possession
of house and property, and my father wandered about the streets,
homeless and hungry, too proud to appeal to his father's friends." •
The old woman paused for a few moments, and then, seeing that
her listener was warmly interested, continued in her slow deliberate
accents, qmetly reciting a story which she had told to aU comers for
more than half a century.
"Chance brought him in his desolation to the threshold of this
house. He sat dovsn upon the step in front of the shop door; not
because he chose that place above any other, but because he had
reached the limit of his strength, and must needs drop somewhere.
The shop is kept by a shoemaker now, and it was kept by a shoe-
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maker then, a Proveufal, whose father was head-gardener to Madame
du Barry, at Luciennes, and who had come to Paris to seek his
fortune in the golden days of Court favour. Madame du Barrv"3
head was laid low, and Court favour was all at an end. Fran9oi3
Vial and his wife were struggling on as best they might, mending
and making shoes for Red Republicans."
" They were not too poor to have pity on your father, I take i t ? "
said Florestan.
" Their hearts were larger than their means, Monsieur. They
saw a fainting lad sitting on their doorstep, with his head leaning
against the doorpost, and they took him in, and fed him, and comforted him. He told them that he was the son of suspects who had
been guUlotined, but that did not frighten them. They took him
into their home and nursed him through a long iUness, a low fever,
the result of grief and privation. He had been wandering about
the streets nearly a week before they took compassion upon him—
wandering about and sleeping in dark corners of the city, with only
a few sous between him and absolute starvation. Franfois Vial
and his wife were chUdless, and they took a fancy to the oi-phan,
and taught him their trade. He had no other friend in the world
to help him, for those of his father's friends who had not been swept
away upon the strong tide of blood had left the countiy, and there
was no one to help him except these good people. So he who was
to have been an advocate and a senator was content to make and
mend shoes, and he feU in love with an orphan niece of Franfois
Vial—a little fair-haired girl who had comforted him in his sorrow
for his dead parents—and he manied her when he was three and
twenty, and when the new-fledged Empire was beginning in splendour and glory. He had quite reconciled himself to his humble
avocation. He was content to remain what Destiny had made him.
His mind seemed to have adapted itself easily to that humble sphere.
I have often wondered that it was so, that the blood in his veins did
not revolt against that daily drudgery, that narrow sordid life."
' " It was strange, assuredly, that he never tried to get back into
the sphere from which he had dropped."
" I think that in his long iUness, when his mind was wandering
most of the time, all the links that connected him with his past life
may have weakened, tUl the influence of that life was nearly lost,
and he was able to begin a new existence among low-born people
without feeUng much pain in the change. At any rate he never
made any struggle to regain his lost place in the world—and later,
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when Fran9ois Vial and his wife had saved enough money to buy
a little vineyard and olive orchard in Provence, he was glad to take
to the business and the house in which he had worked, and it was
in this house that I, his only surviving offspring, was born."
" How came it that you never married. Mademoiselle ? " asked
Florestan, after he had expressed all due interest in her narrative.
" Those who asked me to marry were people with whom I could
not have been happy. It may be that something of the pride of
race which had died out of my father's mind was revived in me. I
always felt it a hard thing that my father, Eugene Lafont—de
Lafont, as I saw the name written in old documents—should be a
shoemaker. This street was not so shabby in my youth as it has
been for the last forty years; but it was not a vulgar neighbourhood
even then; and I used to walk in the fashionable quarters of Paris
of a Sunday afternoon with my father, and used to feel that Fate
had used us hardlj'. I saw the Marquis de Lafont drive by in his
carriage, and my father told me that I came of his proud race. He
made a joke of the difference between us; but it cut me to the
quick that we who were of the same family should be so wide apart.
My father and mother both died before I was thirty, and I was left
alone in the world. They had just been able to make a Uving, but
they had saved only as much as served to pay their debts and to
bury them. The house and the business passed into other hands,
but I stayed here like a piece of old furniture. I have been a lodger
in this room in which you find me, ever since my father's death. I
was able to cam my own living when I was eighteen by fine needlework, and I worked at the same business for fifty years. I was
seventy years of age before I ever needed help from any one; but
at that age my sight began to faU, and it would have gone hard
with me if the Marquise de Lafont had not chanced to hear about
me from the mistress of the large lingerie, shop for which I had
worked all those years. The Marquise took pity upon my helplessness, and pleaded my cause with the Marquis, who came to see me,
and looked through my papers, and made out my father's relationship to the great family. Convinced of this, he granted me a smaU
pension, which his house-steward has paid me ever since. His
generosity has made my declining days peaceful and free from care.
I rise from my bed every morning with the assurance that my daily
bread is provided for me; and I know that I shall not lie in a
pauper's grave, for my noble kinsman has promised me a niche in
the famUy vavUt at Pere Lachaise. I pray for the Marquis and his
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famUy every day; and I hope that the prayers of a grateful old
woman may be heard by the Blessed Virgin, whose Divine pity has
succoured my loneliness."
" But you have not been altogether lonely, I hope, MademoiseUe.
You have found sympathy and friendship, even within these waUs,"
said Florestan, gently leading up to the question which he wanted
to ask.
" Yes, I have had friends here—friends who came and went. It
has often seemed to me that this house is like a caravansary in an
Arabian desert. My friends were so quickly gone, Uke traveUers
who stay only for a single night. Some have been very good to
me. I would have loved them, if I had dared. You want to ask
me about a lodger in this house, Madame Manant told me. Was
the person here in the long past ? "
" Two and twenty years ago."
"Ah, that is not the past. The fiiends I remember best are
those of fifty years ago. Who was the person you are cmious
about?"
" A mUliner's apprentice, caUed Toinette. I do not know her
surname."
"A miUiner's apprentice," repeated the old woman musingly.
" There have been many such in the attics. Bright girl-faces, sad
girl-faces, have passed by my door through the long years, and
have faded and vanished like my own dreams. Toinette, Toinette,
Toinette," she repeated, still musing.
Florestan Vv'aited patiently while the slow memory of old age
wandered in the dim corridors of the past. Presently the old
woman took up her missal and began to look through the weUthumbed pages. Between the leaves there were many of those
little pictures of Madonna, saints, and martyrs, which Romanists
love, and every one of those little engravings, with their lace
borders, was a souvenir of some vanished friend, and on every one
of them there was some scrap of writing.
She looked through them slowly and carefuUy, and at last came
to a little picture of St. Stephen, on the back of which was written:
"To MdUe. Lafont, from her loving Toinette.—St. Stephen's
Day, 1857."
" There is the name, at least," said the spinster. " Toinette !
Yes; I remember. She was a sweet girl, and I was very fond of
her, and I think I helped her to escape a great danger. But she
vanished like the rest of my friends. They were all shadows.
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There is only this lonely room and that birdcage, with its changing
occupant, that remain, I try to cheat myself with the fancy that
the bird is always the same; but even he changes, I put away my
poor little dead canary, and buy myself a new one, and caU him by
the old name ; but it is long before he gets to know me as the dead
bird did. Ah, Monsieur, that is what makes life hard, that it
should be so short for some and so long for others."
" Yes, Mademoiselle, that is a misery we all feel. But it is some
consolation to have lived a blameless life, as you have."
"Limpets live blameless lives," retorted Mademoiselle Lafont,
with a touch of scorn. " There is no more merit in my blameless
life than in a limpet's. But you were asking about Toinette."
"Yes. Please tell me all you can. Her surname in the first
place."
" Impossible. I have quite forgotten it."
" What was the danger from which you helped to save her ? "
" Her romantic love of a man who was her superior in station—
an Englishman."
" You do not think that any evil came out of that love ? "
"It almost broke the girl's heart: no more evil than that. I
believe the man meant honourably, though he trifled with a girl
who adored him. He did not mean to betray her. He was
touched by her love for him. He gave her some half-dozen jaunts
to the vUlages near Paris; tete-a-tete Sunday afternoons upon the
Seine, which are not always so harmless as in this case. He respected her innocence and her friendlessness; and she was able to
respect herself. I was her only confidante, and I warned her of
the peril which she ran when she gave her heart to a man who was
very unlikely to marry her. She had not long come from the
South, and she had only one relation in Paris, a brother, who did
not often come near her."
" Do you know how the brother earned his living ? "
"He was an assistant in a chemist's shop."
"Did you ever see him? "
" Two or three times. Toinette brought him into this room to
show him off, and to let him talk to me. She was proud of him,
because he was cleverer than most young men of his station; but
I don't think he was as kind to her as he might have been, seeing
that she was a stranger and alone in this great city."
" Did he know of her love affair ? "
"Not at the beginning; but afterwards at my advice she told
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him aU about her Sunday jaunts with tho Englishman. He made
a great fuss, and swore that the EngUshman should marry her;
and although my poor Toinette entreated him not to interfere he
evidently did so, for a few days after their conversation the gui
received a letter from her admirer, bidding her fareweU, and
enclosing an English bank-note for two thousand five hundred
francs. She brought the letter to me in her despair. She was
broken-hearted, poor chUd. She told me she had never hoped to
marry him. She only wanted to be with him for a Uttle whUe
now and then, as she had been at Bougival or Asnieres—just to see
him and to hear his voice; just to know that he cared for her,
though she could never be more to him than his humble friend.
And now he bade her fareweU for ever! His letter was a kind
letter, a gentleman's letter, written in very good French. I tried
to make her understand that there was no other course for the
Enghshman to take, if he were an honest man. If she could not
be his wife she could be nothing to him. I told her that it was
kind of him to send her a parting gift, which would be a dot for her
when she should marry some honest young man in her own station."
" Was she willing to accept his gift ? " asked Florestan.
" Not she! The poor romantic chUd burst into a fresh flood of
tears, and asked me if I could think her so base as to take a price
for her broken heart. ' He has been very cruel to me,' she said,
' and the cruellest act of aU was to send me this money. I shaU
send it back to him.' I begged her to think better of it, and to
remember that if her health failed her, or work should be hard to
get by-and-by, that there would be nothing between her and starvation. ' If there were not,' she said, ' I would not eat the price of
my love. I did not seU him my heart; I gave it to him freely, and
would again, and again, and again. I love him as I love God and
His Saints.'"
" Did she return the note ? "
" It passed out of her hands, but whether it reached the giver is
more than I can say. She had wiitten her letter and enclosed the
money in the envelope when her brother happened to meet her.
His visits had been more frequent than usual since he found out
her love-story. He questioned her about the letter, and she told
him what she had done. He approved, and offered to deUver the
letter, teUing her that there would be a risk in sending so much
money through the post. It had been deUvered to her by hand, I
may observe. My poor Toinette was simple enough to trust him :
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but whether the money ever reached its destination is doubtful.
I never Uked her brother's countenance or manner, and I certainly
would not have trusted him with any delicate commission."
" Did you see much of him after that time. Mademoiselle ? "
" No; he was too much taken up by politics or clulis to waste
his time upon an old woman Uke me, or to pay much attention to
his sister. I saw more of her than ever, poor child, for she had no
one now to take her into the countiy on a Sunday afternoon, and her
Sundays were mostly spent in this room. She was very good to me.
She used to read to me, and cheer me with her company, though
it was too plain that all the happiness had gone out of her own life.
She hved in this house tiU the dark days of the Commune, and in
aU that time she had no new sweetheart, no friend except an old
woman. She was a splendid worker—industrious, economical, as
good as gold. And so the years crept on, she leading her dull,
uncomplaining life, and I saw the second Empire crumble and fall
into ruin as I had seen the first and greater Empire. After the
troubles began Toinette's brother took her away to London with
him at an hour's warning. He had been entangled with the Communists, and he was in no small risk of being sent to New Caledonia. From that time to this I have heard nothing of her or of
him. I think if she had prospered and been happy she would have
written to me, so I fear that all has not gone well with her."
"If you could only remember that young man's name," said
Florestan.
" His name—yes, I remember. His name was Claude—Claude
Morel."
Memory, which had faUed Mademoiselle Lafont, when she tried
to recall the sister's surname, recalled the name of the brother
without an effort.
" I thank you most cordially. Mademoiselle, for the amiabUity
with which you have answered all my questions," began Florestan;
when the old woman interrupted him—"Do not suppose it has been irksome to me to talk to you," she
said, with her sly smUe; " my life is very lonely, and I have few
inteUigent people to talk to, and I dare say you know that women
like to talk, especially old women. You have let me talk about
myself, and my poor little history. It is always a pleasure to toll
one's own history."
"If you have pleased yourself, dear Mademoiselle, you have dono
me a service all the same, and I should like to present you with
L
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some littie souvenir of our conversation. I cannot venture to offer
you money."
" Pray do not," said the little old lady, drawing up her head with
a certain hauteur which did not iU become her; " I am very poor,
and I Uve upon charity, but it is a kinsman's charity. I have
enough for my smaU wants, and I like to think myself a lady,
though my father was a shoemaker."
"Believe me, I know how to honour good birth and refined
manners wherever I meet with them," repUed Florestan, deferentially. " I want, therefore, to ofl'er you some little gift—something
for this room in which you spend your days, for instance—which
you may receive without the slightest derogation of dignity."
"Ah, Monsieur, do not laugh at an old woman—more than old
enough to be your grandmother. It seems a satire to taUs of my
dignity—in this one poor room—which serves me for bedroom,
parlour, and kitchen."
" Ah, but dignity does not depend on surroundings, except so far
as they belong to character. "The exquisite neatness of this room
would alone teU me that I am in the apartment of a lady."
He looked round the poor Uttle room, so scantily furnished, so
old and faded as to woodwork and wall-paper, yet with that look of
airiness and perfect purity which some women know how to give
to the poorest room. One thing only seemed to him out of harmony,
and seeing that Mademoiselle Lafont Uked to talk to him, and was
quite ready to give him her confidence, he ventm-ed to express his
wonder at the style of art which she had chosen to adorn her walls.
" You wonder that I should surround myself with scenes of bloodshed," she said, "with the image of the guiUotine which made my
poor father an orphan in the morning of his life—with the picture
of the faU of that fortress, with whose ancient towers there fell the
old aristocracy of France, never to rise again with the old power,
or the old influence over the fate of men. It is a strange taste,
perhaps, but I like to look at the dreadful records of that revolution
which robbed me of fortune and station before I was born, and
which has given me so little except loud talk and empty promises
in place of all it took away. I like to brood over the dark days
that overshadowed Paris before this century and I were born. It
is a morbid fancy, perhaps, but it pleases me. The history of my
country is written in blood, and I Uke to read that history."
" Do the pictures never spoU your sleep, or mix themselves mth
your dreams? " asked Florestan.
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" Very seldom. I have this under my pillow, and I have Her
blessed image to reassure me." She touched her rosary with her
long lean fingers, and glanced to the wall beside her bed, where a
plaster statuette of the Virgin Mother stood on a httle Swiss
bracket above a henitier.
" What shall I bring you to decorate your room. Mademoiselle ? "
inquired Florestan, smiting at the Uttle old lady, so serene in her
simple faith.
" Ah, Monsieur, you tempt me to impose on your generosity."
And then, almost reluctantly, the ancient spinster confessed that
there was one thing for which she had been longing for the last
thirty years, ever since she had begun to feel age creeping on with
increasing sensitiveness to cold. She had longed for a duvet, a
little eider-down quUt, to put upon her bed. Every Frenchwoman
of any substance has her duvet; but how was she, whose little pension just served for food and fire, to save money enough to buy
herself a duvet f It was not possible. She had been trying for
thirty years ; but when by much hard pinching and scraping there
were a few francs in the tirelire, there came sickness, and the tirelire had to be broken to pay for medicine and wine and soup.
" You shall have the duvet this evening. You shall sleep under
it to-night," cried Florestan, enchanted at being able to gratify a
long-cherished wish of this patient creature's.
He thought of the lonely monotony of her life, with inexpressible
sadness. Could life in that gloomy old fortress which once stood
not far off from this gloomy street have been very much more
dismal than life in this one small room over the cobbler's shop ?
Such a street! not one pleasing object, not one spot of brightness or
colour to be seen from the window, strain one's eyes and rick one's
neck as one might. Nothing but the dull gray houses over the
way, and the dull gray street right and left of the window.
Florestan not only promised the eider-down, but he promised
also to go and see Mademoiselle Lafont again, and then, after
gently touching the wasted hand, he took up his hat and bowed
himself out of the room.
His first visit was to the Bon March^, where he chose an eiderdown quilt of the very best quality, covered with rose-coloured sUk.
It was a reUef to him to think that there would be one little bit of
vivid colour in that long neutral-tinted street, though nobody would
see it except the little old lady.
" When the warm weather begins I wUl send her some pots of
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stocks and waU-flowers from the Flower Market, and bog her to
put them on her window-siU, as an act of Christian charity," he
said to himself. " It is too dreadful to think of people living in
such a street—while within half-an-hour's walk there are the
laughing gardens and the white villas, the gilded gates and glass
porches, the bright-coloured foUy and frivolity of the Avenue de
rimp^ratrice, or whatever these republicans call the place. I only
remember the old names that I knew when I was a boj'."
The eider-down despatched to the old lady, Florestan's next visit
was to a man he had sometimes had occasion to employ whUe he
was secretary of Legation, a man who may be loosely described as
a private detective. To this person he imparted his desire to find
out the whereabouts and occupation, surroundings and character
of a certain Claude Morel, employed before the Commune as a
chemist's assistant—subsequent mode and manner of life unknown.
" I have reason to believe that he was concerned in some of the
outrages of that period," said Florestan, finally, "and that when
the tioops from Versailles got into Paris, he found it prudent to get
out, with as Uttle delay as possible."
"If he was active and influential at that time, I ought to be able
to find out all about him," said M. Jaluc, "for there has been a
pretty sharp look-out kept upon those gentlemen—especially upon
those who escaped a voyage over the seas. Give me a few days to
make my inquiries, Mr. Florestan, and I wiU call on you with the
result."
This was aU that Gilbert Florestan could do towards the fulfilment of his promise to Mrs. Arden. He wrote a long letter to her
after his interview with Mademoiselle Lafont, relating all that he
had learnt about Antoinette Morel. It was a relief to his mind to
be able so to write, for when entrusted with his commission he had
feared that his investigation of Robert Hatrell's life in Paris might
reveal an intrigue wiiich it would not be well for the wife to know.
Happily, in this memory of a past love, or perhaps only a passing
fancy, all was innocent. A city idyll set in a young man's history,
like a flower between the leaves of a book.
Florestan went again to the sombre old salon in the Rue St.
GuiUaume, wiiere the three women lived in luxurious seclusion. He
was the only visitor on this occasion, although it was tho evening
which Madame Quijada set apart for her friends. It was obvious
that her circle was of the smallest.
The room was full of flowers, as before—costliest flowers.
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Masses of azaleas and white lilac lighted up the dark panelled
waUs; a shaUow vase, fiUed with gardenias, exhaled an almost
oppressive perfume in the drowsy atmosphere; and Dolores wore
a cluster of heavy yeUow roses, fastened amidst the rich black
lace of her bodice with a diamond pin. These things told of wealth
from some source or other, and Florestan suspected that the source
was not altogether holy.
Louise Marcet received him with a gentle smile. Her plain
black gown and complete absence of ornament contrasted oddly
with the subdued splendour of her aunt and cousin; but the
melancholy expressed in her face was hardly more pronounced than
MademoiseUe Quijada's ennui. And Florestan told himself that the
young and lovely woman was not much happier than the faded
spinster, whose age he was unable to guess. That iron-grey hair was
evidently premature, and the deep lines in the face were those
which sorrow ploughs in young faces, rather than the wrinkles of
advancing years.
Florestan found his society appreciated by Dolores, who
brightened at his coming, and seemed to enjoy his conversation.
She talked very little herself, and she was evidently afraid of her
mother, but she was not without inteUigence. There was something in her look and manner which suggested the idea of an
imprisoned spirit, a nature bound and trammelled, a bird caught
in a net.
Monsieur and Madame Duturque arrived soon after Florestan,
and the Professor entertained the smaU assembly with various
Reveries, Suites, Nocturnes, and Gavottes of his own composition,
which were so impressed with the stamp of the composer's individuality that to Florestan's untrained ear they sounded all alike.
The utmost he could find to say about them was that they were
strikingly original.
It was a very quiet evening. Louise Marcet sat in her favourite
corner, and only replied when she was spoken to. At ten o'clock
Madame Quijada invited her guests mto an adjoining room, where
tea and sorbets and daintiest sandwiches were served with some
distinction. Florestan noted the massive silver, and delicato
porcelain, and formed his own conclusions. Conversation grew
livelier with the stimulus of this light refreshment. The exceUent
Duturque devoured foie-gras sandwiches by the dozen, and drank
much straw-coloured tea out of shallow egg-sheU cups, while his
worth}- wife nibbled sweet cakes, talking in a gentle strain ail the
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time to Madame Quijada about the delinquencies of her latest
'bonne a tout/aire. This entertainment lasted ilearly an hour, and
the clock chimed eleven soon after the little party returned to
the salon.
Florestan approached his hostess to take leave, when the door
opened suddenly and a man walked unannounced into the room,
saluted Madame Quijada -with a careless nod as he passed her, and
made straight for the piano, near which Dolores was seated talking
to the Professor. He leant over Dolores and began to tal'k to her,
without taking the faintest notice of any one else in the room.
" You are late, Leon," said Madame Quijada; " I had given you
up for to-night."
" I've no doubt you were able to amuse yourself without me,"
replied the late arrival, with a resentful glance at Florestan. " May
I ask to be introduced to your new friend ? "
" Assuredly, if Monsieur permits." Florestan bowed. " J\I.
Leon Duverdier—Mr. Florestan."
"Madame Quijada's circle is so smaU that a stranger's presence
always makes an impression," said Duverdier. " Are you a resident
in Paris, Mr. Florestan, or a visitor only? Your face seems
familiar to me."
" Very likely. Monsieur, since I am a resident, and an habitue in
many places where Parisians are mostly to be found."
Duverdier turned to Dolores, and Florestan was going to wish his
hostess good night, when his attention was attracted by Louise
Marcet, who had risen from her seat and was standing near the
door of the dining-rooin, paler than he had ever seen her before,
and with her eyes fixed upon Duverdier with an expression of
mingled horror and aversion. Without a word, and with that gaze
unchanging to the last, she passed into the dining-room, shutting
tiie door behind her.
Duverdier noticed the manoeuvre with a nervous little laugh.
"Mademoiselle Marcet is no more sociable than usual," he said
lightly. " Has she been suffering from one of her hysterical
attacks ? "
Neither mother nor daughter answered his question, and he did
not repeat it. Florestan changed his mind, and instead of bidding
good night seated himself near Madame Quijada's sofa, where he
remained while tho Duturques took leave, a somewhat lengthy
business, and whUe Dolores and the new-comer conversed in Lnv
voices, and with their heads very close together.
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"This is the man she loves," thought Florestan; "but I don't
thmk this is the man who finds the gUding for this luxurious cage."
He had made up his mind to outstay the late arrival, if he could
without bad manners, and he occupied himself by a profound consideration of the stranger's appearance.
It was a handsome face and a clever face, but the cleverness was
closely allied with craft, the good looks were marred by obvious
indications of a premature decay, such decay as rarely comes from
any other cause than a dissipated and whoUy evil life. The lower
part of the face was hidden by a thick black beard, but there were
lines about the eyes which told a whole history to Gilbert Florestan.
He had lived much amongst Frenchmen of all grades, and he knew
what those wicked tines meant.
" I am sorry for Madame Quijada's daughter," he said to himself;
and it was with a real sorrow that he saw the beautiful young head
leaning so near the high, narrow forehead, prematurely bald and
deeply lined—the fresh and pure cheek of girlhood almost touching
the cheek of wasted manhood, with its livid, bloodless hue and
sunken outline. " Women are like barnacles," he said; " they are
always ready to fasten upon a wreck."
The timepiece chimed midnight. He could not decently protract
his visit, having arrived at nine o'clock. Duverdier had a better
excuse for lingering, and he evidently meant to stay.
Madame Quijada begged Florestan to repeat his visit. Dolores
hardly looked up in answer to his parting salutation; her whole
being seemed absorbed in Duverdier's half-whispered utterances.
" Where did you pick up your new friend ? " asked Duverdier
directly the door closed upon the departing guest. "At that
general miscellany of curiosities, the Duturque salon, I suppose," he
went on, answermg his own question. " Y''et he looks a trifle too
aristocratic to have come out of the Duturque collection."
"We met him at Madame Duturque's all the same," Madame
Quijada repUed coldly.
" ReaUy ! And may I ask your motive for making him free of
this salon?"
" He is a gentleman, and he seemed interested in us. In our
lonely lives it is pleasant to make an agreeable acquaintance whose
society cannot compromise us."
" Do you think Perez would approve of such an acquaintance ? "
" Perez is in Spain."
"Yes, but he is not going to stay there for ever; and when he
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comes back to Paris, and finds your Enghsh acquaintance domesticated here, I doubt if he wiU be over pleased."
"He wUl not make any objection to an occasional visit from Mr.
Florestan. Indeed, there is only one person to whom he seriously
objects."
" Namely, your humble servant. I accept the prejudice as a
compUment. And now, best of women, to business. I have been
making a proposition to Dolores, but she is not an arithmetician,
and I cannot inspire her with a proper appreciation of the difference
between capital weU invested and capital lying idle at a banker's."
"Don't trouble yourself to say another word," exclaimed Madame
Quijada. " I know exactly what is coming. You have got into
some new difficulty on the Bourse, and you want us to help you
out of it—as we have done before, to our everlasting loss."
" I am not in a difficulty; but I have the chance of making
a great coup; and you may share my luck, if you hke."
" Thanks for the privUege. We are not gamblers."
" This is a certamty. The VaUey of Dolce Aqua Mineral Works—
a valley west of Santa-Rosa, in the Sonoma Countiy, a vaUey which
is one sUver-mine. Since the Creation that wealth has lain there,
unknown, undreamt of. It is kno-wn now only to a chosen few. The
whole valley has been bought for a song. Shares in the property
are now to be had at par. Once the tiuth gets known they wiU go
up five hundi-ed per cent. You know what sUver has done for
Mackay. In the Dolce Aqua Valley there is the making of twenty
Mackays. WUl you go in for a share in a big pUe whUe you've the
chance ? "
" No," answered Madame Quijada, with uncompromising firmness.
" That is a monosyUabic answer."
" At any rate it is one you can't misunderstand. I think it was
copper last time, was it not ? And the time before it was lead, and,
before that quicksUvcr. What wiU it be next time, I wonder?
Perhaps brass."
''My dear aunt, you are unscientific; brass does not grow in
mines."
"Xo? Only on the foreheads of men, I suppose."
There was a long sUence, during which Duverdier paced the room
with a troubled air.
He was decidedly handsome, and he had a certain style which is
attractive among a certain class, though it is the very opposite of
good style. He vras in evening; dress, but there was a carelessness
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about his costume, and an odour of tobacco, which hinted that his
evening had not been spent in very exacting society.
" Well," he said at last, looking first at Dolores and then at her
mother, "if you wiU not go in with me, and pull off a fortune,
perhaps you wiU help me by a loan. I have pledged myself to take
a hundred shares at five hundred francs per share, and have paid a
deposit of twenty per cent., which wiU be forfeited if I don't take
them up, to say nothing of the discredit. WUl you lend me twenty
thousand francs for three months ? "
"My dear Leon, you talk as if we were Rothschilds, my poor girl
and I."
" I talk with a perfect knowledge of who and what you are,"
replied Duverdier, in a cold, hard voice, and with a cruel emphasis
upon every word. " I talk with the knowledge that Dolores has
but to lift up her finger in order to get any money she wants out of
that old money-bag, Perez, whom you and she only tolerate because
he is a money-bag. She has only to say to him, ' I have a caprice
which will cost me twenty or thirty thousand francs'—a gown, a
horse, an orchid, what you wiU—for the cheque to be written and
the cash placed at her disposal, to fling out of wuidow if she likes."
" What if he were to guess that the caprice was another name
for a lover's necessity? " asked Madame Quijada.
" He wUl not guess. He is blind and helpless where Dolores is
concerned."
" WeU, he is not going to be fooled this, time. I forbid my
daughter to lend you another louis. You have bled us enough
aheady—enough for a lifetime. You belong to an insatiable race—
the race of gamblers. Race-course, Monte Carlo, or Bourse, it is aU
the same thing. Call the vice by what name you like, it means
ruin!"
" And yet if it had not been for one venture of mine you would
never have been able to make a new start in life at Madrid as a
woman of good famUy," said Duverdier, white with anger. " You
owe me eveiything, and yet refuse to help me in my need ! "
" You had better forget that old debt, for fear I should remember
it too often," said the elder woman.
There was something in her tone, something in her look, that
sUenced him for a time, and when he spoke next all the insolence
was gone from his speech.
"For pity's sake help me with a few hundred louis!" he said.
" If you refuse I am a lost man; and I know you have something
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in an old stocking—more thousands than I am asking hundreds.
You are too clever a woman not to provide for the hazards of the
future."
" If I have put away something for my old age you can't suppose
I shaU destroy that provision in order to save you from a peril
which would be renewed in less than six months. If things are
desperate in Paris you had better get out of Paris whUe you can,
and try your fortunes somewhere else. I never thought this a good
place of residence for you."
"You have made up your mind?" he asked, with sudden
fierceness.
"Irrevocably."
" So be it. Good night, Dolores."
He took her in his arms before she was aware, kissed her
passionately, and walked to the door.
" What are you going to do ? "
"You will know aU about that to-morrow," he answered, and
banged the door behind him to give emphasis to his words.
Dolores would have rushed out of the room in pursuit of him, but
her mother stopped her on the threshold.
"He means to kiU himself! " cried the girl wildly.
"Not he, chUd! Of a thousand men who make that kind of
threat only one ever realizes it. He belongs to the nine hundred
and ninety-nine,"

CHAPTER XIV
D.USY'S DIAKY AT LAMFOED.

is sweet even after Italy, even after the bright and busy
streets of Paris, with their flower-shops, and mUliners, and bonbons,
and prettinesses of aU kinds, and the Bois, and the carriages, and
the smart people, and the music, and the life and movement everywhere, and above aU the opera and the theatres. Paris was very
nice, I had no idea I could enjoy any city so much after Venice. I
thought that enchanting labyrinth of marble, lying upon the bri ast
of the waves, would take the colour out of every other city in the
world. But Paris was nice, all the same, and I was sorry to leave
it. Home is sweet always. I have been readuig my German Plato
this morning under the willows that shade my father's grave, in the
old spot that has been my sanctuary ever since I began to read
HOME
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serious books, and to fry to understand the thoughts of great
vsriters. Plato is so comforting after Schopenhauer and Hartmann.
Plato is full of hope; they are the preachers of despair.
Mother seems happy to be at home again, in the old rooms,
among the books and pictures, and in the gardens she loves so
dearly. She has imported a smaU fortune in the shape of specimen
conifers and azaleas and peonies and roses from a famous nurseryman near Paris; and she is happUy employed in superintending the
planting of her treasures. It is rather late for planting, our headgardener says in his broad Scotch; and he even went so far as to
give us a saying quoted by the great Sir Walter himself. " Plaunt
a tree before Candlemass and ye may commaund it to grow : plaunt
one after Candlemass and ye may joost entreat it to grow." B'at,
in spite of Sir Walter's proverb, we must trust in Providence and
in our good old Macpherson's skill
Uncle Ambrose retains the cottage in which he has lived so long,
and in which CyrU's chUdhood was spent. There is no room in our
house for his books, which fiU every available wall in the cottage,
so he keeps them on their old shelves, and uses his old study when
he is working on any subject which requires much reference to
authorities. He is -writing a new book, I believe, though he has
not confessed as much to either mother or me. He is very reticent
about his Uteraiy work, and seemed surprised and almost scared by
the success of his last book, and by the tremendous amount of
criticism and argumentation that was expended upon it.
" I could not live without literary work," he told me once ; " but
I do not derive much pleasm'e from the publication of a book.
Critics are an aggravating race. They see meanings that I never
meant; they overlook the better part of my work."
He is the most self-contained man this world ever saw, I believe.
He takes no delight in the things that please other people; but he
is the best and kindest friend I have, and he adores mother; so
what can I want more in him to make up perfection ? Cyril is his
opposite in most things—all energy, action, light-heartedness. I
sometimes -wish he were a Uttle less light-hearted. One may weary
of perpetual sunshine. If I am ever in a sad or meditative mood
I have a feeting that, however kind Cyril is, he can't understand
me. He seems mUes and miles away from me—as far as from
England to America.
He has been away at Oxford since we came home, visiting some
of his college friends. Of course I miss him sadly, but there is §
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kind of reUef in being alone, after continual companionship. Had
CyrU been here I should not have been able to spend a morning by
my father's grave. He woiUd have wanted me to go for a ride, or
a walk, or to row down to Henley. I faU back into my old ways
and my sad, quiet Ufe naturaUy, whUe he is away, and if it were
not that we write to each other every day I might almost forget
that we are engaged.
Uncle Ambrose is not fond of River La-wn. He does not say as
much, but I know him too weU not to find out his real feeUngs.
ChUdren have a way of watching faces; and I used to watch his
face years ago to see when he was pleased or displeased with me,
so that I came to know every line in his countenance, and what
every Une means.
No; he is not fond of River La-wn. AU the things I love—the
quaint old cottage rooms that father and mother found here before
t'ney were married, the low ceUings, the bow windows, the great
oak beams, and diamond panes, and leaden lattices—have no charm
for Uncle Ambrose. Nor yet the handsome rooms father buUt,
so studiously arranged for mother's comfort; dra-ning-room and
dining-room below, bedroom, dressing-room, and boudoir above.
Nothing coiUd be more pictm-esque than the old rooms, or more
comfortable and luxurious than the new; and yet Uncle Ambrose
does not like the house. I can see it in his face. He seems to
bear a grudge towards the place father loved and cared about. Is
it jealousy, I wonder? Surely a philosopher, a man who has
studied the deeper meanings and mysteries of Ufe, present and
future, as Socrates studied them—surely such a man could not feel
so petty and limited a feeling as jealousy—jealousy of my dear
dead father's love and forethought for my mother; a jealousy so
trivial as to set him against the rooms and the fui-niture my father
provided for his wife.
No; I cannot believe him capable of such pettiness. He is a
man of large mind and far-reaching thoughts, and to be jealous
about chahs and tables—impossible !
But the fact stiU remains. Uncle Ambrose does not like River
Lawn. He is full of his plans for the house in Grosvenor Square.
He has been to London with my mother twice already, to hurry on
the work. He wants to instal us there at the beginning of June,
so that we may enjoy aU the gaieties of the season, the summer
season when people almost live out of doors. Mother is to be
presented on her marriage, and I am to bo presented by mother.
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She has already begun to talk of my court gown, all white, like a
bride's. CyrU suggested that it would be an economy for us to
marry while the gown is fresh; but I told him that the idea of
matrimony in relation to him had not yet entered my head.
"It has entered other people's heads, though, my dear Lady
Disdain," said he. " I suppose you know that a certain suite of
rooms in Grosvenor Square is being fitted with a view to our joint
occupation? "
"'With a view' means any time within the next ten years," I
told him.
Upon this he began to be disagreeably persistent, and declared
that nobody had ever contemplated a long engagement; which is
utterly untrue, since mother suggested that we should wait two
years before we marry. We had plenty of money, he said, and
what was there to prevent our being married before the summer
was over?
" A great many things," said I. "But first and chief among
them the fact that we are both much too feather-headed to take
such an awful step as matrimony."
And then I reminded him how nice it is to be engaged; how
much nicer for young people like us, than to be married and tied
to each other in a sort of domestic bondage.
"Marriage is a capital institution for middle-aged and elderly
people," said I. " The very best and brightest examples we have
of married people are Baucis and Philemon, and Darby and Joan.
Now you would not expect me to feel like Baucis."
" Baucis was young once," said he.
" Yes, and then.no doubt she was engaged to Philemon, and Iio
used to serenade her as you did me that night at Venice. Oh, it
was lovely ! You couldn't have serenaded your ivife. You would
have been indoors grumbling at her, more tikely."
" Daisy, you are talking nonsense," said he sternly; and no doubt
he spoke the truth.
" Oh, I am only pleading for youth and liberty—for the morninghours of life," I explained. "While you are my.^a?zce you can go
where you like, do what you like, and there is no one to find fault
with you. If I were your wife I might feel offended at your going
up to London so often, and coming home so late at night, and being
a member of so many clubs. If I were your wife I might grumble
at your accepting that invitation to Oxford for next week."
" TeU me to withdraw my acceptance, and it is done," he cried,
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in Ins impulsive way. " I gire you aU the authority of a wife in
advance. ' Being your slave what can I do but wait
'"
" Don't quote that sonnet," I said. " Everj-body does. Quote
something fresh."
He did not notice this impertinence. He was pacing up and
do-wn the room in a state of excitement.
"Your mother did not thmk like you, Daisy," he said. "She
was only nineteen when she married."
"Ah, but then she adored my father," said I, without thinkmg
what I was sa3ing.
He stopped his impetuous perambulations, and walked over to
me -with a terrible countenance. He laid his hands upon my
shoulders, and looked me in the face.
" Margaret HatreU," he said, " do you mean what your words
imply ? "
"Do I mean that my mother was desperately in love -with my
father? Of com-se I do."
" And that you are not in love with me ? "
" Not desperately in love. Oh I CyrU, don't look at me like that.
You have no right to look so angiy; you have no right to look so
shocked and distressed. Did I ever teU you that I adored you ?
Did I ever pretend to be desperately in love? Never, never, never!
I am not romantic or poetical as my mother was at my age. I
have been taught differently, l^our father trained my mind, and he
did not make me romantic. It isn't in my nature to love any one
as mother loved my father—at least, I think not."
A strange faltering stopped me as I said this; a curious dim
feeling that there were hidden possibilities in my heart; dreams
that I might have dreamt; feelings that would have brought my
mind nearer akin to my mother's mind; if Fate had been dift'erent.
The look of absolute distress in his face made me unhappy, and
I tried to make amends for my fooUsh, inconsiderate speech.
"Why should you be shocked because I am not romantic?'" I
asked. " I don't think you are a very romantic person either. We
have known each other all our lives, and we ought to be very happy
together by-and-by. Is not that enough, CyrU ? "
" Not quite," he answered, graver than I had ever seen him until
that moment; " but I suppose it is all I shall get, so I must be
satisfied."
Yesterday afternoon I amused myself with an exploration.
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was a lovely afternoon, almost summer-like, though we are stiU in
the time of tulips and hyacinths, and the beeches have not yet
unfolded their tender young leaves. Mother had gone to London
with her husband to look at the drawing-rooms, which are receiving
their finishing touches at the hands of the decorators, and I had all
the day to myself I spent the whole morning at my studies, working upon a synopsis of Duruy's history of the Greeks, which Uncle
Ambrose advised me to write; firstly, to impress historical facts
upon my mind; secondly, to cultivate style; and thirdly, to acquire
the power of arranging and condensing a subject with neatness and
facUity. It is rather dry work, but I like it, and I adore the Greeks.
I have been reading Ebers' Egyptian story between whUes, and I
think that has helped me to realize the atmosphere of that bygone
age when Pisistratus was ruling at Athens, and Croesus was preaching
platitudes upon his fallen fortunes at the Court of Amasis.
I finished my work before lunch, which is an absurd meal when
mother is away—^a mere scramble with the dogs, who come in to
keep me company, and clear my plate under my nose. Directly
after lunch I took up my hat to go out, whereupon Sappho and
Phaon, my darting Irish setters, went mad, and nearly knocked me
down in their delighted anticipation of a ramble with me.
We had explored every lane, copse, and common -within four
miles of River La-wn, so I wanted, ff I possibly could, to give the
dogs a change; and I thought I would venture to peep in at
Fountain Blead, where the shrubberies are fuU of primroses at this
season.
The Fountain Head gardener and our under-gardener are great
friends, and I have often talked to him when he has been in our
grounds. I know the old housekeeper, too : so I had no compunction in opening a little gate in the shrubbery which gives on to the
narrow lane that divides our property from Mr. Florestan's. There
is a gTand entrance on the Henley Road, and high iron gates, and
a rustic lodge with a thatched roof and the dearest old chimneystack. The gardener's family live in this lodge; but the big gate
is only opened when Mr. Florestan is at home, and that is very
seldom. He told me he meant to be oftener at Fountain Head in
future. He feels himself growing too old for a roving life. I suppose
he must be at least nine and twenty, which is certainly old compared
with Cyril and me.
How nice it is to be young—to feel one's self quite young! and
how sad it must be when weariness and age begin to creep over
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one! I am miserable sometimes when I think that mother will
grow old before I do—that I shaU see the shadows stealing over
that dear and lovely face—the shadows that foreteU the end. Oh •'
that is the bane of Ufe; that is what makes life not worth living—
the knowledge that death is waiting somewhere on that road we
know not—the gi-ey mysterious highway of the future—waiting for
those we love.
The old shrubberies looked lovely in the afternoon sun, such a
•wild wealth of rhododendron and arbutus, and so many fine conifera
half buried among the spreading branches, a tangle of loveliness,
periwinkle and St. John's wort straggling over every bit of unoccupied ground. Phaon and Sappho rushed about like mad things,
imagining all sorts of impossible vermin, and scratching and digging
whenever they got out of reach of my whip. That dog-whip of
mine looks formidable, but I'm afraid those two clover darlings
know that I would not hurt them for worlds.
I had my pocket Dante with me, meaning to try and fancy
myself in the pine forest near Ravenna, where he used to meditate,
but the book was so far true to its name that it never left my
pocket. I seemed to have so much to think about; and a spring
aftemoon, -with light cloudlets floating in a pale blue sky, and the
perfume of violets in the air, sets all one's most fanciful fancies
roaming far and wide. I tliink my thoughts were light as thistledo-wn or vanity that afternoon, or they could never have strayed so
far; and yot there was a touch of sadness in them, for I could not
help thinking of GUbert Florestan and his melancholy position,
quite alone in the world, mother and father both lying stUl and
dumb, as my dear father Ues in his grave under the -wUlows—no
sister or brother, no one to care for him or to lean upon him.
No doubt he has cousins, as I have. I have not quite made up
my mind whether cousins are a necessary evU or a modified blessing.
I'm afraid, if I stood alone in the world as he does, Dora and Flora
would not fiU a large gap in my life.
I rambled in the shrubberies and the dear old-fashioned gardens
tUl I was tired, and then I began to feel the keenest curiosity about
tiie inside of the house.
It is not a pretty house, but it is old and dignified. When one
has come but lately from a city of palaces, one can hardly be
altogether alive to the beauty of an old English mansion, -with mossgi'own waUs and deep-set vindows, and a general greyness and low
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tone of colour which some people find dispiriting. Yet the house
touched me by a kind of mournful beauty and a sense of quiet desolation, such as I felt only a few weeks ago when I looked at those
old neglected mansions upon some of the smaller canals, so gloomy
in their grandeur, as of the dead irrevocable past, I have felt
sometimes as if I would give worlds to be able to buy one of those
degraded, dUapidated old palaces, and to clear away aU its parasite
growth of petty modem uses, and to restore it to the splendour and
the beauty of three hundred years ago. And yet I have shuddered
at the thought of the phantoms that might come crowding round
me in those great, grand rooms ; of all the dead people who might
awake at the sound of music and laughter in the home where they
were once young and merry.
I walked up and do-wn the broad gravel terrace in front of Mr.
Florestan's house. It stands only about thirty feet above the level
of the river bank, and a wide lawn slopes gently from the house to
the river. I could see the boats going by, and hear the voices of
the rowers, which were a relief after the uncanny feeUng that had
crept over me while I was in the great overgrown garden on the
other side of the house. I believe the gardener must have given
himself a holiday, for not a human creature did I see in the grounds.
There is a glass door opening on to the terrace, with an oldfashioned hanging beU. I ventured to ring that antiquated beU,
trembling a littie at the thought of ghosts, and perhaps a little at
the thought that the old housekeeper would wonder at my wanting
to explore her domain. The fancy had never come into my footish
brain before to-day; but I suppose that was because I had seen so
little of Mr. Florestan until we met in Paris, and could not feel any
particular interest in his house. Now that I know him, the house
seems like an old friend, and I wonder that I can have looked so
often at the old Indian-red roof and the great grey stone chimneystacks -without wanting to see what the inside is like.
No one answered my summons, though I heard the bell ringing
with an awful distinctness. I rang again, but stiU there was no
answer, though I waited long enough for the feeblest of old women
to creep from tiie remotest corner of the rambling old house. I
rang a third time, and still there was no reply, and the more I
couldn't get in the more keenly curious I became. So at last,
kno-fting old Mrs. Murdew would never resent any liberty on the
part of my mother's daughter, mother being a power at Lamford, I
tried the door.
M
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It opened easily, and I went m, taking care to shut the door after
me, so as to keep Phaon and Sappho outside. They were scampering about the shrubberies, and I knew they would find thek way
home when they missed me. I went in, feeling very much as
Fatima must have felt; or, in other words, just a Uttle ashamed of
my idle curiosity.
The house is a dear old house, very shabby as to carpets and
curtains, but with lovely old furniture of Sir Charles Grandison's
period, and -with old china in every corner, china which I feel
assured must be worth a fortune : but I -wiU never breathe a word
about its value to Mr. Florestan, or he may pack it aU off to
Christie's. Men are such Goths where Wedgewood tea-pots and
Worcester -wUlow-pattern are in question.
Yes, it is a dear old house. It has an old, old perfume of roseleaves and lavender, which must have been hoarded ever so long
before Mr. Florestan was bom, in aU the old chrysanthemum bowls
and ha-nihom jars which stand about everywhere on the tops of
cabinets and in corner cupboards, and in quaint Uttle alcoves and
recesses which one meets with unawares in the corridors and lobbies.
Not aU the wealth of the Indies could create such a house. It is
the slow gro^vth of time, Uke the golden bro-wn lichens and cool
grey mosses on the garden waUs.
I roamed and roamed about the rooms on the ground floor,
opening one into another, quaintiy inconvenient, -with queer little
doors, half wainscot and half waU-paper; rooms without the faintest
pretension to splendour or dignity; rooms that suggest the world
as Miss Edgeworth and Miss Austen knew it; a world in which
people dined at five o'clock, and danced country dances, and played
on the spinet, and painted on velvet, and talked about the luncheontray and the Britska.
I looked at aU the ornaments on aU the tables and chimneypieces, the things our grandmothers loved : cardboard hand-screens,
%vith pencU landscrapes—CraigmUler Castle, Guy's Cliff. SpUlboxes. What are spiUs, by the way, and why such a passion for
boxes to accommodate them ? Old albums' iand scrap-books, old
work-baskets lined -with faded satin. Everything was arranged as
neatly as it had been fifty years ago, when Mr. Florestan's grandmother was mistress of the house, and these were her things, most
of them. His mother's room had a more modern look; yet even
there the books, desks, and work-boxes were old-fashioned. How
quickly the fashion of this life passes away !
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At first I was too much interested and amused to feel the uncanny
influences of those deserted rooms, full of things that had belonged
to people who were aU dead; but presently that air of long-ago,
together with the death-like sUence of the house, began to affect
my spirits. A feeUng of profound melancholy crept over me. I
thought of my dear, dead father ; and wondered, as I have so often
wondered, where the dead are; how near us, or how distant. I
went back to the dining-room for a last look at the family portraits
before leaving the desolate house. Mrs. Murdew had evidently
gone out upon some errand, and there was no use in waiting for
her return.
I looked with interest at the picture on the left of the sideboard,
and near the door leading into the hall. It was the portrait of Mr.
Florestan's father, a frUl-length painting, in a rough bro-wn shooting
suit, knickerbockers, and mighty hobnailed boots. A picturesque
brown hat, a gun, and a liver-coloured pointer were the accessories
of the boldly painted figure, against a background of rasset fotiage.
The picture, which was by a master hand, might have been called
a study in brown.
The hkeness between father and son was remarkable. It might
have been Gilbert Florestan's portrait that I was looking at. I
studied the picture so long—fascinated by that wonderful slapdash
power, the kind of painting which Ruskin describes as a rapid hand
and a full brush—that the face seemed to grow into my mind, and
the figure almost took life and motion as I looked at it. My nerves
wore in a peculiar state after that hour of silence and thoughtfulness
in the desolate house, or else I could hardly have been so foolish as
I was two minutes afterwards, when I turned to leave the diningroom, and shrieked with terror on seeing a figure on the threshold
of the door in the shadow of the half-closed shutters.
I was idiot enough to mistake the real for the unreal, the tiving
son for the dead father. In that moment of terror I believed that
the figure standing there looking at me -with a quiet smile was the
ghostly semblance of the man whose picture I had contemplated
so long.
"Pray, forgive me for startling you," said Mr. Florestan, offering
me his hand in the easiest way, and not allowing me to see that he
thought me an idiot, as he must have done. " I ought to have
given you some notice of my arrival. You were so absorbed in my
father's picture that you did not hear his son's footsteps."
" I think it is the fault of that thick Turkey carpet rather than
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of my abstraction," I told him; " but I really was absorbed iu the
picture, and envying the painter his power to get such a grand
effect out of such simple elements. It is almost as fine as Gainsborough's blue boy. I had no idea you were coming to England
so soon."
" I had no idea myself; but the distance from Paris to Lamford
is such a bagatelle that I thought I m'ght as well run across and
have a look at the old home before all the tulips are -withered. My
mother used to be so fond of her tulips, though they were never
a costlj- coUection. A Dutch connoisseur would have laughed at
our poor little show."
"Have you only just arrived?" I asked, feeling that I was
redder than the reddest of the tulips, and wondering what he must
think of my extraordinary intmsion.
" Within three minutes. The fly is stiU at the door, and my
servant is bringing in my portmanteau."
" You must think it so stiange to find me here," I stammered,
feeling even worse than Fatima, though there were no gory heads
lying about to add to my embarrassment.
" I only think it delightful to be welcomed by the presence of a
friend," he answered, with inexpressible kindness.
There was something in his smile and in his tone of voice so full
of .protecting friendUness that I began to feel easier in my mind,
and was able to explaui my appearance in his dming-room on that
particular afternoon ; and then I told him that I must go and hunt
for the dogs, who might be doing all manner of mischief in his
shrubberj''.
I had a secret conviction that the good creatines had gone
peaceably home to the stables, but they afforded a decent excuse
to get me out of the house.
" I feel sure they won't do the slightest harm," he said; " but if
you are uneasy on that score we'll go and look for them together,
and then perhaps your mother will take pity upon a tired traveller
and give me a cup of tea."
" I am so dreadfuUy sorry," I said. "Mother is in London, and
won't be home much before eight."
" That's a sad disappointment. I had looked forward to secin;:
her this afternoon."
We went out at the hall door together, and we explored the
shrubberies and garden, but saw no sign of the dogs. He went
home with me, and wo found Sappho and Phaon in their kennels
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whither they had returned half an hour before. Then from the
Btableyard we wandered naturally to the garden, where the basketchairs and tables had been set out on the terrace, in honour of the
summery warmth of the aftemoon. The footman came out with
the tea-tray, and arranged it, whUe Mr. Florestan and I stood
looking at the river.
Servants are so officious. I had happened to say at luncheon
that if the day continued fine I thought I would have tea in the
garden; and here was the man setting out the cups and saucers
under Mr. Florestan's nose.
There was no help for it. I could not be so inhospitable as to
send him away tea-less, with my pet brass kettle singing merrily
over the spirit lamp, and my favourite buns frizzling fresh from the
oven. I made the best of my awkward position.
" Perhaps, as mother isn't here, you'U allow me to give you a
cup of tea," I said. He accepted eagerly. I almost hoped he'd
take his tea standing, and go away directly he had emptied the cup.
But, although he had been the soul of delicacy and consideration
in his own house, he seemed to think he might do as he liked in
ours. He seated himself in one of the low basket-chairs, and I felt
that he meant to stay.
I dare say he thought it the most natural thing in the world, but
I could not help feeting the strangeness of it, though CyrU and I
had tea on the terrace tete-a-tete many a time before we were
engaged, and Mr. Florestan is a good deal older than Cyiil. So I
tried not to look confused or siUy as I poured out the tea.
" Please let me wait upon you," I said, when I saw him struggling
out of the chair, the seat of which is only about a foot from the
ground. " I know how tired you must be. Let me wait upon you
just as if you were mother."
" The offer is too tempting. I own to feeling tired. I left Paris
at eight o'clock, and that meant leaving my lodgings at seven.
And the day was hot and dry and dusty. However, this garden
and the river make amends for aU I have suffered, and this toasted
bun is better than the most famous of Bignon's sautes. Why do we
waste our substance on Paris dinners, when tea and cake on a
sunlit terrace are so much more deUcious ? "
"We cannot always have the terrace and the sunshine."
" Oh, but there is the winter fireside," said he. " Every one has
a fireside. I am assured that epicurean dining is a mistake. A
man left to his own devices usuaUy dines on a mutton chop.
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Gourmandism is mere swagger and rivalry. A Lord Alvanley, for
a wager, invents a dish which shaU be costlier than anybody else's
dish; a fricassee composed of that particular morsel out of a fowl's
back which epicures have christened the oyster. A hecatomb of
chickens have to be sacrificed for a single fricassee; and Lord
Alvanley goes down to posterity as the inventor of the costtiest dish
that was ever cooked since ViteUius and his nightingales' tongues.
Almost aU our dining in Paris is upon the same principle. We 'vie
with each other in wastefulness, and restaurateurs grow rich."
It was a pleasure to hear him rattle on as he took his tea,
devouring buns and jam-sand-mches,[and seeming reaUy to enjoy
the meal. I was very soon as much at home with him as if he had
been CyrU.
I told him about the house in Grosvenor Square, and we had a
long discussion upon colouring and high art in fm-niture. I find
that he inclines to the Italian school, and thinks that orientalism is
a mistake in London.
'• Your Persian lattices and Moorish divans imply perpetual sunshine, a lazy Ufe, and a semi-tropical cUmate," he said. " They
are mere fooUshness in such a country as England. Were I
furnishing a house in to-wn, I would take a Florentine palace as my
model. And so you are going to desert River Lawn in aU its
summer beauty for the starched stateliness of Grosvenor Square?"
I told him that the change was not my choice or my mother's,
but that it was my stepfather who was shifting the scene of our
tives. And then I was drawn on to tell him of my stepfather's dislike of the house which had been my father's home.
" I suppose it is a natural feeling on his part," I said; "he loves
my mother so intensely that he cannot bear to see her in the home
which her first husband made for her."
" Yes, it may be that such a jealousy is natural to some temperaments. Your stepfather is a pecuUar man, a man of deep feeling,
I fancy."
"Yes, that is quite true. He was devoted to my mother for
years—all the years of her -widowhood—before he took courage to
ask her to be his wife. He is the most unselfish of men. He
hardly made any use of his fortune until his marriage; but since ho
has been mother's husband he has spent his money like a prince."
" And you are to be his son's wife ? " he said. " That wiU
strengthen the bond between your mother and him."
His voice and manner changed curiously as he said this. No
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one could have been gayer i^than he was five minutes before, when
he was expatiating upon the merits of jam-sandwiches. No one
could be graver than he was now.
I did not answer him. What could I say ? My engagement is
an accepted fact.
We were both sUent, tUl I felt somebody would have to say
something, so I said, rather stupidly, " CyrU and I have known each
other since we were chUdren. We are almost like brother and
sister."
"Almost—with the difference of a wedding-ring," he answered,
as he rose to say good-bye.
When he was gone I found he had stayed only twenty minutes,
and I had two hours to dispose of before eight o'clock.
He came to see mother this afternoon, and they walked together
on the terrace in earnest conversation for more than an hour.
Uncle Ambrose was over at the cottage, buried among his books.
I was in the drawing-room, and I couldn't help feelmg a little
curious about what mother and Mr. Florestan could find to talk
about all that time. I tried to practise, but found myself repeatedly
running to the window to look at them.
He took leave at last without coming into the house to see me,
which I thought was a tittle ungrateful on his part after my having
given him tea yesterday afternoon.
"What secrets have you and your neighbour been talking,
dearest?" I asked, when mother came slowly in at the drawingroom window, looking grave and thoughtful.
"Don't ask to know too much, my pet. We have been talking
of a page in the book of the past. Nothing that touches my Daisy."
'* You have been talking of my father? " I said.
She did not deny it.
I asked no more questions, knowing how easfly she is saddened
by any thought of the past. Yet I could not help wondering and
Vi^ondering and wondering all day long what connection there could
be between Mr. Florestan and my father's fate.
'May 30.—It is ever so long since I wrote the last line in my
diary; and we have migrated to Grosvenor Square.
The house is lovely. Every detail that can minister to the comfort and convenience of its inhabitants has been studied and thought
out. My rooms are delicious,—colouring, form, everything in

168

One Life, One Love.

exceUent taste, outlook sunny, flowers in all the -windows, brightness
and prettiness everywhere,—and yet I find myself regretting River
Lawn every hour of my life; and I have a shrewd suspicion that
mother feels very much as I do. Already she has been talking
about August, when we shall go back to Lamford.
The Drawing Room is for to-morrow, and my Court gown has
come home from Madame Martinet's—a train of thick duU white
sUk, which faUs in massive statuesque folds; a white satin petticoat
covered -with crystal beads, aU one sparkle, dazzUng, iridescent.
The costume is a marvel of brUUant simplicity. Mother has given
me the pearl necklace she wore at her presentation two and twenty
years ago, and Uncle Ambrose has given me a set of diamond stars
which are to fasten the ostrich plumes in my hah and on my
shoulders. CyrU brought his offering this morning—a sapphire
half-hoop ring—the second he has given me. The first was given
me in Venice, where he bought it at one of the jewellers in the
dear Uttle Merceria—a double half-hoop of diamonds and rubies;
so now I have the three colours, red, white, and blue, on my
engaged finger. The rings are lovely, but almost too heavy a load
for my poor finger to carry.
June 1.—The awful ceremony is over, without any hitch, and I
hope without any gaucherie upon my part. I have seen the face
of Majesty, for mother and I were early at the Palace, and the
Queen had not retired when our tmn came. My gown has been
admired,' and is laid by in lavender, and I am now formaUy introduced to society, and have aU the rights, privUeges, and responsi'biUties of a young person who is " out."
Cyril is not to be allowed the splendom-s and luxmies of Grosvenor Square untU after our marriage. His father thinks that as a
bachelor he is better off in the Albany, where he has a delightful
set of rooms, and where he may keep dogs, entertaui his Oxford
friends, and smoke as much as he Ukes.
If I were a young man with such advantages I should ne\'er want
to many.
My cousins have expressed themselves very decidedly about iny
future life in Grosvenor Square. They cannot believe it possibb
that any young couple could be happy under the same roof as their
father and mother.
" I should prefer the shabbiest little flat in the Edgeware Road—
nominally Hyde Park—to your splendid apartments," said Pom.
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" The plan may answer very weU in France. There is a kind of
chUdishness about the French which makes them look up to their
parents in a positively ridiculous way. But it wiU never do in an
English household. Mark my words, Daisy, it wiU never do."
I told her that almost the chief consideration m my engagement
to CyrU was the idea that I should not be parted from my mother
when I became his wife.
" If that consideration influences you, my dear, depend upon it
you don't care two straws for the man," she answered, in her horrid
way.
I see a good deal of my cousins now I am tiving in town. They
find Grosvenor Square nearer the Park than Harley Street, and
often drop in to luncheon after their morning walk.
They walk in the Row in the morning, and ride before dinner,
daUy, as if it were a part of their reUgion.
"And yet," my aunt says, " I have not had one eligible offer for
either of them."
I think there is something really pathetic in that " yet."

CHAPTER XVWHAT IS EOBEET HATEELL TO ME ?

was among the idlers who sauntered in the
MaU to watch youth and beauty go by on that particular afternoon
when Margaret HatreU made her curtsey to the Queen. He who
was not usuaUy a lounger in fashionable places, wasted a considerable time in waiting for Mrs. Arden's carriage; for although the
ladies were early the gentleman's impatience made him earlier, and
he had been standing about nearly an hour when the new, neatly
appointed landau came in view, and he wasted another half-hour
in loitering along with the slowly crawling line of carriages, and
stopping to talk to Mrs. Arden and her daughter whenever there
was an opportunity.
" I wanted to see you both in your Court plumes," he said,
smUing at the two fair faces, framed in snowy feathers and flashing
gems. " I could not conceive the notion of Miss Hatrell in a Court
train."
" You should have come to Grosvenor Square for an early
GILBERT FLOEESTAJS-
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luncheon, and then you might have seen the train," answered
Clara.
''Oh, I can see it now, only it is transformed into a bUlowy
background for the young ladies' throat and shoulders, like the
wind-blo-wn drapery of a water-nymph riding on a nautilus sheU,
as painters love to paint it. I assure you. Miss HatreU, it is
infinitely becoming."
" You have caught the tone of St. James's Park in the days of
Steele and Addison," said Mi-s. HatreU.
" I t is the influence of the genius loci. I feel as if I were one of
the characters in 'Love in a Wood.' Ah, those gaUant, tender,
tight-hearted days are gone, Mrs. HatreU—the days when love and
gaUantry ruled the world—when battles were won and lost for a
petticoat, and when half mankind Uved and died for love. We are
much -wiser nowadays, and ever so much more prosaic. I am
going back to my den in the Champs Elysees to-morrow. Is there
anything m this world I can do for you in Paris ? "
" Only to follow up the inquiry you began so successfuUy," Clara
answered gravely.
"Be sure I wiU do my uttermost; but I fear the road has ended
m a decided ' no thoroughfare.' And for you. Miss HatreU—wUl
you not entrust me -with some httie commission which shaU be to
me as a lady's glove in a knight's helmet ? Have you no refractory
shoemaker or dUatory glover on the other side of the Channel
whom I may harry for you ? "
" No, Mr. Florestan, mother and I are British enough to find aU
we want in London."
"Another instance of the degeneracy of the times. In Lady
Mary Montagu's day, a man who went to Paris carried a stiing of
delicate commissions from his fair young friends. The Parcel Post
has demoUshed that particular branch of gaUantry. I shall send
you a boj of chocolate caramels as a reward for good beha-viour if
you get yourself out of the Royal presence without tripping over
"your train. Good-bye."
He stood with his hat lifted as the carriage moved slowly on.
They were close to the palace gates by this time.
" Why is he going back to Paris so soon, I wonder ? " speculated
Daisy, with a piteous little look which startled her mother by the
suggestion of a danger that had never occurred to her before.
"My dear Daisy, he lives in Paris. What more natural than
that he should go back ? "
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""Why should he prefer Paris to Fountain Head? It seems
unreasonable."
"He -wiU settie at Fountain Head by-and-by, no doubt, when he
marries."
" Is he engaged to be married, do you think, mother ? "
" I have no idea; but I think if he were engaged he would have
talked about his fiancee."
" I don't know! Some men are so secret and reserved. Uncle
Ambrose, for instance. See how he went on adoring you in secret
for years."
"Mr. Florestan may have some attachment; but if he were
engaged I think he would have spoken about his sweetheart. What
does it matter, dearest? He is nothing to us except a friendly
neighbour."
"No, only a friendly neighbour; but one wants to know all
about him."
Gilbert Florestan went back to the bachelor lodgings and the
bachelor life. He had stayed nearly three weeks at Fountain
Head, and he had seen a good deal of Daisy and her mother, both
before and after their migration. Grosvenor Square is -within little
more than an hour's journey from Lamford for him who will take
an express train and a fast hansom, and Mr. Florestan had dined
once and taken afternoon tea three times in the new house, and
had happened to meet the two ladies at three different picture
galleries on three different momings.
He had studied Daisy's character and disposition as if she had
been one of Shakespeare's heroines, and he found her perfect as
Desdemona in her meek purity, spontaneous as JuUet in her girtish
transparency of mind and soul. She was all this; but she was the
plighted wife of another man, whom she no doubt adored. It was
not because she was somewhat cold and careless in her treatment
of her lover that she loved him the less, Mr. Florestan told himself.
They had been companions from chUdhood, and love had become
a matter of course.
He went back to Paris, where the season was stiU at its height,
although the worldlings were beginning to talk of their favourite
maladies, and to discuss Auvergne and tho Pyrenees, Aix, and the
Austrian Tyrol. Florestan in his present humour cared very little
about fashionable society. He had his friends and companions in
the world of literature and art, and in this particular world he tried
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to discover the character and antecedents of Duverdier, the man
he met in Madame Quijada's salon. He also made certain inquiries
about Madame Quijada herself.
The ultimate result of a good deal of trouble was as foUows :—
M. Duverdier was not known to literature or art. The painters
and literary men had never heard of him; but he was kno-wn as
an habitu^ of the Boulevard Theatres, and of some of the fastest
and most furious of the restaurants. He was said to be a Spaniard,
and to have only appeared in Paris within the last two years; and
yet this description of him seemed strangely at variance with his
modes of speech, which were essentially argotic and Parisian, albeit
that his accent was not Parisian. He was described as an idle
-visionary, with pretensions to be a man of science and an inventor,
although he had never been kno^n to take out a patent for so
much as a new kind of corkscrew. He had been known also to
dabble in mining speculations, and had more than once been obliged
to swim for his Ufe in tioubled waters.
Of Madame Quijada nothing was known except that she had a
beautiful daughter, whom she kept as close as a nun. It was
supposed that there must be some one in the background, some
one who kept dark, and who was the source of that magnificence
in jewels and that luxury in hothouse flowers which contrasted so
curiously with the lady's unpretending manner of hfe.
There was something in this little household of the Rue Saint
GuiUaume which interested Florestan, although he had not the
slightest disposition to faU in love with the beautiful Dolores. He
was interested in her only as a study in human nature, a leaf in the
great book of humanity. For personal feeling he was more moved
by the grey-haired, middle-aged cousin than by ]^Iadame Quijada's
daughter.
He might have been stUl more interested in Louise Marcet could
he have been present at an interview between her and Leon
Duverdier, which took place on the morning of his return to Paris.
It was nearly a month since Duverdier's urgent application for
a loan, and since his threat of suicide, a threat which he had no
doubt forgotten fi-ve minutes after it was made. He walked into
Madame Quijada's salon, uuanuounced, as usual, and found Louise
alone, busy in the arrangement of the flowers, a duty -which was
always entrusted to her, and in which she exhibited an artistic
taste.
A heavy Marechal Niel rose dropped from her hands at the sight
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of Duverdier, and she moved towards the door without a word, an
expression of intense aversion upon her pale, rigid face.
" Stop," he cried, in a brutal tone. " You are the person I want
to talk to this morning. I saw my aunt and Dolores get out of a
fly and go into a miUiner's in the Rue de la Paix, and I came here
on purpose to see you. I won't stand being avoided as if I were
a pestUence."
She stopped near the door, looking at him fixedly, but without
uttering a word.
" What dumb devil has got into you ? "
" I have nothing to say to you," she answered sternly; " I -will
have no deaUngs -with you—will hold no intercourse with you. If
you were djing of fever I would not give you a drink of water."
" You are a nice young woman to live in a Christian land; and
yet I suppose you call yourself a good Catholic. Now, listen to
me! You are a virago, and you are a monomaniac; but you have
more hard common sense than your cousin or her mother, and you
know that I am not a man to be trifled with. I must have twenty
thousand francs before next Saturday. It is absurd for my aunt
to make any difficulty about it. Old Perez is a gold mine; and she
has only to put in her hand and take out as much gold as she
wants."
" And you are despicable enough to trade upon your cousin's
dishonour ? "
" There is no dishonour in the question. I consider my cousin's
position, as the adored—adopted daughter, let us say—of an old
miUionaire, eminently respectable. There are duchesses in Paris
who are not half so virtuous. And if she is ashamed of her position
it only remains with her to regularise it. The old fool would marry
her to-morrow if she were not too stupid and too listless to bring
him to the point."
" She hates that old man too intensely to tie herself to him for
life—she is weary of her existence as his slave."
" Is she ? Let her help me to make a fortune, then, and she
shall be my queen. I only want a little capital to carry on experiments which must result in a mine of wealth—yes, as big a gold
mine as old Perez has made for himself on the Bourse, and a more
glorious fortune; for it -wUl bring fame with it, the fame of the
inventor. TeU her that I must have the money, Louise, or something desperate wiU come of her refusal to help me. I have tided
over a month since I asked her for a loan, but I cannot go on much
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longer. I am deeply in debt, and all the most precious things in
my laboratory wiU be seized by my creditors, and that wUl mean
utter ruin. TeU her she must help me—tell her when you are alone
with her. Leave that old harpy, my aunt, out of the discussion.
I know Dolores wUl find me the money if she is left to her own
incUnation."
" I -wUl not be your intermediary. I wiU have nothing to do -with
you; and I only hope that Dolores -wUl be wise enough to refuse
you any further help. She must know that you have lied to her
about your schemes and experiments, your speculations and -wild
dreams of wealth, not once, but many times. She must know that
you have been leading an idle, profligate life in the very worst
company in Paris, whUe you were pretending to be a genius and
an inventor and to Uve only for science. She does not know as
much about you as I do; but she must know that you are false to
the core; she must know that you have traded upon her love for
you, and will go on tiading upon it to the end; that there is no
baseness, no depth of shame, to which you wUl not stoop, to further
your o-wn base ends. She does not know what I know, that you are
as cruel as you are mean and false."
The livid paUor of her hoUow cheeks was intensified by the hectic
spot which burnt upon the cheekbone, and gave an added lustre to
eyes that had gi'o-wn too large for the haggard face.
" Que diable ! " cried Duverdier; " you are usuaUy possessed by
a dumb de-vU; but when you do taUs, by Heaven! it is a torrent.
No matter, I am not generally in need of an intermediary with a
pretty woman, and I have no doubt I shaU be able to come to an
understanding with Dolores, before long."
This conversation took place in the morning. Gilbert Florestan
caUed in the Rue Saint GuiUaume on the following evening. He
found Duverdier established in a faideuil beside the sofa on which
Dolores was sitting, looking very lovely in a flowing tea-go-wn of
palest salmon silk, which set off at once the grace of her supple
figure and a pendant and bracelet of magnificent sapphires. Florestan had never seen her wear these gems untU to-night; and he
guessed that they were a recent gift from her mysterious protector.
He pitied her all the more when he saw these new tokens of her
slavery ; for the wearer's eyes had a look of profound sadness, whUe
the mother's cruel face was radiant with recent triumph. Louise
Marcet was not in the salon. Duverdier was the only -visitor when
Florestan arrived, and he had a perfect consciousness that he was
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not wanted by any one except Madame Quijada, who received him
with marked empressement, and begged him to stop tiU eleven o'clock.
" I fear my salon is the dullest in all Paris," she said, " but you
must remember that we are exiles, and have Uved in the strictest
retirement ever suice we left Madrid."
Florestan protested that there was nothing he preferred to a
small circle, society in which conversation reaUy meant the interchange of thoughts. He talked of Madrid, a city in which he had
spent three years of his diplomatic career, and although Madame
Quijada evaded his questions with supreme abUity, it was ob-vious
to him that her knowledge of the Spanish capital was the knowledge of an outsider, and that she could never have occupied a good
social position in that city.
" If she ever lived in Madrid, she lived there as she lives in Paris
—as an adventurer and an outcast, outside the pale," he told himself.
Her refinement he beUeved to be the thinnest veneer, laid on in
later womanhood. Her education was of the smaUest; yet she
contrived to discuss every subject that was mooted—poUtical, social,
or literary—with an aplomb which carried her further than the
widest knowledge will carry a diffident conversationalist. Duverdier
openly sneered at some of her observations, and provoked more than
one vindictive glance from those southern eyes.
Dolores talked very little, and for the most part in confidential
tones only meant to reach her cousin's ear.
Duverdier talked Uke a man who had seen the world of men and
knew the world of books. All his ideas and theories belonged to
the most advanced school. He looked forward to a mUlennium of
science, a miUennium of sociaUsm, when the forces of nature should
be the wiUing slaves of men, and hard work, the sweat of the
labourer's brow, should be ancient history; an age when the governing powers of the world should be reduced to the lowest point, when
armies and na-vies should have become a tradition of the Dark Ages,
and the poverty and starvation of the vanished centuries should
seem as mythical as the rape of Proserpine or the birth of Minerva.
He spoke with a suppressed boastfulness of a certain invention of
his o-wn which was fast approaching perfection, and which would
revolutionize the coal mines of France and ultimately of the world ;
an appUcation of electricity to the working of the mine and the
carriage of the coal, which would minimize labour, and achieve in
leas than a month the results which now require a year.
Dolores Ustened with admiring looks and fuUest faith in the
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speaker. Madame Quijada looked the disbelief and aversion which
she may have feared to express in words. Florestan felt that the
atmosphere was charged with electricity, and that the storm might
burst at any moment; yet he prolonged his visit tiU a few minutes
after eleven, at which hour Duverdier made no sign of departure.
He determined to follow up his inquiries about this mysterious
famUy untU he should come at a clearer understanding of their
position and history. The first point he had to discover was the
identity of the unseen admirer who supplied the mother and daughter
with their evidently ample means. He had considerable difSculty
in sifting the various accounts that were offered of the secluded
beauty. She had been seen in pubUc just often enough to excite
curiosity in that section of society which claims to be famUiar -with
aU the ramifications of the demi-monde, and she had acquired a
kind of distinction by her retired life.
After hearing three or four different people mentioned as the
hidden Croesus whose purse paid for Dolores Quijada's jewels and
other caprices, he was finaUy informed upon reUable authority that
her protector was a certain Pedro Perez, a Spanish Jew, and the
largest dealer in Spanish American securities upon the Paris Bourse.
He was old and eccentric, of nervous temperament, and strange,
solitary habits. He was said to be lavish in his generosity to
Dolores and her mother, but was also said to be t}Tannical in his
exactions, insisting that the girl he admired should Uve tike a
cloistered nun, and promising to reward her by a large bequest, even
if he did not make her his wife. Florestan's informant, whose knowledge was derived from the Spaniard's confidential clerk, added that
if Dolores had cared to exercise her influence over the old man she
might have easUy brought him to the matiimonial point; but she
hated Perez and was madly in love -with a scapegrace cousin, upon
whom she was reputed to have squandered a good deal of money
since -without ostensible resources he had been able to meet his
engagements on the Bourse after more than one unlucky venture.
Of Duverdier Florestan could learn nothing further. He Uved on
a fourth floor in a street near the Pantheon, and he dabbled in experiments in chemistry and electricity ; but in spite of these scientific
tastes he was said to be a shaUow pretender, who had never brouo-ht
the smaUest scheme to a successful result.
"A man of schemes and dreams," said Florestan's informant"an idle vagabond who is content to live upon women."
" An idle vagabond who is content to live upon women." Musmc^
s
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over those words as he walked under the trees in the Champs
Elysc'es on his way homeward, after a night' at a Bohemian Club in
the Boulevard Michel, Florestan was suddenly reminded of the story
of Antoinette Morel and her brother, and tiie hundred-pound note.
Claude Morel, a chemist's assistant, alone in Paris with an only
sister, whose heart was almost broken by the loss of her English
lover.
Louise Marcet, a woman who in every look and accent bore the
tokens of a great sorrow, might, allowing for the effect of grief and
illness, be the age of Antoinette Morel, who would now be about
forty.
What if he had stumbled accidentaUy upon the very couple of
whom he was in quest ? What if Leon Duverdier and Louise Marcet
were Claude Morel and his sister Antoinette, hiding under changed
names ? The very fact of the altered names would be significant of
evil, and would give rise to the darkest suspicions.
Claude Morel, a proscribed Communist, was known to have
escaped arrest and to have fled to London with his sister after the
last days of the Commune, and it was within a year and a half after
the close of the Commune that Robert HatreU was murdered by an
unknown foreigner in a London lodging-house.
There was that in the countenance and manner of Louise Marcet
which told of a more harrowing grief than an ordinary love affair
which had ended in parting. She had the aspect of one over whose
youth there had passed some great horror, a grief too terrible to be
outlived or forgotten. Those premature grey hairs, the deep lines
upon the paUid forehead, the sunken cheeks and haggard eyes were
the lasting witness of an undying agony, and her horror of Duverdier
had been expressed in an unmistakable manner on the night when
Florestan saw her start up and leave the room at his entrance.
He remembered her extraordinary emotion upon hearing Miss
HatreU's name at the Opera, the keen interest with which she had
looked at mother and daughter.
He had forgotten the incident untU this moment, engrossed in
far different thoughts, but it came back to him vividly to-night, and
for the moment it seemed to him conclusive evidence of some past
link between Louise Marcet and the name of Hatrell.
Yet, he reflected presently, the association might be of another
nature than that which he imagined. The fact that Duverdier was
an adventurer and a student of chemistry might have no bearing
upon the existence of Claude Morel, the chemist's assistant of twenty
N
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years before. The idea that Louise Marcet and Leon Duvenliur
were brother and sister might be utterly without foundation.
" At any rate I wUl try to put my suspicious to the test," he said
to himseff. " If Louise JIarcet is the emotional woman I take her
to be, it wiU be easy to shake her firmness and to see behind the
veil."
He determined to make an early opportunity of being alone with
the strange, pale woman, whose untold sorrow had touched him
from their first meeting. He was haunted aU through a wakeful
night -with shapes of horror—the phantasm pictme of the murder
in the shabby Bloomsbury lodging; the face of Leon Duverdier,
cruel and callous, in the very act of murder; the face of Robert
HatreU, -which he remembered in his boyhood—frank, open,
attractive.
It was a mere chimera, doubtless, this -wild fancy about Leon
Duverdier, a nightmare dream engendered out of the smaU social
mystery of the Rue Saint GuUlaume—a very common story, after
aU, common as dirt. A wicked mother; a beautiful girl sold tike
a slave in an Eastern market; wealth, luxury, infamy, ennui, and
vexation, jumbled together in two shameful tives, that did weU to
hide their dishonom- from the world's ken. He had brooded too
long over this commonplace domestic drama, and now he must
needs try to estabhsh a link between these three women and the
murder in Denmark Street.
FooUsh as the fancy might be, he meant to test it to the uttermost, and for this purpose went to the chief office of the criminal
police of Paris early next morning, and contrived to get admitted
to one of the heads of the department.
To this gentleman he recalled the circumstances of Robert
LlatreU's murder.
"The murderer was supposed to be a Swiss," he said, "but that
was a purely speculative idea, founded upon his statement that he
was a journeyman watchmaker. One part at least of that statement,
the assertion that he was employed by a weU-known firm m CornhiU, was proved to be false. The name of Antoinette, which was
used as a decoy to lure him to his death, is the name of a girl he
knew in Paris. The girl's brother was known to be vindictively
disposed towards him, although her relations with Hatrell were
perfectly innocent, and he acted as a man of honour throughout.
The mention of the girl's name is to my mind a conclusive proof
that Claude Morel was concerned in the murder, if he was not the
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actual murderer. I wonder that the attention of the French police
was not caUed to this case, and that no effort was made to find the
murderer upon this side of the Channel, seeing the large reward
that was offered by Mr. HatreU's widow."
" It was too soon after the Commune. We had our hands overfull at that time. The police of this city have only one fault.
Monsieur."
" A n d that i s ? "
" There are not half enough of them. The French police are
the most highly-trained body in Europe, yet crime stalks rampant
in the capital from midnight till morning; the wolves so much outnumber the sheep-dogs. I own that it was an oversight on our
part not to hunt down Claude Morel. His name was in the black
book of the Commune for more than one petty villainy; but he
slipped through our fingers, escaped the guns at Satoiy and the
exportations from Havre. Had he paid the legal penalty for his
offences his secret would have been safe in our hands. I suppose
you know that it is our rule never to divulge the antecedents of a
forqat who has served his time."
" T h a t seems rather hard upon the non-criminal classes, who
may ally themselves with an ex-felon for want of a knowledge of
the past which would serve as a warning."
" I will not dispute that point, but it is a part of our code of
honour. A criminal who is trying to recover his place in society
has nothing to fear from us, so long as he leads an honest life.
Claude Morel, however, belongs to another category. For the
undetected felon we have no mercy."
" Will you do what you can to ascertain if he has been in Paris
since '72 ? " asked Florestan.
" Yes, I will institute an inquiry—but a fox of that breed is good
at winding and doubling, and not easy to hunt down. I do not
think he would set his foot in Paris, after being concerned in more
than one row that involved rapine and bloodshed, especially if he
was afterwards implicated in a murder in London. He would be
more likely to try the new world—America or Australia."
" He might keep away for a few years, and then venture back,
emboldened by the passage of time. There is a man whose character and surroundings are an enigma to me, and whom I am most
anxious to understand more clearly. I will pay the expenses of any
investigation you may make into the existence of this person."
' ' W h o is h e ? "
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" He caUs himself Leon Duverdier, but I have a shrewd suspicion
that he is no other than Claude Morel. I wonder whether there is
any one in your force who remembers Morel, and could identify
him after a lapse of years ? "
" There are plenty of men who were engaged in hunting down
the Communists, but Morel was never a man of mark. I doubt if
his personal appearance would be remembered by any of our men.
You had better leave the matter in my hands for a few days, and
I wUl see what can be done. You can get me the details of this
London murder, and a report of the inquest, I suppose ? "
" Yes, I have the newspapers with their report of the inquest and
the inquiry before the magistrate. I wiU get all the particulars
copied, and send you the copy. The Parisian police ought not to
lose the chance of such a bonus as a thousand pounds."
On the foUowing morning Gilbert Florestan was early on foot,
sauntering in the neighbourhood of the flower-market near the
Boulevard St. Michel. He had heard Madame Quijada say that
her niece went every morning to the flower-market to make her
o-wn selections from the daUy supply, and he relied upon meeting
her there.
He was not disappointed. She made her appearance between
eight and nine o'clock, very plainly dressed in a black merino gown
and a black straw bonnet, and carrying a light basket on her arm.
He waited about whUe she made her purchases, and when she had
fUled her basket, and was waUving along the Quai in a homeward
direction, he foUowed her and addressed her.
" Good morning, MademoiseUe Marcet. I hope you are not in
a huny this morning," he said, walking by her side.
She looked round at him with an apprehensive air, and quickened
her pace,
" I have always a great deal to do of a morning," she answered
quickly. " Yes, I am rather in a hurry."
" Not so much so as to deny me ten minutes' private conversation, I hope," he said. " There is something about which I want
to talk to you most particularly—something which dates from the
evening we met at the Opera, when you saw Robert HatreU's widow
in the stalls."
Her pale face flushed for a moment or so, and then gi-ew paler
than before. He had no doubt of the emotion caused by the mere
sound of the murdered man's name.
His intention had been to ask her to walk as far as the Luxem-
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bourg Gardens with him, so that he might have leisure and quiet
for serious conversation, but he saw such avoidance and apprehension in her manner that he deemed it wiser to come to the point
at once. There were not many people upon the Quai at this hour,
and he came to a standstill near a display of shabby second-hand
literature, and stood there quietly expectant, whUe Louise Marcet
dropped her basket of flowers and leaned against the stone parapet,
pallid and trembling, almost as if she were on the point of fainting.
"His name moves you now as it moved you then," he said
earnestly, laying his hand upon her arm as it hung by her side,
while she leaned with the other elbow upon the stone slab. " I am
assured that you could throw a new light upon his cruel death;
that it is in your power to bring about the discovery of his
murderer."
" I don't know what you are talking about," she said. " "Who is
Robert HatreU—and what is Robert Hatrell to me ? "
She pronounced the name with difficulty, but she pronounced it
more correctly than a Frenchwoman would have pronounced an
English name unheard before.
" Robert Hatrell is a man who was lured to his death by a woman's
name, and that name was yours ! " said Florestan, with conviction,
holding her arm in his strong grasp, looking straight into her eyes,
which tried in vain to evade that direct gaze. " But for his regard
for you, his fidelity to a tender memory, he would never have been
tempted into the house where he was slaughtered. That house was
a guet-apens, and you were the assassin's lure—and if that assassin
was your brother, it is not the less your duty to denounce him. So
cold-blooded a murderer deserves no mercy even from his nearest
of kin."
" I don't know what you are talking about," she repeated
doggedly, with trembling lips.
" Oh, but you do, you do—every line in your face acknowledges
what your lips deny. Y^ou think it is a sister's duty to shield a
brother, to be dumb or to tie in his defence, even when that brother
is little better than a beast of prey. You shrink from him with
undisguised loathing, you wUl not stay in the same room -with him^
yet you allow your cousui to waste her love upon him, and you do
not warn her that the man with whom she associates in confiding
affection has the heart of a tiger, and would stop at no crime that
would serve his own interest. You know what he is, and you know^
by the light of the past, what may be expected of him in the future.
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Do you think that the Denmark Street mm-derer is a man to stop
at his first crime, or at his second ? Given such a nature as that,
and the occasion will give birth to the crime."
" You talk in riddles—in riddles," she said helplessly, looking
from side to side Uke a -wUd animal at bay.
"You refuse to trast me? You deny that your real name is
Antoinette Morel, and that you are the sister of Claude Morel, the
Communist?"
" My name is Louise Marcet."
" Very well, remember I have warned you. In Claude Morel s
first crime you were only the decoy. Who knows ? In his second
you may be the -victim."
CHAPTER XVI.
FEENCH LEAVE.

who had not been remarkably energetic m
the pursuit of any ambition or fancy of his o-wn, could but -n'onder
at the intensity which moved his thoughts and his actions in the
pursuit of that investigation which Mrs. Arden had confided to him.
He could think of nothing else, undertake no other occupation; and
when his thoughts were not fixed upon Leon Duverdier and his
supposed sister they were on the other side of the Channel, haunting River La-wn, or a certain house in Grosvenor Square, and
foUo-wing one particiUar girtish figure -with an alarming persistence.
He wanted to do the thing which Mrs. Arden had given him to
do; he wanted to prove how difBcult a task he could accomplish in
order to lessen the sorrow of her life; but even if he should succeed
in bringing Robert Hatrell's murderer to his doom, and in lightening
the anguish of the -wife who lamented his dark fate—aU the more
acutely because it was unavenged-—would this great ser-vice done
for Robert HatreU's widow bring him any nearer to Robert HatreU's
daughter ? Alas! no, he told himself. That young heart was given
to another; that young Ufe was pledged. Nothing he could do
would bring him any nearer to Daisy. He could never be more to
her than he had been that sunny aftemoon on the terrace by the
river, when the uneasy look in the lovely hazel eyes had told him
that she -wished him away. She had always been kind and
courteous to him ; but he was a nullity to CyrU Arden's future
•wife. It may be that her woman's -wit had guessed his secret, and
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that she was nervous and uneasy at any chance tete-a-tete. He
had assuredly perceived something in her manner which a very
vain man might have interpreted as the indication of a hidden
preference, a growing regard against which she struggled, in duty
bound to another.
" Why are mothers in such a hurry to give away their daughters'
future lives ? " he asked himself, not knowing that Daisy had
accepted her old playfeUow of her own free wiU, pledging herself
almost unawares, with that girlish lightness which disposes of
women's lives m a breath, for good or for evil.
He felt that his case was hopeless, and yet it was something to
him to be able to devote himself to Mrs. Arden's sei"vice, to feel
that there were confidence and friendship between him and Daisy's
mother, friendship which would at least give him an excuse for
seeing Daisy now and then and making himself a little more
unhappy.
Hopeless lovers cultivate the weed unhappiness as if it were a
flower.
Florestan had no more doubt that Madame Quijada's niece was
Antoinette Morel than he had of his own identity. Her denial was
in its mode and manner quite as good as a confession. He read
the report of the inquest for a third time, and subsequent paragraphs
describing the cashing of the bank-notes at Cannes and at Monte
Carlo, and he was strongly inclined to believe that the elderly and
aristocratic Frenchwoman who changed the notes was no other
than Madame Quijada. True that the elderly lady's white hair was
a point in the description, while the Spanish lady's hair was stiU
black, but it would be only natural that a woman entrusted -with
such a critical mission would do her utmost to hide her identity.
True also that the elderly lady was described as ha-ying a mole over
the left eyebrow, while Madame Quijada showed no such mark;
but it was by no means unlikely that the mole was an artificial
disfigurement devised to divert suspicion from the lady hereafter.
Was it the same woman who stopped Robert Hatrell in Cranbourne Street and who appealed to him on behalf of the dying
Antoinette ? Yes, Florestan thought, the same; although the
woman in Cranbourne Street was described by Colonel Macdonald
as middle-aged. And if this were so, Madame Quijada had been
her nephew's aider and abettor in a diabolical murder.
Would Antoinette, otherwise Louise, warn her aunt of his

184

One Life, One Love.

suspicions ? He determmed to appear in the lady's salon on her
next evening, in order to discover, if it were possible, what confidences had passed between the aunt and niece. His own idea of
the situation was that the younger woman existed in her aunt's
house only on suft'erance, and that there was suspicion on the one
side and loathing on the other.
He spent only half an hour in the Rue Saint GuiUaume. Louise
was absent from the salon, suffering from a neuralgic headache, her
aunt told him. Dolores looked pale and preoccupied. There was
no change in her mother's manner, and Florestan concluded that
Louise had told her nothing. There was no other visitor, and the
dulness of the salon was oppressive.
Before he left, he contrived, in the most casual way, to ask an
important question.
He commented in a sympathizing tone upon Mademoiselle
Marcet's delicate appearance and weak health, and then he asked
abruptly—
" How long is it since she had that serious iUness of which you
told m e ? "
" A good many j'ears; I really don't remember how many,"
repUed Madame Quijada, carelessly.
"Oh, mother, you can't forget the year," cried Dolores, who had
been ya-wning behind her fan. " It was in '72, the year we went to
Madrid."
The year of Robert HatreU's murder. This answer settled two
points: Antoinette's iUness, and the estabUshment of Madame
Quijada at Madrid, had been events of the same year. The horror
of Claude Morel's crime had been the cause of his sister's brain
fever. The proceeds of the crime had enabled Claude Morel's
accomplice to establish herself in the Spanish capital. Doubtless
it was to Spain that the murderer had betaken himself, thinking it
a safer refuge than the new world. His southern birth had made
it easy for him to pass as a Spaniard.
Florestan felt that he was getting the threads of the tangled
skein nito his hands. He called on the foUowing day at the headquarters of the Police de Surete, and was again admitted to the important official to whom he had confided his suspicions of Duverdier.
" I have read the story of Mr. HatreU's murder," said this
functionary, after receiving him -with grave politeness, " and I agree
with you that the name of xVntoinette, employed as a lure, goes
very near to fix the murder, or, at any rate, complicity with the
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murder, upon Antoinette's brother. Yet you must bear in mind
that there are always remote possibilities in every case, and the
obvious solution of a mystery is not always the right solution. It
is possible that Mr. Hatrell may have talked of this youthful love
affair, and that the name of his sweetheart may have been known
to others besides her brother."
" No other man would have had the same malignant feeling to
prompt the crime," suggested Florestan.
" A crime which was to realize a gain of nearly four thousand
pounds would need no prompting from sentiment or revenge.
How can you account for Morel's precise knowledge of Mr.
HatreU's movements? Was he in frequent communication with
HatreU at this time ? "
" I should say decidedly not; but I have no absolute knowledge
upon this point."
"Then in all probabiUty he was in communication -with his
sister's former lover. It would be only natural for a man of that
kind to try and trade upon his knowledge of the past."
" I have to remind you that Mr. HatreU's relations with the
French girl were perfectly innocent."
The official, who had grown grey in the experience of the worst
society in Paris, shrugged his shoulders, and expressed all the
doubt which an elderly and astute visage can express.
" WiU you vouch for that fact ? " he asked.
'' Yes. I have it upon the evidence of the girl's own letters, and
from the lips of a worthy old lady in whom she confided."
" Granted, then, that the intrigue was an innocent entanglement,
mUd as rose-water, Mr. Hatrell may yet have desired to keep the
story from his wife, and may have allowed Claude Morel to hang
upon him, and may thus have given him the opportunity to find
out aU about the intended visit to the bank, and the sum to be
handed over in the lawyer's office."
"It must have been so. The movements of the murderer were
too precise to have been guesswork or the result of accident. The
murderer must have had detaUed information as to Mr. HatreU's
intended movements on that fatal day. That is the most mysterious point ui the story."
" Not very mysterious if Claude Morel were in frequent communication with Mr. HatreU."
" Would Hatrell confide in a man who was sponging upon him,
a man he must have despised ? '
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"Perhaps not; but Mr. HatreU's servants might furnish the
information."
" Servants would hardly have known the precise facts."
" My dear sir, servants know everything. I'ou English have a
pernicious habit of discussing your most private affairs at tho
dinner-table. The people who wait upon you hear and remember.
However, this is beating about the bush. I have something to tell
you as the result of the inquiry that has been made since you were
last in this room."
" You have discovered the identity of Morel and Duverdier ? "
exclaimed Florestan, eagerly.
" Not conclusively; but we have discovered that Duverdier is a
man of the worst possible reputation—to have escaped deportation
to New Caledonia. We have discovered that, on the strength of
good looks and consummate audacity, he has managed to live for
the last seven years in JIadrid and Paris. Of course what we
know of him in Spain is at present only at second-hand; there has
been no time for any direct inquiries in Madrid. We cannot hear
anything about him except that he was kno-wn to the Spanish
police as an adventurer, and under suspicion of ha-\ing been
concerned in a great jewel robbery at Madrid six years ago. I
have despatched my agent to that city, and he may be able to get
more details on the spot. In the mean time there is one fact that
teUs strongly against M. Leon Duverdier."
" And that is
"
" He has made off. He has scented danger, I believe, and has
disappeared from Paris before he could be asked any inconvenient
questions."
" Is that really so ? "
" Yes. After I had read the account of the Denmark Street
murder, I had a desire to look at this Duverdier whom you take for
Morel. I was told that he occupied an apartment in the Rue
Soufilot, so I put on one of the numerous disguises in -^vhich I pay
-visits of this kind, and in the character of a septuagenarian savant
I salUed forth to call upon the experimentatist and inventor. I
know enough of chemistry to sustain a conversation with as shallow
a scientist as I take Duverdier to be. However, my capacity in
this line was not put to the test. The concierge informed me that
M. Duverdier had left for Brussels upon the previous evening, and
that he had no idea when he would return. He had left the kc\of his apartment with the concierge, and at my request the man
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went upstairs with me and aUowed me to investigate the deserted
rooms."
" Did you make any discoveries ? "
"Nothing of an incriminating nature. Two of the rooms are
furnished -with a showy -vulgarity which bespeaks the tiger—velvet
and gUdmg, photographs of actresses and demi-mondaines, a great
display of pipes, foUs, and boxing-gloves. A third and larger room
is fitted roughly as a laboratory, and bears indications of recent
experiments. I asked the concierge if M. Duverdier's departure
had been long in contemplation, and he told me that the first he
had heard of the intended journey was the order for a cab to take
Duverdier and his portmanteau to the station. He gave no date
for his return, but said that he should not be long absent, and
begged the man to look after his rooms whUe he was away. The
concierge doubted if any of the furniture had been paid for, and
anticipated a descent of the sheriff during the tenant's absence."
" Did you hear anything of Duverdier's habits? "
"Nothing to distinguish him from the common run of profligates
and spurious savants. Late hours, and importunate creditors;
occasional visits from mysterious women, who came closely veiled
and shunned observation; rare intervals of seclusion and work in
the laboratory. I could see that he was not a favourite with tho
concierge, and that if there had been anything damaging to tell
about him the man would have told it."
" He has been warned by his sister," said Florestan, after a
thoughtful sUence. " I showed my cards too soon."
He told M. Jaluc ofhis interview -with Louise Marcet.
"Yes, that was a mistake—although the interview may have
gone far to confirm your suspicion. No doubt she told her brother
that you were on the scent; and Morel, alias Duverdier, has disappeared for an indefinite period. He would have no hesitation in
leaving a city where he was deeply dipped, and which he might not
be allowed to leave if he Ungered much longer."
There was no more to be said. Whatever ideas M, Jaluc had
as to the possibiUty of any satisfactory solution of the mystery of
Robert HatreU's murder, he did not impart them to Florestan, but
simply took that gentleman's cheque for the expenses incurred in
the inquiries and investigations that had been made at his request,
and said that " for the rest, time would show."
" If this Duverdier is as black a -villain as you believe him to be
—or, in other words, if he is the Denmark Street murderer, he will
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be sure to put his neck under the knife. No sucli man stops at a
single crime.""
'• IIo is a man to bo watched, then,"" said Florestan.
"\'os, he is a man to be watched; and I believe he wUl prove a
man worth watching."'

CHAPTER XVII.
DAISY'S DIAEY IN LONDON,

IT was an old fiiucy, and one which had haunted me from tho fii-st
night I slept in Grosvenor Square. As I laid myself do\vn to rest
in the pretty tittle bod, with its embroidered Japanese coverlet and
cloud of creamy lace—all devised by moUier, so dainty and gracious
—and as I heard the noise of the CArriagc wheels, like the great
hoarse roar of the soa, I said to myself, " This is London, cruel
London, the city in which my fiither was lured to his death—tiio
city m wliich a good nmu may bo murdered in broad daylight, on
a summer afternoon, in tiie midst of his fellow-men."
I could not sleep that firet night for thinking of my dear dead
father. I could not stop mj-self from pictming the awful scone,
over and over again—the ghastly diauge in the dear face—tiio
horrid wound—tho pitUcss murderer, whose fiico I could not picture
to mj'self
Again and again and again I tried to shape that unknown face,
I thought of all the villainous countenances I had seen in picture
galleries—of this or that Judas, this or that murderer—tiie malignant face with dull red hair ; the swartiiy face witii close-cut black
hair; the rugged features and beetling brow; tiio low, scai"cely
human forehead, under ragged tangled locks; all of the viUainous
and inhuman that painters have over conceived ; yet I could never
picture to myself the form and face of tho man who killed my fatiicr.
Night after night I have lain awake thinking of him. My father
has been much more often in my thoughts since wo came to London
than he was while we wore at poaceful River Lawn, where I used
to lie awake to hear the nightingales in tiie warm June nights, and
where the sound of the river always soothed mo like a lullaby.
Here aU Uie gaiety and splendour, the operas and plays, the music
and dancing, and talk and laughter, are not enough to make mo
forget tiiat iu tiiis city my father was murdered. If there were no
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such wilderness as London he might be Uving and among us to-day.
Ho might be ours for many a year to come.
I think of Professor Palmer in the desert, lured to his fate by
munlcrons Arabs. Was the desert worse tiian London? I think
ol aU who liaA'c over been treacherously slain in -wUd and lonely
places, but I can think of no place worse than London.
I want to see the house in which my father died. I want to see
the room in which he was found lying stabbed to death.
This is tho fiincy that has tormented me ever since wc took up
our abode in London, ever since the roll of the wheels and the
tramp, tramp, tramp of horses' feet have been in my ears. I feel
as if I should think less of him, and be loss haunted by the dreadful
vision of that room, if I could once sec it in aU its sordid reality, if
I could know oxactiy what it is like.
I lun-e told Cyril my feelings on this point, but he refuses to take
me to see the house, or eycn the street in which my fither died.
He cannot understand me. He cannot understand that this dreadful
sensation of being haunted nightly by tho vision of the deed and
the room might be lessoned by familiarity with tiie actual scene,
however painful tho sight of tiiat horrible place might be.
I have entreated him to take me there, but he steadfastly refuses,
so I have made up ni)' mind to go there without him. ^Mother and
her husband arc going to a grand dinner this evening, to moot
Royalties; CyrU has gone to Oxford to dine with the BuUendon
Club. I shaU have tho evening all to myself, and I shall go to
Denmark Street alone.
I suppose it is rather an awful thing for a girl of my age to go
out after eight o'clock, and I have never been in the streets of
London by myself at any hour; but I don't care to take even my
good ru-oomfield, for she would most hkelv make as many objections
as Cyril, and I might faU in getting inside the house I want to sec.
I would rather depend entirely upon my own ckncrucss.
I know the number of the street; I know the position of the
room; I know that it is a street of lodging-houses, so I can very
easily make believe to be in search of lodgings. I shall wait tiU the
carriage has driven oft" with mother and Undo Ambrose, and thou
I sliaU send down word to the butler that I have a headache and
won't dine. I shall toll Broomfield that I am going to lie down for
an hour or two, upon which I know the dear soul, after hayingfussed about mo with oan-do-cologne and sal-volatOo, and arranged
my piUows and reading-lamp, wiU go doAvn to the servants' hall at
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the very bottom of the house, and -wiU be absorbed in gossip tUl my
beU rings.
I know where Uncle Ambrose leaves the latch-key which he
always uses when he comes ui from a walk, so I can let myself in
as quietly as I let myself out. Om- haU and stafrcase, when the
heads of the famUy are out, might for sUence and soUtude as weU
be in the sepulchre of one of the Pharaohs.
I shall put on my very plainest cloth gown, and a shabby Uttie
garden hat, so as to look Uke a work-girl, or anything common or
insignificant.
I have seen that dreadful room—a commonplace, ill-fm-nished
room in a shabby lodging-house, and the sight of it -wUl haunt me
to my djing day. Cyril was right and I was -wi'ong. It was a
senseless thing to do, and I ought to have left it undone.
Everything happened as I hoped. The pretended headache did
me good ser-yice. I was mistress of my time and actions before
nine o'clock. I slipped off my tea-gown and dressed myseff for the
character of a young woman in search of a respectable lodging at
seven shillings a week. I suppose that is about the price workguis pay.
The evening was gray and duU, not dark, but thick and hea-vy,
•with an oppressive feeling in the atmosphere, as of stored-up heat
and dust—such a different atmosphere fi-om the cool dewy air in
the garden at Lamford on a midsummer night.
I had studied the map of London, and had carefuUy made out my
way to Denmark Sh-eet, but seeing a benevolent-looking old cabman, -with a red nose, creeping along close to the curb in Grosvenor
Street, I hailed him, and told him to drive me to St. GUes's Church.
" So I will, my dear, and I -wish I was going to diive you there
to be spliced," he said, which shows how thoroughly common I
must have looked in my garden hat; or it might be that tiie old man
had been drinking, for he rattled the cab over the stones, and zigzagged across the road in a really dreadful manner. If I had not
been full of other thoughts, I believe I should have feared for my
life, especially when he took me round corners.
He drew up in fi-ont of a church, in a shabby-looking sh'eet,
where there were shops still open, though it was after nine o'clock.
I gave him half-a-crown, which he did not seem to think enough.
"Do you want me to wait for you, miss?" he asked. '-You
won't get another cab in this neighbourhood."
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I said no, for I was shaken dreadfuUy by that one ride, and I felt
it would be tempting Providence to let the red-nosed cabman drive
me again.
My heart was beating so violently that I hardly knew what I was
doing: but I began telling myself to be calm and collected, and to
remember that I was there in opposition to Cyril's advice, and that
I must prove worthy of my own self-confidence.
I am not a fainting young person, indeed I never fainted in my
life; but last night I was afraid that I was going to faint, and I had
to struggle against a swimming in my head, and a painful sense of
lightness which made me totter a little as I turned into Denmark
Street.
It was very quiet there. The street had a sober, old-fashioned
air, which would have given me confidence if I had really been a
hard-working young woman in search of a lodging. Some of the
houses looked the picture of neatness; others were shabby and
squalid. Against every door I observed a row of brass bells, which
showed that there were several tenants in each house.
I saw the number I was in search of from the opposite side of
the way. There was the tailor's workshop which I had read about
in the newspaper. The windows were wide open, and half a dozen
men were at work in a glare of gas. I could not help thinking they
looked like lost souls in Pandemonium—the bare, dusty room, the
glare and heat, on this summer night, when the stars were shining
on all the flowery creeks and willowy islands near Lamford, when
Ufe and the world were so lovely for some people.
Yes, that was the taUor's workshop, and it might have been
one of those men who heard my father's murderer go singing
down the stairs, fresh from his deed of blood. I think the idea
of that, and the horror of it, braced my nerves, for I felt less like
fainting as I crossed the road and knocked at the door of the fatal
house.
I waited for some minutes before any one came to the door,
though I knocked a second time. Then a woman appeared, an
elderly woman, who looked at me curiousty.
I told her I wanted a lodging—a respectable room at seven
shillings a week; but she answered rather sharply that she only let
lodgings to men—why prefer men, I wonder ?—and she was going
to shut the door in my face, when I grew desperate, and stopped
her by lajing my hand upon her arm.
"There was a murder eight years ago in this house," I said.
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" Let me see the room where it was done, and I'U give you seven
shillings."
I would as soon have offered her a sovereign, but I had got the
sum of seven shiUings in my mind in connection with the rent of a
lodging, and I off'ered her that amount unthinkingly. It was enough,
however, for she snapped at my offer.
"Come m," she said, looking at me very hard and very suspiciously aU the time. " That's a curious fancy of yours. Y''ou
haven't anything to do -with the murderer, I hope ? "
" No, no, no," I cried.
" I'm glad of that," said she. " Ah, he was a devU, tnat man—a
smooth-faced, smooth-tongued devil. The sight of him and the
sound of his voice makes me sick and faint whenever I call him to
mind. He put a blight upon me and on my house. I've never
been the same woman since."
I asked her what the man was like, finding that she was wiUing
to talk, and she described his appearance in a great many words,
but her words did not conjure up any distinct image.
He was good-looking and he was young. She did not take him
for much over tiiirty. He was dark, -with fine black eyes, uid he
wore a moustache, but no beard. He talked English, but he spoke
like a foreigner. This was all I could gather from her.
She went slowiy up the stairs before me, with a paraffin lamp in
her hand, and she flung open the door of the back room on the
second floor and told me to go in, holding up the lamp on a level
with her head so that I might see the room.
"I've kept it just as it was that day," she said. " I've never had
a good let in aU the eight years—not a permanency. There's a
blight upon the room ; but people come and look at it, as it might
be you, and give me a trifle."
" Oh, how honid of people ! " I said, forgetting myself;." how can
they be so morbid?"
" Not more so than j'ou, miss. It's human nature," she answered.
I looked at the room—a square, common-looking room, with very
shabby furniture, and a single window looking out upon roofs and
chimney-stacks. AU looked dark and dreary—the light of the
flaring lamp only made the squalid furniture seem more squalid.
Oh, what a scene to meet those dying eyes! What horror in that
one agonizing moment to feel himself caught Uke a snared bird,
trapped in such a hole as this! "How did he look? where did you
find him lying?" I asked; and then she described that ghastly
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sight, showing me the spot where our dear one lay, gloating over
every detail.
I could have shrieked with agony as I listened to her. She had
put do-wn her lamp on the table, and she clawed my wrist with her
skinny fingers as she pointed with the other hand to the floor, and
she acted over all the scene, " as it might be here," " as it might be
there," and she dwelt upon the look of the dead face when they
lifted him from the floor and laid him on that wretched bed, mitil
my heart seemed to turn to stone.
I could not speak. I just let her go on. I had so wanted to
know aU—all that the commonest tips could tell—all, from any
source, however cruel. I let her talk on to her heart's content, like
a ghoul as she was; and then I went with her do-wnstairs somehow,
quite numbed and cold, as if I had been in a nightmare dream, and
I went out into the dark street.
I made up my mind to walk home. I felt the air and exercise
would give me my only chance of getting calm after the agony of
that quarter of an hour. I walked on blindly for some distance,
first in one stieet and then in another, going out of my way, I
believe, yet vaguely making for the West. I had lost all sense of
time, and when I heard a church clock strike and counted the
strokes I was surprised to find that it was only ten.
It was almost immediately after this that I came into a long,
shabby-looking street, which looked so empty and desolate that I
felt as much alone in it as if I had been walking in one of our
Berkshire lanes. There was only one lighted spot in the street,
and that looked like an hotel or a restaurant.
It was a restaurant, and as I got nearer on the opposite side of
the street I saw the name—
RESTAURANT DU PA^^LLON

I was walking slowly, meaning to ask the first policeman I met
to put me in the right way to Grosvenor Square, and not caring
even if I went out of my way, for the cool air and the movement
were helping me to recover my calmness, when three men came
pouring out of the lighted doorway, talking and laughmg in a
boisterous kmd of way that made me think they were tipsy. One
of them saw me, and caUed out something to his friends in French,
to which the others replied in the same language, but I could not
understand a word they said. I hurried my steps, and tried to get
out of their reach, but the man who had spoken first came across
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the road and began to talk to me, in EngUsh this time, asking me
where I was going, and whether I would go to a music-hall with
him and his friends.
I cannot record the horrid tone and manner of the man. I hate
to remember his -vulgar insolence. I hate to think that there are
such men in the world, and that poor, hardworking girls such as I
was supposed to be, are exposed to the insolence of such creatures,
and have such hateful words forced upon their ears as they go
quietly home from their work. The -wretch caught hold of my arm,
and urged me to go -with him to some place which he called " The
Oxford," whUe his friends, who spoke only in French, laughed
boisterously, and talked of my affected prudery.
I was furious. I shook myself free from the wretch's touch, and
I looked up and do-wn the stieet in despair for some one who would
help me.
" How dare you speak to me or touch me, you odious creature ? "
I cried; and then he took off his hat, in mocking acknowledgment
of an imaginary compliment. I saw in the tight of the lamp close
above us that he had an olive complexion, Uke an Italian's, and
black eyes, and I remembered with a shudder the woman's description half an hour before.
There must be thousands of such men among the exiles who come
to London for refuge; yet I shaU never see such a face -without
recalling the unkno-wn image of my father's murderer.
He pretended to think that my anger was only assumed, and
went on -with his hateful compliments and offers of supper and
champagne at the Oxford, and I saw in my despair that there -was
not a mortal in sight to whom I could appeal for protection.
The door of the restaurant stood open, and I could see lights and
servants moving about inside. I had half a mind to rush across
the stieet and go in at the open door, where no doubt some one
would have taken my part against these horrid men. But my
courage faUed me in the next instant. It would have been such a
•wild thing to do, and how could I have faced half a dozen astonished
waiters in the glare of that gaslit vestibule ?
I looked do-wn the stieet again, and this time there was a
promise of rescue in the shape of a hansom cab coming along
rapidly, with two great flaming lamps, like a dragon -with fiery
eyes, the good dragon that comes to rescue forlorn damsels—not
to eat them.
I ran into the road and hailed the driver, -without stoppmg to see
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if the cab were empty, WhUe I waved my hand in frantic appeal
—how ashamed of myself I feel to-day when I have to write about
it in this cold-blooded journal!—somebody inside the cab dashed
his stick up through the tittle trap-door in the roof, just as frantically. The driver puUed up sharp, and a big, middle-aged man got
out of the cab and came to me.
How thankful I felt that he was so big and so middle-aged! I
felt the utmost confidence in him, almost as if he had been my
uncle.
" Is there anything the matter ? " he asked, looking at my
persecutors.
" Yes," I answered, " one of these men has been horridly rude
to me. They have aU been rude, but that one," I pointed to my
worst tormentor, "has been the most offensive."
" He -wiU not be offensive any more, unless he wants to be
thoroughly weU kicked," said my friend, and he looked as if he
would like to do it
" Please don't take any trouble about him," I said; " he is tipsy,
I betieve, and he is really not worth kicking. He wouldn't know
anything about it afterwards, so it would be wasted trouble. If
you would oblige me so far as to give me your cab—you would be
able to get another one very soon, I suppose—I should be deeply
grateful."
I had seen that he was not in evening dress, or I should have
hardly ventured to make such a selfish request.
"My cab is quite at your service. Where shall I tell the man to
drive you ? "
" To Grosvenor Square. My name is Hatrell—Miss HatreU."
I repeated the name very distinctly, for I wanted my unknown
friend to understand that I was not ashamed of myself, although he
found me in such a disagreeable position.
Two of my assaUants had sneaked off already, with a laugh, and
an air of being quite at their ease ; but my chief tormentor stood
as if he were glued to the pavement, staring at me in a dull and
stupid way, while I got into the cab, and shook hands gratefuUy with
my nameless friend. He had been noisy enough a few minutes
before, when he was doubtless in the loquacious stage of intoxication ; but now he seemed to have passed into a silent and stony
stage which was like absolute stupefaction.
One of his friends turned to look after him, when they had gone
some little way ahead.
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"Hoik, Duverdier! Veux tu te planter la toute la nuit?" he
called out.
So my tormentor's name is Duverdier ?
I stopped the cabman at the corner of the square, paid him to
his perfect satisfaction, for I just emptied the silver in my portemonnaie into his hand, and walked quietly to our own door, where
I let myself in like a thief in the night.

CHAPTER XVIII.
D A I S Y ' S DIARY.

How full of strange coincidences this Iffe is ! It is a smaU thing,
of course, but stiU it has vexed and worried me more than I can
say. This morning, the second after my -wretched adventure in
Church Street, I heard a most hatefidly famUiar voice in the hall
as I came downstairs from the second floor just before lunch. I
stopped on the fitrst-floor landing and Ustened to the voice below.
I had not a shadow of doubt as to the owner of that hateful voice,
even before I looked over the balustiade and saw the odious wretch
standing in the bright light from the south window, talking to the
butler. It was the man who tormented me -with his insolent in-vitation to supper at the Oxford, the man whom his companions called
Duverdier. He was there in the morning sunshine—a creature who
should only have been visible at night and in the shabbiest places.
He was there ui our pretty haU, against a backgroundjof pale soft
colour, with the beautiful marble face of Mnemosyne looking over
his shoulder, her finger-tip on her low broad brow, and her head
bent as if in thought. There are several statues in the haU and
the corridor, but Mnemosyne is my favourite among them aU.
" Has Mr. Arden had my letters ? " he asked, in his foreign
EngUsh.
"Yes, sir, they have been given to him."
" Three letters ? "
" Yes, sir."
"Two yesterday, and one this morning?"
" Yes sir. They were all given to him."
" And there is no answer ? Was that Mr. Arden's message ? "
" Yes, sir. My master told me to teU you there was no answer."
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" And he declines to see me ? "
"Yes, sn."
" Very good,"
He said " very good " with a face tike a thunder-cloud. He
lingered a little, brushing his hat -with his coat cuff, in an agitated
manner, and looking about him angrily, first at one door and then
at another, as if he hoped to see Uncle Ambrose appear at one of
them. At last he turned on his heel abruptly and went out without
another word. I suppose he is one of that great army of beggingletter -writers who assail both mother and Uncle Ambrose. I sometimes pity them, poor creatures, when I see the long, long letters,
many of them so weU -written, consigned to the waste-paper basket,
and perhaps some of those piteous letters may have a good deal of
tiuth in them. It must seem to the shabby-genteel poor that people
who live in such a house as this, and drive out in a fine carriage
with splendid horses, and have an army of servants, and aU that
modern civiUzation can give of pleasure and prettiness—it must
seem as" if they ought never to say no to the appeal of real want.
And yet if the rich people always said yes the fine house and the
horses must go. I wonder if it is wicked to keep so much for ourselves, and give so little in proportion to what we keep.
"The half of my goods have I given to the poor," said the
Pharisee. Well, it is wrong to be boastful, no doubt, but upon my
word that Pharisee had some justification for thinking well of
himself.
I don't think mother and Uncle Ambrose give half their substance
in charity, kind and generous as they both are.
" Did that foreign person tell you his name ? " I asked the butler,
as I went into the dining-room.
" No, ma'am."
" And had he been here before to-day ? "
"Yes, ma'am. He caUed yesterday evening to inquire if there
was any answer to his letters. He sent two letters by a commissionnaire—one in the morning, and another in the aftemoon."
What an importunate wretch the man must be! My blood runs
cold at the thought that he may mean to teU my step-father about
having seen me walking alone in Church Street late at night. He
might make up any story, and I should have no witness against
him; for I do not know the name of my good middle-aged friend
in the cab. If he dare to slander me I must teU Uncle Ambrose
the whole truth and brave it out. He wUl be shocked, no doubt,
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at the idea of my prowling about London secretly after dark ; but
he cannot refuse to forgive me when I teU him of the msurmountable impulse which took me to that fatal house.
Cyril and I went to Hurtingham this afternoon with mother, and
saw a polo match, and then strolled about the lawn and looked at
the river together, while mother sat on the terrace in front of the
house talking to her friends. It seems to me sometimes as if aU
the women in London must be her friends, she is so beset wherever
we go. The pubUc life, the constant movement, and perpetuaUy
changing faces do not suit me haff so weU as River La^wn and its
placid insipidity. My books, my piano, an occasional single at
tennis with Beatrice Reardon, my boat, my garden. Yes, I love
Berkshire, and I believe I hate London,
The day was lovely; Hurtingham was lovely; CyrU was fuU of
the kindest attentions; and yet I was not happy. Apart from my
uncomfortable apprehensions about the man called Duverdier, I felt
as if something had gone wrong in my Ufe. An afternoon that
would have been perfect bliss a few weeks ago—before we went to
Paris, for instance—seemed flat, stale, and unprofitable. I looked
at the river Ustlessly; I was not interested even in the go-wns, some
of which were extravagant enough to awaken the dead.
" Does this remind you of the Adriatic ? " Cyril asked me, as we
stood side by side upon the lawn that slopes to the river.
" Not the least httle bit in the world. How can you compare
this du'ty London river with that delicious blue sea ? You must
be dreaming."
" I am dreaming," he answered. " I am dreaming of the hour
when you and I stood side by side with our feet in the long grass
that grows close to the sea on Torcello."
I felt in just the -wrong mood for sentiment. Every word he said
jaiTed upon my nerves.
"That's a very pretty speech, but I know you -wish yourself
among those horrid pigeon-shooters," I said flippantly; and, fond
as I am of pigeons, I felt that I would wUlingly sacrifice a few just
to get rid of my companion.
He looked offended; and then my conscience reproached mo,
and I said something civil; and then we walked up and down the
lawn, and he talked as I suppose lovers do talk aU the world over.
It is not worth putting down in this midnight confidante of mine,
though sometimes I scribble whole conversations, just for the love
of scribbUng,
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Do all engaged girls get tired of their fiances, I wonder? Is
there always this feeling of weariness, this sense of the emptiness
of life ? Are all engagements as monotonous as mine ? Cyril and
I have been engaged less than four months, and yet I feel as if it
were half a Iffetime, I feel as if it were absurd in him to be
sentimental, or to say pretty things, after such ages of courtship.
Oh, I wish, I wish, I wish I loved him better; if it were only out
of gratitude to Uncle Ambrose, who is so pleased at the idea of our
union, and who has told me again and again how happy it makes
him to know that CyrU's happiness is secured.
Could I disappoint him ? Could I be inconstant or capricious ?
Could I write myself do-wn that worthless creature, a jilt, after all
the father's goodness to me and aU the son's affection ? No, my
fate is sealed. If the vows had been vowed at the altar I could
hardly be more bound than I am. Bound in honour! What
bondage can be stronger ?
Uncle Ambrose is so good to me; but I have reproached him
lately with neglecting my education, which seems a hard thing now
when I am getting older, and, as I venture to think, worthier to be
his pupU, I remember the pains he used to take -with me, and the
time he used to waste upon my exercises and compositions and
resumes before I was in my teens; and now when I want his help
he is generally too much occupied to give it; or if he consents to
spend an hour in my morning-room hearing me read Dante or
Virgil, I can see that his mind is no longer in the work. He used
to give me such delightful explanations and Ulustrations over every
page; so that to read a page of the ^ n e i d or the Di-vine Comedy
with him was as good as a lecture upon classic or mediaeval history.
He used to throw himself into the work with all his heart, talking
of that old Florentine world as if he had lived in it and been intimate -with all the people; flinging himseff into vexed questions of
politics or social life as if the argument were a thing of to-day; as
if Dante had but just left the city; as ff Savonarola were stiU teaching and preaching. And then he used to take such interest in any
little composition of mine, and would laugh so pleasantly at my
ungi-ammatical construction, my bread-and-butter missishness.
Now, when his life ought to be utterly happy, having won the wife
of his heart, there is a cloud upon his spirits. He seems to have
lost aU zest for the books he once loved.
Can it be that in his heart of hearts he knows my mother does
not reaUy love him—that she gave herself to him in the hope of
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making his life happy, of giving him some reward for years of quiet
devotion on his part ? Can it be that he knows, as weU as I know,
that her heart is buried in her first husband's grave ?
This is the only solution I can imagine for that shadow of trouble
which hangs over his life, which makes aU common pleasures a
weariness to him, which makes him the of everything, and turn
restlessly from one frivolous amusement to another, as if in search
of forgetfulness rather than of happiness.
I asked him the other day why he had been so eager to set up
an establishment in London, and to plunge into the gay world.
" I had two motives, Daisy," he said with his grave, explanatory
air, just like the Uncle Ambrose of my childhood. " The first was
you ! I thought it only right that in your da-wn of womanhood you
should taste all the pleasures which are supposed to be delightful
to your age and sex. I did not want you to look back, in the time
to come, and say to yourself, ' My step-father cheated me out of the
pri-yUeges of my position in Ufe—he kept me mewed up in a countryhouse when I ought to have been enjoying all the pleasures that
society can offer to a rich man's daughter and heiress. Had he
been my own father he would have been more considerate.' I did
not want you to say that, Daisy, perhaps when I was dust."
"Do you think I could ever have been so unjust or so ungrateful?"
"It would have been only human to have regretted pleasures
you had never kno-wn," he answered. " My secondary motive was
purely selfish; I never lived tiU I made your mother my -wife, I
wanted to drink deep of the cup of Ufe. I wanted aU the pleasures
and gladness that life could give me, even its most frivolous
pleasures. I wanted to see what the great world was like, to hear
my •wife admired as a queen among women. I wanted to share the
amusements which might interest her, to feel that our wedded life
was one joyous holiday."
He broke off with a sigh. The word "joy" sounded pure
mockery from those pale lips,
"Uncle Ambrose, I tike you ever so much better as a scholar
and a recluse than as a man of fashion," I cried, in my impetuous
way.
Of course it was just one of those things I ought not to have said,
and I began to apologize.
" I know how everybody admires you, and how anxious people
are to see you," I said. '' I hear them talking about you at parties,
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asking if you are really the Ambrose Arden who wro'e 'Flesh or
Spirit,' and I hear them praising your noble head, and your placid
expression, and quiet, contemplative manner. You are distinguished
from the herd in whatever society you may appear—but stiU, but
still I tike my Uncle Ambrose of the Berkshire lanes better than
the gentleman with whom mother and I tread the mill-round of
London parties."
"You are right, Daisy; fashionable society is not my metier.
But I wanted to see what the gay world was like, and whether
there was anything in the atmosphere of London drawing-rooms
that could make a man forget that bundle of doubts, regrets, and
disappointments which we call self. I find no Lethe in Mayfair or
Belgravia, Daisy. Self goes about with me from square to street,
and from street to square."
He rose -with a troubled sigh, and began to pace the room.
" You to talk of disappointments!" I cried reproachfuUy.
" What a bad compUment to mother!"
" Daisy, you know as weU as I do that to me your mother is
simply the most adorable of women; and yet I am disappointed,
and yet I am disheartened; for I thought this butterfly life of ours
would please her, and I don't believe it does."
"You should have left her in the home she loves," I answered.
" She was as happy there as she ever could be anywhere, after the
sorrow that clouded her life for ever. You cannot expect such a
cloud as that to pass away altogether. You cannot expect her ever
to be just the same as other women in whose lives there has been
no tragedy. You ought never to have brought her to live in
London. Don't you know that to her and to me this great gay
London, with aU its wealth, and brightness, and headlong hunt
after pleasure, means only the city in which my father was
murdered ? We can never forget that one fact. To us London
must always be the most hateful place in the world."
I was carried away by my feelings, and said a good deal more
than I meant to say.
"Does she feel that? " he asked, stopping in his pacing up and
do^wn, and looking at me fixedly.
" I think she must," 1 answered. " I know I do."
" We wUl go away in a week or two," he said hurriedly. " I
wUl take you aU to the Lakes, It is just the season to enjoy those
shado-wy hiUs and cool waters."
"We don't want the Lakes. We want home, and our own
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gardens, and our o-wn river," I said, angry at his caring for new
places. " That is the only change mother and I care about."
' He sighed and was sUent, and after a little more pacing to and
fro he resumed his seat at my side, and took up Dante at the line
where we had strayed away into conversation.
This talk occurred the day before my pilgrimage to Denmark
Street.
That odious man has forced himself into my step-father's presence,
after ever so many repulses, and I am utterly mystified by his
audacity and by my step-father's reticence.
Cyril and I were at the Opera last night •with mother. Mother
had promised to show herself, if it were for only half an hour, at a
reception at the Foreign Office, where she is likely to meet aU the
people she knows and does not care a straw about. So we dropped
her in "WhitehaU, looking superb in pale gray brocade, lighted up
with sapphires and diamonds, and •with her beautfful throat rising
up out of a ruff of ostrich feathers ; and then the carriage took us
home, •with instructions to go back for mother in half an hour.
Uncle Ambrose had been complaining of headache aU day, and was
not well enough to go to either Opera or party.
The door was opened, and I was just going in when a man
seemed to spring out of the darkness, pushed himseff in front of
Cyril, who was foUowing me, and almost leapt into the house at mj'
side. There were two men in the haU; but footmen are stupid,
solemn creatures, trained to move slowly and to hold their chins in
the air, and neither of those two powdered dolts had the sense to
stop him. He walked straight to Uncle Ambrose's study, at the
back of the haU, opened the door, and went in. I waited breathlessly, expecting to see him flung out into the hall again in the
next moment; but he shut the door behind him, and the door
remained shut. Uncle Ambrose was evidently gi\ing him an
interview.
CyrU was furious.
"Do you know that fellow? " he asked the footmen.
" He have been here before, sir, arstin' for answers to his letters,
three or four, or I should say as much as five or sis times •within
the week," one of the men stated solemnly, as if he had been in a
witness-box.
"Do you know his name, or who and what he is ? "
" I do not, sir, leastways only that he's a foreigner."
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Cyril walked over to the door of the study, opened it, and went
in. I waited, with my heart beating violently, expecting to be
called in and questioned about my adventure in Church Street.
Cyril came back to the hall in a minute or two.
" My father seems to know the fellow, and •wishes to hear his
grievance, whatever it is," he told me, with a vexed air. " I don't
like the look of the man, and I told my father how he had pushed
past me and rushed into the house. However, my father chooses
to hear his story, and I can say nothing. Come up to the divan,
Daisy; I don't want to be out of the way whUe that feUow is on
the premises."
The divan is a little room on tiie half flight, fitted up in Mauresque style, and only divided from the landing by a partition, partly
stained glass and partly carved sandal-wood from Persia. It is a
capital nook for gossip or flirtation, and when we have a party the
divan is always in great request. It is lighted by an Oriental lamp,
which is in perfect harmony with the decoration, but which gives
a very indifferent Ught.
CyrU ordered strawberries and lemonade to be sent up to this
retreat, and we sat there for half an hour, pretending to talk about
the opera, but both of us obviously preoccupied and uncomfortable,
and both of us Ustening for the opening of the study-door below.
I know we talked in hushed voices, and never •withdrew our attention from what was going on downstairs. We could see the hall
door through the open door of the divan, at the end of the vista
beyond the shallow flight of stairs.
" I hate mysteries," CyrU said at last, in the midst of a languid
debate about the merits and demerits of the new tenor.
I got up, and Cyril and I went on to the landing, and stood there
looking over the balustrade into the hall until the door opened, and
his father's voice caUed to the footman, "See that man out;"
whereupon the man opened the great hall door, and the midnight
visitor went out just a minute or so before the carriage stopped, and
mother alighted.
She came into the hall in her long white cloak with its do^wny
ostrich trimming, such a lovely, gracious figure, the gems in her
rich brown hair flashing in the lamplight. Uncle Ambrose came
out of his den to receive her,
" Were you amused, dearest? " he asked. " Was it a pleasant
party?"
" It was a brilliant one, at any rate," she answered. " I met aU
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the people we know, and a few stars and foreign orders that I don't
know. How white you look, Ambrose ! You ought not be up so
late. What was the use of staying away from the Opera and the
reception only to tire yourself at home ? "
" I have not been tiring myseff, except •with a dull book by a
clever man. What pains some clever men take to be duU, by the
•way ! I have been resting as much as I can rest, dear. I am past
that golden age when sleep comes at •wUl."
" But you had a late visitor. Who was the man who went out
of the house just before I arrived? "
" hji old acquaintance—^that is to say, a bookbinder who worked
for me years ago, who has the common complaint of old acquaintances—^impecuniousness."
" And you helped him, of course ? "
" I heard his story, and have promised to consider it."
" But if he is in immediate want
"
" My dearest, I have no opinion of the man's character, and I
am doubtful whether I ought to beUeve his story. He forced an
entiance into this house in an unwarrantable manner, and it would
have served him right had I sent for a poUceman and given him
in chaise. However, he pleads sore distiess as an excuse for his
audacity, and I let him teU me his story, I shaU do nothing for
him unless I get some confirmation of his statement from a respectable quarter."
CyrU and I were leaning over the balustiade, stiaining our ears
to listen.
A bookbinder; that impertinent •wretch is a bookbinder. And
what a tissue of falsehoods his story of distiess must be, when I
saw him reeling out of a restaurant •with his boon companions less
than a week ago.
I suppose the •wretch has said nothing about his meeting -with
me. He may not have associated the name of HatieU with his old
employer, Mr. Arden; and yet a man of that kind, hanging about
the house as he has done, would be likely to find out aU about us.
He passed close to me as he pushed his way into the haU; but it is
just possible he did not recognize me in my very different style of
dress.
There was nothing in my step-father's manner to indicate agitation or irritation of any kind. I never heard his melodious voice
calmer, or his accents more measured, than when he explained the
midnight visit to my mother in the halL
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" The mountain has brought forth a mouse," said CyrU, gaily.
Mother came upstairs in the next minute, so I wished CyrU good
night and went up to her dressing-room with her to hear all about
the party, while her maid took off her jewels and finery.
July loth.—We are at home once more in the dear old rooms
and in the lovely old garden, and I feel almost as if my sixteenth
birthday were stiff a grand event in the future—feel almost as
young as I felt in the old childish days before mother's marriage,
and our Italian travels, and our London gaieties, and all the experiences that have made me a woman of the world. I feel almost
as I felt at sixteen, almost, but not quite, as happy as I felt then.
There is no use in keeping a Diary unless one is sternly truthful,
and stern truth compels me to acknowledge to this book that I am
not so happy as I was before mother's marriage and my own engagement to Cyril.
In those old days I was as free as air—free to think and to dream,
and to shape the many-coloured visions of my future life out of those
idle dreams. Now my future is aU mapped out for me, and my life
has a master who wUl dictate all things. He is good, he is devoted,
he is all that a fianc^ should be, but stiU he is my master. There
can be no doubt of that. My duty as his plighted wife involves
confidence and obedience. I am bound to confide in him; I am
bound to obey him.
Oh, I -wish, I •wish I loved him better. I •wish I could feel as
mother did when she was nineteen years of age, and engaged to my
father. She has talked to me often of her thoughts and feelings at
that time—how it seemed to her as if all this life of ours, and all
this world we Uve in, began and ended in Robert Hatrell.
I have never felt hke that, never, never, never.
What a perverse wretch I must be! How persistently all my
thoughts and fancies drift into the wrong channel! Only this morning, walking alone on the terrace, where I made tea for Mr. Florestan, the fancy flashed into my mind that on that particular afternoon
I was happier than I had ever been in my life.
What an idle notion, as idle and capricious as any of the fancies
of my childhood when I used to give myself up to day-dreams, and
lie upon the freshly cut grass in haymaking time and think of all
the people I loved most in history, and dream that I was walking
in the woods beyond Lamford with Charles the First and Henrietta
Maria, and that I was destined somehow to come between the King
and his enemies, yes, to save him from the scaffold, to help him in
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his escape, like Flora Macdonald with the young Pretender. Charles
Edward was not romantic enough for me. Alas ! I knew that he
grew fat and took to drinking in his old age. History is so brutal.
Charles the First was my hero. I forgot aU his shfftiness and
double-dealing, his selflsh sense of his own importance, his cowardly
abandonment of Strafford. I forgot everythmg except that his head
was very beautiful, as Vandyke painted it, and that Bradshaw and
his crew cut it off.
Foolish, fooUsh Alice-in-Wonderland fancies.
Every girl of
eleven or twelve has her Wonderland, and if she has been crammed
with history it is not of birds and beasts that she dreams, but of
Joan of Arc, and her martyrdom at Rouen; or of Henry, the first
Bourbon King, murdered in the quaint old streets of mediaeval
Paris ; or of Mary of Scotiand; or Marie Antoinette, and the young
Dauphin, who suffered the most cruel reverse of fortune that ever
Prince endured, and who died mysteriously, done to death in the
wicked old prison.
My earUest dreams were of heroes and martyrs, my chosen
favourites in the world of the dim romantic past. Then came more
egotistical day-dreams, visions of the life that I was to lead and the
wonderful things I was to do when I grew up. When I grew up—
oh, phrase of marveUous meaning! Wealth, wisdom, power unlimited were to come to me as a matter of course—when I had
gro-wn up. I was to be very beautiful. LoveUer than any one else.
There would be no good in a commonplace, everyday beauty. I
must be beautiful exceedingly, an advantage which would not be
without its drawbacks, as I should have on an average to reject a
suitor a day. Beauty has its duties as well as its rights—the duty
of crushing presumptuous pretenders to its favour.
Vainest, idlest visions! I am blushing, dear Diary, at the mere
recollection of my absurdity; but I am happy to say this kind of
day-dream only lasted as long as the novelty of being in my teens,
and the first keen delight of wearing a gold watch which mother
gave me on my thhteenth birthday.
Later visions were of philanthropic revolutions. I was to be the
guardian angel of a great district in the poorest part of London. I
saw myself walking in streets and alleys where the police hardly
dared to enter. I saw myself visiting the hospitals, carrying good
tidings to the dying. My heart swelled at the thought of the good
I would do when I grew up, if mother would only let me do just as
I liked, and spend my money how I liked.
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Some footish, chattermg maidservant had told me that I should
be rich, that I should have my o^wn independent fortune when I
grew up.
There were other castles-in-the-air that indicate a substratum of
inordinate vanity under all my girlish shyness.
I could not take up an art without dreaming that I was going to
excel in it. If I got on fahly well with my practice of Mozart's
sonatas, I fancied that I was going to work on until I became a
second Schumann or Essipoff. If I just managed to paint a little
water-coloured sketch of the river or the village—the gable end of
a cottage and a bit of garden—a backwater under the wUlows—I
saw before my eager footsteps a long, bright road leading to a
dazzling temple, where Fame sat ready with garlands and trumpets
and gold medals, ready to pronounce me second only to MiUais for
figure and landscape.
Idle, idle dreams. They have all fled long ago—fled into the
limbo of chUdish things—gone to the great rubbish heap where
some of my dearest dolls are rotting, I hope and believe that I am
cured of siUy vanities, and that I am a fairly sensible young woman,
quite aware of the difference of my dream nose—a perfect Grecian,
and my real nose—a very tolerable retrouss^; quite aware that a
complexion powdered with freckles every summer can hardly be
caUed alabaster—my dream-self had a distinctly alabaster complexion. In a word, I am aware of all my shortcomings, mental
and physical, and am reconciled to them. All I ask in life is to
Uve always •with, or very near, mother, to be happy, and the cause
of happiness in others.
Is that too much to ask, I wonder, in a world so fuU of suffering?
I fear it is. If one had newly alighted upon this earth in some
tropical valley, or by some Italian lake, one would suppose it a
world made only for bliss. Who would suspect earthquakes, or
disastrous tempests, floods, disease and famine, poisonous serpents
and savage tigers, upon so fair a planet ? Who would ever guess,
new to the scene, that the majority of mankind are full of trouble,
as the sparks fly upward ?
No, there was never a more idle thought than that of mine which
dwelt so obstinately upon the one haff-hour I spent •with Mr.
Florestan, t§te-k-t6te upon the terrace, I don't believe it was more
than twenty minutes, I know I made myseff excessively disagreeable in order that he should not stay too long. I was seized with
an attack of prudishness, I'm afraid; for after aU it could not have

2o8

One Life,

One Love.

been very bad manners to give a •visitor a cup of tea in my mother's
absence.
Fountain Head is empty now. I hear the plashing of the fountain when I walk in the shrubbery that joins his shrubbery. The
trees were planted the autumn after my father's death, when mother
was just well enough to be wheeled about in her bath-chair to
watch the planting. I can see her face now as it looked then, pale
as marble, and without a smile. The trees have grown ever so big
—chestnuts red and white, acacias, mountain ash and copper beech,
conifers of every kind, tremulous birches, sUvery white in sunshine
or moonlight. It is a delightful shrubbery, arranged in carelessseeming curves, and with labyrinthine paths, and here and there
a rustic bench, and in one deep wooded nook a rastic summerhouse.
At a season Uke this, when the glare on the terrace is almost too
much to be endured, even by a sun-worshipper like me, I bring my
books and my work to this summer-house—I am •writing in it now
—and the dogs find me, and we make ourselves at home here, aloof
from all the world.
There is no sound but the plash of Mr. Florestan's fountain, and
the song of the thrushes which revel in this shrubbery. The
nightingales are gone aheady. How soon the glory of summer
dwindles away!
It must be horribly warm in Paris at this season, and I read in
the papers that the city is given over to summer tourists. Y'et I
suppose Mr. Florestan prefers Paris to Berkshire.
In all probabUity he has gone off -with the rest of the great world,
and is taking the waters at Vichy or Royat, or away in that wonderful mountain region in the Pyrenees, where heating and beauty go
hand-in-hand.
Wherever he may be I am glad we are here. Uncle Ambrose
pleaded hard for the English Lakes. He had aU but taken a house
at Grasmere; but mother and I both wanted to come home, and
we are at home, and we ought to be happy.
I wish Uncle Ambrose were happier; it grieves me to see that
the desire of his heart has not brought him happiness. Mother is
so attentive to him, so full of tenderness and forethought—but I
know I know it is not love that she gives him, and his heart hungers
for love. I pity them both. Y^es, it is just that—the one thing
wanting. It is the tittle rift -within the lute.
Oh, Diary of mme, it is an evU thing to marry without love.
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The more I think of mother and her second husband, and the more
I think of Cyril and myself, the more I feel that it is an e^vU thing.
It is unmitigated e^vU to marry a man to whom one cannot give
one's whole heart.
I pray God every morning and every night that I may grow
fonder of Cyril—that I may learn to adore him, between now and
our wedding-day. An engaged girl once told me that she did not
care a stiaw for her fiance when she accepted him. She only
thought that it would be nice to be married and have a house of
her own, and she had •visions of her tiousseau, and her mother had
promised to give her haff her diamonds when she married—aU
sorts of selfish considerations—but by the time she had been
engaged three months she felt that she could beg her bread barefoot
through the world -with the man who w-as to be her husband. That
was her way of putting it.
Cyril is clever, generous-minded, good-looking. He is a fine
tennis-player; he scuUs splendidly. A girl ought to find it easy to
adore him. What can I want in a lover ff I am not satisfied with
him ? Do I expect to marry a demi-god ?

CHAPTER XIX.
D A I S Y ' S DIAEY.

I was a child, and even last summer, I used to think a July
day could not be too long, provided, of course, that July behaved
as July, and one could bask in the sunshine on the la^wn or on the
river, and cool one's seff in the shade of wiUows in mysterious backwaters, where the sedges are ftUl of bloom and the UUes tie in a
tangle of lovetiness, Ufting their mUk-white cups to the warm blue
sky. This year I find I am gro^wing old, and that we can have too
much even of July, a monotony of lovetiness that preys upon one's
spirits, a perpetual sunshine that irritates one's nerves.
I have only lately discovered what it is to have nerves; and
since I made that discovery I seem to have nothing but nerves.
Mother asked me yesterday what had become of my sweet temper.
She hardly recognized her daughter of a year ago in the fretful
j-oung person of to-day. Was I ever sweet-tempered? I asked
myself wonderingly. I know I am very unamiable now. I was
snappish to my dear old Broomfield this very morning I snatched
WHEN
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my white frock out of her hand whUe she stood shUly-shallying and
prosing about it m her dear old rambUng way, debating whether it
was or was not fresh enough for me to wear.
" What does it matter ? " I cried impatientiy. " There is nobody
to see my frock."
" Nobody, Miss Daisy, when Mr. CyrU is marchmg up and do-wn
by the boathouse at this very moment waiting for you ? "
" Cyril is nobody ; a fiance doesn't count," said I.
"Don't he, miss? It was different ui my time. A young
woman always took pains •with herseff when she had some one to
walk out -with."
"And you used to walk out •with aU sorts of people, I beUeve,
you dear old flirt," said I, for one of my earliest memories is of
Broomfield's long stories about soldiers and shop-boys who paraded
the London parks •with her in her previous services.
" I always had admirers. Miss Daisy, biit I knew how to keep
them at arm's length," she answered with dignity. "A young
person in ser^vice in London must have a weU-behaved young man
to walk out •with, or she would never get a breath of fresh air."
"Oh, you cruel Broomfield, to think of the shoe-leather your
victims must have worn out, you meaning nothing all the time."
" Lor, miss, they're used to it, and it only serves them right,"
said Broomfield. "They're aU as artful as they're high, and
they've always an eye to a young woman's Post OfSce Sa^vings
Bank book."
I encouraged the dear old thing to prattle in this fashion while
she fastened my white cambric frock, and I forgot poor CyrU, who
had been loafing about for the last hour waiting for me. I am
afraid I am getting tired of the Thames. I am afraid I am developing an inconsistent, capricious character. How odd it is that one
may go on adoring a place for years, and then weary of it suddenly,
in one week of blazing July sunshine !
I hope it is only a temporary weariness, caused by the hot
weather.
Fountain Head shows its usual dismal aspect of closed shutters
and blinds dra-wn down. Mr. Florestan came in a meteor-tike
manner at the beginning of last week; took tea •with mother on
Tuesday afternoon while I was mUes and mUes up the river with
CyrU, yawning myself to death over a sUly novel, while he threw
his fly for trout, and seemed to do nothing but entangle his Une in
the -wiUows. When I went down to dinner that evening mother
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informed me that Mr. Florestan had done me the honour to inquire
about my health—as ff I were ever ill!—and, furthermore, that he
was to leave Fountain Head early next morning on his way to
Scotland, where he was to spend the whole of August and
September.
I felt inclined to hate Scotland.
"How •wiU Paris get on without him? I'm afraid there'U be a
revolution, or at least an ^meute," I remarked flippantly.
I have noticed in myself lately that when I feel as ff my heart
were made of lead I am always inclined to be flippant.
Why should my heart be hea-vy ? Why, oh, why ? Cyril is so
frank, so clever in his o-wn bright, boyish way, so altogether what
a young man ought to be : and yet I am not satisfied. There is a
terrible sense of failure and a life gone wrong always gnawing at
my heart. Mother began to talk to me yesterday about my
trousseau, but I begged her not to mention the odious thing for
ages. My drawers and armoires and hanging-closets are stuffed
with clothes of aU kinds, and how can I want more ? True, that
I never seem to have the right kind of gown to wear upon any
given occasion; but I beUeve that is a peculiarity of all wardrobes,
and I dare say if I had the most magnificent trousseau I should find
before my honeymoon was over that I must refuse really temptmg
invitations for want of appropriate raiment.
All this is idle beating about the bush of my discontent. I am
engaged to be married, and I shrink with actual aversion from the
mere thought of the future life I have pledged myself to lead. I
like my lover -with a very cordial liking, and I am happy and at
ease in his company, so long as he does not remind me that he is
my lover, and that he expects very soon to be my husband. "When
he does remind me of that odious fact I almost hate him; just as
I hate the July weather, and the river, and the gardens, and myself
most of all.
Oh, it is such a dreadful thing to know one's self beloved by a
good and true heart like Cyril's and not to be able to give one's
whole heart in return. If it were not for this stupid old Diary I
beUeve I should go out of my mind. It eases my heart a Uttle to
scribble about my thoughts and feelings. I could not talk even to
my dear mother as I can talk to this book.
I wonder Mr. Florestan did not stay one day longer at Fountain
Head, just to see us all again, and to tell us the latest news of Paris.
Poor mother has anxieties of her o-wn, and it would be cruel to
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plague her -with mine, even if I could bring myseff to confess all my
tioubled thoughts to her, which I am sure I could not. She is
anxious about Uncle Ambrose, and I don't wonder. He is in very
bad health, and I fear that his mental health is in question, and
that seems more hopeless and more fiiU of alarm for the future
than any bodily aUment.
He came back to River Lawn reluctantly; and I have seen him
change for the worse day by day since we came here. He spends
all his studious hours in the old cottage, sitting in the library where
he has all his choicest books, and where he did so much good work
in past years. But even in his studious hours he is restless, and
comes back to this house every now and then in a capricious,
purposeless way, just to say a few words to mother, or to wander
about the garden for a few minutes, and to stand looking dreamily
at the river, as if he had had some motive for lea-ving his books
and coming across the road, and had forgotten it on the way.
He -will not admit that he is iU, nor wiU he consent to consult a
physician, though mother has urged him to see any one of the great
men in whom everybody believes. He declares that he has never
in his Iffe consulted a doctor on his own account, and that he is too
old to begin.
" I remember a sleek, white-haired gentleman with gold-rimmed
spectacles, who felt my pulse and looked at my tongue every day
for a fortnight, when I had the measles," he said, "and who dosed
me with nauseous medicine three times a day, and with nightiy
powders. He gave me a poor opinion of the faculty which I have
never been able to outlive."
It is aU very weU for him to make light of his ailments, and to
refuse aU advice, but I know he is Ul, and very ill. He has a
nervous irritabUity at times which makes him altogether unlike the
Uncle Anibrose of old; and something happened the other day
which makes me fear that his nerves are in a worse condition than
even mother suspects, anxious though she is about him.
I was dawdling in the hall, after playing tennis all the morning
with CyrU, who reaUy is quite the finest player I know. I was
examining my racket before I put it in the stand, and was almost
hidden by one of the oak pillars, which stood between me and the
library door.
The garden door opened whUe I was standing there and Uncle
Ambrose came into the hall, looking white and weary, as he so
often looks now. He opened the door of my father's old study,
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expecting to find my mother there, " Clara," he said, as he opened
the door.
She was not there, and the room was empty. He stood upon
the threshold motionless for some moments—the time seemed
longer to me as I watched him standing there, rigid as a stone
figure, staring into the empty room; then he gave a groan of agony,
staggered back into the hall, and sank into a chair, and sat there
languid almost to fainting, wiping the perspiration from his forehead.
I could see his hand tiemble as he drew his handkerchief out of his
coat pocket.
' I came from behind the piUar and ran to him. He gave a cry
at sight of me just as if I had been a ghost. I offered to get him
some brandy, but he said there was no occasion. There was
nothing the matter with him except a passing faintness, which had
come over him as he opened the library door.
"Don't tell your mother," he said; "it would only alarm her
causelessly."
" But she ought to know," I told him. " Indeed, indeed, indeed.
Uncle Ambrose, you must consult some clever physician—you must
not go on any longer like this."
" Well, child, I wiU consult a physician, if my submission upon
that point wUl make you and your mother any happier; although
I can tell you beforehand that no doctor in London—not the whole
College of Physicians—can do any good for me. The evil I suffer
from is purely nervous, and no doctor has yet fathomed the mystery
of the nerves, any more than any theologian has fathomed the
mystery of the worlds that lie behind this hfe or in front of it."
I took his hand in mine and found it as cold as ice, and the
perspiration kept starting out afresh upon his forehead,. His whole
being seemed convulsed and shattered. I had heard of catalepsy,
and I could but think that he was in a cataleptic state during those
minutes in which he stood on the threshold of the library.
"If you will promise to go up to London to-morrow with mother,
to see a doctor, I wUl not tell her anything about this attack
to-day," I said; "but if you refuse, I must tell her."
" Haven't I said that I wiU do anything to please you and your
mother, Daisy?"
He kept his word, and mother and he went off to Cavendish
Square, and my cousins from Harley Street came down for a long
day at tennis. I can only say that it was a long day. The intt rval
between lunch and tea was a Pacific Ocean of time. I thought the

214

One Life, One Love.

blessed break of afternoon tea would never come; but the tea
kettle appeared at last, and mother and her husband came home
soon after.
She knew I was almost as anxious as herself, and she told me
aU the doctor had said. It did not seem to amount to much, but
no doubt it was comforting. AU the -wisdom of Cavendish Square
inight be summed up under three heads: a judicious diet, as per
haff-page of note-paper fiUed with the great man's writing—less
inteUectual work—and bromide of potassium. The diet was the
most important point, according to the physician, and I suppose he
was right, and that an injudicious helping of Aylesbury duck may
have been the cause of that strange seizure at the door of my
father's old den.
CyrU took his father's iUness rather Ughtly. I told him of the
attack, though I said not one word about it to mother.
" My father is paying the penalty of ha^ing no fixed purpose or
pursuit in Ufe ; he is suffering from too much money and too much
metaphysics. He has a brain capable of better work than he has
ever done, and he is beginning to suffer from wasted energies."
"But he has -written books that have made their mark in the
most inteUectual circles," said I.
" Yes, and therefore books that the British public don't care twopence about—books that interrogate everything and solve nothing
—books that leave us not one hair's-breadth farther advanced
towards the comprehension of the three great mysteries of matter,
life, and mind than Aristotle and Plato left us three hundi-ed and
fifty years before the bhth of Christ."
" Some of the reviews said that your father's book marked a new
era in philosophy," said I.
" My dear Daisy, PhUosophy is like the sea. The waves rise and
faU, and change their forms every hour; but the shore is always at
exactly the same distance from mid-ocean."
I felt that it seemed hard upon Uncle Ambrose that the son
shoiUd make so light of the labours of the father's tife-time.
Oh, I am wicked, desperately wicked, steeped to tiie lips in falsehood and dishonour! He is too honourable a man to have insisted
upon speaking, had I been firm. But the crisis of my hfe came
upon me suddenly, and I behaved as impulsively and unwisely and
aborjinably as the most uneducated school-girl could have behaved.
I eacouraged the avowal which I ought to have prevented. I
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longed so to hear all he had to say. I wanted so much to know
the secret of his heart, though that heart could never be mine.
Gilbert Florestan had not gone to Scotland, after aU. When I
awoke yesterday morning, I thought of him far away in Argyleshire.
I pictured the barren heathery hUls, purple and palest green under
the bakmg July sky, as Flora and Dora—who go everywhere—have
often described them to me ; and I thought how much nicer those
wild hiUs above the Kyles of Bute must be than our pretty little
toy-shop river with its wiUowy eyots, which look as ff one coiUd
hold them in the hollow of one's hand.
I felt such a longing for Scotland yesterday morning, almost as
if I were homesick for a country I had never seen. I began to
think I must have a Scottish ancestor hidden in some corner of the
famUy tree. AU our fancies and vagaries are put down to heredity
nowadays, and certainly yesterday morning I felt Scotch blood
seething and bubbUng m my veins.
But he was not in Scotland. Mother had misunderstood him
about the date of his journey, or else he had changed his mind.
At any rate he had only gone to London to see about guns and
fishing tackle for the autumn ; and there he was yesterday morning
at eleven o'clock coming suddenly between me and the Ught, as I
sat reading alone in the summer-house in the shrubbery,
Cyril had left us by an early train for a two days' -visit to a
Manor House near Guildford, in religious observance of one of
those coUege friendships which young men esteem so highly. His
friend had telegraphed to him urgently, "Come," and he went;
having carefully ascertained first that I did not mind. How I wish
I had minded more !
I felt a sense of retief when I saw him drive away from the gate;
and yet I was dull without him, I missed his cheerful society,
which generaUy makes thought impossible; and I sat thinking
deeply in the stUlness of the shrubbery, where there were no birds
singing any more, it seemed, I had books, work, a little sketchblock, and colour-box, ample means for employment or amusement; and yet I sat idly thinking, idly dreaming, and picturing a
Iffe that was not the life I had pledged myself to lead.
In the midst of these vain and foolish dreams, he whose image
had mixed itseff with all of them, stood suddenly before me. I
looked up and saw him standing there, mute and serious. My
guilty conscience sent the blood up to my face in a great wave of
crimson. I could not speak, nor I think could he just at first.
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" I thought you were in Scotland," I said at last, and I reaUy felt
as ff I had achieved a briUiant remark.
He explained, and, the sound of our voices having made us both
just a little more at our ease, he sat do-wn in the only empty chair,
and took up my books, one by one, and looked at their titles.
"How learned you a r e ! " he said. "Cousin, Spinosa, Reid: I
did not think that little girls troubled theh curly heads about
philosophy."
" I am not a little girl," I answered, huffed at this impertinence,
" and philosophy is my Uncle Ambrose's favourite subject. He
taught me aU I know, and I tike to read the subjects that interest
him."
" Have you read much this morning ? " he asked, looking me
straight in the face, with a crueUy deliberate scrutiny.
Again the hot blood rushed up to cheeks and brow, and I felt
that he must know by my -wretched blushes that I had not read a
word ; that I had just given over my heart and my mind to fooUsh
thoughts of him ; profitless thoughts of what might have been if I
had not engaged myseff to CyrU that day at Torcello, and if he,
GUbert Florestan, had happened to care just a tittle for me. Could
a-ny day-dreams be wilder or more unbecoming a girl -with the
slightest notion of self-respect ? I felt that I had degraded myself
by my own folly, and that I was hardly worthy to live.
"Have you read much this morning?" he asked again, provokingly persistent.
" Not very much."
" If you were like me you would not have read half-a-dozen consecutive lines. I have not been able to read properly for many
weeks. An image comes dancing along the printed lines and
dazzles me ; tike that spectrum of the sun we see upon the page of
a book after we have looked at the sun himseff. I have been no
good for intellectual work for ever so long. Miss HatreU."
It was a retief when he called me Miss HatreU, for I had been
trembling lest he should call me Daisy. It was a relief to find him
properly ceremonious; but I did not know how brief the respite
was to be, and how soon he was going to shatter the cUaJol of my
self-respect.
He looked at aU the books again, rearranged them methodically
on the table, took up my sketch-block, and looked criticaUy at the
half-finished sketch of a group of sycamores by the bend in the
opposite shore. I don't suppose he recognized them, though he
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must have kno-wn the originals from his boyhood. I took my Uttle
bit of embroidery out of my basket. It was one of my numerous
beginnings in a new style of work, which don't often go beyond the
preliminary stage. I threaded my needle carefuUy with silk of the
-wrong colour, and began a bit of a scroll. Every stitch had to
come out when I took up my work again this morning. I seem to
have been colour-blind yesterday.
" Miss HatreU," he said at last, " when is this marriage to be ? "
I concluded that he must mean my marriage, though he put his
question rather vaguely.
" I don't know. There is no date fixed yet. Not for ages,
perhaps."
"Ages in a young lady's vocabulary generaUy mean weeks.
There is no date fixed? But the marriage is fixed, I suppose.
There is no doubt as to that ? "
"No," I answered resolutely. " There is no doubt; there never
has been any doubt; there is no room for doubt."
" You have never felt the slightest inclination to -withdraw your
promise ? Such things have been done, you know, and in all
honour. Better to discover now than later that your heart is not
whoUy given to your fiance : better for you, happier for him. It
is not an honourable act to marry a man you do not love, only
because you have promised rashly."
" I have promised, and I mean to keep my word," I answered,
stiU. resolute; and now the crimson flush, the fiery heat of that
fierce shame had cooled, and I could feel from the faint sickness
of my sinking heart that I must have turned deadly pale. " I have
many reasons for being true to my promise which you cannot know,
motives of gratitude, motives of affection. I am not romantically
in love -with my fiance. I don't think there are many romantic
marriages in our day. Girls have grown more sensible. They no
longer take their ideas of life from Byron and Moore."
I knew that I was rattUng on in a most ridiculous way; but I
felt constrained to talk. It was my only means of hiding my confusion, a kind of cuttle-fish vivacity, by which I hoped to obscure
my thoughts in a cloud of words.
Mr. Florestan leant his arms upon the table where my books
and work were scattered, and watched my face earnestly while
I spoke, as if he was reading the thoughts behind all my foolish
babble.
" You are not romanticaUy in love with your/«<;«-," he repeated
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slowly, " but you have promised to be his wife, and you mean to
keep your promise. You are perfectly contented with your lot,
I think that is the gist of what you have just said to me, Miss
HatreU ? That is what you mean ? "
" Yes," I answered stiffly, " that is what I mean."
" Then I can only ask you to pardon my impertinent questioning,
and -wish you good-bye," he said, rismg slowly, and taking his hat,
which he had put upon the bench beside him. " I shaU go to
Scotland to-night."
He held out his hand and I gave him mine -vrithout a word. I
wonder which was the colder. I thought of Mrs. Bro-wning's simUe
of " a little stone in a running stream."
Ah ! ff my hand could have lain in the hoUow of his comfortably,
as his possession, -with what -wUd happiness this heart would have
beaten!
We parted so, -with a most admirable gravity. Sir Charles
Grandison and Miss Byron could not have behaved any better in
a simUar situation. And then, aU at once, as I heard his footstep
gi-inding the gravel, Satan got hold of me, and I ran after him. I
did more than run ; I flew. He was walking very fast, and I only
caught him -within a few paces of the gate which opens out of the
shrubbery into the lane close to his own grounds.
'' Mr. Florestan," I gasped, too breathless to say more.
He turned and faced me, stUl with that Grandisonian gravity.
" I hope you are not angry with me," I said inanely.
"Angry! What right have I to be angry?" returned he. ' ' I
ventured, perhaps over boldly, to ask a question. Y''ou have
answered it frankly, and there's an end. Whatever hope led me
to you this morning is a hope that has vanished. Nothing less than
the knowledge that you are unhappy in your engagement to Mr.
Arden would justify me in teUing you what I might teU if honour
would aUow. Oh, Daisy, Daisy," he cried, clasping my hands, and
changing in one instant from Sir Charles Grandison to the most
animated and impassioned of men, " why do j-ou tempt me to say
what were better unsaid—if—if you have reallj' made up your mind ?
Don't trifle with me ; don't fool me. Oh, I think I understand you.
I know what women are, even the best of them. You are going to
marry CyrU Arden, but you would Uke, just for sport, to know how
hard hit I am. Very hard hit, Daisy. The arrow has gone home
to its mark, and it is a poisoned dart that wUl leave its venom iu
the wound for many and many a year. Is it not a pleasure, my
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sweet one, to know that in making one man happy you wiU make
another man miserable ? "
'-No, it is not a pleasure; and I am utterly -wretched," I saidand as the tears were roUmg do-wn my cheeks he could not' help
believing me.
He took me in his arms, and held me to his heart, and kissed
my forehead and my hair—kissed me, CyrU's promised wffe—and
I let him, out of sheer misery. I was too completely broken down
•svith woe to make a good fight for honour.
" Dear love, break this foolish engagement; scatter your precipitate vows to the winds. It wUl be better for everybody—for
Arden, whom you don't care about, for me who adore you, and
even for your sweet, sweet seff, whose heart beats throb for throb
with mine—like the rival engines which will be racing to Scotland
through the summer night, one of them carrying me away from you !"
I had recovered my senses by this time, and -wi-enched myseff
from his arms.
" How cruel of you to take such advantage of my helplessness ! "
I said, trying to smooth down the fluffy curls upon my poor ill-used
forehead. " Sir Charles wouldn't have done such a thing."
" Sir Charles! " he echoed, doubtless thinking me mad.
" I am very sorry that I was so foolish as to foUow you," I said.
" There was really no reason for my doing such an absurd thing.
Only I wished to part friends."
" That means you are obdurate to both your victims. You vsill
marry Arden—not caring a straw for him—and you will break my
heart, caring perhaps just a little more than a straw for me."
"You are very impertinent for making such a suggestion," I said,
with all the hauteur I could summon to my voice and countenance,
and it is very difficult for a girl of my disposition to summon any.
The fairy who ought to have supplied me -with feminine dignity
and proper self-respect must certainly have taken offence at my
christening, for I feel myself lamentably deficient in those qualities,
and I really think the want of them is worse than a spindle through
one's hand. Worse than a spindle. Worse than an after-dinner
nap of a century. What if I were to sleep for a hundred years and
Gilbert Florestan were to wake me, " in that new world which is
the old!"
Ah, why have we no fairies now ? Why has Iffe no sweet surprises ? Why has everything in my life gone •wrong ?
He did not notice my reproach.
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" Is there no hope, Daisy ? " he asked, pronouncing my name as
ff he had never been accustomed to address me by any other.
" I have told you that I mean to be true to my promise," I said.
" I am ashamed of myseff for having given you the idea that I
could possibly waver. Good-bye, once more, and a pleasant journey
to Argjiesbire."
I did not offer to shake hands with him again. It would have
seemed absurd after his terrible conduct three minutes before. I
turned and ran back to the arbour as fast as ever I could go, and
I opened the driest and most pessimistic of the books upon my
table, and read and read and read for an hour and a haff, tUl mother
came to look for me, and to teU me that the luncheon gong had
sounded ever so long ago.
I shut my book with a bang, and went meekly back to the house
with the dear mother, and I had not the least Uttle bit of notion
-what I had been reading, except tike Hamlet's book that it was
" words, words, words." I hated myseff as I had never hated myself before ; though I have been ever keenly alive to my o-wn hafefulness, to my hideous propensity for doing or saying the -wrong
things on every possible occasion. To-day seff-scom was sharp as
an acute bodily pain, as a raging toothache, for instance, or a
gna^wing rheumatism. VTiy had I so betrayed myseff? Why had
I gone out of my way to let him see that I love him, and that my
fideUty to CyrU is only maintained by a straggle ? That whUe I
was dismissing him and his love as a hopeless case, I was ready to
throw myseff into his arms and say, " Let us go to Scotland together;
let us be married by the blacksmith at Gretna Green; ff there is
any such person as the blacksmith, or any such place as Gretna
Green left for true lovers in this unromantic age."
I felt that he could never more have a good or proper opinion of
mo. I felt that if he had had a sister turn out Uke me he would
have considered her a disgrace to the famUy. I was more completely miserable than I had ever been since those weary days at
Westgate-on-Sea, when the misery of my father's death was a new
thing, and when I was parted from my mother. A kuid of helplessness and a duU aching sense of degradation had taken hold of
me • and the worst of aU was that for the first time in my life I
dared not confide in my mother. We sat opposite each other at
t!ie luncheon-table, neither of us caring to eat; she low-sjirited
about my step-father, who was buried in his book-room over at the
cottage ; I dumb and despai: i::g.
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When the sUence was at last broken, it was that dear mother of
mine who broke it in just the way which of all others jarred upon
my iiTitated nerves.
" Daisy," she said, " it is absolutely necessary to arrive at some
definite idea about your marriage. CyrU has been pleading -with
me very earnestly, poor fellow. He is tired of his solitary existence
in chambers; tired of bachelor amusements. He is devotedly
attached to you, and he wants to begin his domestic life."
And then she went on in her sweet, tender way, which brought
the tears into my eyes, to remind me that, though very young, I
am no younger than she was when she cast in her lot with my
father; and to tell me again, as she has so often told me, how completely happy her wedded life was. The more she said about that
perfect union the more miserable I felt, until at last the tears rolled
down my cheeks, and my handkerchief became a mere wet rag, and
I felt that if I was like any bride at aU it was the Mourning Bride
in somebody's play, of whom all I know is that her existence gave
occasion for a much-quoted line about music, and an over-praised
descriptive passage about a temple.
"Do you think you could make up your mind to be manied in
the autumn, Daisy ? " mother asked, at last.
I believe she took my tears to be only the expression of a general
soft-heartedness—there are some girls whose eyes brim over at a
tender word—and not as indicative of sorrow, for she asked the
question quite cheerfully.
"Which autumn? " inquired I.
" This coming autumn, naturally."
"Why, mother, that would be directly."
" No, dearest, we are still in July. Suppose we were to fix upon
October for the wedding. That would give us three months for
j'our trousseau. All other things are ready.: your charming rooms
in Grosvenor Square, and at least half this house. Your stepfather
and I will be over-housed even then; especially as Ambrose does
not love this place, and would hke to travel during some part of
every year."
"Yes, there is room enough for us aU," I said; "and as for the
trousseau, I don't care a straw about it. You have dressed me so
well all my Ufe that I never hunger for new clothes. It is only the
badly dressed girls who are eager for wedding finery."
"Leave the trousseau to me, then, Daisy," said mother, " a u d i
-will take care that it is worthy of the dearest girl in the world. I
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may tell Cyril that he shaU begin his new Ufe before the end of
October, may I not ? "
" TeU him just what you like, mother," I answered, -with a heart
as heavy as lead. " You must be the best judge of what is right."
I left her a few minutes afterwards to go back to the garden. I
felt a restlessness which made it impossible for me to stay in the
house, a perpetual fever and worry which seemed a part of the
hea-yy burden that weighed on my spirits. And, oh, I had been
BO happy, so happy in that very garden only a year ago.
I want to do what is right. If I made a mistake about my o-wn
feelings at TorceUo, it is not right that another should suffer for my
thoughtiessness and foUy. I gave my promise far too tightly. It
never occured to me how solemn a thing it is to pledge one's love
for a Iffetime, I was rather pleased to be engaged, to have Cyril
for my o-wn property; and whenever doubtings or questionings
arose in my mind I told myself that as time went on, and we grew
older, I should grow more and more attached to him, being reaUy
very fond of him, in a sisterly kind of way, to begin -with. Only
when we were lea-ving Paris did I discover how dreadfiiUy I had
misread my o-wn heart; for then only did I know what love—such
love as mother felt for her sweetheart—really means. It was just
in one moment, in that parting at the station, that the dreadful
trath flashed upon me. Oh, the heartache of parting, the look in
his eyes which seemed to plead for pity, to urge me to be brave,
and cast off the pretence of love, and o-wn boldly to the reatity!
He was not openly dishonourable; he waited for me to break my
bonds. He could not know how stiongly I was bound in gratitude
and family love, as well as in honour, to CyrU. Nobody except
mother and I can ever know how much I owe to Uncle Ambrose.
No, there is no possibUity of revoking my promise, and CyrU is aU
that is good and trae, and I dare say my Iffe -wiU be very happy
•with him. I have but to forget those two short weeks in Paris,
and that one tete-a-tete cup of tea, and this morning in the arbour,
and his face when he left me. Not much surely to forget, seeing
how much women,'do forget nowadays; seeing how quickly mothers
forget their lost chUdren, and sons and daughters their parents, and
the most sorro-wful -widows the husbands they once adored. Forgetftdness must be easier than it seems to one, whUe the pangs of
memory are stiU acute.
I went back to the house, too restless to stay long anywhere,
and on my way to the haU door I was startied by a most hateful
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apparition in the person of that odious Frenchman who attacked
me in Church Street, and who seems to have interwoven himself
into our lives by his persistent appeals to my stepfather's charity,
I know how kind Uncle Ambrose is; and yet I should have given
him credit for more firmness of mind than to allow himseff to be
hunted do-wn by a needy impostor of this kind. The man was
coming from the gate towards the hall door when we met face to
face, and he looked considerably abashed at encountering me.
" Ah, you may well feel ashamed of yourself," I said indignantly.
"Yes, I am the lady you had the audacity to waylay in the street
when you were tipsy."
" You are Miss HatreU," he faltered, looking an absolute craven.
" Yes, I am Miss HatreU. "What do you want at my mother's
house? "
" I want to see—my employer—your stepfather."
He said those two words, " My employer," in a most detestable
manner, implying contempt for the man for whom he had worked,
and by whom he had no doubt been tiberally paid.
" Mr. Arden is over the way, at his cottage," I said. " You can
go to him there, ff you tike. You -wUl not be admitted into my
mother's house."
He looked at me from head to foot -with a very insolent expression,
but as his eyes met mine his countenance changed suddenly, and
there was more of fear than of insolence in his look. His olive
complexion changed to a greyish paUor, and he turned on his heel
abruptly, muttering something which I cUd not hear. He walked
quickly back to the gate and went out, and the shrug of his shoulders
as he swung the gate open might mean anything in the world.
My study -window overlooks the lane, and I saw him nearly an
hour afterwards leave the cottage. He looked both angry and crestfallen ; and I fancy Uncle Ambrose had not proved so amenable as
the applicant had expected. I wonder whether he had mentioned
our meeting in Church Street this time. I think not. The part
he played ui that encounter would scarcely recommend him to my
stepfather's generosity.
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CHAPTER XX.
S C A T T E R E D TO THE WINDS.

I HAVE seen that man again. He was lounging on the grassy bank
above the lock this evening in the sunset, as CyrU and I came
through in our wherry. There the creature sprawled, looking
hideously m etropoUtan in his black cutaway coat and black felt hat,
against the background offloweringgrasses and the ragged old hedgerow, tangled -with woodbine and starred -with blackberry blossom.
I pointed him out to Cyril.
"That is the bookbinder-man who haunts your father," I said;
and then I told him how this detestable person had been at River
Lawn inquiring for Uncle Ambrose.
" Did my father see him ? " asked Cyril.
" E-vidently; for he was nearly an hour at the cottage. I saw
him leave."
" My father may have kept him waiting for the best part of that
time," answered CyrU. " You know how absent-minded he is when
he is among his books."
" Yes, indeed," said I, " and I hope that odious man was sitting
on the Uttie oak bench in the lobby nursing his hat aU the time."
The last entiy is two days old; and now I have to record the
strangest event in my life, since I have come to womanhood—an
event so startling that I am almost too agitated to -write about it,
although it happened yesterday. But the record must be written;
for this book is to be aU my life, a faithful history of the romance
and reality of my existence, of hard facts and idle dreams, of every
act of folly and every gleam of sense. In a word, this book is to be
a photograph of me, a photograph in pen and ink, by an unskilled
photographer,
I awoke yesterday morning with that curious feeting with which
I have so often awakened of late—a feeling of vague wonder. As I
float gradually from sleep to waking, I ask myself, " What is it ? "
I know there is something amiss in my life; but what, but what ?
And then I remember that I am engaged to be married, and that
October is very near. And then I think how good it would be for
everybody if I were to fall Ul and die, and leave CyrU free to marry
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somebody who would really love him, and be honestly glad to be
his -wffe. There are such girls, no doubt. I beUeve I could name
seven between Henley and Reading.
That was the feeling -with which I awoke yesterday. A lovely
day, and the church clock striking six with a clear and sUvery
sound that means a west -wind, and my room fiUed with the sweetness of the white clematis, which gi-ows over aU this end of the
house.
I was out in the garden by seven, and breakfasted with mother,
Uncle Ambrose, and CyrU at eight. There is a tennis tournament
on at the Rectory, and CyrU and Beatrice Reardon were to play the
final yesterday, between eleven and one. I was expected to look
on; but my early walk in the garden had given me a headache, or
something else had; so I told CyrU I could not stand the noise and
glare of the tennis-court at the Rectory, where aU the Reardon
family and hangers-on would be bawling and laughing, and making
themselves generaUy detestable—to any one with a headache. So
I said I would go for a gentle walk while he was finishing the
match, and be home in time to congratulate him at luncheon.
" For you are sure to win," said I.
" I don't know about that. Beatrice is a very fine player."
" She ought to be," said I, "for she thinks of nothing else. To
hear her talk, one would suppose the honour of England was to be
maintained by tennis."
" Well, it is a fine, manly game, and suits the girls of this generation," he replied, and we walked together as far as the Rectory gate.
"Don't tire yourself, darling," he said, looking at me ever so
kindly with his honest eyes, as we parted; and then I went for a
long and lonely ramble in the Berkshire lanes.
Those Berkshire lanes have been my one sovereign cure for the
headache ever since my head was old enough to ache. A quiet
walk between those flowering hedgerows, those primrose and violet
banks, those avenues of lords and ladies, and dog-roses and woodbines, has always soothed my aching head. If the sweet air and
the scent of the flowers could only cure my aching heart as well!
I thought yesterday. But heartache is not cured so easily.
I went for a long, long ramble, without thought of Cyril's warning, rather -wishing to l^ire myself into a state of drowsy forgetfulness before I crept home. The church clock struck one as I came
across the meadows, in sight of the vUlage. The aftermath was
deep and full of flowers, and the narrow footpath between the tall
Q
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grass and the hedgerow was the quietest haven in which to think of
one's tioubles. I felt sorry I was so near home when I came to the
tittle gate that opened out of the meadow into a deep lane leading
directly to om- own road. River La-wn was in front, between me
and the Thames, and Uncle Ambrose's cottage was on my left hand
as I turned my face to the river.
I was lingering at the gate, in a di-eamy mood, when I heard
footsteps in the lane. I thought they inight belong to one of those
everlasting Reardons, and, as I wasn't equal to meeting a Reardon,
I drew back behind a bushy blackthorn that grew beside the gate,
and watched the passer-by.
There was more than one—two men went slowly by, in earnest,
and, as I thought, in angry, conversation, though the tones of the
one who was talking when they passed the gate were suppressed
almost to a whisper.
These two were Uncle Ambrose and the French bookbinder.
Scarcely had they passed the gate when another man foUowed,
stealthUy, e-vidently Ustening to their conversation.
The third man was Cyi-U—CyrU, my betrothed husband; Cyril,
the pattern of honesty and honour, creeping at his father's heels,
and actuig the degrading part of Ustener.
I could hardly beUeve my eyes. I was shocked, horrified, disgusted ; and yet, after thinking the whole thing over during a most
painful reverie, I was obliged to confess to myseff that if the opportunity had occurred to me I might have done the same thing.
The persistent intrusions of that Frenchman are not to be
endured -without protest of some kind; and I think CyrU was
justified in tistening to any conversation in which that man bore a
part, in order to protect his good, easy, and most unworldly-wise
father from being imposed upon.
Yes, after serious reflection, I found excuses for my poor Cyril,
although the sight of that creepmg figure, with head bent forward
to Usten, gave me a dreadful shock.
A greater shock was to come a few hours after, a shock which
agitates my heart and nerves at this moment, not knowing how I
ought to take it, whether I ought to be glad or sorry. Glad I cannot be, recaUing my poor CyrU's white, agonized face as he talked
to me by the river at five o'clock yesterday aftemoon. Sorry I
cannot be, when I remember how cruelly the tie with which I had
bound myseff weighed upon my spirits.
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li was late when I went into the house, but no one had gone to
lunch. Mother was sitting alone in the morning-room. Her workbasket was on one side of her chair, her book-table on the other,
but she was neither reading nor working, and I thought she looked
worried and anxious.
" Uncle Ambrose among his books as usual, I suppose," said I,
feeling myself a dreadful hypocrite, though after all there had been
time enough for him to get back to the library since he passed me
in the lane.
" No doubt," answered mother. " He went across to the cottage
soon after breakfast."
" Mother," said I, " if I were you I would take him away from
Berkshire. Let us all go to Salzburg, or the Dolomites, or Auvergne,
or somewhere, at least until October. This place doesn't suit Uncle
Ambrose. He is not happy; and you are not happy. Our lives
are beginning to be a failure. There is something wrong somewhere."
"Yes," answered my mother gravely, "there is something wrong.
Your step-father is out of health. There is some depressing influence at work. I have done all I can—but I cannot make him
happy."
Poor mother! There was such a settled sadness in her tone that
the tears rushed to my eyes, and it was aU I could do not to sob
aloud.
I understood her secret thought so well. She had done aU she
could. She had sacrificed her freedom, her fidelity to her first love,
the idolized husband of her youth, out of gratitude to this faithful
friend. She had put every selfish thought and feeUng aside in order
to reward his devotion, and the sacrifice had been useless. He was
not happy.
In one vivid glance I saw my own future fashioned after the
semblance of my mother's life to-day. I saw myseff the wife of
a man whom I could not love, and I saw him unhappy in the discovery which no loyal effort of mine could keep from him.
Poor mother! poor daughter!
It was nearly three o'clock when mother and I went into the
dining-room, and by that time I had contrived to cheer her -with
talk about the books we had been readuig lately, and about a possible run to the Contuient in the early part of September. We
talked of Auvergne and of Cauterets, both of which districts were
still untrodden ground for us, and untiodden ground has always
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the attraction of an earthly Paradise. There was no sign of
CyrU.
"He must have lunched at the Rectory," said my mother.
" Rather bad maimers on his part. He ought to have come to lay
his laurels at your feet."
His laurels ? Ah, yes, the result of the final. The prize is a
copy of the "Idylls of the King," bound in vellum; and ff Cyril
wins I am to have the book. Beatiice -wUl be savage at losmg it,
though I don't believe she ever read twenty consecutive lines of
poetry, unless it was " John GUpin."
After our feeble attempt at luncheon, mother -went off' on one of
her charitable expeditions. I knew that would last for a good two
hours, so I resigned myseff to take tea alone, unless Cyril should
reappear. I was reaUy anxious to see him, as I wanted to hear
what he had overheard in the lane; and I fancied he would not
keep his discovery from me, although he would expect to be
reproved for his unworthy behaviour in playing the spy upon his
father. Of course there could be nothing to the discredit of Uncle
Ambrose in his discovery, only the revelation of that dear good
man's weakness where anything in the way of a book is concerned.
Such a devoted lover of books would aUow himseff to be imposed
upon even by the man whose trade was to bind them. Indeed, it
is extiaordinary the importance which these book-lovers attach to
the outer covering of a book. I have seen volumes in Uncle
Ambrose's tibrary -with landscapes painted on the edges of the
paper, under the gildmg—a decoration which has cost two or three
pounds per volume. Yet the book is put in a shelf where nobody
sees the painted edges from year's end to year's end.
I ordered my tea upon the terrace—exactly where I had my teatable that afternoon when Mr. Florestan and I took tea tete-a-tete.
Somehow, haphazard, I think, I had taken Napier's " Wanderings
on the Spey " from a shelf in the librarj-, and the book seemed to
carry me nearer to Scotland—and to him. " No doubt he is enjoj'ing himself immensely in that sportsman's paradise," thought I, and
I turned over the leaves to see if Napier said anything about
grouse.
It was a deUcious afternoon, with a hot sun and a blue sky—a
sky flecked with faint, feathery cloudlets. It was the kkid of afternoon which used to mean unqualified bliss; and even in spite of
my troubles I could not help feeling a kind of sensuous content as
I loUed back in my pet -wicker chair and watched the ripple of the
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river, and the gentle movement of the -willows where the opposite
bank curved inwards towards the broad reach over which the
church tower casts its solemn shadow.
The second quarter after four chimed from the dear old tower,
tiie tea-table stood ready, the little copper kettle hissed gaUy, but
still there was no sign of CyrU. I began to feel just a little uneasy
about him, for it was unlike his usual way to be anywhere withui
reach and not come to hunt me out every hour or so, either for a
ramble or a ride, a single, or a row on our beloved river.
It was nearly five when I saw a young man coming across the
lawn to ,the terrace where I was sitting—a young man in tennis
flannels, such as those I had seen CyrU wear when he started for
the tournament that morning; a man of CyrU's height and bulk,
but not the least like CyrU in figure or walk, as I saw him in the
distance ; for this man stooped as Cyril never did, and this man's
step had none of the elastic force of Cyril's rapid movements. Yet
this man with the bent shoulders and heavy walk was CyrU, and no
one else—Cyril transformed by some heavy trouble.
He came slowly to the empty chair at my side, and seated himself in silence, and looked at me with eyes whose expression I can
never forget. All frivolous words died on my lips. I could only
watch him in mute expectancy.
" Daisy," he began, in a voice that was even stranger than his
altered looks, " I think you know that I have loved you, honestly,
truly, and dearly."
" I am sure you have, dear," I answered with a sinking heart,
knowing that I myseff dared not have said as much of my own
truth and honesty.
" I have not gone into hysterics about my passion, or written
verses, or done any other of the wild things that I might have done
had we met as strangers at Venice the other day and faUen in love
with each other at first sight. I have taken everything for granted
—too much for granted, perhaps. I grew up loving you, from the
time I was a lad at school and you a kind of household fairy in a
white frock, with bright hair and dove-like eyes. I went on loving
you, and claimed you as my own almost as if I had a right to you—
as if the trouble of wooing and winning were not for me, since my
own true love had been bom and reared and educated expressly to
make me happy. That is how I felt about you, Margaret, and
perhaps I have seemed a tame wooer in consequence."
" No, no, no !" I exclaimed eagerly. " You have been aU that

230

One Life, One Love.

is good and true. It is I who am weak and changeable and
frivolous; it is I who am to blame
"
My too-ready tears stopped me. I thought that he had discovered my guUty secret, that he had found out somehow that I
had left off caring for him, and had begim to care for Gilbert
Florestan. I was gohig to throw myself on my knees at his feet,
when he stopped my uncertain movement -with a hand laid heavUy
upon my arm. I doubt if he had heard one word of my seffaccusation.
"That is aU over and done with, Daisy," he said, "our wooing
at Venice and elsewhere; and aU the happy days and hours we
have had together; and aU our plans for the future ; and the rooms
that have been made beautiful for us to live in; and the Iffe we
were to lead. AU those things must be as a dream that we have
dreamed, and you must teach yourself to forget me, and to forget
that you were ever my promised wife."
Y"es, he had found out aU the truth, I told myseff. My head
drooped forward upon my clasped hands, and I had what the Reardon girls caU a good cry. They have a good cry about the most
contemptible things: if their di-essmaker disappoints them, or if
bad weather prevents an intended tennis-match; but this good cry
of mine seemed wrung out of a breaking heart. I felt so sorry for
CyrU, so ashamed of myseff. I did not for one moment doubt that
he had discovered my inconstancy, and that he was settuig me free
to marry Mr. Florestan, if Mr. Florestan cared to have the reversion
of such a worthless weathercock.
"My darling, don't cry so bitterly," he pleaded, more tenderly
than I ever remember him to have done in all our fooUsh Uttle love
scenes. "You are breaking my heart, and I have need to be
strong and stern to face a cruel future."
" Y'ou thmk that I am fickle," I said at last, " and not worthy of
j'our trust ? "
" You fickle? you unworthy?" he cried. "Why, my dearest, I
know that you are the truest and purest of creatures. It is no
doubt of you that influences me. There is an insuperable bar to
our marriage; an obstacle with which you and I have nothing
to do."
" Is it my mother who is trying to part us ? " I asked wonderingly, for I thought mother might have read my secret. I had
never been able to pretend much in my talks with her.
"No, Daisy, your mother has nothing to do with this matter.
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She knows nothing of my determination yet, and I am going to
ask you a favour."
"What is that?"
" I want you to let your mother suppose that it is you who have
broken the engagement. You can say that you did not know your
own mmd when you accepted me, that you were too precipitate—
the sort of thing girls say pretty often, I beUeve. I don't think, as
society is constituted nowadays, there wiU be very much astonishment at the alteration of our plans. I hope before a year is over
that my darling wUl have found a worthier lover; and as I shall
be far away, no doubt people will soon forget me."
" You wiU be far away!" I echoed. " Where ? "
"In Australia. I shall try to begin a new life on the other side
of the world; breed sheep on the Darting Downs, or tum wine
grower, Heaven knows what; but anyhow, my future shall be as
far remote from my past as distance can make it."
A new light flashed upon me, and I began to think that the
question of money was at the bottom of poor Cyril's trouble, and
that in honour I was bound to refuse this offered release. However
I might wish to cancel the past, I could not be so mean as to break
my engagement because my lover had grovm suddenly poor.
" I begin to suspect your motive," I said seriously. "Uncle
Ambrose has lost his fortune. Its coming was like a fairy tale, and
it has vanished like gold in fairyland. Oh, CyrU, surely you know
that I never cared about your father's wealth, or thought whether
you were rich or poor. Mother and I have plenty of money for all
of us."
" My dearest, I know your generous heart. No, it is not a money
trouble that has darkened my days; but there is a trouble; and it
is one which I must keep locked up in my o^wn breast till I die."
" It is something about yourseff," I speculated, pitying him too
much to leave the mystery unquestioned; " some mortal disease,
perhaps. You have consulted a physician who has told you that
you may die suddenly, and you fear to make me unhappy."
" No, Daisy, medical men and I have had few dealings since I
was vaccinated. Don't ask any more questions, dear. I dare not
tell you more than I told you at flrst. All is over between us; and
my life must be spent thousands of miles away. I could not trust
myself within reach of an express train that would bring me back
to you."
He bent over me as I sat motionless with wonder, looking at the
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bright water and the lights and shadows on the opposite shore. He
pressed his lips upon my forehead in a fareweU kiss.
" Good-bye, my Margaret, my Peari, mine no more," he said, and
then turned away, and walked slowly across the lawn by the way
he had come.
I heard the gate in the fence open and shut, and I knew that he
had gone across the road to his father's cottage.
I sat looking at the water in a mute, duU wonder, whUe quarter
after quarter chimed from the old gray tower, and the shadows
deepened, and the golden lights grew dim upon beech and oak, and
the -willows in the foreground changed from green to gi'ay. The
footmen carried away the tea-table in their horrid mechanical way,
which makes one think that they would clear a table and arrange
a room in just the same leisurely fashion if one were lying dead
upon the carpet. The evening darkened, and stiff I sat there
wondering and musing. I was free—free to love whom I pleased,
free to marry any one who cared to ask for my hand. I had the
Uberty for which my soul had longed ever since I left Paris. And
yet I could not feel glad. I could not be glad, while he was so
sorry. Poor CyrU! My first playfeUow, my boyish sweetheart,
the first admirer who ever told me my face was worth lookmg at.
How weU I remembered those first comptiments! and how flushed
and flattered I felt when the young Oxonian told me he liked the
gown I wore, or that my eyes looked dark under the shadow of my
saUor hat! How fooUsh and vain I must have been when I was
fifteen and wore my first long gown!
No, I coidd not be glad. I felt such an impostor. Surely I
ought to have confessed the truth in that last moment; I ought to
have told him plainly and candidly that my heart had gono from
him months ago, and that the fancied treasure which he was renouncing was the poorest thing in the world—a jUt's unstable
affection. There inight have been some consolation for him in
knowing the worthlessness of the thing he surrendered.
And yet, and yet—it might have been cruel to undeceive him.
It was better for him, perhaps, to believe that he had received
measure for measure, that I had loved him to the last.
" If ever I marry it wUl be years hence, I dare say," I told
myseff, " and he wiU be in Australia, happily married himself before
that time."
This was a comforting thought, but even this could not prevent
me feeling very unhappy about CJTU and his mysterious trouble
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What was it? Had he gambled ? Had he kept race-horses? Had
he forged? One hears and reads of things quite as extraordinary
as forging on the part of a seemingly honourable young man. And
the trouble was obviously a very serious one. It might be some
casual forgery, executed on the spur of the moment, after a -wine
at Christchurch, when the poor, dear feUow hardly knew wiiat he
was doing.
I could fancy the whole scene ! Some wicked collegian—several
years older than Cyril—putting a pen into his hand and making him
sign a bond, or an I 0 U, or a biU or something, with somebody
else's name—the Dean's perhaps to redeem his losses at cards. He
has often told me how wUd they are at Christchurch, and how they
throw one another into the fountain, and smash furniture, and play
poker, and do aU manner of dreadful things. The more I thought
of Cyril's unhappiness the more I felt incUned to believe that it must
date from his coUege days. It was a sword that had been hanging
over his head for a long time, and the hair had broken to-day.
There was another idea which struck me afterwards, as I walked
back to the house. What if CyrU, in a weak, good-natured way,
had got himself engaged to another girl, a girl he detested, and felt
that honour obUged him to marry her because she -was of inferior
rank and because he detested her ?
This would account for his resolution to go to the other side of
the world and begin a new life. He would marry this person and
take her straight off to the antipodes,) where no one belonging to
his own world would ever see him in his disgrace. Poor CyrU!
My heart bled for him, as I thought what his life would be like,
married to a vulgar woman who would misplace the aspirate, and
talk of him as Mr. Harden. It would be too dreadful, and I felt as
if I would have rather sacrificed my own happiness than that he
should be so utterly lost.
Mother came out of the drawing-room window to meet me as I
drew near the house. She had just returned from her visiting,
having tasted half-a-dozen cups of tea in half-a-dozen tiny sittingrooms, and had heard no end of sad stories. Yet she looked happier
than usual, for she had been giving happiness to others.
I had been keeping my heart locked against that dear mother
for months ; but now I was determined to tell her as much of the
truth, as I was free to teU. I put my arms round her neck, and laid
my bewildered head upon her shoulder.
"Mother dear,..you have no need to trouble about that horrid
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trousseau," I said, half laughing and half crying; " a change has
come over the spirit of our dream—mine and CyrU's. We have
agreed that we don't quite suit each other—or at least that we
answer better as brother and sister than we ever could as husband
and wffe—and so—in the friendliest way we have agreed to part.
He is going to Austratia to look about him ! and I am gouig to stay
with you."
I betieve I was slightly hysterical after this, and I felt very much
ashamed of myself as I heard myself making a ridiciUous noise
without the power to stop.
Poor mother kissed and comforted me, and scolded me a Uttle,
tUl I quieted down, and then she sat by my side on our favourite sofa
to discuss the situation.
" This is very sudden, Daisy," she said, and I saw that she looked
grave and ti-oubled.
" It seems sudden," I answered, " but it has been in the air for
some time—ever since we left Paris."
" Ever since you left Paris!" repeated mother, as if she saw
a light.
" You must have seen that I was reluctant to name any time for
my marriage, and that I didn't take the faintest interest in my
trousseau."
" Yes, I saw that, and I thought it only meant that my Daisy was
less frivolous than most girls."
" It meant that I was a hypocrite and an impostor; that I aUowed
myself to be engaged to Cyril out of sheer frivoUty—mere idle
vanity, which made me pleased to have an admirer. For months
past I have been chafing against my bonds, and I cannot be too
grateful to Cyi-U for having set me free."
"Did you ask him to release you? " inquired mother, looking at
me searchingly -with her soft, serious eyes.
I could not tell her a deUberate falsehood, but I could prevaricate,
which I dare say is just as bad.
" There was no necessity for me to ask him," I said; " he understood my feeUngs—we understood each other, perfectly. Don't ask
any more questions, mother darUng," I pleaded ; " at least not about
poor Cyril. He will be leaving us very soon, I fear. Indeed,
indeed, there is no need for you to grieve," I urged, kissing her
sweet, anxious face. " It is better as it is."
"Is it, Daisy?" she exclaimed sadly. " I cannot quite think
that. The change seems light to you, but it is a sad breaking up
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of home and family ties. The nest has been made ready for the
birds, and now they are to part and scatter far and wide. This wUl
be a blow for your step-father. He was so proud of your engagement to CyrU, so happy in the thought of your future union. The
disappointment will be bitter for him. And he is out of health, and
hardly in a condition to bear a great sorrow."
" I am very sorry on his account," I faltered; " but though I am
not to be his daughter-in-law, I shaU be always his loving and
obedient friend and pupil. I can never forget aU that he has been
to me from my chUdhood until now."
" I am glad of that, Daisy," answered the dear mother, her eyes
fiUing with tears. " I should be very sorry if either you or I could
be unthoughtful of the best friend widow and daughter ever had in
the world, the most unselfish, the most forbearing. You know that
my marriage with Ambrose Arden was not a love match. No
woman can love a second husband as I loved your father. It was
a marriage of friendship, of grateful affection, of unqualified and
admiring regard. I wanted to make the remaining years of my
friend's life as happy as a woman's tenderness could make them.
My only disappointment in this second marriage, my only regret
since my wedding-day, has been the fear that in spite of all my care
your step-father has not^been happy. There is a little rift within the
lute, Daisy, and God knows how it came there. It is none of my
making."
" Dearest mother, no wife on earth could do more to make a
husband's life fuU of sunshine than you have done," I told her.
" If there is some touch of shadow mingled with the light you must
not take it to heart. Uncle Ambrose is a scholar and a recluse,
a man of pecutiar character and temperament, and you must not be
surprised if he has intervals of melancholy brooding. A man who
reads the modern metaphysicians can only be happy when he has
no time for thought. Uncle Ambrose thinks too much, mother.
That is the only evU."
She kissed me fondly at this; and I felt somehow that our mutual
confidences had drawn us nearer to each other than we had been
since her marriage.
" Yes, Daisy, no doubt that is the evU. Ambrose has lived the
scholar's life too long to be able to enjoy commonplace pleasures
like other men. He is too old to begin a new life. He is like
Eugene Aram."
"Eugene Aram?"
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" What am I thinking of, Daisy, to compare my husband to
a murderer ? "
" Ah, but you meant it as a compliment," I told her, laughing;
'• Eugene Aram was such a delightful murderer. The crime that
darkens his past only deepens the interest in his character; and by
the time the mystery stands revealed the reader is devoted to the
criminal."
" That is only the glamour of the novelist, Daisy. Depend upon
it the real Aram was a smooth-faced, canting hypocrite, -with murder
lurking in his downcast eyes. I cannot believe that any man
capable of such a crime could ever win a noble-mmded woman like
Madeline. She would have shi-unk from him instinctively."
We read Bulwer's romance together not long ago, and every
detaU of the story is stUl vivid in both our minds.
My mother looked at the clock on the chimneypiece.
' ' A quarter to eight, Daisy, and we must dress for dinner, and
after dinner I must teU your step-father what has happened. He
has no idea of it, I suppose ? "
" I think not."
" Poor Ambrose, I am sorry for him. No, love, I don't blame
you or CyrU," she added hastUy, as she saw my look of selfreproach. " It is not your fault, either of you, if you do not love
each other weU enough to take Iffe-long vows. It is better to have
found out the truth in time ; but the disappointment wUl not be less
bitter to Cyril's father. It pleased him to believe that his affection
for me would be in a manner continued in the coming years by his
son's union with mj' daughter."
" I shall always be fond of CyrU," I said, " as a brother. That
has been my only .mistake. I fancied sisterly aff'ection meant more
than it really did."
" Before you left Paris? " said my mother, looking at me searchinglj', untU I felt nij-seff turning scorchingly red under that earnest
examination. " Run away and dress, Daisy. I hear Ambrose going
upstairs to his dressing-room. We shall all be late for dinner."
I ran to my room, three steps at a time. I felt happier than
I had been at any time since we left Venice, in spite of aU that had
been done to make me happy. I was sorry for CyrU, honestly and
sincerely son-y, but a burden was lifted oft" my heart, and I could
not wonder that it beat loss heavily.
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CHAPTER XXI.
" ENOUGH THAT I CAN L I V E . "

As Clara Arden anticipated, dinner was late that evening at River
Lawn. It was nearly half-past eight when Mr. and Mrs. Arden and
Daisy met in the drawing-room. The cook was angry, and the
butler had been waiting for nearly half an hour to announce dinner.
" You are looking so pale and so tired, Ambrose," Mrs. Arden
said, as they seated themselves in the light of the large central
lamp, supplemented with clusters of wax candles, a tight in which
she could see the colour and expression of his face better than in
the chastened lamplight of the drawing-room.
" I don't think that I am any more tired than usual," he answered.
" You know what your fashionable physician said of me. You
must not expect me to look particularly robust."
" He said that you were not to do much brain-work, Ambrose,
and j'ou have been doing nothing else since he saw you."
" Old habits are not so easUy put off as doctors pretend to think.
They teU the drunkard he must leave off brandy, and they teU the
scholar he must live without books, with just the same admirable
complacency, as if they were asking very little."
"I'm afraid we ought to leave Berkshire," pursued his wife,
looking at him anxiously. " I am sure that you will be better away
from your books."
" I shaU be ready to leave my books when my own book is
finished. I am nearing the end. When that is done I wUl go
where you like."
" It is not where I like, but where you tike," she said sadly,
" I am happier here than anywhere else."
" Then let us stay here—till the end of our tives. You know
what Horace says, Daisy—a man may change his surroundings,
but not his mind."
" No, no, I am not selfish enough to keep you here," said Mrs.
Arden, " when I see you dispirited and out of health. We will
go back to London; we wiU go to Italy ; anywhere."
There was a sUence after this, Daisy being more thoughtful than
usual, and not offering any diversion by the girtish prattle with
which she usually brightened the meal, whether her heart was light
or heavy. No word had yet been spoken about CyrU's absence.
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The butler had quietly removed the cover laid for him, and the
chair in which he was to have sat; but nobody mentioned his name
tiU nearly the end of the meal, when Clara said rather nervously—
" CJTU is dinmg out, I suppose ? "
"He has gone to London," Ambrose Arden answered qmetly.
" He is not coming back to-night."
Clara looked at him wonderingly as he answered. Had CJTU told
his father that his engagement was at an end ? She could hardly
believe that her husband would have taken the blow so calmly. It
was left for her, she thought, to tell him of his disappointment.
Daisj' sUpped away to her o-wn den as soon as she was free to
leave the dhung-room, and Mrs. Arden entered the dra-wing-room
alone, and sat there waiting anxiously for her husband to rejoin her.
It was very seldom that he lingered in the dining-room after his
wife left him, but this evening he was sitting in an abstracted mood
at his end of the table, and did not stff when mother and daughter
rose and went away. It was perhaps the first time that he had
ever allowed his wife to open that door for herseff when he was in
the room. Absent-minded and dreamy by temperament, he had
yet rarely faUed in courtesy to the woman who was to him this
world's one woman.
He sat -with his head bent over the empty dessert-plate, and the
untouched glass of claret which the butler had fiUed. He sat
brooding in the lamphght for nearly half an hour; and then, with
a deep-dra-wn sigh, he rose slowly, and went to the drawing-room,
where his wife was sittuig by an open window looking out at the
moonlit water, very sad at heart.
He went over to her and seated himself by her side.
" C J T U is gone from us for good, Clara," he said. ' ' I suppose
you know that?"
" I know that aU is over between him and Daisy; but I thought
you did not know. I feared you would not be able to take the blow
so quietiy, kno-wing how pleased you were at their engagement."
" I was pleased because it was a Unk that drew me nearer to
you. It was of ow union I thought, not theirs. Nothing can touch
me, Clara, whUe I have you."
"Did he teU you why he and Daisy had made up their minds to
part ? "
" Yes, he told me his reasons."
" And hers. You wiU blame my daughter for fickleness, I fear,
Ambrose."
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" Blame her! blame Daisy! Your daughter—and my pupU.
Why, she was the bond between us years ago, when I was but the
stranger within your gates. My love for your daughter is second
only to my love for you."
His wife took up his hand and kissed it, in a rapture of grateful
affection.
" How good you are to us, Ambrose ! " she said softly. " Harsh
words never faU from your lips. If I could only see you happy, my
heart would be full of content."
" I am happy, Clara, happy in having won my heart's desire.
What can a man have in this world more than that—the one desire
of his Ufe, the boon for which he has waited and longed through
years of patient, silent hope ? If there is happiness upon earth I
have attained it."
" I believe your metaphysicians teach you that there is no such
thing as happiness."
" Oh, they only preach the gospel of doubt. The whole science
of metaphysics consists in the questioning spirit, which analyzes
everything, without arriving at any definite conclusion about
anything."
" Poor CyrU!" sighed Clara, after a pause of contemplative
silence, which seemed hi harmony -with the stUlness of the summer
night and the beauty of the moonlit landscape, garden and river,
meadow and woodland, and dark church tower. " Poor Cyril!"
she repeated. " It seems so sad for him to leave us, to go out into
the world as a wanderer; and yet it would be impossible for our
old life to go on, now that he has broken with Daisy."
"No, the old life would not be possible. It belongs to the past
already. Did he tell Daisy where he was going ? "
" To Australia, he said. He consulted with you as to his destination, no doubt."
" No; he told me he should go away; but he did not enter upon
his plans."
" Poor feUow! He was very unhappy, I fear."
" He did not confide his sorrows to me. He had made up his
mind; and it was not for me to try to change his resolution."
His whole manner altered as he spoke of his son. There was a
hardness in his tone that surprised and grieved his wife, who a
minute before had done him homage as the most admirable of men.
His manner in speaking of her daughter had expressed the utmost
tenderness. The tone in which he spoke of his own son was steru
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almost to -vindictiveness. Clara feared there had been a quarrel
between father and son, and that Ambrose Arden had resented the
cancelment of Daisy's engagement with an unjust wrath.
" You must not be angry -with CJTU," she said softly. " I fear
that it is Daisy's fickleness that is the beginning and end of our
disappointment. She owned as much to me, poor chUd. She gave
her promise too lightly, and repented almost as soon as it was given,
although she had not the courage to confess her mistake."
" Well, we -will say it is Daisj^'s fault, or that both are fickle.
There are no hearts broken, I believe. CjT'il goes out into the
world, a stranger to us henceforward."
" Not a stianger, Ambrose. Your son -wiU always be dear to us
both."
" He wiU be in Austratia, -where our love or our indifference
cannot touch him."
There was a bitterness in his tone which warned Clara to pursue
the subject no further. She could not doubt after this that there
had been a breach between father and son—thatthese two who had
been so foiid of each] other and so proud of each other hitherto
had parted Ul friends. And it was aU Daisy's doing, poor little
feather-headed Daisy! who shoiUd have been a bond of union, but
had become the occasion of severance.
Clara Arden felt weighed down by inexpressible sadness as she
sat looking out into the moonlit garden, that garden which she and
her first lover had foimd a -wUderness, and which he had made into
a paradise for her sake. It was her guiish admiration of that old
garden by the river which had made Robert HatreU eager to possess
the place. He had laid it at her feet, as if it were a bunch of roses,
never counting the cost of anything which pleased her. Had it
been ten times as costly a place he would have bought it for her.
His image was with her to-night more vividly than it had been
for a long time. It was as if he himself were at hand, in aU the
warmth and vigour of Iffe, and that she had but to stretch out her
arms to beckon him to her. And, oh, with what a heart-sickness
of longing and regret she turned towards that idolized image!
Face to face with the inexplicable gloom of Ambrose xVrden's
temper, she recalled her first husband's happy nature, his joyous
outlook, and keen delight in tife. With him her days had seemed
one perpetual holiday. If she ever complained it had been because
that energetic temperament took Ufe and its enjoyments at a faster
pace than suited her own reposeftd temper. But how bright, how
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gay those days had been; how frank and open her companion's
face; how expansive his speech and manner! He had never
hidden a care from her. Were his thoughts light or heavy she
shared them, and knew every desire of her heart.
But in this man, this cherished friend of many years, she had
discovered mysteries. He had griefs which he would not share
with her. He was angry -with his only son; they had parted
within a few hours, perhaps for aU this tife ; and he would tell her
nothing of the cause of their parting, he invited no sympathy. He
sat by her side in melancholy sUence, and she felt the burden of
unhappiness which she was not allowed to share.
"If he would only talk of his trouble, if he would only let me
comfort him, I should be twice as good a wife," she thought despondently. " It is not my fault if our tives are growing farther apart."
After this night an emotionless monotony marked Clara Arden's
days in the house where her early married Iffe had been so full of
happiness, and where her one great sorrow, the sorrow of a Iffetime,
had come upon her. The idea of going on the Continent for the
autumn was not carried out. The scholar's book absorbed him
whoUy in the waning of the year, and he preferred the quiet of River
Lawn to the glory of the Italian Lakes, or the art-treasures of
Florence. He spent a good many hours of every day in his old
cottage-study, while his wife and her daughter lived very much as
they had lived in Mrs. HatreU's widowhood.
" Your second marriage and my engagement to CyrU seem almost
a dream, mother, when you and I are sitting here alone together,
and Uncle Ambrose is poring over his books on the other side of
the road," said Daisy, as she sat at her mother's feet in the moming-room, pretendmg to read Lecky's " England m the Eighteenth
Century," but lookmg up every now and then to talk. " I caU him
quite a perfect husband in his way—never interfering with our plans,
never grumbling at his dinner, always courteous and kind and ready
to do what we like."
" Yes, he is all goodness to us," answered her mother, " and one
would have nothing left to wish for if he were only happy."
" I dare say he is happy—in his way, mother—his calm, phUosophical way, which used to soothe and tame me in my rebeUious
fits when I was a child. He was always the same, don't you know ?
Tranquil and rather mysterious—like deep stUl water: like Lake
Leman, whose depth one would never suspect ff one did not see
the mountains upside down in the water—suggesting by their
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delusive shadows the real depth below. Rely upon it, Uncle
Ambrose has aU he cares for in this world, ha-ving you and his
books, and you give yourseff groundless tiouble when you are
anxious about him."
Her mother sighed, but did not answer. She had watched her
husband's face with a new anxiety ever since CyrU's departure;
and she had seen the tines deepen, and the melancholy droop of
the firm tips grow more marked.
No one at River La-wn knew anything about CyrU's whereabouts,
unless it was his father. He had left Lamford •within a few hours
of his interview •with Daisy, taking •with him only a single portmanteau, as Beatrice Reardon informed her friend, this young lady
having a knack of meeting every fly that ever entered or departed
from the vUlage.
" It's no use teUing me you haven't quarreUed," protested
Beatrice, when Daisy denied any Ul-feeling between CyrU and herself. " I saw the poor feUow's white face as he drove by, acknowledging my bow in the most disteacted maimer, and I never saw
such a change in any man. A few hours before he had been the
gayest of us aU on the tennis lawn, and now he looked positively
Uke his o^wn ghost. You must have had a dreadful row, Daisy."
" We had no row, as you call it. We only agreed that it was
better for us to part."
"Poor CyrU ! I had no idea he was so desperately in love •with
you. He used to take things so very easily," remarked Beatrice,
with all the freedom of friendship. " Of course I always suspected
you of not caring a straw for him. You were not the least tike an
engaged girl. You didn't spoon him a little bit."
Daisy shuddered. She was one of the few girls who are revolted
by such forms of speech as prevaU in some girUsh cffcles. Miss
Reardon affected a fast and slangy manner as a kind of perpetual
protest against the dulness and monotony of her hfe in a Berkshire
vUlage. She wanted everybody to understand that there was
nothing rustic or pastoral about her mind or her manners.
This was aU that Daisy or her mother heard about CyrU's
departure. He had gone to his chambers most hkely, where he
could prepare at his leisure for that long voyage of which he had
talked. The greater part of his possessions, his books and guns,
and sporting tackle of aU kinds were in the Albany, He had his
o-wn man to pack for him, and accompany him to a new world, if
he was so minded.
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How peacefully the days have sUpped by since poor Cyril went
away! I find myself thinking of him and writing of him as " Poor
Cyril!" which is really an impertinence, and I dare say by this
time he is perfectly happy, and has faUen in love with some
magnificent Australian girl, a higher order of being, tike the Gy in
the Coming Race—a powerfully buUt creature who can ride buckjumpers, and camp out in the bush, without fear of consequences.
I fear I have very narrow and insular ideas about Australia, which
I can only picture to myself as one vast jungle, tempered with
convict settlements.
Cyril is happy no doubt by this time, sad as he looked on that
day of sudden parting; so I may allow myseff to feel happy, with
an easy conscience. I should be perfectly happy ff it were not for
the change in Uncle Ambrose, who has evidently some secret grief,
some corroding care which he will not lighten by sharing it with
his -wffe. I can but fear that mother was right in her foreboding,
and that he has taken the cancelment of Cyril's engagement sorely
to heart. It is his love for mother which is wounded. He wanted
a perfect union, that we should be one household, bound by every
tie that can make a family circle indi-visible. It must be very hard
for him too to know that his son, his only child, has been selfbanished from his home and his native country.
If my fickleness alone had been to blame; if CyrU had found out
my fooUsh secret, and that the man who was nothing to me was a
great deal nearer my heart than my plighted husband ; if he had
broken with me on this account, my conscience would hardly have
been as easy as it is. But I have at least the comfort of knowing
that CyrU had some weighty reason upon his own side for parting
from me—and that I am not actually to blame for the existing state
of things. It was he who took the initiative. It was he who said,
" All is over between us."
I have left off puzzling myseff with idle speculations about his
motive. Wliatever his reason may have been, I feel assured that it
was very serious and entirely convincing to his o-wn mind—that he
obeyed what to him was a stern necessity. I can but be grateful
to Pro-yidence that has released me from a bond that could not
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have brought real happiness to either CyrU or me; and, looking
back now at the past, I feel how cowardly I was in not teUing him
the ti-uth about my own feeUngs. He was no coward. When the
hom- came in which he felt he ought to break with me, there was
no hesitation or wavering on his side; and j^et I believe he loved
me better in that parting hour than he had ever loved me in his
life before. Poor CyrU—old friend and playfellow! I hope his
AustiaUan wffe will be kind and true, and that his Iffe in that far
world may be fuU of aU good things: gold in monster nuggets,
sheep in mighty flocks, horses that are not buck-jumpers, woods of
eucalyptus, groves of mimosa, birds of -yi-rid plumage, and the most
perfect thing in bungalows.
I am reaUy very sad about Uncle Ambrose. I think he fights
against the gloom that gathers round him as a sti-ong man stricken
in the prime of tife by some insidious malady might fight against
disease: and yet the gloom deepens. With him low sphits seem
actuaUy a disease; and I tiemble and tum cold sometimes at the
thought that his depression may forebode some mental malady
which may darken aU our days. My mother seldom, ff ever, sees
him as I see him when she is not present. When she is -with him
I knpw that he makes a stupendous effort to appear cheerful, to
seem interested in the things she loves; but when she leaves him
the mask drops, and I see him as he really is—a man weighed
down by deep-rooted melancholy.
I have talked to him of the books I used to read -with him, the
low-spirited school of metaphysicians, and of Heine, who saw aU
things •with the saddened eyes of a man whose Ufe was Uke Pope's,
a "long disease." We have talked of theology, and I have discovered the hopelessness of his creed—that for him there is nothing
beyond this Ufe of ours, this poor brief life, in which there are so
many chances of being miserable against a single chance of being
happy. No, for him there is no beyond—for him the dead are
verUy dead.
I told him yesterday that I betieve not only in a world where we
shaU meet our loved and lost, and know them again, and Uve with
them again in a better and loftier state of being; but that I also
believe in the influence of our beloved dead upon our thoughts and
actions, even whUe we are on this side of the veil that parts flesh
and spffit.
"That influence is only memorj'," he said; " i t has no other
source than your own mind—moved by your own lo\ing heart."
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I told him that it was something more than memory—something
independent of my o^wn mind or my ovm heart—an influence that
flashed upon me when least I expected it—sudden, mysterious, full
of suggestions of another world. I told him that there were
moments in which I could feel that my father was with me, that he
was loving and pitying me in my weakness as a woman, just as he
used to pity me when I was a fooUsh child.
"A delusion, Daisy," he said—"a delusion tike the rest of our
dreams. Science has made an end of all such deceptions. The
belief in a spirit-world was only possible while mankhid remained
densely ignorant of the •world of sense."
" I know now why j'ou grow sadder as life goes on," I said. " It
must be so hard to feel that you are treading a path that only leads
to a dead wall; that there is no door in the great cruel waU, no
beyond. Thank God, to me it is harder to believe in extinction
than in a world to come—a chain of worlds, if you will—a gradual
ascent from this Ufe with all its sin and misery, to the highest form
of life conceivable. The most elaborate of those systems which
you call superstitions seems simpler and easier for my understanding
than the barren creed of the materialist."
"That is because you are young, Daisy, and full of enthusiasm,
and because you know very little of the world in which you are one
happy atom—a joyous mote dancing in the sunshine. You think
life is the gift of a beneficent Creator, who holds in reserve future
lives, fairer than this, for those -who believe in Him and obej'- Him.
That pretty creed comes naturally enough to you who know tife
only at River Lawn and in Grosvenor Square,. But go and look at
Ufe in Whitechapel; put yourself into the skin of the women you
will see there, and then ask yourself about the beneficent Creator,
the Eternal Wisdom, who has made man in His o-wn image. Your
rose-water theories would hardly be strong enough to stand that
atmosphere. Bradlaugh's vitriol better suits the district."
I told him that it was an old, old argument that because there
was so much misery in the world He that made it could not be a
just God; or rather that there could be no directing mind above
the universe, only unreasoning matter working out its own destiny
according to material and immutable laws; that the God who could
be moved to pity was the God of children and visionaries onlj\
"You talk to me as if there had been no misery in my life," I
said. " Do you forget what it was to me, in my happy childhood,
to see the father I loved go out of this house one morning, and
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never to see him again? Do you forget what it was to me a year
ago to discover the hoiTor of his death ? If I could rebel against
the Power to which I have prayed ever since I knew what prayer
meant, I should have rebeUed then."
I could not go on for the sobs that choked me at the thought of
my father's cruel death. Uncle Ambrose melted in a moment, and
took me in his arms, just as he would have done years ago in one
of my childish troubles, and pressed his lips upon my forehead with
a kiss that seemed like a blessing,
" Betieve, my dearest," he said; " keep alwaj's that unquestioning faith which is the gift of the pure in spirit. It is a second
sight, Daisy. It is a sixth sense. It is given to the chosen few,
God's very elect. To them it is given to conceive and understand
the unseen. They are the chUdren of light. Be always of that
happy race, Daisy. My reason has nothing to off'er in exchange
for your clahvoj^ance. Remember always that if I could not help
you to believe—ff I could not enter with you into the holy of holies,
I never taught you to doubt."
" No, no. I have only kno-wn lately that you yourseff were without the hope that has sustained mother and me in our dark hours."
He told me that I must not talk of dark hours—that for me life
was to be aU sunshine; and then, for the first time, he spoke of his
disappointment about CyrU and me—touching on the subject very
lightly, and, indeed, not mentioning his son's name,
" A littie hint of your mother's has helped me to guess your
secret, Daisy," he said, " and I love you too weU to blame your
inconstancy. Your mother and I both think that Mr, Florestan
had something to do with the change in your sentiments."
" Something to do -with my finding out the truth about my own
heart," I said, " and the nature of my mistake. I did not love
CyrU less after I had seen Mr. Florestan, and found out somehow
that he cared for me. But I knew all at once that my love for
CyrU had never been the kind of love that would make me his
happy wife. I found out that he could never be more to me than
a dear and valued friend—never so much to me as you have been.
He could never be the first; and one's husband ought to be the
first in one's heart and mind, ought he not. Uncle Ambrose, as
mother's husband was ? "
I felt so sorry for my thoughtless words when I saw him wince
at the mention of my father's name. It was such a heartless thing
to say—as ff he were something less than a husband, as ff he hardly
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counted in my mother's Ufe. I hung my head, deeply ashamed of
myself, but feeling that any attempt to unsay what I had said would
only make matters worse. And then again words cannot alter the
truth. He knows that my mother has never loved him as she loved
her cherished dead; that the mere mention of my father's name can
move a deeper feeling in her than aU her second husband's adoring
tenderness.
There was an awkward silence, and then Uncle Ambrose went
on gravely and quietly, with infinite kindness—
" I want my pupil and adopted daughter to be happy, even if she
cannot be bound any nearer to me by a new tie. Don't be afraid
to trust me, Daisy. Remember I was your first friend—after your
father and mother, and that you used to tell me aU your thoughts
and fancies. Try to be as frank to-day as you were in those happy
hours when your doll used to sit in your lap and share your historylesson. You have some reason to beUeve that Mr. Florestan cares
for you ? "
" He told me so one day," I faltered. " I was alone in the
summer-house in the shrubbery, alone with my books, intending to
spend a studious morning. Mr. Florestan found me there, and sat
down and began to talk to me; and before I knew what was coming
he told me that he was very fond of me, and that he was sure I did
not care quite so much as I ought to care for Cyril; and he asked
me to cancel my engagement and marry him. I was very angry,
and I told him that he had no right to form any such opinion about
my sentiments, and that nothing would induce me to break my
promise to CyrU."
" Yet you did break your promise, very soon afterwards. How
did you come to change your mind so speedily ? "
This was a searching question, and I felt that I was on dangerous
ground. CyrU told me to let people suppose that I had broken our
engagement; and to teU the truth would be to touch upon his
secret, which he may have -wished to keep from his father's knowledge.
" Oh, the cancelment of our engagement arose on the spm- of the
moment," I repUed carelessly. " Cyril and I were of one opinion."
"That is enough, child," Uncle Ambrose answered kindly; "if
Florestan is the chosen man, I think he ought to be informed of
what has happened, and that the lady he loves is free."
" Oh no, no, no, no! " I cried, in a great fright. " He mustn't be
told anything. Why, that would be like putting me up to auction.
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If ho really cares for me his love will keep. If he rushes off to
propose to somebody else—as I have heaj-d of young men doing—
that will only prove that his love wasn't worth having. Let him
wait, and find out for himself that I am not going to marry CyrU."
" What an arrogant young person you are! But I suppose you
must have your o^wn way," said Uncle Ambrose; " only remember,
Daisy, that I want to see you happily married to the man of your
choice before I die. I want to be sure that I have done aU for your
happiness that your own father could have done had he lived to
bless you on your wedding day."
The deep grave tones of his voice, the solemn expression of his
ej'es as he tumed them upon me, made my heart thrill •with love
and reverence. Yes, he is a good man, a man in whose character
I have never discovered fault or flaw.
"You are not going to leave us for many a j'ear to come," I said.
"Indeed, indeed there is no reason that my marriage should be
hurried on."
" Yes, Daisj-, there is need. I want to see you happy. I want,
when I lie down on my bed for the last time and turn my face to
the wall, to be able to say to myself,' At least my little friend Daisy
is happy; I have been her friend from the hour she learnt to read
at my knees until the hour I gave her to the husband of her choice.
No father upon this earth could have been more careful of his
daughter's happiness than I have been of hers.' Perhaps in the last
hours, when mind and senses grow dim, I may forget that my little
pupU ever grew up to womanhood; I may think of you as a child
still, flitting about the garden with streaming hair. I may see you
thus in the dim past, and not recognize the real Daisy when she
stands beside my bed and looks at me with pitying eyes."
These sad forebodings made me cry; and I kissed Uncle Ambrose
and tried to comfort him, and felt as fond of him as I used to be
when I was a child. I was glad that the old feeling came back, for
of late, though I know always that he is my best friend, after my
mother, we seem to have been growing further apart; and I have
had a curious sense of apprehension when I have been in his company, as if there were some evU influence for me Im-king under the
gloomy cloud which has darkened his life. To-day I felt onlj' a
great pity and a great love, the old confidence and affection which
used to fill my heart when I ran across the la-wn of a morning to
meet him as he came in at the gate. I titled him, because I began
to fear that the shadow that rests upon him is the shadow of a
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closing life, and that it is some deep-rooted malady which makes
him so joyless amidst our happy surroundings. I fear that his own
forebodings may be too surely realized, and that he -wiU never see
the quiet, long-spun-out days of a good old age. This thought
made me very melancholy after this serious interview; yet it was
a great retief to find that he did not disapprove of Mr. Florestan as
a lover for me. Who knows ? Mr. Florestan may be as fickle as
the inconstant moon; and aU that impulsive nonsense of his in the
arbour may be utterly forgotten on his part, though I remember
every syllable. I wonder what he is doing in Scotland. I think
he ought to have shot everything shootable in Argyleshire by this
time.

CHAPTER XXIIL
W H E E E THE GOLD CAME FROM.
DON PEDEO PEREZ, more commonly spoken of in the Parisian world
as le vieux Perez, or Perez Peru, was one of the best-known men
in Paris; and yet he but rarely appeared in those places where the
world of Paris most loves to congregate. In the haunts of pleasure
he was almost a stranger. He hung about the side scenes of no
Boulevard Theatre; he frequented not the racecourses of Longchamps or AuteuU. He sat late at his club, plajing whist; but the
club was quiet, and altogether out of the movement; and he was
an unknown figure at those more fashionable clubs where fortunes
are lost at baccarat. But there was one place where Seuor Perez
reigned supreme, where his name was a word of fear, his countenance an augury of gain or loss to thousands. That place was
the Bourse. There Pedro Perez was as a king among his fellowmen.
He was a Spaniard by birth, though he had lived nearly half a
century in Paris, or rather had osciUated between Paris and Madrid
during that period. He dealt only in Spanish-American securities.
That line was his speciality. There was not the most insignificant
railway between the southernmost point of Patagonia and the mouth
of the Amazon, between Buenos Ayres and Quito; there was not a
silver, diamond, or copper mine within all that vast and varied
expanse of territory; there was not a water company or an irrigation company or a company for making patent guano out of surplus
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paving-stones, the history and vicissitudes, the exact value or nonvalue of which Pedro Perez did not know by heart. That -withered
old finger of his had been in almost every financial pie which had
been cooked upon that southern continent. He had been in at the
death of more schemes than he could have counted in a business
morning. In the earlier stage of his career, before he was rich
enough to eschew barefaced fraud, he had been in his o-wn person
chairman, board of directors, and advising engineer of more than
one railway which never reached a more tangible form of existence
than paper and print. Many a scheme had lived, faded, and expired -within the limits of a prospectus, while Perez swept the money
of the shareholders into his o-wn capacious pocket.
Don Pedro had been only a coulissier in those days; but with
the progress of time and the suppression of the privUeges of those
financial sharpshooters—the guerUla band of the noble army of
speculators—the Spaniard had put on that electro-plate surface
of honesty which very often passes as genuine metal in the world
of speculation. Investors foUowed him and confided in him
because of his reputation for acumen and good luck, rather than
because they beUeved that the Pedro Perez of to-day was altogether
a different character from that Perez of thirty years ago about whom
such queer stories were current.
He had been given the sobriquet of Perez Peru because he was
considered as deep and as rich as the deepest mine in that vast
RepubUc, and perhaps partly because his complexion had a tinge
of that copper ore in which he had dealt so largely. As Perez Peru
he was talked about respectfuUy even by the Tritons of the Bourse,
and watched closely by the eager-eyed Minnows of that great mUl,
in which money and honour are ground into dust and ashes, and
dust and ashes are ground back again into gold and good name.
The first ten years of Perez Peru's financial career had been
years of struggle and petty fraud. Petty fraud had failed to make
him rich, and timid speculation had only served to keep him like
Mahomet's cofBn in a middle distance between the heaven of wealth
and the heU of poverty. Then came his heroic period, which was
short and sharp, bolder speculation and more uncompromising
chicanery. Five years of this hazardous adventure, in which he
escaped the gaUeys only by the skin of his teeth, made him a
capitaUst; and fifteen years as a coulissier had educated him in
the deepest secrets of finance. There was not a trick of the Stock
Exchange which Perez Pera had not at his fingers' ends. He could
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stand idle, with his back against a stone pillar, and with his crafty
southern eyes looking farther into futurity than any other eyes in
that crowded budding. All that he touched after this period seemed
to turn to gold. It turned to dross afterwards, perhaps; but no
till Senor Perez had passed it on to semebody else. He was never
known to buy too soon or to hold too long. In a word, he was
financial -wisdom personified.
In all the monotonous years in which the Stock Exchange was
his only temple, the share Ust his only Bible, Pedro Perez had lived
with an almost Spartan simplicity; not because he begrudged
himself the cost of luxurious living, for personal expenditure, however profuse, would have hardly made a perceptible impression
upon his income. He spent little because he cared for making
money and did not care for spending it. He had lived in the same
house in the Rue Vivienne for the forty years of his Parisian life.
The house was within a hundred yards of the Place^de la Bourse,
and it suited him. The only difference that he had made in those
forty years was to descend gradually from the scanty seclusion of
a single garret to the space and comfort of the entire first floor.
He had breakfasted at the Restaurant Champeaux during the
greater part of the last thirty years. In his decade of probation
he had fed only in his attic, or in some cheap restaurant on the
Rive Gauche, where he wandered in the cool of the evening,
thoughtful and solitary even before his thirtieth year. The man
was the financial instinct incarnate. The passion for abstract
mathematics which possesses some brains, in his took the more
vulgar form of money-getting; but the mathematical genius was
there to a high degree, and some of his combinations were worthy
of Newton or Laplace.
For five and thirty years of his Parisian career Pedro Perez had
never been found guilty of a caprice. He was closely observed, as
the representative of great wealth always is observed, in an age
which has Mammon for its master-de-vil; but he had never been
surprised in any of those folUes which sometimes diversify the tives
of the wisest men. He had come to be looked upon as a moneymaking machine, inexorable as steel and adamant, working always
in the same grooves, relentless, unvarying; when all at once the
report was circulated that Perez Peru had come back from Madrid
with a " harem," and for more than nine days, Perez Peru's harem
was the standing joke in the cafes where the Bourse is paramount,
Perez Peru's harem was the subject of a caricature in the most
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audacious of the little journals of Paris, Perez Peru's harem was
the theme of a comic song, almost as popular as the later " Gendre
de M. Grevy."
The harem upon closer inquiry was found to consist of three
women whom Perez had established in a second floor in the Rue
St. GuUlaume. A mother .and daughter, both handsome, the
daughter eminently so; a cousin, plain and dowdy, or, ff not
absolutely plain, faded and elderly.
The three women were seen one night in a box at the opera, the
j'oung beauty resplendent in amber satin and diamonds. Every
lorgnette was turned to that box, and for the next three days all
Paris talked of the dark beauty •with the diamonds.
" She was wearing the wealth of Peru upon her neck and arms,"
said the hoursicoiiers and their foUo^wing.
After this Dolores was rarely visible to the eye of aU Paris. If
she went to a theatre or an opera, and she was but seldom aUowed
that privilege, she was made to sit deep in shadow, as closely
curtained from the public gaze as ff she had been the Pearl of
Istamboul, chief light of some jealous Pasha's harem.
Her story had but few elements of mystery, albeit her secluded
life gave a flavour of the mysterious to her personality. She had
been bargained for by Pedro Perez as sordidly as any Eastern slave
that was ever sold in a public market-place. The girl and her
mother had been living in poverty, in one of the obscurest quarters
of Madrid, a region where the Cholera fiend and the Fever fiend
find their choicest pasturage, where the reaper Death gathers his
richest harvest. They had arrived in Madrid some years before
with an appearance of ample means, and for a year or two Madame
Quijada had occupied an apartment in a fashionable quarter, and
had sho-wn herself daily on the Prado, well-dressed, observed, and
admired. She was taken to be an adventuress and a free lance;
but no one troubled himself about her antecedents. The police
had an eye upon her for the first few months, but could find nothing
suspicious in her manner of life. Dolores was at a convent during
the five or six years in which she grew from childhood to girlhood.
It was the best educational establishment in the neighbourhood of
Madrid, and as the mother's funds got low she pinched herself in
order to pro^vide for her daughter's board and education with the
good nuns, who, albeit simpticity itself, had a talent for making
cut a biU of extra charges, over and above the somewhat heavy
pension.
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Madame Quijada was not alone during these years of her
daughter's education. Shortly after her arrival in the Spanish
capital she was joined by a niece, who from that time shared her
fortunes, good or bad. The niece was introduced to Madame
Quijada's acquaintances as Louise Marcet, and she was said to have
but recently recovered from a brain fever, which had seriously
affected her mind and memory. Her aunt told her fiiends in
confidence that this orphan niece of hers had been disappointed
in love, and that her iUness had been the outcome of her disappointment. However true this may have been, it was beyond
question that a more miserable-looking woman than Lo'aise Marcet
at this period could hardly be found on this planet, where if people
sometimes take their pleasures sadly they very often take their
griefs gaUy.
The time came when the widow's cruse would hold out no
longer, and when it became necessary to withdraw Dolores from
the fashionable convent. The good nuns affected a holy simpticity
in their accounts, and they gave no credit.
Dolores was now eighteen, beautiful, carefully educated, fairly
accomplished. She went from the pure atmosphere and perfect
comfort of a well-organized educational establishment to a shabby
lodging in a sordid quarter. She went from all the refinements of
life to aU that is ugliest in the domain of Poverty. The change
was a shock which youthful selfishness felt keenly. Perhaps
Madame Quijada was not sorry that her daughter suffered from the
misery of her surroundings. It might prepare her mind for the
crisis to which her mother looked forward.
Pedro Perez was almost as well known in Madrid as he was
in Paris; and he was perhaps even more profoundly reverenced in
the less wealthy capital. Madame Quijada had contrived to force
herself upon his notice, but she had approached him with a modesty
which flattered his self-esteem. She had besought his counsel and
assistance in certain little investments, so small in amount that the
great financier was provoked to smUe—he who so rarely smiled—at
her simpticity. Such smaU investments had been his steppingstones to fortune—such simple creatures as this shabby-genteel
widow had put their little savings in those rotten enterprises of
which Pedro Perez had been both the dazzling Alpha and the dark
Omega. It was said in Paris that if you could squeeze Perez Peru's
gold hard enough, blood would come out of it, by a lesser miracle
than the squeezing of the blood of Christian martyrs out of the
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earth-floor of Nero's amphitheatre—the blood of broken-hearted
widows, and starving orphans, the blood of the swindler's dupes.
The widow's tongue was soft and insinuating, and for almost the
first time in his tife Perez was moved to a benevolent action. He
lent this simple lady fifty louis to invest in an Argentine Railway—
lent fifty louis without security and -without interest—but on
second thoughts he insisted upon holding the scrip.
" Women are so shortsighted," he said, after making this condition, " you woiUd be selling at the first rise. These shares are
worth holding."
Madame Quijada was in sore need of fifty louis, but it aided
a certain plan of hers that Senor Perez should hold the stock. It
gave her a right of approach to him. His image had dwelt in her
mind ever since she came to Spain, as the image of wealth incarnate.
She had dreamed her dream about this rich lonely old man; and
the hour for the reaUzation of that dream was at hand.
She -wrote him a piteous letter about a fortnight after Dolores
left the convent, telling him she was too iU to leave her -wretched
home, and she was in want of money. She beUeved that the
dividend upon her Argentines was nearly due. It would only
amount, she supposed, to a couple of louis, but forty francs would
save her and hers from starvation. She had now three mouths to
fiU. Her daughter had been with dra-wn from the convent where she
had gro-v\Ti up, and was sharing the discomforts of her -wretched
lodging.
Pedro Perez was not given to acts of charity, and was not in the
habit of caring whether his feUow-creatures dined or starved; but
Madame Quijada had contrived to impress him vsith the idea that
she was a remarkably clever woman, and that the world would be
the poorer for her loss. She had flattered him -with such subtle
comprehension of his character that he, who had been the mark of
abject flattery for a quarter of a century, found himself tistening
with a pleased ah to this gifted woman's enthusiastic laudation of
his talents as a financier, and of that latent genius which would
have made him greater as a potitician or a diplomatist than he had
ever been on the Stock Exchange.
Had the flatterer been old and ugly, even feminine subtlety might
have failed to -win his ear; but Madame Quijada was stUl handsome
and stUl young enough to seem attractive in the eyes of a man who
had passed his sixtieth birthday. He was not in love with her; but
he thought her a remarkably attractive woman, and mstead ol
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sending her fifty francs by his servant, he went himself to see in
what kind of a den so much abUity had found shelter.
He went, saw Dolores in aU the splendour of her fresh young
beauty, and was conquered. He had never kno-wn what it was to
feel his heart beat quicker at the sight of a woman's face tiU he saw
Madame Quijada's daughter. He was subjugated at once and for
ever. His instinct urged him to make as hard a bargain as he could
with the girl's mother; but the settlement to which he finaUy consented was more than princely. Princes are seldom so generous.
Had Madame Quijada insisted upon his sacrificing his last penny he
would have done it sooner than lose the woman he loved. Had she
insisted upon his marrjing her daughter he would have done it.
Indeed, the chief consideration that prevented his offering to make
Dolores his -wife was his keen dread of ridicule, and the consideration
that he could keep a mistress under closer surveillance than he could
a wife. He knew that he was ugly and elderly, and that the girl
he idolized could but be to him as a slave. He could not hug himseff -with the hope that he might some day win her heart. He was
a cynic by long years of contempt for his feUow-men—by the habit
of a Ufe unsoftened by friendship or affection, by the love of kindred
or compassion for the poor. He tried to rest content in his cynicism
now; and he told himself that he was as well off as the mighty
Shah Jehan, or any other Mohammedan potentate.
He selected the Rue St. GuUlaume as a neighbourhood remote
from the gay and popular Paris of the Boulevards and the Rue de
Rivoti, in which the casual English or American visitor delights;
far also from the Champs Elysees and the Pare Monceaux, -with
their residential population of fashionable artists, and Bohemians of
all kinds. The Rue St. Guillaume was old-fashioned, sober, and
eminently respectable. He chose a suite of apartments in a grave
old house, -with an inner quadrangle—a house so grave and silent
that the stone quadrangle might have been a cloister. He furnished
the rooms -with a sombre luxuriousness, and he offered the cage to
his snared bird -with an air of devoted submission which might have
beguUed her into forgetfulness of the bars which shut her in from
all the outer world. Upon Madame Quijada he imposed the duty
of keeping guard over his sultana. The girl's lightest whim was to
be studied and indulged, so long as that whim did not lead to the
gay outer world and its frivolous associations. Dolores was to be
a queen; but her kingdom was to be within stone waUs. She was
only to take air and exercise under conditions of supreme prudence.
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She was never to flaunt her beauty in the Bois de Boulogne at the
fashionable hour of the day; but Madame Quijada had a carriage
at her disposal, in which mother and daughter might drive in the
less frequented suburbs of Paris, or in the Bois, at an hour when
aU Paris was elsewhere. These restrictions were hard upon a
girl of eighteen, newly emancipated from the monotonous rules and
regulations of a convent-school, and panting for liberty.
" El Santo Corazon was a prison," she complained, "but at least
I had feUow-prisoners of my own age. This is solitary confinement."
She chafed bitterly against the dreariness of her Ufe, and she
detested the man who had made himseff her master; but her
mother's stronger character had acquired complete dominion over
her, and she had neither strength of -wUl nor courage to rebel
against her chains. She submitted to her fate. She wore the
jewels which were her badge of slavery; she gratified her girUsh
fancy in surrounding herself -with the lovetiest flowers that the
South sent to Paris; and she might, perhaps, have gro-wn reconcUed
to her position, and with but the sUghtest persuasion might have
induced Pedro Perez to give her the name and status of wife, ff she
had not been so unhappy as to faU in love with her cousin, Leon
Duverdier.
Dming the first year of her residence in Paris, Duverdier was a
frequent -visitor in his aunt's salon. He was about forty years of
age, handsome, audacious, plausible, more seductive in his riper years
than a younger lover would have been, because more experienced m
the artifices that fascuiate a romantic gffl. He had newly retumed
from Spanish America, where he had been tiving a roving and
adventurous life, now in one state, now in another, making monej'
no one knew exactly how, but a famiUar figure at the gaming-tables
of every city in which he had his abode.
He came to Paris, set up his laboratory, and described himseff as
an experimentatist and inventor, on the high road to great and useful
discoveries. Perez knew of the relationship between Duverdier and
the Quijadas, and had met Duverdier on the Bourse; but he did not
know that this handsome cousin was a frequent visitor in the Rue
St. Guillaume, since the younger man's visits were always so timed
as to avoid the Master of the Prison-house. Had it been othermse,
the old man's jealousy would have been quick to take alarm.
In her utter ignorance of Iffe, Dolores turned to her cousm as the
representative of all that is most fascinating and most interesting in
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the outer world. His flashy and superficial cleverness passed as the
versatility of a born genius; she believed all that he told her of his
scientific day-dreams, and accepted his inchoate experiments as the
first stages in the career of greatness. He was just young enough
and just handsome enough to win the heart of a ghl who had no
opportunity of comparing him with more distmguished men. It was
the policy of his life to make love to every pretty woman who would
listen to him, and he had even condescended to fascinate ugly women
who were likely to be of use to him. He had gone through life,
from his eighteenth year upwards, basking in the smiles of beauty,
and relying upon the favour of the gentler sex to carry him safely
over the obstacles in the adventurer's road through life. Was it
likely, then, that he would neglect his opportunities with Dolores,
a lovely and inexperienced girl who had the command of one of the
deepest purses in Paris ?
He had too holy a fear of his aunt to approach his cousin in the
guise of the seducer; but he contrived to win her affections, as if
unawares, and she was perhaps all the more blindly in love with
him because he had never asked her for her heart. He always
affected to respect her relations with Perez, and he told her bluntly
that her mission in life was to make the financier her husband.
" It is your ovm fault that the marriage has not come off ages
ago," he said; and then, when the girl answered him only -with a
deep sigh, it was his task to console her, his task to talk of the
happiness which might have been had his lot in life been different.
" I am little better than a pauper," he told her, "and my life is
full of bitter memories. No woman who values her own happiness
should link her lot with mine."
Dolores pondered over that phrase, " bitter memories," and she
interpreted it after her own fancy, which told her that Leon's youth
had been blighted by some dark love story, a tale of fatal passion
and broken hearts, such as she was reading about daily in the novels
which were her chief recreation.
There were times when he talked, in dark hints and unfinished
sentences, of his past experiences—the women who had loved him
and broken their hearts for him; the one woman, beautiful, highplaced, a star of loftiest magnitude, whom he had loved, and in vain.
The girl listened and believed, weak as water, lo-ving him all the
more because her love was unreturned. He was full of tenderness
for her by fits and starts; but he gave her to understand that he
could never again love aa he had loved that great lady who had
s
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flung away name, country, home, and reputation for his sake, and
who had died a tragical death in the morning of their love.
Duverdier's -visits to the Rue St. GuiUaume had not been altogether disinterested. He had gone there in times of financial difUculty, and he had extorted more than one so-called loan from
Madame Quijada, and had obtained several smaller sums of money,
freely and gladly given, from Dolores, who had never been entrusted
-with the command of large means, and who dared not part with
a single jewel from among Perez Peru's splendid gifts, as he had
a troublesome way of passing her diamonds in review every now
and then.
He would write to her in the course of the day to tell her that
he was going to dine \vith her in the evening, and that he woidd
like to see her in black velvet and diamonds; and Dolores shrewdly
suspected that this was only his manner of assuring himseff that
she had made away-with none ofhis gifts. These magnificent gems
had often passed under Duverdier's hands. He had sat in eager
contemplation of their pure white brightness as they lay in their
open cases on the table before him.
" They are worth a fortune, Dolores," he said, " but they are of
very little use to you—of less use than toys to a child. The chUd
can amuse itself with the toys, but you can do nothing with the
diamonds. It is not worth the trouble of wearing them when there
is nobody to admire you."
"Oh, but they are very pretty," the girl answered chUdishly,
" and I like to have them. Perez told me that there are only about
half a dozen women in Paris who have such diamonds, and they
are all great ladies."
"Perez told you a tie," her cousin answered harshly. "'What
of the rich Americans, the men whose money has been made in
pork or petroleum, and who give their -wives diamonds of six times
the value of yours ? Perez is an impostor."
He shut the case with a sharp snap. Those diamonds alwaj-s
made him angry. The thought of all that money locked up in
velvet and morocco, or shining upon the neck and arms of a girl,
aggravated him to madness. He was always in want of money.
He had had a run of luck on occasions, and had rioted for a brief
space in the possession of wealth—but it was the wealth of to-da\-,
not of to-morrow, and the next tmn of luck had left him pennUess.
He looked at those diamonds on his cousin's neck with hungering
eyes, and the thought of them haunted him in his dreams. The
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image of that waxen neck haunted him too ; and he saw it sometimes with one cruel hand upon it, holding it as in an iron vice,
whUe another hand tore off that dazzling necklace.
Once in a distempered dream he saw the same fair neck streammg -with blood. He hurried to the Rue St. Guillaume early next
morning, almost expecting to hear of a calamity; but nothing evil
had' happened. Dolores met him with a smUe, surprised at his
early visit.
" I had a horrid dream about you," he said, and she saw that he
was ghastly pale. " Where do you keep your jewels ? " he asked
later, when they had been talking of indifferent subjects.
" Oh,that is mother's business. She has all sorts of contrivances
for taking care of them."
" I'm afraid, in spite of all her contrivances, you'll be robbed
some day," Leon answered moodily.
Yes, she would be robbed, he told himself. Some vulgar thief
would get to know of the wealth that was stowed away in those
dull old rooms—wealth in its most concentrated and portable form
—and he, her cousin, who had such need of a share in the old
financier's spoil, would be told that those jewels had vanished as
swiftly and silently as if some -wicked fairy had changed them into
withered leaves.
Madame Quijada did all she could to discourage her nephew's
visits, but some reason, known only to herself, restrained her from
actuaUy shutting her door against him; and Dolores always welcomed him gladly, appear how and when he might. If he was
moody, she sympathized with him, pitying griefs he did not take
the trouble to explain. If he was rude, she bore with his rudeness.
For her he was just that one man upon earth who could do no
wrong. Fate and Fortune were to blame for using him badly.
It was now nearly four months since she had seen him. A brief
note had told her that he was leaving Paris; that he was likely to
be a wanderer upon the earth, and that it might be years before
thej' met again. She was in despair at this cruel farewell; and
sent her mother to his lodgings to find out what had become of him.
On her first visit Madame Quijada heard only the same statement
that had been made to the officer of police, but on going a month
later she found the nest despoiled. The law had made a clearance
of all Duverdier's effects, at the suit of his chief creditor. The
apartment was to be let, and nobody knew or cared what had
become of its late tenant.
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The change in Dolores after her cousin's disappearance was too
ob-^ious to escape the keen eye of Perez. He had always known
that she did not care for him ; that she submitted to her slavery as
a fate which she was too weak to resist; that she loved ease and
luxury, jewels and flowers too well to run away from her gilded nest
nto that bleak world of the hewers of wood and drawers of water,
that hard world which to her ignorance must have seemed as
terrible as the wilderness to the dwellers in cities. He knew that
he held her by the most sordid of ties—the love of wealth and the
fear of penury. He had seen her listless, weary, indifterent; but
he had never untU lately seen her absolutely unhappy ; and jealous
doubts were soon aroused by that inexplicable change. He suspected an intrigue of some khid, and set a private detective to
watch the house in the Rue St. Guillaume; but the man discovered
nothing. No suspicious person was seen to approach the house,
nor did MademoiseUe Quijada ever go out alone. He questioned
her closely. He told her that he was sure she had some secret
grief, and he urged her to confide in him. She protested that there
was nothing the matter. She was tired of Paris. That was aU.
Her life was monotonous enough to make any one unhappy. He
had no need to look further for the cause of her low sphits.
" I am going to Madi-id next week. WiU you go with me ?
asked Perez.
•' Yes, yes. I shaU be delighted."
Her face lighted up -with pleasure. She gave her master one of
those rare smiles which repaid him for the richest gfft he could
offer her.
She was thinking that Leon had most likely gone to Madrid, and
that she would find him there. She thought she could not be in
the same city with him, and yet not contiive to bring him to her
side. She would make her mother hunt him out for her, even if
she herself were aUowed only to change one prison for another.
Her whole manner altered. She became gay and talkative, and
discussed the journey. How soon would they start? She wa-;
dying to go.
"You want to see your old schoolmates, I suppose," said Perez,
"to make them envious of your jewels and your beauty?"'
" Yes, yes, I want to see them aU again," she answered carelessly
" But I cannot have you gadding about iladi-id any more than
about Paris," said Perez. " Tho Spani-^h capital is almost as wicked
as the French."
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" ilother can go and find mj' old companions. They may come
to see me, I suppose ? "
"Surely, Dolores, you would not receive any of your convent
comrades in your position ? " said her mother severely. " Do j'ou
forget that to those girls—honoured and happy wives, perhaps, now
—you would seem an outcast ? They would have nothing to say
to you."
Perez looked embarrassed. It was the first direct attack that
Madame Quijada had ever made upon him in the guise of an injured
parent. The bargain he had made with her had been arranged
upon purely commercial principles—honour so much—maternal
affection so much—beauty so much. Even the injured feeUngs of
the defunct Quijada, who might In some distant planet be aware of
what was happening here, had been considered. The sum total
had been large; and Perez was therefore unprepared for an outburst of wounded humour.
Dolores shrugged her shoulders, and gave an impatient sigh.
She was not endowed with fine feelings, and cared very little
wliether the link that bound her to a master she hated was or was
not sanctioned by Holy Church. The good opinion of the world
would not compensate for an alliance with age and ugliness.
"Your diamonds must go to my office while we are away," said
Perez, after an embarrassed pause. " I have burglar-proof safes
there which wiU accommodate all your jewel-cases. I vrill take
them away with me to-morrow, and lock them up with my own
hand."
" And what am I to wear while I am in Spain ? "
" Ah, I forgot. You want to astonish your old friends. Well,
keep the sapphires I gave you a little time ago, and a few of your
smaller trinkets. The diamonds must be made secure before we
start. It would be dangerous to travel with jewels of such value."
" Duchesses carry their diamonds everywhere," said Dolores.
" And duchesses are often robbed—sometimes by their husbands,
sometimes by their servants, and occasionally by professional thieves.
You had better take my advice in this matter."
Dolores submitted with an air of indifference, and Perez departed,
promising to fetch the jewel-cases on the following day.
He came and was told that Dolores was too ill to see him. She
had changed her mind. She did not care about going to Madrid.
The possibility of meeting people who had known her in her innocent girlhood was hateful to her. This was the gist of what Madame
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Quijada told him, wi'rh much circumlocution, and wUh some tears
wrung from a mother's wounded heart.
Seeing that he listened to her reproaches with patience, and that
there was an expression of real distress in his -withered old face,
Madame Quijada pursued the subject stUl further. He was breaking her daughter's heart, she told him. He had but to open his
ej'es and he would see that she was drooping and dying by inches
in that dismal prison-house. The sense of a false position, to a girl
brought up in the convent of El Santo Corazon, was unendurable.
Diamonds were as dross, material comforts were of no account.
The blighted breath of dishonour had passed over the fair young
life, and it was slowly -withering away.
Perez heard and pondered. He idolized Dolores, and there was
positively no obstacle to his marrying her, except his keen dread of
ricUcule, the idea of being laughed at bj^ all Paris as the wealthj*
dotard with a girl--wife—the fear that if she were once his -wife she
would insist upon flaunting her beauty in the full glare of the
wickedest city in the world, or that city which seemed so to him.
'• If I were to marry her she would lead me a wretched life," he
said, after some meditative pacings about the spacious salon ; " she
would take advantage of her secure position; she would plunge
into the vortex of frivolous pleasures; she would drag my name in
the mud, perhaps."
''You have known her long enough to know how simple her
ideas are, how easily she is contented."
" That is all very well now that she is under restraint. How can
I tell what she would be if she had the authority of a wife ? "
"Keep her as a slave then, and let her fade and die. Do not
reproach me when the end comes."
There was much more to the same purpose—and the result was
total surrender upon the part of Pedro Perez. He would marry
Dolores at the Mairie as soon as the law allowed. All he stipulated
•\vas that she should continue to lead a life remote from the crowds
and amusements of fashionable Paris.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
A GLOOMY RETEOSPECT.
PEDEO PEEEZ and his beautiful wife started for ^Madrid upon the
evening after their marriage. They travelled with all the comfort
that wealth can give. Dolores had her mother and her maid as
duenna and attendant. They went to the best hotel in Madrid,
where, at the instigation of his wife and mother-in-law, Perez
engaged the handsomest suite of rooms upon the first floor.
His dread of ridicule, his jealous doubts and suspicions, prompted
him to hide the treasure that he had won for himself; but some
natural pride intervened, and he could not refrain from showing
himself in the fashionable drives and promenades, with his lovely
j'oung wife by his side. GraduaUy it became kno-^vn to all the
financial world of Madrid that the beautiful girl who went about
with Pedro Perez was actually his wife, and visits of ceremony and
congratulation became frequent in the amber satin salon au premier.
Madame Perez accepted the situation with perfect equanimity,
and showed to better advantage as a wife than as a beautiful bird
in a gUded cage. If she was not entirely happj^ she was at least
better contented with herself and her life than she had been in the
Rue St. GuUlaume. So far from repenting his marriage, Perez grew
daily more devoted to his wife and more anxious to gratify her. He
submitted to all Madame Quijada's exactions, and allowed himself to
be led by the nose by his mother-in-law as well as by his wife, and
in this placable disposition he returned to Paris, where he at once
occupied himself with the task of selecting a home that should be
worthy of a millionaire's young and lovely wife.
Everybody whom he knew in Paris had heard of his marriage
and he had to submit to the congratulations of his acquaintances,
which, as he was particularly shy, were agony to him. He also had
to endure a good many sly thrusts in the papers, and more than one
caricature of La Belle et la Bete; but he bore it all, and after a
week or two consented to mount an elegant Victoria with a pair of
matchless blacks, and to show himseff in the Bois at the fashionable
hour. A coup^ was being buUt for Dolores, and a second pair of
blacks was being looked for, Madame Quijada and her daughter
bemg of opinion that a stud to be distingu^ must be of one colour

264

One Life,

One

Love.

After looking at a good many houses, Perez finaUy decided upon
one in the somewhat soUtary Avenue Reiffschossen, which had been
built for a famous actress during the palmj- days of the Empire—
the avenue being then known as the Avenue Hortense—and which
was at least a mile from the Arc de Triomphe. The house stood
at some distance from the road, and was concealed bj' a screen of
acacias and other ornamental trees and shrubs. The garden had
been carefully laid out, and the stables had been the particular care
of the first proprietor, who was a connoisseur in equine arrangements. This Italian villa, with its grounds and dependencies, had
cost a fortune, but it was offered to Pedro Perez for about a fourth
part of the original cost. He liked the property, in the first place
because it was a bargain, and in the second place because its sotitaiy
position gratified his idea of retirement with the wife of his choice.
He did not want to live in the heart 0 f Paris, where Dolores might
be encouraged to set up a salon, and -where the men he knew might
find it too convenient to visit his handsome wife. That solitary
Italian vUla, with its screen of foliage, inconveniently remote from
the busy haunts of men, was the very home he desired.
Dolores and her mother both admired the house, and both complained of its surroundings. The neighbom-hood was a desert. It
was on the wrong side of the Bois for fashion and beautj'. Like all
bargains, the property was hardly worth having.
For once in a waj' Perez was firm in opposition to his wife's wish.
He -would buy that house and no other.
'- If you would rather go on living in the Rue St. Guillaume," he
said, " I won't interfere."
" I detest the Rue St. GuiUaume," replied Dolores petulantly; so
the Italian vUla in the Avenue de Reift'schossen was bought, and
Dolores was allowed to furnish the new house after her own fancv,
and without anj' consideration of cost. Only in one matter did her
husband exercise his authority, and that was in the choice of tlie
household. All the servants were engaged by him at an office in
Paris ; but he allowed Louise Marcet to assist him in his choice, and
to be present during the negotiations. She was to be housekeoiicr
in the new villa, having shown a talent for management and economy
in the Rue St. GuUlaume. Madame Quijada was allowed to choose
her own suite of apartments on the ground floor, in a wing beyond
the principal rooms, which were vestibule, salon, dining, and billiardroom. Dolores had her boudoir, bedroom, dressing, and bath-room
on the first floor, while her husband had a corresponding set of
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rooms in the oj-iposite wing. There were two small rooms at tho
back of the hcuse, on the same floor, divided only by a narrow
passage from the suite occupied by Dolores, and these were appropriated to Maclemoiselle Marcet, as sitting-room and bedroom. A.
servants' staircase at the end of the passage brought her in easjcommunication with the offices below, and enabled her to exercise
a useful surveiUance upon the household. The servants' bedrooms
were on an upper story, almost hidden by the classic ornamentation
of the roof
An open loggia formed the central feature of the fa9ade, and
divided the apartments of the master and mistress of the house,
offering a means of communication in summer time, and a neutral
ground -where husband and wife might meet in their idle hours.
Dolores was full of plans for decorating this loggia in an Oriental
style, so soon as spring should revisit the land. A Parisian winter
did not promise much enjoyment from an open loggia, however
architectural and Italian.
The installation in the Villa Perez took place very quietly,
though both mother and daughter had suggested a baU, or at least
an evening party, in honour of la p>endaison de la cremaillerc.
Perez reminded them that they knew scarcely half a dozen people
ill Paris, and asked where their guests were to come from if they
were to give a partj'.
" IMadaine Perez has only to hold up her finger in order to fill
her salon," replied Madame Quijada, with dignity, " or, in other
words, you have but to say to one of the best-known Parisians at
j-our club, ' ily wife is going to give a party, and I want you to
send out two or three hundred cards of invitation on her part,' and
the thing is done. We shall give music, supper, and wines that
people wUl talk of for a week; and after that everybody in Paris
wUl want to come to the VUla Perez."
" A very excellent way of squandering money, and courting
discomfort," answered Perez, tartly. " I bought this house for my
wife and myself, not for aU Paris."
" I foresee that we shall be as dismal here as we were in tho
Rue St. GuUlaume," sighed Madame Quijada, who did not forego a
mother-in-law's privilege of saying disagreeable things.
Finding that society was stUl forbidden fruit, Madame Quijada
sank into a slough of sensuous pleasures, and rejoiced in her
luxurious surroundings, her daughter's cordon-bleu, and her son-inlaw's wine cellar. She began to regard the midday ddjefmer and
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the seven-o'clock dinner as the two chief events of the day. She
did ample justice to the produce of Burgundy and Bordeaux, nor
did she ever forego the dainty goblet of Chartreuse or Curat; oa,
which marked the close of the meal—a miniature goblet from
which Titania herself might have drunk, only Titania would hardly
have refilled the glass so often. In the afternoon Madame Quijada
enjoj^ed her siesta in true Spanish fashion. In the evening she was
more alert, and played ecarto with her daughter for smaU stakes,
Avhicli she generally won. If Dolores -would not plaj', there was
alwaj's the souffre doideur Louise, who had the -whole charge of
the household on her shoulders, and who had to please the three
l)eople who constituted the family. Madame Quijada had given
over the entire duty of housekeeping to her niece, and rarely rose
from her easy-chair except to be driven in her daughter's Victoria,
or to go to a theatre in the luxurious coup^, when Perez was
disinclined to escort his wife.
Nothing had been heard of Leon since his disappearance, and his
aunt's most earnest desire was that she should never see his face
or hear his name again. There were episodes in her life which
she wanted to forget, now that she had attained to that respectability with which wealth can cover the most doubtful antecedents,
as vith a roj'al mantle. It was in search of oblivion that she
filled and refilled the little Venetian goblet after dejeuner, or
dinner; and there were times when she felt that all the Chartreuse
the good monks ever distiUed would hardly be strong enough to
drown certain haunting memories.
Perez Peru noted his worthy mother-in-law's indulgence in the
pleasures of the table, and remarked upon this weakness to his
wife.
"If you don't look after your mother, she'll take to drinking,"
he said one evening, as they drove to a boulevard theatre, leading
Madame Quijada sitting opposite Louise at the Uttle card-table,
•with flushed cheek and glittering ej'e.
" Bah, if she has just une pointe now and then it can't matter,"
reptied Dolores, carelessly. "Her dinner is the only thing that
amuses her. You won't let us give parties, or know anj' amusing
people. You have banished even the poor old Duturques. They
Avere duU, but they were aUve, and they were better company than
chairs and tables."
" You are very ungi-ateful, Dolores," Perez answered, with a
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piteous look. " I have refused j'ou nothing, except to change my
manner of life. I have always loved solitude, and hated strange
faces. I should not be a miUionaire if I had not possessed the
power of self-concentration, of living on my own thoughts."
" But now you are a millionaire—and three times a miUionaire—
you ought to enjoy life."
" To enjoy life is to live quietly with you—to have you all to
myself, not to see j^ou surrounded with j^oung people, who would
despise your old husband, and teach you to despise him. You talk
about giving balls, Dolores. Can you not conceive what torture it
would be to me to see you dancing with young men—handsome,
fascinating, unprincipled, relentless in their pursuit of the women
they admire ? Men who would talk of you at their clubs, compare
you with the vilest of your sex, discuss j'our every charm, lay
wagers about you—as to who should be your favoured lover, and
how soon you could be persuaded to dishonour your husband. I
could not endure to see you admired, knowing what admiration
means among the young libertines I meet on the Bourse, men who
seek to make money only that they may squander it upon women
a little viler than themselves. You cannot understand what an old
man's love is, Dolores—how jealous, how exacting. You forget
how poor a recompense age ever gets for its devotion to youth."
" I don't mean to be ungrateful," Dolores answered, with a deep
sigh; and then she turned her head awaj'" from her husband, and
studied the passing carriages, the flaneurs upon the broad asphalte
pavement, the glitter and splendour of the shop windows, shops
that seemed designed only for the accommodation of millionaires.
She was going to the theatre in all her glory of jewels—diamond
stars in her hair, a necklace of single stones, each gem worth a
7-osiere's dower, diamond serpents in single, double, and treble coils
winding up her slim round arm. She wore a simple evening
toUette of some black gauzy material, but the ChantiUy lace upon
her gown was only second in value to the gems on her neck.
When a beautiful young woman marries age and ugliness she can
at least assert the claims of beauty by spending her husband's
money royally.
The theatre was the Ambigu, where a new comedy of Sardou's
had just made a hit, and where all Paris was crowding nightly.
Dolores was indignant when she found that the box her husband
had secured for her was only a small one on the pit tier, where
neither her beauty nor her diamonds could be adequately seen.
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lie had his old fancy for these shadowj' little boxes, where it
pleased him to hide his enchantress from tho vulgar eye; but in
spite of these jealous precautions, ^ladame Perez was aheady
known and talked about as la belle atu: diamants.
Her husband's reputation as a triple mUUonaire gave a special
interest to her jewels. People gloated upon gems which might
have cost half a milUon, if Perez pleased. He could have spent
half a million, reduced his fortune by a sixth, without feeling any
poorer. "He could make as much in a week if he chose to start
a new mine," said the flaneurs on the Bourse. " He has but to
write a prospectus, and the money pours in like water. He has a
Golconcla in his ink-pot."
WhUe Perez and his wife were laughing at Sardou's biting wit,
]Madanie Quijada -was winning Louise Marcet's half-francs by her
astute and studied play. Louise took no interest in the game—
indeed hated all games of cards—and only plaj'od as a part of her
duty in that house where she was the shadow of everybodj' else's
sunshine.
They had played nearly an hour and a half -when the older
woman threw down the cards with an impatient sigh, instead ot"
dealing them.
" We have plaj'od long enough for to-night, Louise; I am tired
of winning such miserable stakes. How ghastly the sUence of this
house is! Nothing but the tick, tick, tick of that clock on tho
mantelpiece, and the crackling of the logs now and then. You
may get me a finger of fine champagne. I feel verj- low to-niglit.
Tills house is killing me."
" You ought to be much easier in your mind now that j'our
daughter has been placed in an honourable position—now that
j'Our conscience is at peace upon her account," said Louise, gi-avelv.
" My conscience! Don't preach to me about conscience. I have
done with all superstitious bugbears. I finished with them before
I left MarseiUes. I have never entered a church since my marriageI was overdosed with religion in my girlhood. I married a clever
man, who soon taught me to laugh at the old fables."
" And were you happier, do j'ou think, for abandoning the old
pathways?" asked Louise, gravely, arranging the cards, with her
eyelids cast down, as if she hardly liked to moot her aunt's eyes
while she spoke of sacred things.
"Happier! Happj'—happier—happiest! Those are idle words,
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child. I don't believe anybody is happy. I don't believe in the
existence of happiness."
" Oh, you are wrong, aunt! There are moments, hours, days in
this life perfectly and beautifully happy—days to which one looks
back afterwards as to a dream of Heaven—days to which one looks
forward after death, hoping that God wUl give us back that lost
happiness in Heaven. Those brief days are balanced by long years
of misery; but they have been—they have been. There is nobody
on this earth who has not once been happy. The-word is not an
idle invention."
"Well, I suppose I was happy in my time—happy that Easter
night when Jules Delmont followed me home from the church door,
and talked to me, whUe my mother walked on ahead with my elder
sister, your mother, little suspecting that I had an admirer makinglove to me under cover of the darkness. He was only clerk to an
avoue, but those who knew anj'thing about him said that he was
one of the cleverest young men in MarseiUes, and as my parents
were only small shopkeepers they did not make many objections to
my marrying him. We had only a couple of rooms to live in, and
thirty francs a week to live upon; but it was all bright enough for
the first year; and then—and then I found out things about my
clever young husband. There was more money, but it wasn't
come by very honestly; and we had to leave Marseilles one night
in secret, never to go back there. We came to Paris, of course—
everybody comes to Paris—and Dolores was born in a little street
near St. Germain I'Auxerrois, where we struggled on somehow—
till the end came for my husband, the bitter, cruel end. Are you
ever going to get me that mouthful of cognac ? "
" Yes, yes, aunt; but indeed you would be better without it."
" How dare you dictate to me ! I am sick and faint -with thinking
of my wretched past. Get me some cognac this instant! "
Louise loft the room and returned with a tiny carafe, and Titania's
Venetian goblet. She did all she could to discourage her aunt's
growing propensity for alcohol, but she was only a dependent. She
might remonstrate, but she was compelled to obey.
" He was arrested at a low dancing place, among men and women
of the vUest character—men who were like bad women, women
who were like vicious men," pursued Madame Quijada, helping
herself to the cognac with a tremulous hand.
" Why dwell upon those bygone troubles ? I know all the sad
story."
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" It does me good to talk; anything is better than the silence of
this ghastly room—white and gold—so white, so cold and cheerless,
like a room meant for ghosts. It is a relief to talk of what I suffered
in those days. He was arrested for swindling, forgerj', a long series
of frauds, and he was taken to prison. I never saw him aUve again.
He hanged himself at daybreak, within two hours of his arresthanged himseff with a silk handkerchief upon the iron bar of the
prison-grating, before he had been even examined by the juge d'instruction, and before his jailers thought it necessary to take any
special precautions against suicide."
" You were much to be pitied, aunt," said Louise, quietly, putting
away the neat little boxes of cards.
She had heard the story of her aunt's marriage very often of late,
for Madame Quijada had grown more loquacious in proportion as
she indulged in alcohol. She did not talk of these things to Dolores,
who had been brought up in ignorance of her father's character,
had, indeed, been brought up to beUeve that the departed parent
was the scion of a noble Andalusian famUy, whereas the lawj'er's
clerk of MarseiUes was the son of a pettifogging la-wyer, and the
name Quijada had been only adopted by Dolores'.mother when she
went to Madrid. She found the name in a volume of Cervantes
which she opened at random.
" Oh, I have had a dreadful Ufe, Louise. I have been surrounded
by criminals," cried iladame Quijada, after two or three Uttie
glasses.
"Don't talk of it, aunt," repeated her niece, with a sudden vehemence. " You ought to be wiser than to talk to me of the past,
knowing how much I have suffered—knowing that I shaU never
cease to suffer from that bitter memory, that the very presence of
that man in the room stifles me. I cannot breathe when he is
near me. I feel as if I must fall upon him and kiU him, as he
kUled
"
"Hush, hush!" cried her aunt, looking apprehensively towards
the door. " You are right. We ought never to talk of the past.
It is dangerous, dangerous in every way. Heaven be praised, we
have not heard of your brother for six months. We may never
hear of him again."
" Ah, I always dread him most, after an interval of absence.
He wiU reappear as he has reappeared before—or, if not. we shall
read of some crime that has been committed in some foreign citj-,
and we shaU know that it is his work. He has neither heai't nor
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conscience. Can I ever forget, do you think, how he killed the
man I idolized—the best and most generous of men ? Can I ever
forget how he used my name—name for evermore hateful to me—
as a lure to draw that good, brave man to his death ? And yet he
dares to come into a room where I am—he dares to offer me his
hand, red with the stain of murder."
" You have no right to fix that crime upon your brother!"
Madame Quijada exclaimed angrUy. " There is nothing to identify
him -with the murder, absolutely nothing. Your name might be
used by any one. The unfortunate man may have talked about
you, boasted of his conquest in the presence of his servants—of
some French or ItaUan butler perhaps, who, being in the house,
would know all his master's intended movements, and all about the
money which was to change hands that day. Servants are often
agents—conscious or unconscious—in crimes that mystify everybody. You have no right to associate your brother with that
crime."
" I have the right of my own conviction. I know as well that it
was his hand that struck the blow as if I had been standing by when
the murder was done. I have no doubt about the murderer. What
I want to find out is the identity of the murderer's accomplice—
before God and man as guUty as the murderer himself. Who was
the middle-aged woman who met Robert Hatrell in the street, and
asked him to go to Antoinette Morel's deathbed ? Who was the
woman who used that lure ? Who was the elderly Frenchwoman
who changed the English bank-notes on the Riviera? Can you
answer me those questions, aunt, you whose bread I have eaten—
the bitter bread of dependence—and whose slave I have been, ever
since my illness left me unable to grapple with the outside world ?
I have been afraid to Uve anywhere else—afraid to be among other
people, lest in some moment of dark thought I should betray my
brother. He is of my own blood, and I have sworn to myseff never
to give him up to justice."
" Give him up !" cried her aunt, contemptuously. " Why, you
have not one shred of proof against him. There is nothing but
your own brain-sick fancies to connect your brother with that
Englishman's death. You are toquee, chUd, about Robert Hatrell.
Your poor brain has never got over the fever that your sick fancies
brought upon you; and one ought to be patient with you, and let
you talk any nonsense you Uke. Luckily for j'our brother the police
are not influenced by hysterical women. They want facts, hard
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facts; and there is not one fact to connect your brother, Claude
Leon iMorel, with the crime in Denmark Street."
'• Or you with the mysterious accompUce," said Louise. "Perhaps not. Yet if you were unconcerned in that foul crime, why did
j'ou both change your names within a month of the murder ? Why
was I made to change my name from Morel to ^tlarcet, and to
assume my second baptismal name in place of my first? "
" Your brother had made himseff notorious during the Commune.
He was not included in the amnesty; and he could not return to
France in his own name. He was supposed to have been shot with
the others at Satorj^ His resurrection would have been dangerous."
" Say that the false name meant nothing; but how do you
account for the sudden change from poverty to wealth ? You and
I were living in an attic in a -svTctched dirtj' street in one of the
shabbiest, dreariest quarters of that great -wUderness of brick where
we had taken refuge after the troubles here. One day, you disappeared without teUing me where you were going, leaving me just
a line to say you were going away upon business and might be
absent for some time. You left me pennUess, except for the
pittance I was able to earn by working for a Je-wish tailoring house
—cruel work, which wore my fingers to the bone. Y'ou had been
gone a week when I heard some women in the court where I Uved
talking of a murder. I could just understand enough Enghsh then
to know what they were talking about, but I Ustened heedlessly
enough until I heard the name of Hatrell—not pronounced as I pronounced it, yet a great horror came over me at the thought that it
might be the same name. It was not he who was murdered, I told
myseff; I was an idiot to be so disturbed by fear. And yet I coiUd
not command mj^self or keep calm •whUe I questioned the women.
They couldn't tell me who the murdered man was—only that his
name was HatreU. They said if I wanted to know more I had
better buy a newspaper. I rushed out into the street Uke a mad
•woman, and it seemed to me as if I should never find a shop where
they sold newspapers, though there were hundreds of shops in the
long busy street. At last I found a tobacconist's where there were
a lot of papers stuck in a rack against the doorway. I took three
of them, haphazard, and gave the shopkeeper the last threepence
I had in the world—the pence that were to have bought food for
the day. I hmried back to my garret as fast as my feet would
cany me, I thought more than once that I shoiUd faU down in the
street, for my knees seemed to give way under me. I would not
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trust inj'self to look at the papers tUl I was safe in my own hole,
tike a wounded animal; and then I bolted my door and sat down
upon the bare boards and unfolded one of the newspapers."
"Why go over all this old ground, Louise? A little while ago
you reproached me for dwelling on the past; and now you are
harping upon old sores. You have told me the story often enough."
Sipuise had begun to pace the room in an agitated manner as she
talked, whUe Madame Quijada sank deeper into her luxurious armchair, and sat there looking up at her niece with an awe-stricken
countenance, as if she had been Nemesis. Time was when she
would have put down all such speech as this with a high hand ; but
the growing habit of brandy and chloral had weakened her energies.
She who once held so firm a mastery over daughter and niece was
now powerless to control either.
" I will talk of these things. You have kept me long enough in
miserable silence and submission. I have been your drudge—not
because I feared you, or valued the home you have given me—but
because I care nothing for my life, and would as soon be a slave as
an empress. But there are times when the memory of the past is
too strong for me. I want you to know what I suffered while I was
alone in that garret. The room comes back to me in my dreams
sometimes with a hideous reality, and I fancy I am sitting there in
the hot summer afternoon, stitching, stitching in hopeless monotony,
as if I were a human machine. I must talk of that hideous past.
It is in my mind always; it is a part of me."
She walked to and fro in silence for a few minutes, and then
went on recalling her misery, step by step.
" The first newspaper that I opened was full of the Denmark
Street murder—and the Denmark Street murder was the murder
of Robert HatreU. I could read English much better than I could
speak it, and there was not one word of the witnesses that escaped
me. I saw my own name, and understood that it was the name of
his poor Antoinette which had lured him to the shambles in which
he was to be killed. And then I knew that the murderer was my
brother—my brother, whose face I had not seen since the fh-st few
weeks after we came to London. I knew that the pretended watchmaker in Denmark Street was my brother, and that the woman
who asked Robert Hatrell to go to the deathbed of a girl called
Antoinette must be you, and only you. And I knew that because
Robert HatreU had once been kind to me, and loved me a little,
perhaps, in spite of the difference in our stations, because of those
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few happy days of my girlhood, he had been trapped and murdered.
It was not tiU afterwards that I read about the changing of the
notes on the Ri-viera ; but, when I did, I knew that the grey-haired
Frenchwoman was you. I knew your shffty tiicks weU enough in
the past to know that you would have no difficulty in disginsing
yourself and aping the manners of a woman of quality. That was
months afterwar !s, when I was able to leave the French Hospital,
^^•here I was carried ra-ving mad •with brain-fever after starving in
my garret for nearly a week, trying to work from daybreak till dark,
and spending sleepless nights of agonj^ But for the refuge that
blessed institution afforded me I must have died of hunger in my
garret, or been turned out of doors to die in the street, i l v landlord was a cabdriver, and he had the humanity to put me into his
cab, burnt up with fever and delirious as I was, and drive me to the
hospital, where he told them my story."
" I sent you money as soon as I had settled at Madrid, where I
went in the hope of getting help from an old friend."
" Yes, your letter teUing me to go to Madrid and enclosing the
money for the journey arrived after I had gone to the hospital. The
letter was given me when I recovered my senses, and when I was
able to travel I set out for Spain. In Madrid I found you established
in very different quarters to our garret in the Minories. Your old
friend had been very generous to you. l^oii who had been nearly
star-ving in London were able to make a very good figure in Madrid,
able to send your daughter to a convent-school, you who were
li-\ing on bread and water before Robert Hatrell was mm-dered.
Do you suppose I ever doubted where your money came from ? I
knew from the beginning that it was the price of blood. You
called me mad when I refused to eat or drink •with you wliUe j'Our
prosperity lasted. You laughed at me because I preferred a crust
of bread in my garret to your dainty fare. When your money was
gone and you were again reduced to povertj' my mind was easier;
I coidd better bear to live with y o u ; and then I grew fond of
Dolores—she at least was innocent of all evil—and so I learned to
bear the burden of my life."
" You are a fool," muttered Madame Quijada, hastUy. " I have
heard aU this rodomontade of yours so often that I never think it
worth my while to argue with j-ou. Just give me your arm to
help me to my room, before Dolores and her husband come home
from the theatre. These rheumatic knees of mine wiU hardly carrv
me upstairs without assistance. You are a fool, Louise. You
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might be a mUliner's drudge, toiling among a lot of other drudges
at this day, ff it were not for your cousin Dolores and me."
" I might have been lying at the bottom of the Seine long ago,
if it were not for Dolores," answered Louise, gloomUy. " Her love
has been the only bond that held me to life."

CHAPTER XXV.
D A I S Y ' S DIARY IN

JOY.

I AM engaged to Gilbert Florestan. At last I understand what
it is to be an engaged girl; and henceforward I shall be able to
sympathize with every engaged girl in this world, of whatever
nation, of whatever colour, whether she wears ostiich feathers and
diamonds in her head at the Court of St. James's, or dances in a
feather-girdle on some unknown islet of the South Seas; whether
she spends her allowance on frocks or on beads. Yes, till I am
ninety, tUl I am cold in death, I shall be able to sympathize with
every lover and every loved one upon earth : for now I know what
love means. I know that it means EVEEYTHING.
It means the colour of the sky, and the brightness of the sun;
it means the perfume of flowers and the freshness of morning: it
means the balmy noontide; and it means the restful coohiess of
green waving boughs: it means lamplight at eventide in cosy,
gracious drawing-rooms: it means blmd-man's hoUday beside the
morning-room fire ! It means aU these ; for aU these have double
beauty, and charm, and comfort, and sweetness since Gilbert and I
were engaged.
WHAT wUl CyrU think, down at the bottom of this round globe,
when he hears that Gilbert and I are to be married on the first day
of the new year ? What can he think, except that I am the lightest
and most trumpery young woman he ever had the misfortune to
count among his acquaintance ?
Beatrice Reardon has been very nice to me. She says that I
have nothing to be ashamed about in the transaction. It is customary.
It is, one may say, a rule of the game. When people break off an
engagement, even if they have been engaged for years, and have
doted on each other all the time, it is the duty of each to get
engaged to somebody else without the slightest loss of time. They
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owe this to their own dignity. A giri who has the slightest selfrespect wiU get engaged -within a week after the partmg, even if
she has to marry a chimney-sweep.
" Of course," said I. " That is what Claire does in the ' Ironmaster,' and every one knows what a perfect heroine she was."
" If you can just tolerate Mr. Florestan, you may consider yourself very lucky," said Beatrice. " When I heard you were going
to marry him, I made up my mind that he was absolutely loathsome
to you."
"Did you?" cried I. "Cmious, isn't it? I really can just
submit to the idea of my future existence as his wife. I shall live
next door to mother, and that wUl be some consolation."
I meant to write everything in this diary. It was to be my
novel, the romance of my Ufe, with all its bright colours and all its
dark shadows. It was to be a book to whose pages I could go back
when I am middle-aged and when I am old, and live again all the
happiest hours of my youth, and awaken echoes of old voices and
vivid smiles, and every thought, feeling, and fancy of the passing
hour. The wheels of the chariot roll on so swfftly when one is
happj'. One should try at least to put a break upon memorj'; and
for that there is only one way—pen and ink.
Yes, I meant the story of mj' life to be complete ; and yet I am
going to leave one little blank. A little blank, did I say ?—a blank
which represents the crisis of my existence, the turning point
between dull patience and consummate bliss.
I cannot write the mood and manner of my engagement, that
sudden passage from liberty to bondage, when he took me in his
arms, in the arbour where we were once so miserable, and called
me " -wife." Wife ! As if we were married already ! Absurd,
no doubt, to the indifferent reader, but the word thrilled my
heart.
I cannot write of his kisses, or reckon them as if they were
pounds, shillings, and pence in the housekeeper's book. I cannot
•write all the sweet foolishness of his talk, the undeserved praise-;;,
the intoxicating flatteries, which he protested were not flatteries.
Of those ridiculous moments I can keep no record. Perhaps if I
had been let in at the gate of Paradise for half an hour I should not
be able to describe the heavenly garden when I came out again.
It is the same with that half-hour in the arbour. He talked, and I
listened, and we were engaged. That is my only record.
On the same evening, however, we had a very serious conversa-
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tion on the terrace after dinner. Mother was in her favourite seat
by the dra^wing-room window. Uncle Ambrose was pacing the
room. We could see them both in the lamplight as we walked
slowly up and down. The evening was wonderfuUy warm and
balmy for the end of September, and the great fuU moon was rising
behind Lamford Church tower; this being the thffd moon we have
•worn out since we left London.
We talked of the moon a little, and he quoted SheUey, whom he
knows as well as if he had competed for one of Mrs. Crawshay's
prizes; and then I ventured to ask him a question which had been
burning my tongue ever suice we were engaged, just four hours and
a half. It is wonderful what those four hours had done for me.
I felt as much at my ease with him as if we had been engaged for
three weeks; and I began to understand the cool audacity of girls
who send their fiances on messages and make light of them in company, and the free and easy manners of the motherly girls who
mend their sweethearts' gloves, and scold them for spilling things
on their waistcoats, and put diachylon-plaster on their wounds.
" WiU you be very angry if I ask you a question ? " I asked.
" I should be angry ff you wished to ask me anything and didn't,"
said he. " ' Being your slave, what should I do
'"
" Please don't," I cried. " Cyril quoted that sonnet once, and I
was quite rude to him about it. I shouldn't hke you to quote anything second-hand. Yet it is a lovely sonnet, isn't i t ? " I added
apologeticaUy, for the line sounded sweet from him. " CyrU was
not in touch with my ideas about Shakespeare."
He laughed, and answered with a most unnecessary kiss.
" You reaUy wouldn't mind ? " I asked.
" From those lips all words are dear."
" Were you ever in love with anybody before vou began to care
forme?"
"Ah, I thought that question would come. Shall I answer it
Jesuitically or honestly? "
"Oh, honestly, please; be brutal to me rather than dishonest.
Of course I am prepared for the worst. You must have adored
ever so many girls before you happened to let your glances light
upon insignificant me."
" Ever so many. That's a large order. Suppose I plead guilty
to two. I wish I had never looked at a woman, or at least never
wasted a thought upon one till I saw you. I shouldn't, if I had
pnlv known what was coming."
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"Do J'OU reaUy think I am as nice as the other two? " I asked,
comforted by those sweet words.
" I think you are to them as a -wUd rose on a hedge in the dewy
morning compared with a double dahlia in the heat and dust and
glare of a tent at a flower show. You are as the fi-eshness of the
mornmg, and they smelt of gas. The first could not help that, poor
soul, for it was across the foottights my heart went out to her."
" Was she very pretty?" I asked.
" She was very pretty. That was just fifteen years ago, mark
you, when I was at Eton. She is very pretty at this present hour;
she wUl go on being very pretty, I hope, tUl the end of the century.
She is a burlesque actiess, and I saw her in the daintiest Uttie
vUlager's dress you can conceive, dancing as lightly as a real fairy,
and not a stage one. Yes, Daisy," he said gravely, " I plead guUty
to being over head and ears in love with Miss MiUicent MelviUe, of
the HUaritj', fifteen years ago, for the whole space of the Christmas
holidays. I was stone-broke for her sake, and spent aU my tips
upon theatie tickets, hothouse flowers, and chocolate caramels. I
deUvered the flowers and the caramels to the surly stage doorkeeper,
^yho may have sold them to the minor members of the teoupe for
aught I know. I never got speech of my houri; and I was heartbroken when I discovered, upon unimpeachable authority, that she
had a husband and five chUdren. How she cUd it—how she looked
so lovely and sylphUke and chUdishly innocent, with an eating and
drinking, smoking and swearing man and five brats to work for I
have never been able to understand."
"Was she number one?" I asked.
" Yes, she was number one."
" I n that case I forgive you your first love. And now tell me
about your second."
"That is a graver case, Daisy. I cannot make light of that
infatuation. Cupid did not assaU me with paper pellets that time.
His arrows were barbed, and the barbs were poisoned. I loved a
•woman who was unworthy of my love, Daisy. I passed through the
scathing fire of a wasted passion
"
"You loved her as weU as you love m e ? " I asked, feeling just
as if I had dropped fi-om a paradise in yonder moon down to a hard,
cruel earth.
All my gladness perished in one gasphig sigh. I felt sure he had
cared more for her than for me.
" I'm afraid I must plead guUty to having loved her verj- dearly
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whUe my love lasted, Daisy; but the cure was a clean cure. There
was not so much as a scar left from the old wound by the time I
met you in Paris; and from that hour I was yours and yours only."
" And if I had not broken with CyrU, what would you have done ? "
"Dragged on my roaming, desultory hfe, and suffered the dull
agony of an empty heart."
" "Were you really unhappy in Scotland, in spite of grouse and
salmon?"
"In spite of as fine a stag as was ever stalked, which this hand
slew the day before I casually heard that Arden had sailed in the
big new steamer for Colombo."
"And would you not have found some new divinity before
Christmas?"
It was delightful to have him there and to be able to catechise
Inm: yet I could not help being savagely jealous of that unknown
love, the number two in his calendar.
I could not but feel that it was nice of him to tell me the truth,
even at the risk of offending me for life.
" TeU me about that second flame of yours," I said, agonized
with curiosity, " Was she very lovely ? "
"She was splendidly handsome—a woman whose diamonds
seemed more briUiant than those of other women, because they so
harmonized with her bright beauty. I was among many worshippers,
and I happened to be the most eligible of her adorers from a matrimonial point of view, and so she was gracious to me, and so I was
her slave
"
" Did she jilt you ? " I asked, for there was a bitterness in his
tone which assured me the dear creature had treated him abominably.
I could have hugged her for it.
" WeU, it was hardly a case of jUting. If I were to -write my
story I should call the book ' Illusion and DisUlusion.' I was fortunate enough to find her out—before marriage instead of afterwards.
My innocent little Daisy can hardly guess what a world of misery
that discovery saved me."
" I don't want to guess," I said; " but there is one tlung I should
like to know, GUbert."
I blushed in the moonlight, and trembled at my own audacity as
I pronounced his Christian name.
I had my arm through his, and found myself giving his arm a
gentle squeeze now and then, just to make sure that he was real,
and that all the ecstasy of this hour was not a moonlit dream.
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" Ask as many questions as you like, fair Fatima. There is no
blue chamber in my memory of which you may not open the door."
" It does not pain you to speak of that wicked person ? "
" Not a whit. No more than it would pain me to talk of Cleopatra."
'• But at the tune of your disiUusion—did love die aU at once, or
by inches ? "
" Love died in an hour; but there was something, the memory
and after-taste of passion, which was plaguily long a-dyuig."
" Is it dead j'ct ? " I asked, frightened.
" Dead as a doornaU. Dead as Scrooge's partner, old Marley;
deader, for no ghost of that vanished feeling -wUl ever haunt me. I
was heart-whole the night I met j'OU at the Grand Opera, and from
that night I was j'our slave."
" Oh, that is nonsense!" cried I ; " j'Ou could not have cared
for me aU at once, a commonplace English person like me. What
was there in my poor face to catch your ej'e ? "
" Innocence, truth, candour. The virtues which make man's life
happy and honourable. I saw poetic lovetiness, and tlirough that
transparent beauty I saw the true and pure heart of girlhood, a
heart of virgin-gold, flawless, above price."
" Don't, don't! " I cried, standing on tiptoe to put my hand upon
his lips. " This last illusion is worse than the first and second.
How can I ever Uve up to such an ideal as you have made out
of me ? "
" Onlj' love me, Daisj'; there is no more to do."
'' Oh, that comes too easj'. I did that before I was asked."
Mother's voice calUng us from the open window put an end to
our confidential talk, but my heart was quite at ease now that I
knew the history of his earlier loves. If he had told me he had
never been in love before he saw me I should not have believed
him ; and I should have been tortm-ed for all the years to come by
inextinguishable distrust.
All this happened nearly a month ago, though I couldn't bring
myself to write about it before to-daj'; and perhaps I should not be
writing now if GUbert had not been obliged to go to London to see
his solicitor—our first parting—-leaving me to get through the dav
somehow without him. The grounds look so dreary, the shrubberies
seem so emptj'—and oh! what ages to oiglit-o'clock dinner, when
he wiU be back.

(

28l

)

CHAPTER XXVI.
.DAISY''S DIAEY IN SOEEOW

WHEN I wrote the last line in this book, I think I must have been
the happiest girl in the world. There was hardly a cloud upon my
sky—^yes, one cloud, the fact that the man whom I thought my
friend and benefactor was out of health and unhappy. Yet, in
spite of that one cloud I was utterly happy, selfishly absorbed iu
my new happiness.
To-day I take up my pen in fear and trembUng. A dark and
terrible cloud has closed over my life.
I thank God that cloud does not rest upon my lover's head. He
stands out in the sunshine, and aU my thoughts of him are fuU of
thankfulness and delight; but I can no longer be the selfish, seffabsorbed creature I was when I wrote those last foolish pages,
giving myself up to this dumb confidant as I could do to no Uving
being. I must think of others now. This dark discovery forces
my thoughts into other grooves. I must remember that I am my
mother's daughter, as weU as GUbert's affianced wife.
Oh, it is.aU so sad, so awful, such a cruel revelation, changing the
whole colour of life, stripping off the mask from a face that was
once honomed and beloved, opening a deep weU of baseness and
iniquity in the flowery garden-world where I was so happy! To
me it was as startting and sudden and btighting to come face to
face with that great wickedness as it would have been to Eve in
Eden, if the ground had opened at her feet and showed her a
charnel house, there in that fair world where she had never heard
of death.
Sometimes, for a few moments, I doubt, and ask myself if I am
not deluded; if that hideous suspicion which grew in an hour into
absolute conviction might not after all be groundless; and then I go
over the facts slowly, in cold blood, one by one, carefuUy putting
them together again, tike the pieces in a puzzle, and there the awful
fact appears in unmistakable certainty.
Oh, father, father, how that trusting open nature, that generous
heart of yours was cheated! How coldly, deliberately, and heartlessly your life was plotted away by the man who sat at your table,
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and smUed beside your hearth, and was to you almost as a brother!
It was your o-wn famiUar friend who planned j'our murder.
I must go back to the moment when this hideous secret revealed
ffself. It was natural that as GUbert's fiancee I should teU him
everything that had happened to me in aU my life ; and, indeed, I
fear that I must have bored him sadly since we were engago'l by
prattling to him about every detaU of my insignificant existence—•
my lessons, my boat, my playfeUows and friends. I don't betieve
I have spared him a single doll, certainly not a favomite doU, nor
a smgle nursery anecdote, nor a single faniUy joke. He has been
told everything.
Two days ago he came into the drawing-room just as it was
gro-wing dusk. He had been to London again, and we had had
another parting, and I had felt very mopy all the afternoon, more
especiaUy as mother had gone off on her weekly round, to hear her
weekly tale of woes and Ulnesses. I did not expect to see GUbert
untU dinner-time; and oh, how my fooUsh heart thriUed -with deUght
when I heard his step in the haU just after the clock stiuck five !
It is not very often that I have the privUege of making tea for
GUbert, and on this occasion I am sorry to say I made it so stiong
that it was hardly drinkable. I saw he made a -wry face at every
sip—though he declared it was quite the nicest tea he had ever
tasted—and even chivalry did not enable him to empty his cup.
" Was it Metternich or some other great diplomat who sipped a
glass of castor oU with every sign of reUsh because his host had
off'ered it to him as particularly fine Tokay? " I asked him, laughing
at his seff-saciifice; and then I rang and ordered some chocolate
a la vaniUe, which our butler makes to perfection. " You poor
victim of soft-heartedness," I said, " why didn't you teU me that
the tea was horrid ? I over-reached myself in my endeavour to
make it especiaUy good, so that you might have a high opinion of
my domestic capabihties."
" I Uke strong tea," he answered, " but certainly yours'\%fortissimo. I fancy a good-sized pot of such stuff would serve to blow up
the Houses of Parliament."
How gay we were, as ^ye sat and talked and laughed in the
growing dusk, with om feet on the marble cm'b, crooning over tho
tire like John Anderson and his old wife ! How proud I felt of
my lover, and how blissful in the assurance that he was all my own,
that I had left no comer of his heart unexplored, no secret hidden
from my prying eyes I
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We sipped our chocolate, which was reaUy delicious. What
superior creatures servants are ! If I had attempted to make that
Menier &. la vaniUe I have no doubt the result would have been
"ojous," as dear Mr. Toole says in "The Upper Crust." We
sipped our chocolate, and talked and talked, not from grave to gay,
but from gay to grave ; and presently I told my dearest the single
secret of my life, the one act of mine which I had hidden from the
best of mothers.
I told him how, when I first went to London, I was haunted by
the ghastly vision of my father's murder, and how a morbid longing
to see the room where that dark deed was done took possession of
my mind, and would not be driven away.
I told him how I crept out of the house in the summer twilight,
and described every step in that dismal pilgrimage tiU I came to
Church Street, on my way home. And then I told him of that
intolerable Frenchman's insolence, and of the good creature in the
hansom, to whom I should so like to leave a legacy when I am old
enough to make a AvUl, if I only knew his honourable name.
" I know my enemy's name well enough," said I, " for, as the cab
was driving off with me, his friends caUed out to him, ' Hola,
Duverdier.' "
" Duverdier!" cried Gilbert, startmg as if he had been shot.
" Great God in Heaven! Why, that is the name of the man I
believe to be your father's murderer !"
In the next instant he seemed to regret having spoken, but
I would not let him take back his words. I made him tell me all
he knew or thought or suspected abont my father's cruel death;
and stage by stage I got the whole story out of him. It was slov/
work, for he was sorely disinclined to teU me anything.
" Now that I know something I must know all," I said, when he
refused to answer my questions; and so, little by little, I heard the
whole story.
My mother had asked him to help her in tracing out a girl whom
my father admired and had half a mind to marry before he had ever
seen mother's face. She appealed to Gilbert, counting on his knowledge of Parisian life, and he had succeeded beyond his hopes up to
a certain stage; but just as he had put his hand, as it were, upon
the brother of this Frenchwoman, whom he believed to be the
so-caUed watchmaker in Denmark Street, the man left Paris, leaving
no clue to his destination.
" I could do no more than leave the case in the hands of the
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Parisian police, who have a strong motive for finding your father's
murderer, if he is above ground," said Gilbert. " Of course my
reasons for believing this to be the man are in a measure conjectural,
but the circumstantial evidence is strong. The man who murdered
your father was a man who knew the story of your father's youthful
love affair, and was able to use the French mUliner's name as a
decoy. It is known that Morel was in London with other Communists at the time of the murder; it is known that he -was heard
of at Madrid soon after the murder, and that he was then flush of
money. For my own satisfaction, I have convincing proof that this
Duverdier is the man CSaude IMorel, but it is not such proof as coiUd
be produced in a court of justice. The evidence that convinced me
•was the evidence of a woman's face."
And then he told me how he had met Morel's sister, and had
taxed her with her identity with the girl whom my father once
loved. Her emotion at the sound of my father's name was pitiable;
her agitation when he accused her brother of the murder was
terrible. After that interview he had no doubt as to the guUt of the
man now kno-wn as Leon Duverdier.
'• The one missing link in the chain of evidence is the means by
which the knowledge of j'our father's movements on that fatal daj'
was transmitted to the murderer. He must have had an informant,
if not an accomplice, either in the immediate vicinity of this house,
or in the la-wj'er's office, Avhere the horn- and the nature of his
appointment may have been known to the clerks."
A deadly chiU crept through my veins as he said these words,
I was glad of the gi-owing darkness which hid my face from him.
I was glad that I had deferred the lighting of the lamps, so as to
]u-olong our blind-man's holiday. I sat silent, motionless, paralj'zed
by the horrible suspicion which filled my mind.
Some one at Lanfford must have given the information that
enabled the murderer to plan his crime. Who could that some one
be unless it were the familiar friend, the confidant of every enterprise and everj' idea of my father and mother ? My mother has
told me in answer to my questions that no servant in the house
knew where my father was going or what he was going to do that
day. The conversation at dinner on the previous evening had not
touched on the business part of the transaction. My father had
been fuU of the landscape-gardener's plans, and the talk had been
wholly of the terraces and the arboretum, of leveUing and planting,
and laying on water for fountains and gi-eenhouses. All that was
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known in the household on that evening or on the following morning
was that my father was going to London, and was to return before
dinner. Yet some one had furnished such precise information that
my father's murderer was able to meet him midway between the
bank and the lawyer's office. Who was that accomplice, or worse
than accomplice, of the murderer—since the idea of murder might
never have entered Claude Morel's mind if some one, knowing my
father's affairs, had not told him how large a sum of money might
be gained by that crime ?
Who could that secret assassin, that worse than murderer, be
but the man whose footsteps were now dogged by the shedder of
blood ?—who, but that man whose face bore in every line the marks
of an unextinguishable remorse, the man whom I had seen shrinking
away with horror-stricken countenance from the room where my
father used to sit, and where his guilty conscience may have conjured
up the shadow of the dead ?
His friend, his generous, confiding friend! Oh God, what a
depth of iniquity! To have deliberately planned that cruel murder,
to have plotted the crime which a vulgar assassin was to execute, to
have waited and watched for the opportunity, perhaps to have
tempted and persuaded the assassin, against some remnant of better
feeting, some instinctive shrinking from bloodshed, some scruple of
conscience! And to have been with us, day by day, after that
devitish act, our friend, our consoler; till at last, trading on a
•(voman's gratitude for fancied benefits, he put forward his claim to
the wife of his victim, and possessed himself of the object of his
wicked love!
Possessed himself! Yes, thank God, I know that my mother
never loved him, that she gave her tife up to him as if in payment
of a debt, sacrificing herself to reward the fidelity of a lifelong
friendship.
God keep her from the horror of knowing what I know!
My long silence made GUbert uneasy about me, and he was full
of tender sympathy, thinking that our conversation about my father
had renewed an old grief. Mother came in whUe he was consoling
me, and the lamps were brought, and I had to put on a cheerful
countenance somehow for her dear sake; and by-and-by I had to
sit down to dinner with that Judas, and still to play the hypocrite,
I could hear the sound of my own voice as I talked, and it had such
a false tone that it jarred upon my ear.
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Oh, the hoiTor of that horn- in the drawing-room, when mother
asked me to play some of those quaint old variations she and I are so
fond of, and when I sat before the piano and played tike a machine,
while Ambrose Arden walked up and down, with soft, catUke step,
and now and again paused and stood behind me for a few minutes,
and once even laid his hand upon my shuddering shoulder. My
whole being was one sense of horror and revulsion. I could scarcely
breathe while he was so near me; yet I went on plajing somehow,
always like a machine. Poor Mozart!
"You are not in your usual form to-night, Daisy," said GUbert,
who pretends to think a great deal of my playing.
And then he came over to me, and bent down to look into my
ej'cs, and talked to me ever so sweetlj^, and his dear presence
exorcised tho demon, and that guUty -^xTctch walked slowly away,
and went on with his restless prowling, to and fro, to and fro, like
a sphit in hell—the hell of guilty memories and gnawing thoughts,
the hell of the traitor and murderer, that heU withm the soul of
man which made Judas hurl back his fatal thirty pieces upon his
tempters, and rush out into the field and destroy himseff.
Where their worm dieth not and their fire is not quenched.
That is the heU which Ambrose Arden has made for himself.
I went on playing whUe GUbert went back to the other end of
the room where he had been sitting -with mother, and chaUenged
her to a game at chess. I was alone in the shadowy comer by
the piano, and as I played I watched that taU, slim figure, with
the bent shoulders, moving slowly to and fro, with a gliding
motion.
Smce this awful truth has revealed itself, I seem to see Ambrose
Arden in a new light—as ff I had been blindfold before, and had
made for myself an image of the man, and coloured it with my own
colours. The face and figure I watched to-night are new and
strange, and the signs of a guUty conscience, the indications of a
crafty and double nature seem to me now so strongly impressed
upon every look and movement of the man that I teU myseff I must
have been blind all this time, or I coidd not have missed his secret.
It is there, -written upon his brow, the very brand that seared the
forehead of the first murderer, Cain.
What a relief it was to be alone at last! yes, even a relief to bid
good night to Gilbert and mother, and to lock the door of my own
room, and to sit down by the fire, face to liice with the grim and
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hideous truth. I wanted to think out my horrible idea, to arrange
all the facts which seem to constitute such damning evidence
against my step-father, to try if I could not acquit him, or, at any
rate, write "not proven " against his crime.
Alas, no ! After long hours of thought, after a long winter night
without one interval of blessed sleep, my reason stiU condemns him.
In my mother's second husband, in the friend and teacher of all my
early years, the man to whom I owed so much—in him whom last
of all men I should have suspected, I stUl see the murderer of my
father.
I recalled Duverdier's appearance in Grosvenor Square, his persistence in seeing my step-father, his look of baffled fury as he left
the house. I recaUed his appearance in this place. Would any
man without credentials of a guilty nature dare so to haunt a man
in my step-father's position?
Yet this mere fact of the man's persecution would not influence
me to believe in my step-father's guilt. The evidence that is to my
muid conclusive is the evidence of Cyril's appearance and Cyril's
conduct upon the day when he played the listener to a conversation
between his father and Duverdier. I saw those three figures in the
lane : Ambrose Arden and Duverdier side by side, Duverdier talking
angrUy, vehemently, though in a lowered voice, and that other
figure following stealthily, listening with bent brow and pallid face.
Was it like my frank and manly Cyril to play the spy upon his
father's movements, to creep at his father's heels and listen to a
confidential conversation ? What could be more unlike his character,
as I have known it ? Nothing but the most stringent circumstances
would have forced him into such a contemptible position.
And within two or three hours of that scene in the lane he came
to me, changed and aged as if by a mortal malady, and told me
that aU was over between us. I remember almost every word of
our conversation, his protest that the motive of his renunciation was
one which I could never know, his resolution to go to the uttermost
end of the earth, to begin a new life, to cut himself adrift from all
old associations. And this determination, this abandonment of the
whole scheme of his existence, had been resolved upon since he left
the Rectory, in high spirits, the most light-hearted of men. What
but some awful revelation could so quickly change the whole colour
of his life ?
This is the evidence that weighs most heavily with me ; and next
to this is the evidence of my step-father's decay, the gradual
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deepening of the gloom that has darkened over him in the midst of
the happiest and fairest sorroundings.
No, I have no doubt now as to tho brain which plotted the
murder, or the hand which sent the information to the murderer on
the eve, or on the morning, of the fatal day.
And my mother is this man's wife, and must never know his
guUt, lest the horror of it should drive her mad. When I think of
her abiding love for my father, and think how she gave herself to
this Judas, not caring for him, I am almost mad mj'self.
Oh, what a cheat and trickster, what a prince of vUlains he has
been, to play so patient a part, to sow the -wicked seed at the first
chance Fate gave him, and then to wait seven years for the harvest!
Had he asked my mother to be his wife within a j'ear or two of the
murder, her eyes might have been opened, she might have suspected
that he had some part in her husband's death. But after seven
years of tranquil, self-abnegating friendship, after winding himseff
into our hearts by every artifice of an accomplished hj'pocrite, it
seemed almost a natural, inevitable development that he should
change from friend to lover, and that his constancj- in friendship
should claim its reward.
No, the dear mother must never know this hideous secret, ff any
power of self-repression on my part can keep it from her. And so
I have day after daj' to sit at table with the man who planned my
father's death; and I have to repress aU signs of repulsion, and to
S3em aU that I once was to him, at least in my mother's presence.
HappUj' for me he spends the greater part of his existence in the
solitude of the cottage over the way; happUy for aU of us that
existence is not likely to be a long one. Our Lamford doctor, who
went up to London with mother and her husband to assist at the
visit to the physician, told Gilbert in confidence that there is organic
disease of the heart, and that Ambrose Arden is not likely to live
to old age.
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CHAPTER XXVII.
T H E AMIA!',r.E MAGICIAN.
ELDERLY men, when they are in love, are the weakest of mortals,
and weakness is prone to compromises. In his conduct towards his
beautiful young wife, Pedro Perez showed all the weakness of an
elderly lover. He halted between two opinions. He wanted to
keep his treasure secluded from the world, secure from the pursuit
of Parisian treasure-seekers, and yet he wanted to flaunt his happiness
before the eyes of those half-dozen or so of competitors and rivals
with whom he had ridden neck and neck in the chasse aux millions
—the great race for wealth which is the favourite sport of this
nineteenth century, whether the course over which it is run be the
Stock Exchange or the gaming-saloon, the silver mine or the manure
heap. For Pedro Perez the world meant one particular group of
men at his club, one particular corner at his restaurant, and all his
ideas of society were limited to that narrow circle of men who had
begun life with a five-franc piece and were ending it with four or five
niiUions sterling. To these few intimates Perez had boasted of
his -wife's beauty, and of the vUla in which he had enshrined his
idol, as it -were in a temple of sUver and gold ; and these on more
than one occasion had expressed their desire to be admitted within
the veU of the temple and to behold the goddess.
Perez coquetted with the situation. He declared that his young
wife was of too retiring and modest a nature to endure the gaze of
strangers ; he compared her to the violet shrinking within the shelter
of its leaves ; but his friends were not to be put off so easUy.
" There never was a woman yet who did not like to be admired,"
said Jeffrey, the famous contractor, who, like Perez, had made his
fortune in Spanish America, but in another line of business; " and
if your wife is a clever woman she will like to make the acquaintance of men of the world, like Hausroth yonder and myself. I
have heard of your wife when she was only Mademoiselle Quijada,
living in retirement with her mother. A starveling pianoforte player
who teaches my daughters was loud in his praises of the young lady.
I can understand your not caring to introduce your friends to her
whUe she was Mademoiselle Quijada, when you might have run the
u
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risk of losing her; but now that she is your wife it is a miserly
thing to keep your friends on the outside of your door, and I'll be
bound the lady resents her seclusion."
Perez could not bring himself to deny the charge. He argued
with himself that there could be no danger in aUowing Dolores to
receive old fogies like Joffroy and Hausroth, than whom Paris could
hardly fumish two less attractive men; the former, oUy of complexion and obese of figure, -with greasy non-grey hair and a bottle
nose; the latter, lean and lantern-jawed, -with foxy hair and beard,
and the features of a modem Shylock. The men who begin life
-with five francs and die worth five miUions sterling have very Uttle
leisure to sacrifice to the gi-aces. Lffe with them means to eat and
drink and calculate, to invest and reinvest, to watch the monej'market with an unwavering vigUance, and to concentrate aU the
forces of mind and body upon one great aim.
No, there would be no risk in tantalizing these old comrades of
the Bourse -\vith a glimpse of his elegant domicile and his lovely and
amiable -wife; and in conceding thus much he would concUiate
Dolores and her mother. He had refused to give a baU ; he might
compromise the matter by an occasional dinner-party—a smaU snug
dinner, at which only w- alth and mature years should be represented.
" I have not many •i'ends, Dolores," he said to his vife that
evening, as she sat yav 'ring on a low ottoman in front of the wood
fire, whUe he smoked his after-dinner cigarette, '• but the few I have
are devoted to me, and they are dying to know j'ou. I don't care
about giving a dance, as I told j'Ou the other day. I don't want to
see my house tumed out of -windows to please a crowd of yoimg
fools whose only claim to notice is that they can imitate a tee-totiim;
but I've no objection to giving a dinner now and then, if you like."
Dolores stifled a ya-wn before she answered. She had been looking at the burning logs in a waking dream, and this suggestion of
a dinner-party did not arouse any enthusiasm in her.
" The people you know are so dreadful," she said. " You have
pointed out men in the Bois as your dearest friends, whose appearance positively made me shudder. A long lantern-jawed man with
red hair, and" a threadbare overcoat, for instance."
"Hausroth," murmured Perez, recognizing the picture; " a man
only second in importance to the Rothschilds and the Mires."'
" And a bloated creature, with a complexion that suggests nothing
but the refuse of the oil-mills."'
" Joff'roy."
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" And a little wizened wretch, with one shoulder higher than the
other, and long greasy hair of a greenish grey."
" Struoski," said Perez, " a Pole by birth, and the keenest financier
in Paris. Do you know, Dolores, the amount of soUd capital which
those three men represent? "
" I neither know nor care. All I hope is that they wiU never
cross my threshold; unless, indeed, you aUow me to get together
so many artistic and agi-eeable people that I shaU hardly be conscious
of your capitalists."
" Where are you to get your agreeable people ? " asked Perez,
after a pause of discomfiture, vexed that his compromise found so
little favour with his idol.
" Oh, I wiU find them easUy enough, if you only give me leave
to send out a few invitations. Duturque knows lots of clever people,
and he can send out my cards : ' Monsieur and Madame Perez invite
Monsieur or Madame Chose to spend the evening with them'—•
with ' Monsieur Duturque's compliments ' at the corner of the card."
" But have j'ou ever met these people in Madame Duturque's
salon—a third floor in the Rue des Saints Peres ? " inquired Perez,
incredulously.
" Certainly not. They would not go to a floor in the Rue des
Saints Peres. They would not go anywhere to be entertained with
Duturque's music and Madame Duturque's weak tea ; but they AVUI
come to my -viUa; they will come to the wife of Perez Peru.
Voyons, mon ami, let us make a compromise
"
Perez sighed. It was his o-wn word.
" You shall invite those dreadful-looking human ingots of yours
to dinner, a dinner of all that is most precious in the way of gormandize ; and after dinner, I, Madame Perez, -will be at home to all that
is most distinguished in the art world : the painters and sculptors;
the actors and actresses ; the journalists
"
" Who wUl write about your party in their accursed papers, and
who will ridicule your husband? "
" Why should they ridicule you ? Is it ridiculous to have married
youth and good looks instead of age and ugliness ? I can't understand, Pedro, why you are so ashamed of your -wife."
She Ughted a cigarette for him as she talked, seating herself
caressingly upon the arm of his chair, and transferring the cigarette
delicately from her Ups to his. She knew that he was yielding,
and that a caress and a few sweet words would clench the bargain.
" Ashamed of my wife ! no, it is of the contrast between wife
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and husband I am ashamed. It is that which the newspaper men
will ridicule."
" They wiU be too wise to offend so powerful a man as Perez
Peru."
" Ah, but they have lampooned me ; they have seized every
occasion to hold me up to ridicule."
" Simply because you live m j'our sheU like a snaU. You are of
no use to the clever people of Paris. You fulfil none of the duties
of a miUionaire. You wUl be a few thousands richer when you die,
but you wUl have offended everybody whUe you Uve. Give me
carte blanche, Pedro, and you shall have all the comic joumaUsts
and caricaturists at your feet. There shall be no dancing, there
shall be no foolish young men; but I wiU give a party that wUl
dazzle Paris."
He did not yield without a struggle. He smoked a thu-d and a
fourth cigarette of his wffe's lighting. Her gentleness, her graceful
coquetries made him forget every resolution he had ever made to
live his own Ufe and to keep the tinsel and foUy of the pleasm-eloving world outside his gate. He yielded after the fourth cigarette,
as Ahasuerus might have yielded to Esther, when Esther was stiU
the latest novelty in the Roj'al harem.
" Do what you Uke, ma cherie. Invite whom you please," he
murmured at last.
The cards of invitation went out two days after that discussion.
The list of names was wiitten with the aid of the good Duturque,
whose professional career had brought him into communication with
the art-world of Paris, though it had not elevated him to intimacy
with celebrities. Dolores trusted much to her own reputation as a
beauty whose charms had been hidden fi-om the outer world. The
cards despatched, she went to the chief confectioners, electricians,
florists, and wine-merchants of Paris. She caUed in upholsterers
and tent-makers. She arranged for a series of three large marquees,
which were to cover the lawn behind her vUla. The house in all
its beauty and splendom- was to be only a vestibule to these tented
lialls. The first marquee was to be decorated with palms and
tropical plants, and was to serve as a promenade pure and simple.
Her drawing-room was to be the entrance to this outer tent, and
here she was to receive her guests. The second marquee was to
be decorated contrastively with tapestries and Oriental brocades,
and hero there was to be a concert by some of the first artistes in
Paris and in the world. The third and largest tent was the supper-
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room, a supper served upon smaU round tables, and which was to
last from midnight tiU two o'clock.
For this tent Dolores had imagined, and the electricians had
carried out, the most distinguished feature of the entertainment.
From the sUken dome in the centre of the immense circular
marquee hung a monster egg-shaped lamp, a lamp of opaline hue,
shedding the mildest, milkiest, moonlight radiance upon the
supper-tables and the supper-eaters.
This was the roc's egg; and Dolores and her dressmaker had
arranged a costume which, -without being absolutely a fancy dress,
should be so far Oriental in character as to suggest the Princess
Badroulbadour.
It was very long since Madame Quijada's daughter had seemed
so gay and girlish as in the fortnight during which the upholsterers
and electricians and tent-makers were preparing for this eccentric
entertainment. Her delight had something of childishness in it,
no doubt, but that very chUdishness fascinated Pedro Perez, and
he soon found himself taking as keen an interest in the approaching
entertainment as his young wife. She had kept her promise. There
was to be no dancing, and none of the gilded youth of Paris had
been invited, though Duturque had been besieged by requests for
invitations from even the highest quarters. It was to be a fete
given to intellect and talent. Beautiful women had been invited,
but they were actresses celebrated for genius as well as beauty.
The men belonged for the most part to the world of art and letters;
but from a list furnished by Perez the world of finance had also
been bidden to the fete, and the Bourse would be represented by
its most powerful m.embers.
Madame Quijada had been allowed no active part in the preparation of her daughter's first party; but she expressed herself
gratified that the gloomy spell was about to be lifted from the
house. Louise Marcet assisted in aU the floral decorations, for in
the arrangement of flowers her taste was unerring; but she told
her cousin that she should not appear at the party.
" I should be like the skeleton at an Egyptian banquet," she
said, when Dolores pressed her to share in the amusement of the
evening. " It -would make people melancholy to see so gloomy a
figure."
" Poor old Louise!" murmured Dolores, moved to pity by the
thought of this blighted life, for which even pleasure had no charm,
novelty no faschiation; "your misfortunes must have been very
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terrible to deaden aU your delight in life, to make you so dUTerent
from other women."
'•My misfortunes were not of a common kind, Dolores. If you
knew all, you would hardly wonder that I stand alone with the
memory of my grief."
''But you have never trusted me with the secrets of your girlhood; you have never confided in me," said Dolores, reproachfully.
" Though we are cousins, I know no more about the cause of the
illness that changed you than if we were strangers."
" There are some secrets that must be kept—secrets that involve
the fate of other people."
" WeU, I have never tormented you with questions ; I am only
sorry to see you unhappy."
" I am used to bearing my own burden, Dolores; and I am very
glad to see you so much happier than you used to be."
" Oh, I have made up my mind to make the best of my tife, ff
Perez -wiU only be reasonable, and aUow me my own way. I was
simply breaking my heart in the Rue St. GuUlaume for want ot
something to do and to think about. I used to read of baUs and
parties, of aU the grand entertainments of Paris, and the gowns
and the jewels, whUe I was sitting solitary, -with my diamonds
locked up in theh cases. And then, as for the rest," -with a sigh,
"there's no use in crying for the moon, is there, Louise? When
one has not what one loves, one must love what one has."
" If you are thinking of Leon Duverdier, I can teU you that he
is not worth one regret," said Louise, earnestlj'. " Try to forget
that you ever saw his face."
" I have been trying ever since I married my good old Perez.
Y^os; you are right, Louise. He is not worth one regretful thought.
He never cared for me, and I was a fool ever to care for him."
"He never cared for any living creature except himself, Dolores.
His heart is harder than the nethermost mUlstone."
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CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE ROC'S EGG.

IT was within an hour of the dinner party which was to precede
Madame Perez's reception, and Dolores was sitting before her
dressing-table, whUe the most fashionable hairdresser in Paris
brushed and divided the long tresses of raven hair before buUding
them up after the latest invention of his genius.
" Remember, Monsieur deck, mj' coiffure is to be Oriental—all
that there is of the most Oriental," said Dolores, decisively.
M. deck shrugged his shoulders despondently. AU his inventive
and imitative powers had of late been concentrated upon the school
of Pompadour and Du Barry. His delight had been to pUe a
coiffure as high as art, horsehair, and hair-pins could raise the
human hair. If he had taken any step in another direction, it
would have been a retrograde step. He would have gone back
to the Montespan and the Fontanges period, which Avas also an
elevated school. But the Oriental, the school of drooping tresses
and long plaits, the school which must needs restrict its operations
to the hair that grew on the head of the subject, and could borrow
nothing from art!
True, that in the subject now under his hands there was
abundant material for artistic treatment, but the Oriental style
offered no scope for the caprices of genius.
" Plas Madame made up her mind irrevocably ? " asked the
hairdresser.
"Yes, yes, I tell you. My costume is Oriental."
"Then I have only to submit; but I must warn Madame that
Uie Eastern style—the style of Rebecca of York—is not that which
will most set off Madame's beauty."
" I detest Rebecca of York. Make me a coiffure a la Roxalane.
Somethmg light and gay. I don't want to look a tragedy queen."
" Has Madame any diamond crescents among her jewels ? "
"As many as you like. RosaUe, bring me the case of crescents."
The lady's maid brought a large purple velvet jewel-case, which
he placed open on the marble dressing-table. There were crescents
of diamonds and rubies, diamonds and sapphires, diamonds and
emeralds, diamonds pure and simple.
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" Ciel! " said the coiffeur; " I see my way to a startling success."
He wove the soft black hair into three long plaits, and bound
them round the small head in a triple coronet, and into this cro^wn
of plaited hair he stuck the jewelled crescents -with an inimitable
taste and lightness, untU the dark hair served only as the backgTOund to a blaze of jewels.
" Yes, that wUl do," said Dolores, survej'ing herself in her handglass. " That will do very weU for the Piincess Badroulbadour."
" I could have pleased mj^self better had Madame given me
greater liberty," said M. deck, sighing as he folded his apron.
" Y'ou have pleased me, and that is more to the point," replied
Dolores, •with the air of a duchess, scarcely deigning to acknowledge
the hairdresser's departing salutation.
Half an hour later her toUette was complete, and she went down
to the morning-room, where she was to receive her husband's
guests, the drawing-room being transformed for the eveninoreception.
Her Badroulbadour gown was of palest rose brocade, faUing in
long straight folds from the shoulders, clasped across the bust with
a splendid heart-shaped emerald, and opening over a white satin
petticoat, embroidered with an artful and artistic admixture of
beetles' •wings and emeralds. To the superficial observer that
glittering gi-een embroidery looked one mass of emeralds, and
seemed to represent wealth even greater than Perez Pera could
command.
The miUionaire gazed at his •wife in a stupor of admiration.
" Dolores, why on earth have you put on aU that splendour ? " he
exclaimed. " I have always understood that it is bad taste for a
hostess to be finer than her guests."
"Nobody cares for good or bad taste under'the Republic," answered Dolores. " I want people to talk about my dress, and for
that one must be splendid and original. My fete to-night is to be a
scene out of the Arabian Nights. Do you think I look tike the
Princess Badroulbadour ? "
"You look very lovely," said Perez, who had never heard of
Aladdin's wife.
" And you are proud of me, and that is all I want," answered
Dolores, caressingly. " Your human-ingots can appear as soon as
they please. Ah, here comes mother."
Madame Quijada had shown no aspiring after originality iu her
toilette, biit she was richly dressed in black brocade and diamonds,
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with a Spanish mantilla of valuable old lace, a costume which became
her severe style of countenance better than any more brilliant toilette
would have done. She was looking Ul, and that calm dignity which
had distinguished her appearance in the seclusion of the Rue St.
GuUlaume had given place to a nervous and sometimes restless
manner, which a medical man would at once have recognized as
the manner of a sufferer from alcoholic poisoning in some form or
other.
" I hope you are satisfied at last, madame," said her son-in-law ;
" all Paris is coming to see what a fool an old man can make of
himseff for the sake of a pretty woman."
" If the woman is only pretty enough, all Paris will go away convinced of your good sense," retorted Dolores, gaUy.
M. and Madame Joffroy were announced in the next minute, and
Dolores showed the most amiable empressement in receiving a tall,
gaunt personage in sapphire velvet and rubies, who twenty years
earlier had been the cynosure of a drinking cellar in the vicinity of
the Boulevard St. Michel, and who was now the discontented wife
of one of the richest men in Paris.
More guests arrived. Herr Hausroth and his daughters, young
ladies who gave themselves tremendous airs on the strength of their
father's wealth, and who were rendered miserable by their father's
shabby coats, and by certain little miserly eccentricities of which he
could not divest himself, although living in princely style and aUowing his girls to get their gowns from the most expensive faiseur
in Paris, which meant a corresponding expensiveness in all the
minor detaUs of their toilette, the great faiseur taking the word
" Thorough " for his motto, and insisting upon his cUents striving
after ideal perfection in the art of dress. " A badly cut corset, or a
hair's breadth too much thickness in a petticoat, wiU spoU my finest
conception," said the gre&t faiseur
Two more financiers appeared, these without womankind, and in
the littie bustle and talk which foUowed upon their entrance, Madame
Quijada drew her daughter aside.
" He is in Paris," she whispered.
"Not Leon? " questioned Dolores, nervously.
" Yes, Leon. I received a letter from him just now, while I was
dressing."
" I wish never to see him again."
" But he is coming to your party to-night. You must receive him
civUly."
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'• He has no busuiess to invite himself to my party—after leaving
Paris without a word of adieu—and never writing to us in aU these
months."
" He is your cousin. He heard of your party from strangers, and
it was scarcely strange he should invite himseff. You must be civU
to him, Dolores. You were only too fond of him once. You can
at least afford to be polite and friendly to him to-night."
" I won't be uncivU," answered Dolores, moodilj-, " but I wish he
were not coming. I don't want him to cross my threshold."
Iler face had clouded over, all the girUsh gaiety had gone from
her manner, as she took M. Joffroy's arm and led the way into the
dimng-room, where the arrangement of table, flowers, and lighting
was exquisite.
AU her pleasure in the prospect of the evening's triumph was
damped by the return of this man, whose coming had once been
looked forward to -with feverish impatience, whose absence had
made the world seem a blank. She had had much time for quiet
thought since her marriage with Pedi-o Perez, and her whole nature
had changed for the better since her position had been legitimated,
and she was able to look society straight in the face. Her heart
was j'oiiug enough and warm enough to be touched by an old
man's affection; and now that she no longer considered herseff a
prisoner and a slave, she felt sincerely grateful to her mUUonahe
husband.
Disenchantment had slowly followed upon Leon's prolonged
absence. She had begun to question the merits of the man she
had admired, and whose misfortunes had appealed to her pity.
Little by little she began to see the charlatan where she had seen
the genius, and the cold-hearted adventiirer where she had imagmed
the]careless, happy-go-lucky student, whose difliciUties were a natural
residt of the artistic temperament.
She had looked back on her intercourse with her cousin, looked
back -with unprejudiced ej'es, and she had seen that his conduct had
been mercenary from first to last; that he had taken every advantage of her regard for him, and had given her not one token of
affection in return. He had extorted money from her upon every
possible pretence, and he had looked with a greedy eye upon her
jewels, and would gladly have ai^propriated them to his own use.
She did not wish ever to see him again, and she dreaded anj'
encounter between him and Pedro Perez. His presence at her
reception to-night would be the snake among the flowers.
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As the evening went on, however, she tried to banish all thought
about this unbidden guest. He would only be one among many,
she told herseff. She could dismiss him -with a word.
The dinner seemed a slow business to the women of the party,
but the financiers enjoyed themselves, and were unanimous in
their approval of the menu. Joffroy told his oldj friend Perez that
he had the prettiest wife and the best cook in Paris. Hausroth
was green -with envy, and the daughters Hausroth sniggered together
at Madame Perez Peru's Oriental costume, although their own
famous faiseur had so cleverly planned the gown that it offered no
marked eccentricity of character, and might have been worn at a
baU at the Elysee.
At ten o'clock Madame Perez was stationed in the drawing-room
at the entrance to the marquee, where the electric lamps were
artfuUy dotted about amidst the tropical foliage. The light here
and in the adjoining tent was subdued in tone, so that when at the
stroke of midnight the velvet curtains of the supper tent were
drawn back the roc's egg lamp might burst upon the spectators
with overpowering brUliance.
The roc's egg was the one feature of the party with which Dolores
hoped to startle the spoiled children of Paris.
The two tents for conversation and music filled quickly. Everj'body had flocked eagerly to see the beautiful Madame Perez. A
curious mingling of the grand monde and the demi-monde was to be
noted among the guests—a new feature in the Ufe of great cities,
and an evidence of the march of progress. Great ladies had begged
for invitations which had been intended only for actresses and for
the wives and daughters of artists with pen or pencU. Ducal
coronets were on some of the carriages which were waiting j^onder
in the wintry darkness of the wood. Dukes and Duchesses had
declared that they only wanted to "look i n " at the millionaire's
party, only to get a glimpse of the miUionaire's wife; but finding
the palm-shadowed tent a very agreeable lounge, and that Faure
and Capoul, and, Albani and Marie Roze, were among the singers,
great ladies and then- cavaliers lingered, and began even to express
a mUd curiosity about supper, which some one had said was to be
served punctually at midnight.
Leon Duverdier approached his cousin immediately after she had
exchanged courtesies with the ancient but beautiful Marquise
Talonrouge and the lovely comedienne, Clara Beauville. He bore
himself with his usual assured and supercilious air, but Dolores
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noted that he looked pale and Ul, and that he was thinner than when
she saw him last.
" I congratulate you upon the success of your fete," he said,
holding his cousin's hand -with a lingering pressure. "AU the
notabilities of Paris are pouring in at your door. I am glad I
returned in the nick of time to assist at your triumph."
" Was it worth whUe to return at aU after you had stayed away
so long?" asked Dolores, looking at him with a deUberate disdain
•which had as chUUng an effect as a cold douche after the hot room
in a Turkish bath.
" My dear Dolores, matrimony seems to have made a remarkable
change in j'our manner to your O'wn kith and kin," he said, smiling
at her. " I hope your head is not going to be turned by social
success."
" No, my head •will not be turned; but mj^ ej'es have been
opened. You left Paris without a word to the people who—who
cared for j'Ou. Can you wonder if they were enlightened bj' your
conduct, and left off caring for one who set so smaU a value upon
the ties of kindred? I think I have learnt to understand your
character during your long absence, and that I know you now
almost as weU as Louise knows you."
His face darkened at the name, and he looked round the room
and beyond into the crowded tent, as if he were searching out an
enemy.
' ' I see," he said. "Louise has been slandering me to you. I
will not detain you from your guests; but later you must give me a
few minutes' quiet conversation. I have something important to
say to you. It is a matter of life and death."
" I recognize the old prelude," said Dolores; " question d'argent."'
Leon Duverdier moved onward, into the tent where people were
promenading amidst a Babel of talk, and to the tent beyond, where
Capoul was singing the "Alleluia d'amour."
Yes, the party was a success; and walking about quietly among
people who were for the most part strangers to him, Pedro Perez
was gratified by overhearing enthusiastic praises of his wife's grace
and beauty, her jewels, her costume, and the originality of her
reception. True, that he heard more than one witticism at his own
expense, and was reminded of a fact which he had never ignored—
the fact that he was old, and plain, and insignificant, and that his
only value in the eyes of the houri in blush-roso satin and manycoloured gems must needs lie in his millions. 11(> heard, and h^
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did not despair. There was something—an undetinable change in
Dolores—which told him she was not altogether ungrateful; and he
thought that if he could pension off Madame Quijada and have his
young wife all to himself, free from the mother's sinister influence,
there would not be a happier husband in all Paris than he, Perez
Peru. As for those airy shafts of ridicule which he had so dreaded
in the past, he was resigned to endure them in the future, so long
as all went well in his domestic life.
The concert closed with eclat in a new part-song, composed by
Monsieur Duturque, who had adroitly converted to his own use a
certain almost forgotten march in an opera by LuUi, a stirring
melody which put the audience in good humour ; and with the last
chord the velvet curtains which concealed the supper tent were
drawn suddenly apart, and the roc's egg lamp bathed the scene in
a soft, yet dazzling light, which set off" the vivid colouring of fruit
and flowers, silver-gilt, and Venetian glass, saumon 'k la Chambord,
and liomard en aspic, on the fifty supper tables.
There was a lively chorus of approval from the guests, who had
been wondering where the supper was to come from, and whether
they were going to be put off with tea and coffee, ices, and iced
drinks at the buffet in the dining-room. The fifty tables were
occupied as ff by magic, and two hundred and odd tcmgues were
chattering about the roc's egg.
" Quelle belle idee! Mais c'est une feerie. II n'y a que Vargent
pour faire des merveilles. Cest la baguette de la Bourse
" and
so on, and so on, with illimitable variations upon the same theme.
The supper tables were occupied tiU nearly two o'clock, and
there was no faUure in the supplies. At two, everybody had
supped, and almost everybody had departed, save a few night-bird
journalists, who still sat drinking and talking at a couple of tables.
Among these was Leon Duverdier.
As tiie clock struck two, the roc's egg lamp was extinguished,
and the curtains fell, leaving the lingering guests in total darkness.
" I call that about the broadest hint our fair hostess could give
us," said the editor of a famous Parisian paper; and there was a
good deal of talk and laughter from the Bohemian band during
some minutes of darkness, at the end of which interval the curtains
were dra-wn back again by invisible hands, and the last guests
stroUed through the empty tents to the drawing-room, where Dolores
was waiting to bid good night, with the faithful Duturques to keep
her company. Madame Quijada had retired within the last hour,
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and Pedro Perez had sneaked off to his own apartment soon after
the opening of the supper-room.
The editor of the Guerre aux Sots was full of apologies.
" That is the worst of the brotherhood of letters," he said gaUy;
"we are so fond of one another's society that it is much easier to
assemble than to disperse us. Besides, who would be in a hurry
to leave fairyland ? If it had not been for the sportiveness of the
roc's egg we should have lingered tiU the sun put that emblem of
magic power to shame."
" I am sorry the lamp behaved so badly," said Dolores, -with an
arch smile.
" Ah, madame, was there not a fau-y in league with the lamp, a
benevolent fairy, who knows that we are hardworking journalists,
who can but snatch a few hom-s' rest between the taU of to-day's
epigram and the head of to-morrow's, and that we need the quiet of
the night to elaborate the impromptus of the day."
" I m-ast apologize for my husband, gentlemen," said Dolores.
"He is not used to evening parties, so he stole away soon after
midnight, lea-ving my mother and me to represent him."
"Jupiter need not apologize for retiring to his tent of cloud^
when he leaves Juno and Venus in his place," said the youngest of
the scribblers; and then each made his farewell bow, till all were
gone except Leon.
He lingered, -with a determined air, even after the Duturques had
bade good night, the pianiste rapturous at the success of our party.

CHAPTER XXIX
CRUEL AS THE

GRAVE.

LEON DUVERDIER and his cousin were alone in the drawing-room.
Through the draped opening of the large central -window tiie dimly
lighted marquee loomed shadowy, and the tropical fotiage had a
sombre air. The fountain had left off playing, the electric light
had been turned off in aU three tents, and the long vista of palms,
and flowers, and tapestry, and velvet-curtained archways took a
funereal aspect, lighted only by a few smaU clusters of wax candles
placed here and there amidst the foliage.
Dolores looked at her cousin, stifled a jawn, and walked slowly
towards the beU beside the chimney-piece.
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" I am sure you don't expect me to be inclined for conversation
at this late hour, Leon," she said coldly; "so, if you'll allow me,
I'll order your carriage,"
"Please don't take that useless trouble, I have no carriage.
I came in a cab, and dismissed it. I shall walk back to my
hotel."
" You are not at your old address ? "
" No ; I am stajing at the Hotel St. Lazare for a night or two.
I am only in Paris as a bird of passage. I saU next week from
Havre—for Buenos Ayres."
" I hope you wUl be more fortunate there than you appear to
have been here," said Dolores, calmly.
He was dumfounded by the coolness of her reply. Could so brief
a separation have worked such a change in the woman who only
a few months ago had ob-yiously adored him ? He was silent for
some moments. The tone of his reply was constrained.
" I congratulate you on the wisdom of your course since I left
Paris," he said; " you have only foUowed my advice. I often told
you that Perez was devoted enough to marry you, if you played
your cards properly."
"Yes; he is devoted, which is strange—and I am grateful, which
may seem even more extraordinary."
" And you are happy, I suppose ? "
" Yes, I am actually happy; but I hardly realized tiU to-night
how pleasant it is to be the wife of a mUUonaire."
" I am glad you have found out the value of wealth—and that your
experience has been on the sunny side of the question, and not its
dark side. I know the value of money from the lack of it—but I am
now on a sure road to fortune. I have a better chance and a finer
opening in BrazU than I ever had in my life—•— "
" I congratulate you," said Dolores.
" But I cannot grasp this golden opportunity without a certain
capital m hand. Money makes money, Dolores. A man must sow
the golden seed—if only a handful of gold dust—before he can reap
the golden harvest. Fortune is at my door, if I can let her in; but
I must first find the key that wiU open the door."
" Your conversation reaUy abounds in allegories," replied Dolores;
"but though the variations are new, the tune is always the same.
No, Leon, I cannot provide you with the capital for your BraziUan
venture. I mean to be a loyal -wife to Pedro Perez, and I will
do nothing underhand or secret—nothing that could awaken one
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jealous doubt in his mind. I know enough of his character to know
that with him jealousy would be terrible."
'•Then you wiU do nothing for me? You are waUowing in
wealth, and you wUl not lift your finger to help me ? "
'- Oh yes, I will do much more than Ifft my finger. Your new
venture is to be made in South America, where my husband is
a power. He knows every inch of the country—every speculation
and enterprise that has been made there. I wUl introduce your
scheme to him, and ask him to help you."
" And you think he will help me ? "
" Y'es, when I plead for j'Ou."
'' I cannot wait for such a slow process as that, Dolores. I know
what these old men are, and how long they deliberate before they
wiU trust a j'oung man -with a thousand pounds sterUng, even ff he
coiUd buy the philosopher's stone for the money, and offered to
share the profits of the transaction. I want money at once, Dolores.
Can't you understand that two or three hundred pounds to-night
would be worth a thousand next week? And I know j'Ou must
have as much as that."
" I have not the tenth part of two hundred pounds," answered
his cousin, cooUv. " I have everj'thing in the world I can -wish for,
but since I have been Pedro's •wife I have had hardly any money.
I am Madame Perez. The name is enough. l e a n order anji;hing
I want from anj' tradesman in Paris, and my name is aU I need
give in exchange. Pedro pays my bUls as fast as they come in.
I have nothing to do with monej'; so j'ou see, if I were ever so
wiUing to help j'ou, I couldn't do it."
There was a pause, during •uiuch the man who called lumself
Leon Duverdier took two or three turns up and down the room, in
troubled meditation. Then he stopped suddenly, and confronted
Dolores with a frowning brow.
" It is mere idle sophistication to talk to me in this strain," he
said. " You can help me, if you like, and you know it. If you have
not bank-notes or gold you have money's worth. You have jewels
which I could turn into immediate cash at the Mont de Piete.
I only ask for the loan of a few of your gewgaws, those j'ou value
least, that I may raise money upon them for a month or so. I wUl
remit the money to a friend in Paris as soon as I am in funds ; and
the jewels shall be safely delivered into your own hands, at the
hour and place which you yourself shaU appoint. WiU that do for
you?"
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" No, it will not. I wUl not trust you with one of my husband's
gffts—indeed, I dare not. Pedro remembers every jewel he ever
gave me, and asks me from time to time to wear particular ornaments. I should be disgraced if I could not comply with his
request."
The argument which foUowed was long and angry. Leon grew
desperate as he found Dolores firm in her refusal.
" You had better not goad me too far," he hissed in her ear, as
she shrank from him, with her back against the angle of the low
marble mantelpiece, and her hand stretched towards the bell. It is
a very small thing I have asked of you. Yet the consequences of
your refusal may be more disastrous than you can foresee. I may
be tempted to throw up the sponge, and to let the world know some
secrets in my life, and your mother's share in them. That revelation would be a worse disgi-ace for you than the loss of a diamond
necklace."
He was gone, leaving Dolores mystified by his parting words, but
not greatly alarmed. It seemed to her that those words were an
idle threat; and that all she had to do was to stand firm in her duty
to her husband, who was powerful enough to protect her from her
kinsman's matice. There was nothing in her past relations with
Leon which could bring evU to her in the future. She had loved
him with a sentimental girlish fancy, which had been fostered by
the monotony of her secluded existence. Now tha"t she had begun
to taste the sweets of life, and to understand the omnipotence of
wealth, she looked back and wondered at her girlhood's idle fancy,
" How could I have ever been blind to his selfishness and meanness ? " she wondered, when the outer door had closed upon her
cousin.
It was four o'clock upon a winter morning. The last faint glow
had faded out of the logs, and Dolores shivered in her splendour, as
she surveyed her dazzting image in the vast sheet of glass behind
a low jardiniere filled with hyacinths and narcissus. The image
which met her gaze was radiant with gems and briUiant colouring,
but the face under the jewelled turban was pale and weary.
"It has been a long, long night," she thought, "but at last I have
made my d^but in Parisian society. Perez Peru's wife is no longer
a person to be hidden in an obscure lodging."
The servants, who had been supping luxuriously in their own
quarters, now appeared, sober and serious of aspect, apparently
intent upon the safe ac^justment of locks and bolts, and the putting
X
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away of stray valuables. The last glimmer of light had been
extinguished in the marquees, and to-morrow morning aU that fairy
scene woidd be taken to pieces, like a child's puzzle, and carted
away, while the roc's egg lamp would be sold at a sacrifice to some
enterprising proprietor of caf^ or music-haU.
The footman drew aside the plush curtains, and shut the -wide
plate-glass -window, which fastened in the usual manner of French
casements; and it may be that under the influence of truffled
turkey and champagne he was somewhat uncertain in t-^\isting the
long brass bolt into its socket.
" Is aU safe? " asked Dolores, Ustlessly, as she took up her ostrich
fan and moved slowly towards the door.
" Yes, Madame."
" Then you may go to bed, aU of you."
" Madame wUl require the services of Elise at her toUette ? "
" Not to-night. TeU her to bring me my chocolate at ten tomorrow mormng, and on no account to disturb me before that Jiour."
Now that the tension of supreme excitement was relaxed Dolores
felt tired to death. She had been mo-ving about among her guests,
and talking, and laughing at every sally of •wit or journalist, artist
or actor, for five mortal hours; to say nothing of those three quieter
hours during which she had presided at her husband's dinner-party.
She could hardly crawl upstairs to her luxurious bedroom, and she
was far too weary to submit to the somewhat oppressive attentions
of a highly trained lady's maid—a maid who had Uved but lately
with haggard old age, which required to be put together bit by bit,
and composed and painted into a ghastly semblance of youth and
beauty. She had but just strength to unclasp her jewels—her necklace of matchless pearls, the stars and clusters and hearts and horseshoes of diamonds, emeralds, and sapphhos which studded her bodice,
the crescents which flashed from her dark hair. She was just able
to take off aU these splendours, and to drop them in a careless heap
upon her dressing-table; and then she exchanged her sUken garment
for a loose muslin peignoir, threw back the satin-covered eiderdown, and flung herseff upon her bed, overcome -with sleep.
All was still upon that upper floor. Pedro Perez was sleeping
the tranquil slumber of the man who knows that aU his investments
are safe, and that some of them are yielding him fifteen per cent.;
Madame Quijada was sleeping the hea-vy sleep of senses stupefied
by chloral; the servants had crept up to their attics in the Italian
roof—that these cubicula were cold in winter and hot in summer
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had but little disturbed the repose of the architect who planned the
viUa;—and on all eyeUds in the house sleep lay heavy, save in that
one modest chamber where Louise Marcet lay in her narrow bed,
and turned upon her pillow from time to time in the long intervals
between her brief slumbers. The time was when the tired workgirl's night had been a night of a single sleep ; but since that malady
in which reason had been nearly wrecked in the agonized brain,
Louise had never known what it was to enjoy long and tranquil
slumbers. To-night her nerves had been shaken by the noises
•within and without the house, the din of talk and laughter, the
rattle of silver and glass, the loud music of a brass band playing
Avaltzes and mazurkas, the sound of singing, and the roll of carriagewheels. Gaiety of this kind had lost all fascination for her. She
had never tasted such pleasures; and she had no curiosity about
that brilliant world of the rich and well-born in which she had had
no part. Her day of happiness had been as brief as a butterfly's
summer; her pleasures had been of the simplest. She had known
the passion of love only in its most ideal aspect. She had never
been sickened by the reverse of the picture. The man she had
exalted into a hero had been her hero to the end of his life; and
her regret for him was so much the keener that she had never had
cause to doubt his honour or his worthiness to be loved. Thus the
girl's innocent love of a summer day had become the settled worship
of a lost lover; and the woman's heart was dead to all but the
broken dream of the love-sick girl.
Darkness closed round the villa in the Bois, in those chill hours
between night and morning,—bitter cold in the garden outside, but
tempered within these walls by the calorifere in the basement.
There were only two lamps burning in the house—one, the coloured
glass lantern in the haU, where the lowered gas gave a subdued
glimmer that made the shadows blacker on the staircase and landing ; the other, the little antique silver lamp that hung above the
bed where Dolores lay in the happy sleep of youth and health, and
a heart at ease.
Not a sound in that sleeping household, save the striking of
various clocks, with more or less musical chime. Five o'clock!
Yes, there is another sound. As the hammer falls on the gong for
the fifth time, there is a sound of a window opening softly and
slowly on the ground floor—then a pause; and then the cautious
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opening of a door—another pause ; and again another sound—the
stealthy tread of lightly-shod feet on the velvet pUe of the staircase,
Louise Marcet hears those sounds faintly in her sleep. Are the
servants going do-wn already ? It is early for them, considering
the lateness of the hour at which they went to rest. She is sleeping somewhat more deeply than usual, worn out by the noises that
kept her awake tiU an hour or so ago. It is her habit to rise when
the servants go do-wn in the morning, to be as early as the earUest
of the household, and to see that the day's work is begun betimes;
but this morning her senses are dull, she mixes the sounds of those
footsteps with a confused dream of the past. It is a summer Sunday
morning, and her kindly neighbour is coming to caU her, that she
may be up and dressed and away to the station of St. Lazare, to
meet the kindly Englishman, for that promised excursion to Marley
le Roi.
Fond dream of days long vanished. Fancy bridges the dismal
guff of years, and the grave where her lover ties; and she hears
his voice and sees his face again, just as she heard and saw him
more than twenty years ago.
Suddenly the face fades, the voice is sflent. She starts up in her
bed shuddering, her blood tumed to ice at the sound of a woman's
shriek—either of fear or pain. She springs from her bed, throws
on the peignoir that lies ready in the chair close by, and moves out
to the landing, and to her cousin's room. The door is open, and in
the dim tight of the night-lamp she sees a white figure lying on the
carpet, face do-wnwards, and, standing by the dressing-table, she
sees her brother engaged in thrusting the heaped-up jewels into his
pockets. WhUe she pauses in the doorway, transfixed, he crams
the last of the ornaments out of sight, and tmns to leave the room,
without one glance at the prostiate form near the bed. He recoils
with an angry oath at the sight of Louise.
'' Stand out of the way," he says savagely, " or I'U settie you as
I've settied her."
" Thief^murderer."
" Bosh I She's only stunned. It'll be worse for you than for
her tf you don't hold your tongue. Let me pass, I say."
"Not with those jewels in your possession," she says, facing him
fearlessly.
Before he can prevent her she has locked the door and put the
key in her pocket.
" Thief and murderer—your first crime has gone unpunished
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because my voice has not been tifted up against you—but there
shaU be no second crime that I can hinder. I am tiusted in this
house, and I mean to protect my cousin's property. If you have
kiUed her, your life shall pay for hers. You shaU not leave this
room till you have given up those jewels, and until I see ff she is
tiving or dead."
She moves towards the figure on the ground, and as she does so
he looks round and grasps the situation. There is no other way
out of the room. The only other door stands wide open reveating
the interior of a bath-room in which there is no door—only a great
marble bath and white panelled walls. He grasps Louise by the
shoulder, and snatches the key from the wide pocket of her dressinggown.
" Stand aside, and keep a quiet tongue in your head," he whispers
threateningly; and then as she clings about him, clutching the collar
of his coat, holding him with aU the force of excitement that has
reached fever pitch, he sees her head flung back and her lips parting
in a cry for help. Another instant and she will raise the house.
A cruel blow from his clenched hand stifles the cry upon her
whitening Ups, and then the same deadly hand snatches a knffa
from his breast pocket, a knife that opens with a spring.
A thrust, and another, and then he grows mad with rage, the blind
unreasoning fury of a savage beast, as the Ups stiU strive to cry aloud,
and the eyes stiU stare at him wUdly, and the cUnging hands stUl
hold him, and so another, and yet another thrust of the murderous
knife, tiU one last gurgling sound escapes from those distorted lips,
the stare grows fixed and dull, the fingers loosen, and the bleeding
form falls at his feet.
He unlocks the door and runs downstairs, splashed with her
blood, a sister's hfe blood, and creeps out by the way he came in,
stealing through the empty tents, spurning the fading flowers, as he
dashes out into the cold night, through the sUken draperies that
mark an opening in the canvas.
He did not mean murder when he entered the house, least of all
a sister's murder; but he meant plunder, and he has secured the
booty. At daybreak he will leave for Dunkirk; from Dunkirk to
Holland, where he will dispose of the gems, minus their deUcate
Tiffany settings.
Just at the last moment he remembers that he must hide the blood
upon his clothes. The stains are darkest and biggest upon his shirt
and waistcoat, as his victim clung about him in the death-struggb.
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He creeps back into the house, finds some overcoats hanging in
a vestibule, and takes an Inverness, which is just long enough to
hide his figure to the knees.
This precaution is unlucky, for in going out into the garden he
faUs into the arms of a gendarme, who, riding quietly by in the
night silence, had noticed the opening of the little door in the
marquee. The gendarme dismounts, and waits to see who -will
emerge from that mysterious little door at a quarter-past five in the
morning.
And so Leon Duverdier, alias Claude Morel, falls into the clutches
of the law, and is shut up au secret in a felon's ceU, to be taken out
at intervals and interrogated by the Juge d'Instruction; and before
night all Paris knows that there has been a daring robbery and a
brutal murder in Perez Peru's -yiUa, that the beautfful Madame
Perez has been struck to the ground senseless in the attempt to
protect her matchless jewels from a burglar, and ties in a precarious
condition, and that poor old Perez is haff mad -with grief and
anxietj'.
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XXX.

DAISY'S DIARY.

IT is almost a month since I last opened this book, a month which
has brought me daUy nearer and nearer in union with him who is
to share aU my life, and whom I am to love and obey. Yes, obey;
the word suggests not the faintest sense of humihation. I am proud
to have a master, such a master. I never had that kind of feeting
with my poor dear CyrU. On the contrary, I felt as if he had been
given to me as my slave, a person to order about.
For the first few days after that terrible revelation about my
step-father I kept my ghastly secret. I could not trast even him
whom I had trusted -with my whole heart and my whole life. I
feared that if I told Gilbert my con-yiction of Ambrose Arden's
guilt; if I showed him how link by luik the chain of circumstantial
evidence could be put together untU the circle was complete, he
might consider it his duty to bring about a pubtic investigation, and
thus condemn my mother to the horror of kno^wing what manner
of man she had married. But after torturing myseff for those few
days of puzzled thought and nights ol .'"everish unrest, I could bear
my burden no longer. GUbert saw that there was something amiss
with me, that even his presence could not make me happy, and he
urged me to confide in him. And so I told him all the dismal
story, and my reasons for believing that my fathers murder had
been plotted by his friend.
I could see by his darkening countenance as he listened that he
was of my opinion; but he answered gravely and deliberately—
" Your theory is plausible, Daisy, yet there is no incident in Ufe
which may not bear a double interpretation. I certainly beUeve
Duverdier to be the murderer, as surely as I believe him to be
Claude Morel under another name; and granting that he is the
guUty man, it is assuredly a strange thing that he should dog your
step-father's footsteps in this quiet place, and that your lover should
renounce the happiness of his life, and go into exile, after overhearing a conversation between his father and that man. The tinks
are strong links; but the evidence is not of a kind that would be
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accepted in a court of law; and I doubt if the law -wiU ever touch
the man whose moral guUt, granting him guUty, is greater than the
guilt of the shedder of blood."
" I don't want the law to touch him; I don't want my mother
ever to know how crueUy she has been cheated and deceived. I
only want you to understand the horror of it aU; and that this man
with whom I have to Uve in daUy friendship, or the appearance of
friendship, is of all men upon earth the most abhorrent to me."
Haff the weight of my burden was lifted off my shoulders after
I had shared my trouble with Gilbert. He is so wise, so thoughtful,
so just, and temperate in his judgments. He would not aUow that
the case was estabhshed against that -wi-etched man. It was a case
for grave doubt, he told me. The chcumstances were fuU of darkest
suspicion ; but it would be dangerous to condemn a feUow-creature,
above aU a friend to whom I owed so much, upon such evidence.
I shuddered at the word " friend."
" Oh, I was so fond of him once," I said. " I used to sit upon
his knee and put my arms round his neck. I called him uncle
because I could not bear to think that he was not related to me. I
used to run from my father to him, and one was almost as dear to
me as the other. And now to know that he is utterly base, false,
and crael, inexorably crael, cruel as death itseff! "
" We know nothing, Daisy," said my dearest, in his calm, gi-ave
voice; "there is nothing absolute or conclusive in aU your evidence.
The signs of trouble of mind which you have noticed in your stepfather may be only the indications of physical disease. We must
wait, and watch, ff need be, and whether this dire suspicion of
yours be brought more fully home to us, or whether we have reason
to doubt the grounds upon which it rests, there is at least one point
upon which we can have no hesitation: the knowledge of e-vil must
be kept from your mother."
I was inexpressibly comforted by his counsel, and felt that I could
better endme to Uve in the same house with my step-father. I even
began to falter somewhat in my judgment of him ; and had it not
been for the mystery of CyrU's conduct, which I could account for
in no other manner, I might have thought myseff the -victim of a
delusion, crael alike to me and to the man whom I suspected.
But I could not forget the evidence of CyrU's face, which told of
dire calamity, or the stern resolve -with which he cancelled the bond
between us. His tone and manner were those of a man who was
fulfilling a painful duty, who submitted himself to a cruel destiny.
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Nor was there other and nearer evidence wanting in my stepfather's manner to me after the change in my manner to him,
which must have been obvious, although I set a watch upon myself
always in my mother's presence. On the rare occasions when Mr.
Arden and I were alone together, I maintained a resolute silence,
and on no such occasion did he ever question me as to my altered
bearing. It seemed to me that he submitted to our estrangement
as a part of his doom, and that he tacitly accepted my condemnation
of him. Not by one word or look did he ever seek to evoke the
old tenderness of our relations. He who until a few weeks ago had
been to me as a second father was content to become a stranger,
and to endure the insult of my sullen sUence; content also to play
the hypocrite in his wife's presence, and to affect that he and I
wore on the old affectionate terms. When mother asked me to
play to him he praised mj' playing, and asked for this or that sonata
or set of variations. Oh, what a dreadful tife it would be if it were
not for the comfort and support my true lover has given me throughout this trial!
And all this time there has been an air of gaiety at River Lawn,
and mother and Gilbert and I have been full of preparations for the
great change in our lives. It will not be such a change for mother
and me, though, as it might have been under less blessed conditions ; for I shall be her next-door neighbour, and shall be running
in and out of the dear home garden every day, and she can run
mto my gardens, and the ever lovely and beloved arbour where my
sovereign lord and king first declared his love can be common
ground for both of us. I shall keep copies of my most adorable
poets there, and a sketching block and colour-box, and Gilbert
shall have a box of cigars or cigarettes in the handy little cupboard where I used to keep my toy cups and saucers when I was
a chUd.
No; my wedding-day will bring no severance between mother
and me; and by-and-by, when the end which I foresee shall come,
and the shadow is lifted from her life, I shaU have that dear mother
all to myself again, as I had in the tranquU years of her widowhood.
It is wicked, perhaps, to take comfort in the thought of any one's
death : yet can I wish a traitor's life to be prolonged ? Can I fail
to see the hand of God in that gradual darkening of the gloom which
encircles him—the gradual working of that slow poison we call
remorse ?
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Again tiiere has been talk of my trousseau, and this time mother
has not found me cold or indifferent. I have taken a keen deli.ght
in everything, especiaUj' the house-linen, about which I am as
earnest as if I had spun it myself, like an industrious Swedish or
Norwegian maiden, and had hoarded it in great oaken presses to
await my betrothal. I am delighted to say that Gilbert's hereditary
linen closet exhibits a vast coUection of rags, beautiful Irish damask
table-cloths, with the Florestan coat-of-arms woven in the fabric,
smooth and lustrous as satin, but as transparent as gauze when the
good old housekeeper held them up to the light.
" Single gentlemen never do think of such things," she said
apologeticaUy ; " I've told Mr. Florestan often and often that new
table-cloths were wanted, but he always forgot to order them; and
then he was here so seldom, and that made him careless about the
house."
" Of course," cried I ; " what should he know about tablecloths?"
And then mother and I held a grand consultation, and selected
the loveliest patterns, and sent off a big order to a firm in Belfast,
and I felt that I was encouraging the manufactures of the Sister
Isle. There are Irish poplins in my trousseau, too—soft, lustrous,
delicious—warm and substantial wear for my winter honeymoon.
Mother thinks of everything—seasons and occasions, comfort and
dignity. Without foUy or extravagance, my trousseau will be
perfect—worthy to be exhibited as an example of sterling British
common-sense, as opposed to French frivolity and American ostentation.
We are to go to the South for our honeymoon, but not straight
away to fashionable Cannes or cosmopolitan Nice. We are to go
first to Bordeaux, and then to Pan and Biarritz, and afterwards to
Toulouse, Carcassonne, Nismes, Aries, and so on by easy stages to
Marseilles, and thence to Cannes, just to -wind up with the Prince
of Wales's week, and the dances at the two clubs. I shaU be an
old married woman by that time, capable of chaperoning my
unmarried cousins if they should happen to be at Cannes with my
aunt just then. They generaUy go South in early spring, and leave
the doctor to make money in Harley Street.
They all came down to River Lawn last week to congratulate me
upon my " promotion," as Flora caUed it, and they aU, aimt included,
seem to think I have done a grand thing in getting myself engaged
to GUbert Florestan.
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" Not because he is rich," explained Flora, " for measured by our
modem necessities he is little better than a pauper, but because he
is unmistakably county. Your relations never need be ashamed of
him."
" That is a comfort," said I, enraged at her impertinence ; " but
I hope you don't suppose I accepted Gilbert in order to gratify my
relations, or come up to the requirements of Harley Street. I did
not accept him because he is county, and I should have been just
as deeply in love with him if he had been a beggar."
"Ah, you may think so, and most engaged girls talk in that
style," said Flora; " but I have never heard of anybody in society
marrying a beggar since the time of King Cophetua, and no doubt
he was sorry for it afterwards."
These cousins of mine are the very essence of worldliness, and I
seldom stoop to argue about matters of feeling with either of them.
They have been on the point of making great matches ever since
they were presented, but the business has always stopped short of
actuatity ; and Aunt Emily says that marriage, from a lady's standpoint, -will soon become impossible.
" I t is easy enough for an only child like j'ou," she said. "Of
course you are anybody's money; but my poor girls have nothing
but their beauty and their accomplishments, and men nowadays
are utterly sordid."
This was a speech which would have made me -wretched were it
possible for me to doubt my true lover; but aU the discontented
mothers in England might hint and insinuate for a tivelong summer
day without ruffling my great content. My heart, so far as Gilbert
is concerned, is as placid as a summer lake encircled by mountains.
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CHAPTER XXXI.
DAISY'S DIARY,

" I WILL REPAY."

Tins morning the question was mooted. Who was to give me away ?
It was just as breakfast was over, and Mr. Arden had not yet gone
off to his hermitage on the other side of the lane.
" Your step-father is, of course, the proper person," said my
mother, looking at her husband with her sweet, gentle smile, a look
I understand so weU, a look which means kindliness, esteem,
respect, consideration, but which never yet meant love.
" No," I cried hastily; " there is only one person who must give
me to my husband, and that person is my mother."
" My dearest, it would be so unusual for a woman
" began
mother.
Mr. Arden iaterrupted her hastily.
" Not in the case of a widow, Clara," he said, in his calm,
measured way, as ff there were no hint of aversion in my hasty
protest, " I agree with Daisy—you are the fittest person to give
your daughter to the man of her choice. The act will stamp your
approval of the union ; and Daisy is wise in wishing that it should
be so."
Twice he mentioned me by my old familiar name, without the
faintest emotion. No witness of that scene could have suspected
from his tone or conduct that there was any guff between us. 1
sat with my eyes fixed upon the table-cloth, waiting for him to
leave us before I could feel happy or at ease.
It was on the morning after this that the dreadful shock came,
and still this man of blood was calm and collected, equal to the
occasion.
The newspapers are delivered at River Lawn at about ten o'clock,
and on this particular morning we were later than usual at breakfast,
and the meal was only just over when Mead brought in his tray of
papers ready aired and cut.
My step-father took the Times, my mother the Morning Post.
I am only interested in Mead's tray on the mornings that bring
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the World, Punch, or Truth; so on Tuesday morning there was
nothing to claim my attention, and I sat idly by whUe the other
two read their papers.
An exclamation from my mother startled me from a reverie.
"Oh, God!" she cried, rising hurriedly and going over to her
husband, -with the newspaper in her hand, " it has come, it has
come at last. ' Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith the Lord.'
5Iy husband's murderer will be punished—after all these years.
Ambrose, do you see, do you know what has happened ? Have
you read ? "
" Have I read what? My dear Clara, are you mad? " he asked,
looking up at her wonderingly, as she stood before him, with white
cheeks and dilated eyes.
" Have you read the French news ? A dreadful murder—the
murder of a woman by a man who is supposed to be her brother—
by a man called Leon Duverdier, alias Claude Morel. Claude
Morel! The man who kiUed my husband."
" No, I have not seen the French news," he answered slowlj'.
A lie ! The ])aper lay under his hand as he spoke, and I saw
the heading of the column—" Paris. By Telegraph."
" Read, then; read the account of the murder, and of the man.
He is in prison. He was caught at once, this time; taken redhanded. The police in Paris are better than the feeble wretches
who let my dear love's murderer go scot-free. Read, read, read,
Ambrose!"
• She was beside herseff -with agitation. Her husband started to
his feet, and put his arm round her and held her to his breast, held
her against that false and cruel heart, whose baseness she knew
not.
"Control yourself, Clara, for pity's sake. Remember we have
no sure ground for beUeving that Morel was the murderer."
" Yes, yes, we have, conclusive ground. The use of his sister's
name to decoy my husband; that in itself was aU-sufBcient proof.
And now, see, the sister is murdered, brutally, savagely stabbed to
death by the same hand,"
" If there has been murder done, the murderer will suffer for his
crime; and in that case your husband will be avenged."
"No, no; that is not enough. That other, more deUberate
crime must be brought home to him. His judges must know what
a -wretch he is. French juries are so merciful. He -wiU be recommended to mercy. Only the murder of a sister, on the spur of the
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moment. There will be the plea of extenuating circumstances.
But let them know how he lured an unoffending man to a lonely
room and kUled him in cold blood, for sordid gain, and even a
French jury must condemn him to death."
"My dearest, you are talking wUdly. A man can only be tiled
for one crime at a time. If he be acquitted of murdering his sister,
he can then be indicted for the murder of Robert Hatrell. You
must be calm and patient."
" Let us go to Paris to-night."
" I -wUl go there, if you like, and find out all about the man and
his crime. It would be useless for you to go."
" No, no: I want to be there, in the city where the murderer is
waiting for his doom."
" My dear Clara, I cannot allow you to travel under such conditions. I would not answer for your reason if you were to go
upon such a journey. Nor could you possibly leave your daughter,
on the eve of her marriage, upon any such mad errand. Whatever
has to be done I -wUl do. I wiU go to-night, and will remain in
Paris untU after this man's trial. I •will find out who he really is,
and ff he is identical Avith the Claude Morel whose sister your
husband once admired. You may rely upon me to do everything
that is necessary or expedient. Only, for God's sake, be calm, be
reasonable. Remember how precious your life and reason are to
your daughter and to me. Remember how both trembled in the
balance years ago in this house."
My poor dear mother commanded herself by a great effort. I
could see how she struggled •with her agitation, how earnestly she
strove to be calm.
" I never thought that the hour of retribution would come," she
said. "Oh, the wretch, the heartless •wretch, to strike a strong
man do^wn in the flower of his years, to cut short so dear a tife!
NOj I wiU not talk of him any more, Ambrose," she said, in answer
to a warning look from her husband. " I wUl be calm and patient,
and wait for the end. It is coming, in God's own good time. You
need not be afraid about me. Daisy and I will stay here quietly
while you go to Paris. And you will send me daily reports. You
wiU not keep me in the dark
"
" Not for an hour."
They went out of the room together, mother leaning on his arm,
confiding in him and relying upon him, as if he were the best of
men. I was left alone to think over what had happened, and to
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consider how this new phase of our terrible history was likely to
aff"ect the dear mother.
First, I read the account of the murder in the Times, a brutal
murder, the act of a thief and desperado. I •will not sully this book
by recording it here, since its only bearing on my life lies in the
fact that this wretch who murdered his sister in a •villa in the Bois
de Boulogne the night before last, is in aU probability the wretch
who kiUed my father. I read the savage history, and then I
thought, and thought, and thought; but I only felt so much the
more hopeless and miserable; and I saw how futile it was for me
to think alone, whUe the other haff of me was not at my side, to
help me out of every difiSculty. So I just ran into the lobby, put
on my hat, and went out into the garden to see if I could find my
dearest and best, who would be able to give me wise counsel, and
whose very voice would enable me to keep up my courage, were
I hemmed round by diflBculties.
It is wintry weather everywhere in this last month of the year,
but our gardens are so rich in conifers, laurel, and arbutus that they
never look bare or cold; and the shrubbery is so sheltered by
deodar and cupressus, that an invalid might walk there even on
the coldest morning. I knew it was Gilbert's habit to smoke his
after-breakfast cigarette on the other side of the fence, and that I
was most likely to find him within caU. Mother has allowed him
to make a gate of communication between his shrubbery and ours,
not many paces from the arbour where I first discovered that I
adored him. I found him this morning standing close by this gate,
with a very grave countenance, evidently on the watch for me,
and I saw at a glance that he had read aU about the murder.
He had, and we talked the hideous story over together.
" How wiU it affect Mr. Arden ? " I asked.
" If he is the guilty wretch you think him it may affect him most
terribly. The man Morel has been taken red-handed, and cannot
escape condemnation. If he is the murderer of Denmark Street;
if your step-father prompted that murder, as you believe, he may,
out of sheer devUry, make a fuU confession before he goes to the
guiUotine, denounce his accomplice, and die in the odour of
sanctity."
" And then my mother -wiU know everything, and the rest of her
life wiU be made miserable," said I.
My step-father left us this evening. I felt sick with apprehension
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when I saw mother biddmg him good-bye in the haU, whfle the
carriage waited to drive him to the station; she so fuU of kindliness
and concern for his comfort on the cold night-journey, he pale and
sombre, speaking -with e^yident effort.
" Y'ou are looking so Ul to-night, Ambrose," she said. " I fear
you are hardly equal to the journey, and the tiouble that mav
come afterwards."
' ' I must face both, Clara. ^ly chief anxiety is about you and
your peace of mind," he answered gravely. ''If you •wUl only be
trae to yourseff, I fear nothing. You have your daughter and her
husband to think of; new duties, new ties, the beginning of a new
existence."
It seemed to me as ff he were renouncing aU share in her Ufe,
aU claim to her affection. He looked at me earnestiy, questioningly,
and then, as I made no movement towards him, he said quietiy—
" Good night and good-bye, Daisy ! "
He tumed on the threshold and took my mother in his arms and
kissed her forehead and her tips with a sudden fervour that tiansformed him.
The paUid, careworn face flushed and smUed, the duU and sunken
eyes brightened. It was for a moment only. His valet warned
him that there was no time to lose, he stepped into the brougham,
the door was shut, and he was gone.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
DAISY'S DIARY.

IT is the eve of my wedding day, the eve of St. Valentine's Day;
Gilbert is to be my Valentine to-morrow and for ever.
And now in this deep silence of after midnight I will close the
record of my life as an unmarried woman. The hfe that wiU begin
to-morrow wiU mark the opening of a new volume in my history,
but the old book shall be my friend and confidant still, for I shall
be able to praise my husband in these pages as I should never dare
to praise him to any living listener, least of all to his modest,
unpretending self.
I shaU close the record of my girlish years, and with it, I hope,
closes the tragedy of my own and my mother's life. God grant
that bloodshed and guilt and treachery may have no further
hifluence upon her life and mine, and that the road that lies before
us may pass through a peaceful and a smiling land, where crime
and sin wUl have no part in our destiny.
The interval between my step-father's journey to Paris and the
end of the year was a time of keenest anxiety for me, and for
Gilbert, who shared and lightened all my cares. We watched the
three principal Paris papers, which Gilbert ordered to be sent him
daily, and watched with intense expectation for any notice of tho
murderer Morel. The actual facts recorded were few, beyond those
particulars of the murder which had appeared in the first instance;
but there was a great deal of descriptive writing bearing more or
less upon the crime. Something of this kind appeared in one or
other of the papers nearly every day. Sometimes there was a
paragraph about the prisoner's antecedents, the part he took in the
riots and brutalities of the Commune, the manner of his escape
when the Versailles troops got possession of Paris, and many other
facts or fictions about his past tife. GUbert told me that I must
not believe more than one-fourth of any such article or paragraphs
in a Parisian newspaper.
One day there appeared a long account of the viUa which was
the scene of the murder, an article in which the luxury and splendour of the house were minutely described. Another article in the
Y
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same paper gave a glowing description of the prisoner's cousin, a
beautiful young woman, married to one of the richest men in Paris.
Scandal about this young woman and her mother was freely published, cruel imputations against their character; but there was
not one Une in any of the papers which hinted at Claude ]\Iorers
identity with the murderer of Denmark Street.
" The poUce know aU about him," said Gilbert, " but they are
keeping dark. A man cannot be tried for two crimes at the same
time. Were Morel acquitted he could be arrested and brought to
London to be confronted with the witnesses—the landlady and the
tailor's jom-nejman—who could identify the murderer of Denmark
Street; but I do not see the remotest chance of his acquittal."
My step-father remained in Paris for nearly a month, dming
which time he -wrote at least twice a week to my mother. She read
portions of his letters to me. He had seen the poUce, and they had
told him that there was very httle doubt of the prisoner's execution.
The crime was too utterly brutal to enlist the sympathies of even
a French jury. He would be found guilty without extenuating
circumstances. He would perhaps appeal to the Court of Cassation,
but his appeal would be rejected.
In a later letter my step-father -wrote that he had with great
difficulty obtained an inter-view with the prisoner. He had taxed
him with the murder in Denmark Street, but Morel had denied all
knowledge of that crime. The letter described him as an obdurate
•villain.
The trial took place in the second week of December. The
prisoner's cousin, Madame Perez, was the chief •witness against him.
She described how he had appealed to her for money, or for jewels
to convert into money, two hours before the murder; and how she
had refused to give liim either money or jewels, upon which he
left the house, angry and menacing. She described how she was
startled from her sleep by the sound of footsteps in her room, and
on openuig her eyes saw the prisoner standing before her toUettable, deliberately fUling his pockets with her jewels, which she had
worn in great profusion upon that particular evening. She told the
court how she had sprung from her bed, intending to ring for help,
but before she could reach the electric-bell the accused strack her
to the ground. She remembered nothing after that blow, \yliich
had infUcted a permanent injury upon the sight of one eye. She
had only just recovered from a nervous fever -^^-hich had foUowed
upon her return to consciousness.
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The appearance of this witness in the court excited a profound
interest, said the papers. She is described as a very beautfful
woman. Her e-yidence was given in some parts reluctantly, at
other times •with a rush of indignant feeUng. When asked by the
prisoner ff she had not been his mistress, she passionately repelled
the accusation. She admitted that she had once loved him, but
that was before she knew the worthlessness of his character. She
spoke in the highest terms of the murdered Louise. She denied
any knowledge of the fact that the brother and sister had adopted
names which were not their own. She had never heard the name
of Morel in association •with either of them.
The e-yidence of the gendarme who arrested the murderer redhanded was conclusive. The blood of his •victim and the jewels
which he had stolen were foimd upon him. There was tittle need
of deliberation. The verdict was guUty, •without extenuating circumstances. The sentence was death.
I can never forget my mother's face when Gilbert told her the
doom of Claude Morel. We went together to the moming-room
where she was sitting at work, her great basket of flannel and caUco
on the hearthrug in front of her chair, her pale, anxious face intent
upon her stitching. In all this time of suspense she had employed
herself chiefly in -visiting the poor and working for them. She told
me that it was only by constant occupation, useful and mechanical
work, that she could steady her nerves, and prevent herseff from
dweUing incessantly upon the tragedy of her tife.
She Ustened quietly while Gilbert read the verdict and the
sentence, and then, with bent head and clasped hands, she murmured those a-wful words which she had spoken to her husband
when she first read of Morel's crime—
" - Vengeance is mine. I -wiU repay, saith the Lord.' "
How often and how often in the time past she must have repeated
that terrible text!
She received a letter from her husband the same evening, but
it could teU her nothmg which the paper had not told her aheady,
except that he intended to remain in Paris for a few days to see
if there were any Ukelihood of a commutation of the sentence.
Five days afterwards my step-father walked into the drawngroom at nine o'clock in the evening, unannounced and unexpected.
He had come from Paris by the morning mail.
" I waited tiU the eve of the execution, Clara," he said, when my
mother had welcomed him.
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Gilbert and I were sitting at chess in a nook near the fire-place.
We stood up to greet him, but kept aloof, as if he had been a
stranger.
" It is decided then. There wiU be no reprieve," said my mother.
"None."
" Then there will be at least one vUlain less in the world," said I.
He looked at me. Never to my dying day can I forget the
agonized reproachfulness of that look. It was a look that made me
feel as if I were the ingrate and the traitor, and he only the injured.
I saw the picture of my happy childhood—as they saj' a drowning
man sees all his past life in the moment before death. I saw myself
with my arms round that man's neck and my cheek against his
breast; saw myself soothed and watched over in hours of childish
illness; taught and counselled, and amused and trained by that
keen intellect; loved and petted, with an inexhaustible patience
and an unvarying tenderness, by that grave student, for whom all
the world of thought was an open book.
IIow often, how continually, day after day, had he laid aside his
dearest occupation to devote himself to the education and the
amusement of a child! Yes, he had done all this; he had sacrificed his inclinations, he had made himself a slave for my mother"s
sake, and to win her he had plotted my father's death.
My eyelids fell and my heart beat fast beneath that mute reproach ; but for me his crime was an unpardonable crime. I dared
not pity him, even in his agony of remorse; for such pity would
have been treachery to my dead father.
My mother urged him to take some refreshment after his journey,
and gave her orders to the butler to that end, but he declared that
he had dined in London.
" You must have had some time in town between the arrival
of the Paris train and the departure of the 7.50 from Paddington? "
said my mother.
"Yes; I had nearly two hours; time enough to dine, and to
transact a little business in the city."
"In the city? But all the offices would be closed at that
time?"
" Not the office I wanted."
He was looking very ill, and had grown thinner in the few weeks
of absence. I saw my mother observing him anxiously, as he sat
in front of the fire, warming his wasted hands before the burning
logs. He talked with some show of cheerfulness, asked about the
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preparations for the marriage, and for Christmas. Was it to be a
gay Christmas at River Lawn ?
"Gay!" echoed mother; "how could I think of gaiety at such
a time ? My thoughts have been fixed upon one subject. Every
effort of my mind has been not to think too perpetually of the man
who is to die to-morrow."
" Of the man who is to die to-morrow," he repeated solemnly.
" Death cancels aU wrong-doing—at least the Law thinks so. The
worst that you can do to a murderer is to kill him."
He rose slowly, and moved about the room in his old restless
way, and then came over to my mother, and bent over her and
kissed her.
" Don't sit up for me, Clara," he said; " I have letters to write,
proofs to look over, the accumulations of a month. I have sent
Ames over to the cottage with my despatch-box. I shall sit there
very late, most likely."
"Not to-night, Ambrose, surely not to-night! There will be
plenty of time to-morrow," remonstrated mother.
"No, I have left everything to the last. There will be no time
to-morrow. Good night, dear love."
He nodded to GUbert and me, a cool, curt nod, and was gone
before my mother could remonstrate further.
" How pale and haggard he looks ! " she said. " I was wrong to
let him go to Paris upon such a painful business, in his weak health.
What would Sir Andrew say to me if he knew how his advice had
been disregarded ? "
" Sir Andrew recommended rest, I suppose ? " said GUbert.
" He told my husband that it was essential for him to take life
quietly."
"Ah, doctors teU us that—but wiU the heart and brain cease
from troubling, at a physician's bidding? "
My mother sighed, and sank into melancholy sUence; and our
game went on slowly, quietly, in the silent room, where there was
no sound but the light fall of wood ashes on the hearth.
My mother came to me at seven o'clock next mornmg, and told
me that her husband had been at work all night. She had watched
his lamp from her bedroom window, being herself too agitated to
sleep, or even to lie down for more than half an hour at a time.
The lamp had been burning till daybreak, when she saw it extinguished.
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I too had watched that lamp, wondering what the guilty soul
was suffering in that long night—whether he wished himself in the
condemned cell where that vulgar viUain was waiting the dawn ot
Ids last day, whether he would have welcomed the knffe as a short,
sharp erne for the pangs of a guUty conscience.
My step-father had never before spent a whole night at the
cottage, and indeed had seldom occupied himself in his hbrary of
an evening. This unaccustomed night-watch made my mother
uneasy, and she asked me to go across the road with her, to see if
there were anything amiss.
"He may have faUen asleep at his desk," she said, "and in a
cold room; for I dare say he has not been careful to keep the fire
burning aU night."
He had dismissed his valet when he went over to the cottage,
and was alone there, except for the existence of an elderly woman
who Uved in the back premises, cleaned and ahed the rooms, and
made fires. We went across the road together, mother and I, in
the bleak winter morning. The sky was red above the leafless elmtops, towards London, but graj' and gloomy in every other direction.
The neglected garden, and the cottage itself, looked very duU and
dreary in the chiUy dawn, the sodden creepers hanging from the
•walls, the plaster blotted with damp.
" What a dismal house! To think that Ambrose and his son
lived in it for ever so many years," murmured my mother.
She had only to turn the handle of the door to go in—there was
no bolt or lock to shut us out. I followed her into the dark
passage, and into the room on the right of the porch, the room
which my step-father called his den, a room Uned with books from
floor to ceUing.
"Yes," whispered my mother, "he has fallen asleep."
The atmosphere was close and hot, and reeked with the odour of
lamp oU. A pair of candles had burnt down to the sockets, and
the ashes were gray in the grate.
My step-father's head had fallen upon his folded arms, and upon
the table in front of him there was a long official envelope, directed
in a large firm hand—" For my wife."
I read the words across my mother's shoulder as she bent down
to speak to her husband, and I guessed what dreadful thing had
happened, and what new horror she would have to bear.
"Come away, mother, come away ! " I cried; "he is dead! I
know he is dead!"
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She bent over him stiU, and tifted the heavy head, and looked at
the ashen countenance. Yes, it was the end. Death cancels every
wrong. Ambrose Arden's words of the night before came back to
me as we stood there in that awful silence which his voice could
never break again.
Vain now all hope of keeping the truth fr-om my mother. That
envelope, no doubt, contained the admission of his guilt. She
would know, and she would suffer from that knowledge.
She burst into tears as she hung over the tifeless clay.
" Oh, Daisy," she sobbed, " he has gone from us for ever! Our
voices cannot reach him now. I was never half grateful enough
tor his lave or his goodness to me."
"Don't lament him, mother—he was not worthy," I said; but
my tears were streaming too; and I saw the dead man as he
seemed to me in my chUdhood, before my father's death, before he
had begun to plot murder.
We knew before that day was ended that he had died from an
overdose of chloral. He had had strength of will and purpose to
throw the empty bottle under the grate, where it was foimd broken
among the cinders. Thus it was that mother and I did not suspect
a suicide, when we found him cold and tifeless at his desk.
She has not told me the contents of the packet, but I know from
her manner that she has nothing more to learn about my father's
death, albeit Claude Morel died without having made any admission
of his guUt. She has been full of sadness since her husband's
funeral, in spite of her brave attempt to sympathize with Gilbert
and me. The wedding has been delayed for nearly two months in
deference to my step-father's memory and the bienseances. The
coroner's inquest resulted in a verdict of " Death by misadventure,"
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
AMBROSE A R D E N ' S CONrESSION.

To-MORROW morning, before the day is old, Claude Morel wUl
expiate his last and worst crime on the scaffold. He is now sittin"in his condemned ceU -writing his confession, the story of the mmder
in Denmark Street, the hideous history of his crime and of mine
which he has sworn that he will leave behind him to-morrow
morning to be published broadcast to aU civilized Europe before
to-morrow night.
This room, where I sit in the deep of night, in a sUence rarely
broken by some belated footfaU in the lane; this room, Uned round
•with books, mute companions of my joyless manhood, is my condemned ceU. The day that •wUl dawn in a few hours wUl be as
surely my day of doom, as it wiU be Claude Morel's. The sentence
of death that was pronounced upon him was a sentence of death
pronounced upon me. His fate involved my fate. W^hen I made
him the instrument of my crime I made myself his slave.
Oh, my beloved, the only idol of my Ufe, it is for you I write the
history of my sin. No other ej'O but yours need ever look upon
these lines, unless you so wUl it; and I do not think you wUl expose
this dark record of weak passion and unscrupulous crime to an
indifferent public. Let the world know my story only as it wiU be
told by mj' accomplice—a ghastly story, cruellj' and bratally told,
no doubt. These details of my temptation and my fall are for you
alone ; for j'ou who may perhaps execrate my memory just a tittle
less if I urge my one plea for mercy—I loved j'ou with a love that
was stronger than honom- or manhood—stronger than aU the instincts of a Ufe that had been blameless whilst it was passionless —
a love that made me a vUlain.
I first saw Claude Morel at an ItaUan public-house in Gi-eek
Street, where I went to distribute some money, coUected from a few
of my friends, among the distressed Communists who had come to
London for a refuge, and who were some of them almost starving.
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Most of the people assembled in that upstairs room over the tavern
bar were depressed and dispirited by their necessities, and had very
little to say, except to express their thankfulness for the aid which
I took them; but Morel had a great deal to say about the political
situation in France. He spoke -well, and I was interested in his
fervid eloquence, and in the latent passion which burned in every
phrase. I put him down as a dangerous man in any country,
a firebrand in such a city as Paris.
He heard, en passant, that the friend who had given more than
half the sum I had collected was Robert HatreU. I saw the
startling effect of that name upon him, and I was hardly surprised
when he foUowed me into the street and began to question me
about my friend. I was surprised, however, at the malignity of his
speech, and the intensity of malice which betrayed itself in his tone
and manner.
He told me the story of a sister's wrongs. She had been fooled
and duped by a wealthj' Englishman, who coolly refused any reparation for the wrong he had done—for a girl's blighted name and
broken heart. He was not very explicit in his charges, but this
was the kind of thing which he gave me to understand, and he was
just as -vindictive as ff he had been certain of his facts.
I heard the true story of the case from your husband afterwards,
and he gave me his honour that his worst offence had been a sentimental flirtation with a grisette, an innocent unsophisticated girl,
with whom he had been almost seriously in love. His attachment
had just stopped short of a serious passion; and he had but just
escaped the folly of a low marriage.
I believed my friend's statement, and thought no more of Morel's
malignitj', which I did not suppose would ever take any overt form,
though I considered it my duty to warn Robert HatreU of the existence of this vindictive feeling, and to let him know that his enemj'
was in London. He laughed at the man's threats, and the subject
was dismissed by us both.
I had almost forgotten it when I met Morel in Gower Street one
afternoon on my way from the Museum to the Metropolitan RaUway
Station. He told me his troubles, the difficulty of getting employment, his schemes and inventions, which sounded chimerical in the
last degree, and his want of money. He talked again of my friend
HatreU, but I stopped him peremptorUy.
" I have heard your sister's storj' from my friend's own lips,"
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I said; "and I am convinced that your version is a tissue ot
lies."
He was furious at this. He upbraided me for beUeving a gentieman in preference to a man of the people. It was the old story.
The weU-born seducer coiUd always escape the consequences of his
-wrong-doing; but for once in a waj' the world should see that
retribution may foUow -wi-ong. Robert Hatrell had broken his
sister's heart, and had grosslj' insulted her; and he meant to be
even -with him.
He asked me for haff a sovereign, but I had only a few shUlings
about me; so he gave me a card •with a •written address upon it,
begging me to send him a post'office order next daj-.
I have suice discovered that he had appealed to your husband for
money, and had been sternly refused; and no doubt that refusal
•was a more unpardonable offence than any sin against his sister.
It was Avithin a week of this accidental encounter •with Morel that
I received an unexpected visit from my father's old lawyer. He
came to Lamford in order with his own Ups to communicate some
very wonderful news. A second cousin of my father's had lately
died in Chicago, leaving me his residuary legatee, and, -with some
insignificant exceptions, the inheritor of a large fortune acquired
in tiade. I had never even heard of Matthew Ai-den, who had
begun Ufe -with a smaU estate in the East Riding, where he farmed
his own land, and had ended tife as one of the richest merchants
iu Chicago. For me this fortune was a fortune dropped from the
clouds.
I was astounded, but hardly elated by this sudden change from
poverty to wealth. The studious Ufe I was leading was the only tife
I should ever care to lead. Money, except so far as the indulgence
of my taste as a coUector of books, could be of very Uttie use to
me; and even my taste in books was inexpensive. I did not pine
for tall copies or rare editions. AU I valued in a book was its
contents. At this time I had not attained to the fine instinct of a
coUector.
I told my old fi-iend that I should make no difference in my
mode of hfe, and that I should tell my son nothing of this change
in our fortunes for some time to come. I begged the good old
famUy lawyer to exercise the discretion which' had alwaj-s been
his distinguishing quality, and to take care that no newspaper
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paragraphs descriptive of my unexpected luck had their source in
his office.
When the lawyer left me I sat alone among my books, and
thought over the change in my fortunes. A stroke of luck which
would have made most men half mad with joy left me cold. What
could wealth give me ? Nothing, for it could not give me you.
Yes, Clara, it was of you, and you only, that I thought, as I tried
to estimate the value of these riches that had faUen into my lap.
What was their worth to me; what could they do for me; what
could they buy for me ? Nothing, nothing, nothing!
I was stUl a young man ; I was not iU-looking ; and I had some
pretensions to inteUectual power. Hitherto poverty had exercised
its restraining influence upon me. I had hved obscurely, remote
from the world. I might now, if I pleased, make a flgure in society,
live in a fine house, and surround myself with fine people.
I had no more inclination to do this than I had to head an expedition to the North Pole. Society had no pleasure to offer me.
Neither house nor garden nor stable had any attraction for me.
I was not a sportsman. I was not a yachtsman. I had never felt
the faintest interest in a race on land or water. I had but one
passion, one dream, one desire upon earth, or beyond the earth—
and that was you. My whole being resolved itself into one ardent
longing—to win you.
I loved you from the first day I saw you. Oh, God ! how vividly
I can recall that first day and hour, that casual meeting which
decided the whole course of my life, for good or evil! Your
face flashes out of the shadowy distance beyond the lamplight—a
vision of gladness and beauty—as it shone upon me that clear
October morning, when you stood before me leaning against your
husband's arm, newly returned from your honeymoon, a two-months
bride.
You remember our first meeting, Clara ; how I looked in through
the open gate and saw you standing deep in conversation with your
husband and his architect, who was holding an open plan for you
both to look at. I had made Mr. Hatrell's acquaintance a few days
before, when he came down to Lamford alone, and we happened to
travel in the same railway carriage.
He introduced himself to me as my future neighbour, and insisted
upon giving me a lift in his fly from the station, though I told him
it was my habit to walk home.
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" I want you to teU me aU about the neighbourhood," he
said.
This had broken the ice, and on this second time of seeing each
other we exchanged friendly salutations through the open gate; and
then as I Ungered a little he caUed me into the garden and intioduced
me to his -wife.
I remember your courteous greeting—so courteous yet so careless.
How could you dream that I was to be so potent a factor in your
sum of life ! How could you guess that the lovely face which you
turned towards me, so unconscious of its power, was to change the
whole current of my existence—to make me first your passionate
lover, and next your husband's murderer!
Y'es, Clara, his murderer. From that hour I was foredoomed
to do evil for your sake. I was fated to btight your happiness,
and to miss being happy, even though I gained the wages of my
crime.
What did I think of you that day? Only that you were
the most enchanting woman I had ever seen, and that Robert
HatieU was a man for aU other men to en-yy. My thoughts went
no further than that on the first day. I thought of your loveliness
as I should have thought of some rare flower—the white chatice of
the Victoria regia floating in the faint tiopical haze of a stUl waterpool, the pale purple or vi-vid gold of some fairy-tike orchid—something delicately beautfful that did not come -within the scope of my
life. I had no more definite thought of you than that; yet afterwards I knew that I had loved you from the first. The change was
in myseff, not in my thoughts. A slow consuming fever was kindled
in me that day which has never ceased to burn. Little by tittle, by
infinitesimal stages, it has burnt up heart and brain.
Your husband liked me, and j'Ou were always kind. For the
first years of our acquaintance we met but rarelj'; and it -was not
till you were established at River Lawn that I came to be intimatelj'
acquainted with you both, and gradually to be almost one of the
famUy. Daisy was the Unk which united us. I had the good
fortune to -win the chUd's love, and this assured me of the mother's
friendship. You loved books, whUe your husband cared Uttie for
reading or any inteUectual pursuit, being, above all, a man of action.
I was able thus to supply something wantmg in your lffe, and to
fiU a place wliich he ought to have been able to fiU. I was the
adviser of your studies, and the sharer of your ideas. I felt some-
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times as if I were the husband of your inteUect, as he was the
husband of your heart.
Had I ever seen any wavering in your fideUty to him, any
weariness of the tie that bound you to him, I do not beUeve that
I should have tried to turn it to my own advantage. I could not
have degraded you by one unworthy prayer. I could not couple
dishonour with your image.
There were times when our calm friendship, our mutual love for
J'our child, which kept us in touch with one another, seemed to me
almost enough for my happiness. I felt as if I could have gone on
contentedly thus, to old age, making a quiet third in your life—now
with your husband, now with your daughter, always subordinate—•
the shadow beside your sunshine. And then, while I was cheating
myself with these calm thoughts, a wave of passion would sweep
over my being; a demon of jealousy would rend and tear me ; and I
could not endure to be with you in the serene atmosphere of domestic
love. Your husband's every look and every tone tortured me.
You have both of you reproached me sometimes for keeping
aloof, for burying myself among my books, and shunning the
hospitalities of River Lawn. If you could have seen me in those
supposed-studious intervals, you would have seen a man possessed
of devils, given over to perdition.
Imagine these years of alternate storm and calm ; imagine a mind
and heart burnt up by one devouring passion, worn out with the
monotony of despair; and then think what my thoughts must have
been as I sat in my solitude and brooded over the worthlessness of
my newly-acquired wealth.
Had you been free, fortune would have meant everything for me.
Had you been free—the widow of a rich man—it would have been
a hard thing to approach you as a pauper. My pride would have
revolted against owing all to you, fortune as well as happiness.
But now—now that I was rich—your equal at least in fortune, my
motives could not inspire doubt even in the meanest mind. Were
I to wed you no malicious worldling could ever say of me, " Pie
gained all by that lucky marriage."
Were j'ou but free !
I began to meditate upon the uncertainty of life, and to picture
to myself the accidents and sudden unforeseen diseases by which
men as young and vigorous as Robert HatreU are sometimes taken
away. I thought of raUway accidents, and imagination conjured
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up the pictm-e of some such catastrophe in aU its vivid detail—an
engine off the line, a coach or two -wrecked, and Robert HatreU
lying dead upon the side of the embankment. I pictured the
sudden horror of his home-coming upon the shrouded bier. Your
agony, j^our tears. I passed over those Ughtly, thinking of how it
would be my lot to console you, slowly, patiently to win you back
to happiness and a new love. I never doubted your love for him;
I knew that your heart was entirely his; but I thought I had an
influence over j'our mind which would speedily ripen into love, he
being removed.
I understood you so little, j'ou see, Clara. I had not fathomed
the mysterj' of your heart. He has been dead nine years, and you
love him stiU. Y^ou have never loved me.
I thought of the river, saw him rowing towards the sunset, with
his strong, slow stroke, in such a scene as our English landscapepainters love; the village chm-ch beyond the low line of rushes;
the clustering wUlows, pale in the evening haze; the glory of the
sunset behind church-tower and tall elms.
I thought that even on that placid river there were possibUities
of danger—a boat of siUy, chattering Cockneys upset, a strong man
swimming to their rescue, and losing his life in the sti-uggle to sa-\-e
those unknown tives. Such things have been.
I thought of fevers which seize men suddenly in the fuU vigour
of youth. I thought of insidious diseases which creep upon a man
unsuspected, and sap the citadel before he knows that Death in one
of his numerous disguises is at the door.
Last of all, I thought of Morel, and his threats of vengeance.
I laughed at the notion. Harmless thunder, no doubt. It is
common, enough for angry men to threaten; but threatened men
Uve.
There was something in my recollection of Claude IMorel which
made me dweU upon his image in that long reverie, as the lovely
light of the June afternoon slowly faded, and tho gold of the
western sky shone into my room, dazzling my dreaming eyes. I
recall the colour of the sunset, the feeling of the air as it graduaUy
cooled into evening. I recall every half-unconscious impression of
hours which marked the crisis of my life, and saw me change from
an honest man to a vUlain.
There were in ^lorel's tone and manner certain indications of a
malignity which I had never seen in any other man. There was
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a concentration of pui-pose, a resolute intention to injure, which
must ultimately take some definite form, I told myseff, unless
cowardice should intervene. And I did not think ilorel a coward.
The man had so Uttie to lose. His fortunes -were desperate enough
to make him daring.
What ff the opportunity arose, and he were to murder the man
he hated—the man who had refused to help him in his distress ?
I impUcitly believed Robert HatreU's account of his love affair, and
I did not give Morel credit for caring much about his sister's reputation. He had tried to make money out of the Englishman's
caprice, but he had failed ignominiously. Hence, and hence onlj',
that rancorous hatred. He was of the temper which in the hour of
misfortune woidd tum like a tiger against the fortunate—the temper
of men who surge up out of the pa^ying-stones and gutters of every
great city in the time of revolution, and who do evU for evU's sake.
Upon the conscience of such a man as that murder would sit Ughtly.
What if he reaUy meant murder ? I pictured that sinister figure
lurking in the rustic lanes, lying hidden in a dry flowery ditch,
under the spreading hedgerow, readj' with pistol or knffe when his
enemy passed by.
Opportunity? Why, ff" he meant murder, it would be easy
enough for him to create his opportunity. But when the thing was
done, when that gna^wing rage had satiated itself, there would be
nothing gained but the gratification of his anger, and there would
be the hazard of the gallows.
The murderer's craft may minimize that risk. The old saw,
that murder wUl out, has proved a lying proverb of late j'ears. The
art of murder has progressed -with the march of civiUzation, and
the modern murderer is more than a match for the modern policeman.
I recaUed a murder which had interested me curiously years
before, when I read the accotmt of it in a London newspaper, I
bemg then remote from London, amid the stillness of the Welsh
hUls.
It happened in the daj^s when trade union was called conspiracvi
and when the law of the land bore heavily upon workmen who
banded themselves together against their employer. A certain set
of men had conspired ; there had been outrages and violence in a
certain northern city, and attempted arson. The ringleaders were
denounced by one of themselves, were tried, found guilty, and
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sentenced to transportation for lffe. The man who betrayed them
dared not remain in his native city. There he knew himseff to be
a marked man; but he thought he would be safe in London, under
an assumed name.
He came to London, got employment readUy, for he was a
clever workman, and funded the price of his tieachery as a nest-egg
for his old age.
Going homewards one day, at his dinner hour, he walked along
a quiet stieet in Soho, which he was in the habit of passing through
daUy. Midway this stieet is intersected by a narrow aUey. As
the man came in front of the opening he was shot dead by some
one stancUng in the aUey, waiting for him to pass. No one ever
knew what hand fired the shot. It was in broad dayUght, in the
heart of a busy district, but the murderer disappeared as easUy as
ff he had been spirit and not flesh. I teU you of this long-foigotten
crime, Clara, because it was the nucleus of evU thoughts which
slowly took the form of murder.
My -wicked scheme did not shape itseff aU at once. For many
days and nights I was haunted by the image of Claude Morel,
haunted by the tones of his voice, the lurid tight in his eyes when
he talked of his enemy. Again and again I found mjseff mentaUy
measm-ing the force of that hatied which had expressed itseff in
biting tones and malevolent looks. Did it amoimt to so much, or
so much, or so much ? Was it really stiong enough to plan and
accompUsh an assassination, in broad dayUght, in the stieets of
London, a deed as daring as the murder of the workman who
betrayed his comrades?
AH this time my lffe went on upon the old Unes—the calm
monotony of rustic sm-roundings, the unvarjing graciousness of
j'Our friendship. Your child sat beside me at her books, under the
wUlow, or hung upon my shoulder in her exuberance of love; and
there was no instinct in her chUdish mind to warn her that the
man she loved and trusted had given himseff over to the powers
ofheU.
I am not sufficientiy orthodox to believe in a Personal DevU any
more than I beUeve in a Personal God; yet in those days I could
not divest myseff of the feeUng that wicked influences outside my
own existence had got hold of me—that the hideous hopes and
schemes that I was for ever revolving in my mind -were prompted
by a power of iniquity greater than m\' own.
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While the wicked web was slowly spreading, the man who was
the incarnation of my o-wn sinful longing appeared upon the scene.
He had -written me two or three begging letters after that chance
meeting in Gower Street, and I had sent him small sums of money,
such amounts as a man of my supposed means might send to such
an applicant. These concessions had made him bolder, and he
came to my house in the dusk of a summer evening, having walked
all the waj"- from Staines. He had just the railway fare to Staines,
he told me, and no more. I took him in and fed him, and let him
sit at my table and vapour about his inchoate inventions, all burked
for the want of capital. I let him talk of your husband, and I
answered all his questions about the man he hated. I told him of
Robert HatreU's happy and peaceful life, his prosperity, his last
fancy for sinking four thousand pounds in the purchase of a few
acres of land to increase his pleasure grounds.
" In your native South, I take it, you would be able to buy an
olive wood and a -vineyard -with that money ? " I said.
He nodded yes, and went on eating and drinking, in a meditative
silence.
" Now, were any man as savage a foe to Robert Hatrell as you
pretend to be," I said, after a long pause, " he would have a good
chance of taking his revenge and making his fortune some time
next week."
He looked at me wonderingly, and I explained that Hatrell would
have to pay for the land in Bank of England notes. It was an oldfashioned etiquette -with solicitors to expect to be paid in bank-notes,
even when a man's cheque was as good as the bank paper. HatreU
would go up to London on an appointed day, cash his cheque at his
bank, and then carry the money to the solicitor's office. I told him
casually the name and address of the bank, and the name and
address of the solicitor; and I saw him sitting there before me,
with his eyes kindling like two burning coals, and his under-lip
trembling curiously as his halting breath came and went.
"Hatrell and his money will be safe enough," he muttered at
last. " A man can't be robbed and murdered in broad daylight in
such a city as London."
" There you show your foreign ignorance of our manners and
customs," I said; and then I gave him the brief history of several
metropolitan assassinations which had occurred within my memory.
He became very serious and silent, sitting before his empty plate,
z
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with his chin drooping on his chest, his inky brows bent in a
thoughtful frown. Suddenly, after an interval which seemed long,
he tifted his head and turned and looked at me, with a de-vUish
cunning in his eyes.
" You hate Robert HatieU as much as I do," he said. " You are
in love with his wffe, I dare say."
" Nonsense. I am only trying to prove to you that all your talk
about hatred and revenge is so much melodramatic bluster, and
that you haven't the sUghtest intention of injuring my friend."
" Your friend! your friend! " he repeated, mockingly.
And then, after another interval of sUence, during which he
walked over to the window and stood looking across the placid
summer t-wilight, in the direction of River Lawn, he came over to
me and stood in front of me, looking at me fixedly and emphasizing
everj' sentence with a sharp rap of his knuckles upon the table.
" You want that man kUled, so do I ; cela se comprend. I would
kill him for sixpence; kill him for the mere pleasure of making him
imderstand that he was a fool to trifle with Claude Morel's sister,
and a greater fool to insult Claude Morel. I take too lofty a view
of the situation perhaps. That is in my blood. We Provencals do
not easUy pardon an injury or an insult. I would kiU him for
sixpence; but I would much rather kiU him for four thousand
pounds. You say the purchase is to be completed next week ? "
I nodded yes. My dry tips refused to speak.
" Let me know the day and hour. Let me know, ff you can, the
route he is likely to take from PaU MaU to Lincoln's-Inn-Fields.
Give me twenty pounds to be ready for what I have to do, and in
order that I may have a few pounds about me to get out of England
in case of failure. Do this, and you may tie down to-night secure
in the thought that Robert HatreU's days are numbered, and that
his wife will soon be his widow."
I gave him two ten-pound notes -without a word.
" I'U think about the other part of the business," I told him.
"Remember, if I am to act you wiU have to be prompt and
decisive," he said. " I can't stir a step without exact details. I
shaU shift my lodgings to-morrow, so as to be near the scene
of action. My present quarters at Camden Town are too far
afield."
His deviUsh coolness was too much for me. I told him I had
been talking at random. I meant nothing except to test him. He
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had proved himself a greater vUlain than I had thought possible,
and I never wanted to see his face again.
" You wiU think better of that," he said. " I'U telegraph my
address to-morrow morning, and I shaU wait for your instructions."
Not tUl the last moment—not tUl I crossed the threshold of the
Post Office at Reading an hour after your husband left for London
on that fatal day—did I make up my mind that I was going to do
this hideous thing. Again and again and again with agonizing
iteration I had argued the question. I had told myself that this
horror could not be; that I, Ambrose Arden, was not the stuff of
which murderers are made ; and again and again and yet again my
thoughts had gone back to the pit of hell, and I had pictured you
free to return my love, and 1 had thought that such love must
finaUy win its reward; that in aU intense passion there is a magnetic
power which can compel responsive passion, as fire -wiU spread from
one burning fabric to another that was dark and cold tUl the flame
touched it.
When your husband left the gate that morning I knew that I
must act at once, or never. I walked to the station, caught the
slow train that left half an hour after the express by which he
traveUed, and went to Reading, where the wording of my telegram
was not likely to arouse official curiosity. I had only one fact to
communicate—the hour of HatreU's appointment with Florestan's
solicitor. Morel knew the locality of the Bank, and it would be
for him to watch and find out the route from Cockspur Street to
Lincoln's Inn.
Can you think what my feelings were that night when you came
over to this house at ten o'clock to tell me that your husband had
not returned ?
I knew then that one of the most hellish schemes ever hatched
had been carried out to the bitter end, and that the murder had been
done. Did Judas feel as I did, I wonder, before he went and hanged
himseff? I did not give myself up to that blind despair of remorse
which moved him who betrayed his Master. I was baser, harder,
vUer than Judas—for I stood that night with your hands clasped in
mine, pretending to comfort you, repeating lying assurances that aU
would be weU, whUe my heart beat madly with the thought that
you were free, and that it would be my Ufe's dear labour to win
your love.
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And through those days of doubt and horror I acted my part, and
hypocrisy came easy to me. Anjihing was easy, so long as I was
with you, consoUng, ad-vising, sustaining; you leaning upon me in
your innocent unconsciousness of the deep flood of passion that
surged below the steadfast quietude which I had schooled myself to
maintain.
Throughout those days I was haunted by the fear that the murderer would be caught, tried, and condemned, and that he would
reveal my part in his crime. I feared that which_ has now come to
pass, after a respite of nearly nine years.
Then came the darkest period of aU my hateful tife—the period
of your Ulness, when your life hung in the balance, when every day
that dawned might be your last on earth. I lived through that
time, a time of fear and trembUng, which I shuddered even to
remember, years afterwards.
And then, and then came my great reward—the reward of
treachery and bloodshed, base betrayal of a noble friend, a long
tissue of Ues and hypocrisies ; then, after years of patience, during
which I had shrunk with an unconquerable hesitancy from putting
my fate to the touch, I had the price of my sin. Your love, no!
That love for which I had sinned was no nearer my winning after
seven years' apprenticeship than it was whUe my •victim Uved. You
gave me gratitude—gratitude to me who had blighted your happy
life. You rewarded me for the steadfastness of a friendship which
in some^wise tinked my image •with that of your murdered husband.
Oh, how you -wiU abhor my memory when you look back upon your
seff-sacrifice, your generous payment of a fancied debt! How you
wUl hate yourself for ha-ving been trapped into a loveless union with
the man who plotted your husband's death, who was to aU intents
and purposes his murderer!
WeU, it is aU over now. I grasped the Dead Sea frait, and tasted
the bitterness of its ashen core. I knew that you did not love me
—and I was more miserable as your husb and than when I waited at
your gate as a suitor. There were gUmpses of Paradise then—
gleams of hope shining on my crime-darkened spirit; but afterwards,
when I had constrained you to be mine—when I had won all that
Fate could give me, I knew that your heart was with the dead.
" Nought's had, all's spent,
"When our desire is got -(vithout content."
That was the motto of my lffe.

Ambrose Arden s Confession.

341

Then came a new horror—a haunting fear of the dead, which I
take to have been rather physical than mental. Could I, disciple
of Schopenhauer and Hartmann,—I who had graduated in the
school of exact science, and reduced every thought and feeUng to
its logical sequence, admitting nothing which my mind could not
conceive—could I be the sport of ghostly forms and unreal voices ?
I to be haunted and paralysed by the dread of a shadow—I to
tremble and turn cold on entering your husband's study, lest I
should see a pale image of the dead seated where the tiving man
used to sit—I to walk those familiar gardens with an ever-present
dread of a well-kno-wn footstep sounding behuid me, or, when no
imaginary sound pursued me, with an absolute certainty that I was
being followed by the noiseless movements of a phantom! I to
become the slave of such fears—I who believe in nothing beyond
the limitations of our understanding—who have restricted all my
speculations to the real and the finite !
I knew from the first that these horrors had their source in
shattered nerves and broken health. I knew that I was as much
a sufferer from physical causes as the victim of alcohoUc poisoning
who sees de-vils and vermin about his bed. Yet the thing was as
real to me as if I had been the firmest believer in supernatural
influences; and I suffered as much from these false appearances
and imaginary sounds as the believer could have suffered. That is
one form which retribution has taken. The other form has been
my ever-present sense of disappointment in not having won your
heart. Tortured thus, life has been only a synonym for suffering;
and I can look forward coldly and calmly to the coming daytight,
when I shall have ceased to Uve.
How can I plead to you at the close of this full and deUberate
confession? How dare I hope that you can have any feeling except
loathing for the writer of these lines ? For myself, therefore, I wUl
ask nothmg. I ask only that you wiU be kind to my son, who, if
Morel carries out his threat, must bear henceforward the burden of a
name blurred by his father's infamy. He has a fine character, and
wUl reward your kindness. His mother was one of the best and
purest of women ; think of him as inheriting her virtues and not my
dark and evU spirit. It is not in his nature either to love as I have
lovei, or to sin as I have sinned.
Yes, you wiU be good to my son, I know, Clara. You wiU forget
that there is one drop of my Judas blood in his veins. You may
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know now, in this day of confessions, why he left us—why he broke
the tie between him and Daisy, and shook the dust of his father's
dweUing off his feet. He had found me out. Accident had put
him in the way of hearing his father's guilt pronounced by the lips
of the wretch who executed the crime which his father had only
meditated in evil dreams.
Claude Morel hunted me out in our house in London, and forced
his way to my study in order to ask me for money. It was not his
first attempt upon my purse after our joint crime. I had been
pestered by letters from him, sometimes at long intervals, sometimes
in rapid succession; but I had answered none of those letters; and
now -^vhen he dared to force an entrance into my house I was rigid
in my refusal of money. I knew what the word chantage means for
a Frenchman of his temper; and that if I once opened my purse to
him I should be his slave for ever. I was no coward in my relations
with that scoundrel, although he threatened me with the one thing
winch I had to fear. He threatened to tell you the story of his
crime, and how he took the first hint of it from my lips. He had
kept the telegram sent from Reading on the morning of the mm-der
—the telegram giving the hour of your husband's appointment; and
he swore that if I denied him substantial help he would tell his story
to you, and lay that telegram before you.
I bade^ him do his worst, strong in the assurance that he would
do nothing to incriminate himself, and that he could not touch upon
the subject of Robert HatreU's death without jeopardising his own
safety. Least of all did I believe that he would reveal himself to
you as your husband's murderer. No ; I felt that I had nothing to
fear beyond personal annoyance from the existence of Claude Slorel;
yet the memories which the man pressed upon me were so hideous,
his presence was so intolerable, that I would have given half mj'
fortune to be rid of him for ever. It was as if my crime had taken
a living shape and were dogging my steps. IMost of all did I loathe
his presence when he came upon me in my quiet study in this house
—in the room where his crime and mine had first shaped itself in
my disordered mind.
He had resolved to weary me out, I believe, and to that end he
had taken a lodging at Henley. Pie appeared upon my pathway at
all hours and in the most unexpected places, but I was rock.
We had several interviews before the one which was fatal to my
son's peace of mind, and which parted father and son for ever.
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On that particular morning Morel overtook me in the lane near
my cottage, and urged his demands -with a savage persistence, rendered desperate, I suppose, by the disappointment of hopes which
he had entertained from the hour he discovered that I was a rich
man.
" You say that I knew you in London some years ago," I said,
" and that we had confidential conversations together in this place,
and that we two together plotted the murder of my best friend ?
You admit that you are a murderer, and you ask me to believe
that I am one, by desire, and intention, and co-operation with you.
I choose to deny all your assertions; I choose to say that I never
saw your face tiU you forced your way into my London house. If
you persist in the form of persecution which j'oii have been carrying on for the last six weeks it -will be my duty to hand you over to
the police, and it will be their duty to discover whether you are a
a lunatic at large, or whether you are really the man you pretend
to be, and the murderer of Robert Hatrell. In the latter case there
must be people who can identffy you. Some of those -witnesses at
the inquest who saw the murderer go in and out of the house in
Denmark Street may stiU be within reach of a subpoena. If you
annoy me any further in my own house or out of doors it wiU be
needful for me to take this step, and you may be sure I shall
take it."
I had never been cooler than when I gave him this answer. I
had weighed and measured the situation, and I did not beUeve he
had power to harm me, be his malignity what it might. My crime
might be even darker than his, but he could not touch my guUt
with his little finger without his whole body being dra-wn into the
meshes of the law. I knew that, and I could afford to laugh at his
fury. To give him money, were it so much as a single sovereign,
would be in somewise to acknowledge his claim and to establish a
link between us. There should be no such link. And over and
above this motive I abhorred the man, and his necessities had no
power to touch my pity.
He could do me no harm, I thought; nor could he, but for the
accident of my son's crossing the top of the lane while this man was
with me, and having his attention attracted by the strangeness of
the man's gestures as he talked to me. The angry flourish of his
arm as he poured his rancour into my ear suggested a threat of
personal violence, and my son foUowed us, in order to protect his
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father should there be need of his interference. Once within earshot Cyril stayed his footsteps and listened to the end of a savage
recapitulation of those suggestions of mine which led to the scheme
of the murder, and of the sending of the telegram that furnished the
information which rendered the crime possible.
He, my son, heard the history of my sin, heard and betieved. I
stopped at the end of the lane and looked round. CyrU stood a few
paces from me, deadly pale, looking at me in terrible sUence.
Jlorel tumed and saw him stand there, almost at the same moment,
and slunk aside.
"How dare you insult my father -with your lunatic ravings?"
cried CyrU, Ufting his stick threateningly ; " be off with you,
fellow!"
He pointed Londonwards with his stick, and Morel crept slowly
along the dusty road, lea-ving me face to face -with my son.
"You don't beUeve
" I began; but his face told me that he
did believe Morel's story, and that nothing I could say would undo
the mischief that scoundrel's tongue had done. The_story of the
telegram had condemned me in my son's eyes; and perhaps, too,
my guilt was written upon my brow, had been •written there from tho
beginning in characters that had deepened with the passage of time.
Oh, God! how often, sitting among you all, within the sound of
Daisy's innocent'laughter, I have found the burden of my guUt so
intolerable, that I have been tempted to cry my secret aloud and
make an end of my long agony! And now I saw aU the horror of
it reflected in my son's agonised face as he told me that he could
never be Daisy's husband, that the murderer's son must not marry
the victim's daughter.
" Oh, how she would hate me," he cried, " if j-ears after our
marriage she found she had been entrapped into such a loathsome
union
He told me that he should leave England at once, and for ever.
He was not without pity for me, although my crime and the passion
that prompted it lay beyond the region of his thoughts. To him
such a character as mine was unthinkable.
He who could renounce love when honour urged him coidd not
understand the love that makes light of honour, truth, friendship,
all things for love's sake. His happier nature has never sounded
that dark depth.
And so we parted. I wanted him at least to share my fortune.
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There was no taint at the source of this. If he were to begin a
new life, I urged that he might as well begin it with independence
and comfort; but he told me he could take nothing from me, and
he was resolute in his refusal.
" I am young enough to make my own way in the world," he
told me; " thews and sinews must have their value somewhere."
And so we parted, just touched ice-cold hands, and parted for
ever.

THE

END.

LONDOS: PKINTED BT WILLIAM CLOWES AND BONS, LIMITED,
ETAUFOBD SXBEEX AKD CHARIKQ CB0S3.

At all Booksellers and Bookstalls, price 2s. 6d. each, Cloth Gilt^
THE

AUTHOR'S AUTOGRAPH
EDITION OF MISS
BRADDON'S NOVELS.
Also ready, price 2s. each, Picture Boards.
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
II,
12,

n14,
IS16.
17'
18,
19,
20.
21.
22.
23.
24,
25,

LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET.
H E N R Y DUNBAR.
ELEANOR'S VICTORY.
AURORA FLOYD. [LEGACY.
JOHN
MARCHMONT'S
T H E DOCTOR'S W I F E .
ONLY A CLOD.
SIR JASPER'S TENANT.
T R A I L OF T H E SERPENT.
LADY'S MILE.
LADY LISLE.
CAPTAIN OF T H E VULBIRDS OF PREY.
[TURE.
CHARLOTTE'S
INHERITR U P E R T GODWIN, [ANCE,
RUN TO E A R T H .
DEAD SEA FRUIT.
RALPH T H E BAILIFF,
FENTON'S QUEST,
LOVELS OF ARDEN.
ROBERT AINSLEIGH.
TO T H E BITTER END.
MILLY DARRELL,
STRANGERS AND PILGRIMS,
LUCIUS DAVOREN.

26. TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.
27. LOST FOR LOVE.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.
43.
44.
45.
46.
47.

A STRANGE WORLD.
HOSTAGES TO F O R T U N E .
DEAD MEN'S SHOES,
J O S H U A HAGGARD,
WEAVERS AND W E F T ,
AN OPEN VERDICT.
VIXEN,
T H E CLOVEN FOOT,
T H E STORY OF BARBARA.
J U S T AS I AM,
ASPHODEL.
MOUNT ROYAL.
T H E GOLDEN CALF,
PHANTOM FORTUNE.
F L O W E R AND WEED,
ISHMAEL,
WYLLARD'S WEIRD,
UNDER T H E RED FLAG.
ONE T H I N G N E E D F U L .
MOHAWKS.

48. LIKE AND UNLIKE.
49. THE FATAL THREE.
50. THE DAY WILL COME.

51. ONE LIFE ONE LQVE.
" N o one can be dull who has a Novel by Miss Braddon in hand. The
most tiresome journey is beguiled, and the most wearisome illness is brightened
by any one of ^ e r books."

LONDON: S I M P K I N

& CO.,

LIMITED.

>:> i I

A WONDERFUL MEDICINE.

M

M mad Mad

A

R E universally admitted to be worth a Guiiieu a Eox for Bilious urn]
Nervous Disorders, such as Wind tiafl Psvn m the Stomachy tiick
Headache, Giddiness, I'lilnes-s and Swc-Pvhv.r ivlrt^- Meals, JfizTA-•(>&&,mid
Drowsiness. Gobi Chills, Flasinngs of Hi' it, Loss of A ppetite, IS'- atij^vss. •
of Breath, toburv/ and l>'o!<dies on the Skn; Di>--trir'.nHl S'.;:epJi"j'!|2''lHufT
Dreams, and all N"oT-vons siid TrombRng Sensativ.i-;. t* c. The fird dosej
will give relief in rwer.tv i.iinutes. fivevy suiierei-/j.^ eaniestl}- ."livired
to try one box of these !-'il!s, and thty 71 ill be ackiunvledged to be

WORTH

A GUINEA A BOX.

These Pill.'s are invaluable.
No one sliould be without, them.
There is no medicine to be fouiici to equ Beecham's Pills for removing
any obsfruction or irregularity of the system. If t a t en according to
the directions given with each box they will soon restora females
of all ages to sound and i'obust health.
This haS" been proved by
thoasa,nds who have tried them and found ^lie bienetii.^ wli-ch arcensured by their use. For a' Weal: StoraacljV liopaircd Diji-estioii.
and all Disorders of the Liver, they act like iKagie. avd ik.fev. doses
wdl b(! found to work woniJers CH! the I'sost ii>jjjor.;!>'.t orgtms in ti-,.;
human niaclune. They !-trciig'then the whole nrn,';;;ulrir .'^v.-tcimi' K>s?o:-e
the long-lost compl.'^Aioii, bring back tliC keen edge of appetite, ami
arouse inbi acH(jn willi the rose-bud of health the whole physical
energy of the human frame
These are FACTS testified continuE.ly by
members of all classes of society, and one of the b^'St i;uarfiufues lo
the Nervous tmd Debilitated i's BEKCHAM'S PILL.S have Ult)

Largest Sale of any Patent Medicine in the World.
Prepared only, and sold Wholesale by tlie Proprietor,

THOMAS BEECHAMi ST. HELEN'S, LANCASHIRE,
In Eoxes, 9|d., Is, lid,, aud 2s, 9d. each
Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine Dealers everywhere.
N.h.-'-FFLL DIRECT-tQKS ARE QIVEN WIT}! }-l^eH HOX.

